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Chapter. 1: Start of Book 2: Dragons

So much had happened since I came to this world. I had enjoyed a leisurely day before meeting Ceylon. She was the girl whose life I saved, and who had requested my help to save her struggling noble family. She was an innocent person ⁠— a friend who had helped me in strange ways, ways that I had struggled to process until now.
But now that she was missing after setting off with Regis’karr ⁠— the dragon whom I had fought to death on a whim and later turned out to be the Hermit ⁠— I realized it. Her presence made me calmer or rather less likely to act on my own, but now that she was not here I had gone and done my own thing. I was an impulsive person, but without her around it was even more noticeable.
I had fought Jake the Weapon Master, the man who dared to use my ice spear against me. And instead of killing him, I had chosen to give him another ice spear in hopes he would challenge me again. I too had fought the Heroine of Spiders and defeated her SS Tier spider after surpassing my previous limits, but I guessed that was just my nature in battle. I could’ve died but I kept fighting out of enjoyment.
I enjoyed battles.
In the end, I learned my strongest skill [Frost, Stasis, Eternity and a Prophecy], an incredibly long name for a skill, yet so incredibly strong. After the fact, the Heroine of Spiders became employed by me and taken under custody by Jake. Well, it was unpaid employment.
Though, that had been the good outcome after fighting a hero, the bad one was the Hero of Shadows whom I had killed only to learn later he was still alive.
I didn’t know what would come from it, and it was always in the back of my mind, not knowing what would happen. As for the Hero of Flames⁠ ⁠— I didn’t know if making Ceylon’s family the new rulers of Draliz would put me on his bad side, but if it did, then I was going to deal with him too.
And after, I arrived at the Maw of Dragons all because Regis’karr had been sent by the dragons to recruit me. I agreed with the intent to squeeze their worth, mainly to get stronger via their so-called blood ritual, but in the end, it turned out to be an attempt to kill or subdue me by the Dragon of Frost. And to ensure his plans, he used arcane magic to see them to completion.
However, it wasn’t enough, and in the end, I won.
I won and declared myself the new Dragon of Frost in spite of just being a human, and then became the queen of the Grand Dragon Elders through force. And now, I was here.
I was on top of Malz, the Dragon of Shadows whom I had fought nearly to the death after she challenged me, and for some reason had asked to accompany me on my journey. However, that decision was yet to be made. We were heading in a direction across the ocean, a place far away from the Maw of Dragons, to one of the supposedly many entrances of the Forgotten Places.
Places where the corruption resided, places that represented the vestiges from the age of oblivion⁠— the time when heroes were summoned to protect the System. From my understanding, the corruption originated from the System, and now due to it, I was here in this world, with no actual purpose other than my own goals.
I wasn’t planning on dealing with the corruption of the System, or even fixing it, for it seemed to be completely out of my reach. So, my only reason for visiting was to grow stronger, in order to protect myself from future threats, whether it was the Hero of Flames or someone else. It was all to have the strength to make my own future, even if said future was just finding a place to call home.
So here I was, on a journey with the other dragon elders to the Forgotten Places. A full day had passed, and now the second day was coming to an end. By the first day, we crossed the Great Sea, the largest stretch of water in all of Arlas, and where the Maw of Dragons resided. Then we passed by a different country: the Miri-Sunre Republic, which… well, I didn’t bother to ask much about.
From what I saw, however, it seemed to be a desert country with sandstone buildings that reminded me of the middle east of Earth. The architecture was nice at least. Still, given the journey had a few more hours left I decided to call it a day and instructed all the dragons to land on the nearest place for rest.
Without complaints, all seven dragons veered off towards the desert in the night, and minutes later we landed. The Dragon of Earth erected barriers on all sides, creating a pyramid, seemingly having more common sense than Regis’karr who had landed in the middle of a town once. After the pyramid was erected, we all settled down as I touched the sand with my feet.
It was an odd experience. I had touched it in the long distant past, but the sensation was so foreign that I just stood there as my feet sank for a few moments before finding footing. The dragons settled around and finally, the Dragon of Earth turned to me. He had seemingly gained the position of second in command over all this time which I didn’t mind.
“Dragon Queen of⁠—”
“Arc is fine,” I interrupted, suddenly feeling uncomfortable. It wasn’t the first time I was addressed like this, but the waters had calmed with the dragons now. “You don’t need to call me Dragon Queen of Frost every time you address me.”
He blinked before nodding. “I understand humans are… different. I will try Miss Arc. As for ourselves we still will prefer you call us by our titles.”
“Right, I will. Thank you, Dragon of Earth.”
He nodded this time with a small smile. “I understand that we are still adapting to these changes, but we respect your strength, and while we are still skeptical we do hope you stay true to your word.”
“Right…” I paused awkwardly. “I was truthful when I said I was no tyrant, my only request, for now, is to go to the Forgotten Places. As for what I expect, I just expect loyalty. As for betrayal…” I shook my head. “Well, we both know what happens in that case.”
The Dragon of Earth nodded in agreement. “Very well. As I wanted to say initially, we all will rest for the night unless you have a specific request from either or all of us.”
“I don’t, I want to do my own thing for today.”
“Alright, farewell Arc.” With those words and yet another nod of acknowledgment, he turned around and joined the rest of the dragons.
Meanwhile, I just stood there. Then, after a moment, I took a step and was immediately distracted by the sand. It was… nice. However, I still decided to walk towards the human-sized entrance, and appreciate the sand later. And that was when Malz out of all people called me.
“Arc, can I come along to where you’re going?”
I blinked as I turned only to see the human form of Malz which again had a rather modern style of clothing. I didn’t note it before but her lipstick was black⁠— was she goth? I was surprised for a second before I noticed she seemed nervous.
“You can,” I nodded.
She somewhat lit up as I began to step away, and soon after we left the pyramid of earth, I wanted to ask:
“Dragons can choose their physical appearance right?”
“Yeah, we can, do I look weird?” Malz asked somewhat confused and with a hint of nervousness.
“Not exactly that, it’s very… your clothes remind me of my world I guess,” I said, shaking my head. “I find it peculiar, that’s all.”
“Oh, that is…” Her voice turned a bit quiet before a sigh left her. “I copied the clothes from the Heroine of Darkness, who is now well… deceased… It’s a very long story and from times long forgotten, but I guess I do it to honor her.”
“Honor her?” I raised my brow. “I thought dragons didn’t get along with heroes.”
There was a brief pause as I also took in how the sand behaved as I stepped on it. Then after a moment, she spoke.
“We didn’t but things happened and in some way or another we kinda connected…” Malz shook her head, her voice almost quivering. “I don’t want to talk about it, it still saddens me to this day.”
“I see…” I nodded, feeling out of place. “Sorry for making you think about that.”
Malz chuckled somewhat awkwardly. “It’s fine really, curiosity rarely kills anyone.”
I thought for a few moments, staring at the stars before finally just making a decision. It was out of my comfort zone by a long shot, but I felt like she needed to hear it. I turned and smiled at her.
“For what it’s worth though, you look great in those clothes.”
Malz paused, completely frozen as she just slowly nodded. For a moment I thought I saw her blush but it was hard to tell under the night, then, after a moment, she looked down.
“Thank you, that… means a lot.”
“Right.” I turned away. “Let’s go then.”
And I began to walk. She stood there for a moment before breaking out of her reverie.
“Ah, yeah.”
I took the time to just appreciate the sand because again, it was unfamiliar yet familiar to me. I simply just messed with it and noted how I could even turn it into solid ground if I allowed my feet to get cold enough. It was odd, but entertaining to me. However, aside from that, I found Malz strange.
She was different, or, treating me differently. Then again, she had changed her way of being as soon as she learned how long, or I guess little, I had spent in training. Though, talking to her right now about it was weird.
At the same time, I didn’t really know what to expect from her.
“Malz, I’ll be going to a town, do you want to come?”
“Oh, of course!” She nodded. “I don’t get to visit human towns often if at all!”
I smiled and offered her my hand. “Grab it, so we can go.”
She nodded with a smile and took a hold of my palm, then a moment later I used [God Step] as we vanished from our spot. Next, we stood behind a sand dune extremely near our destination: a small town of the republic.
Malz blinked. “That is an incredibly impressive range for [God Step]; so your boon is really that?”
“Is it that hard to believe?” I asked as I stepped over a sand dune.
“Hmm…” She pondered. “I guess not, you’re quite amazing after all.”
“If you say so.”
Finally, I got a view of the town: it was completely different to what I was used to. There were still the walls for sure, but they were all made of sandstone. The architecture was quite different from what I was used to. It was full of various carvings.
For a moment I worried about language barriers before realizing that I could speak with Ceylon and Malz just fine, and with all the dragons really. So, I brushed it to the back of my mind and walked. Language had never been a problem, and it was strange I didn’t worry about it sooner.
“I know a bit about the Miri-Sunre Republic, do you want to know about it?” Malz gently asked.
“Sure, I guess, could be helpful,” I said, shrugging.
“Well, for starters people are very independent here, and from what I know resentful too? Strength is kind of glorified you see, so it’s a bit… well, wild. Just warning you I guess.”
“Huh…” I cocked my head still walking forward as Malz trailed behind. “That’s weird.”
“Well, my information is outdated by a hundred years or so, so maybe don’t think about it too much?” she asked, evidently unsure.
“I guess so?”
The conversation died down as we approached the town gates. There was a small line but nothing too overwhelming, though it seemed to go into town rather than stay outside. So, we just queued, unknowing of what was happening. Most people in line were dark-skinned barbarians or adventurers dressed in rather fancy armor, and given our distinctly different appearances, we received nasty glances without exception. 
Oddly enough there was not a single woman in line; then again, there weren’t many female adventurers so I didn’t think much about it.
Time passed, and after a few minutes, Malz and I found ourselves standing in front of a tall burly guard with shoddy armor and bulging muscles. The man stared us down trying to intimidate us, but nothing came of it, all while people and locals surrounded us.
Malz stood next to me, but I seemed to be the main target of attention, for whatever reason. And then the guard spoke.
“So what is your reason for visiting Lan-Ronar?”
“Food, I guess? Want to try the cuisine?” I said, unsure.
He frowned. “So it’s not to find a man?”
“Excuse me?” I blinked.
“A man, to marry,” he explained exasperatedly. “Are you even from around here? You seem very weak.” He frowned.
At that moment I felt Malz tense, but nothing happened as the man continued.
“Any man around here could dominate you, you lack a lot of muscle. You clearly are a low-value woman⁠ given how weak you look—”
And a shadow hit.
The guard’s torso dented and in a blink, he went flying, dust and tiles of sandstone flew into the air. I blinked as I realized that Malz was standing in front of me, her fist hanging in the air.
“She’s not weak, nor low value, nor anything,” she hissed at the cloud of dust. “Say that again and I will kill you.”
Her voice echoed through the small plaza, everyone was looking at us in surprise, clearly not expecting the sudden burst of aggression. A commotion had started without me wanting it to, and now everyone was looking at us.
This is bad…
And then, contrary to my expectations every single observer broke out into cheers.




Chapter. 2: Chosen One

What even was going on?
I saw people in the surroundings shriek in excitement, cheering for Malz out of all people, and meanwhile, Malz ⁠— my temporary dragon companion ⁠— stood there. Moments later, she returned to standing straight, confusion flashing through her face.
“Eh?”
Meanwhile, one of the men called.
“Damn girl you’re strong!”
“Strong?” A woman to his side asked. “She’s stronger than you!”
And at that moment arguments erupted as Malz slowly backed up, ending up next to me. She seemed nervous, almost uncomfortable.
“I know that it was impulsive to do that…” she began in a whisper towards me. “But, what are we supposed to do now?”
“I don’t know.” I shook my head. “I don’t even understand their reactions…”
“Maybe it’s because of what I said earlier…?” Malz asked quietly. “Maybe their way of being hasn’t changed⁠—”
“Hey girly!” a man called towards me.
I turned, only to see a bald bearded burly man, one with an unfinished armor and a big club. He was walking slowly, looking down on me as the passersby made way for his wide frame. His condescending gaze was enough to tick me off, but I simply stared back until finally he stopped before me.
“So, you must be stronger than the other missy if she’s your follower.”
I frowned. “She’s not my follower.”
He raised his brow and turned to Malz. “Are you not her follower?”
“It’s… complicated…”
I blinked, surprised by her reply, but before I could question her, the man turned to me once more.
“Well there you go.” He grinned. “I challenge you to a duel, and if you lose then I want you to become my wife.”
My brain stopped for a moment, making sure I registered what had just been said to me. Finally, as the gears turned inside of my head all I could do was let out a confused sound.
“Ha? What?”
“What? Scared?” He smirked, stroking his beard. “Normally I wouldn’t force anyone to duel me, but with a beauty such as you…” His lascivious gaze made its way throughout my body. I shivered in disgust, my body tensing as he licked his lips. “I’ll make an exception⁠—”
I punched. My fist dented the armor, his chest caved in and⁠—
the man went flying with a cloud of dust. He hit multiple people in the crowd and kept going, pieces of armor were flung into the air before finally he hit a building, sending a shock through the ground.
A sigh of relaxation left me as I stared at my somewhat trembling hand. That was annoying. My eyes closed and⁠— there were no cheers, just an eerie silence. Enough for me to feel like I had done something wrong. My eyes opened and saw people looking at me, their expressions weird, almost unsure of whether what I had done was good or not.
Finally, a man pointed at me, his lips trembling.
“She has… she has defeated the strongest warrior of Lan-Ronar!”
Huh? However, people still didn’t cheer, almost conflicted about what had just happened. I looked towards the rubble and failed to see the man⁠— had he been S Tier or something? Then finally, someone spoke up.
“S-She must be the Chosen One!”
“The Chosen One?” I asked in confusion.
What the fuck was even going on now?
People broke out into whispers. Malz seemed unsure of what was going on as she stood there, just taking the situation. The sand of the desert blew through the town as more and more people gathered asking what was going on; and once it was explained to them they too would also stare at me with a mix of amazement and nervousness, engaging in gossip with the other people.
I took in the situation as did my companion before finally she spoke.
“I think it’s best we leave, we shouldn’t get involved with the locals⁠—”
“The Chosen One…” A hoarse voice echoed through the air, interrupting everything. “Is said to be a stranger, a foreigner from a faraway land whose strength is incomprehensible, and more than anything…”
People from the crowd began to split as I saw the burly man from earlier gripping his chest, his mouth bleeding and his back hunched, all while he was glaring at me.
[Bludgeoneer. Tier: A].
“Is a woman…”
The Chosen One is a woman?
I blinked. “Wouldn’t Malz be considered the Chosen One too?” I pointed at her with my thumb. “She’s more than strong enough to raze the entire town should she want to.”
My words sent a commotion across the people, all except for the burly man who was staring at me. Then slowly he shook his head.
“You are stronger than her, are you not?” I heard his voice clearly.
“I am but⁠—”
“Then that means you’re the Chosen One,” he said simply. Then a moment later someone arrived with a potion and handed it to him. After drinking it, the man continued. “It’s all in the prophecy, in the sacred texts.”
I blinked as the people in the surroundings slowly quieted down, looking at the burly man who was the strongest warrior. The entire time his gaze was fixated on mine before finally, he shook his head.
“If you’d be willing to hear us out we will host a banquet with all of the town’s finest cuisines.”
He said lowering his head. My ears perked at what he just said.
“It’s only a single request so if you would⁠—”
“I’ll agree.”
There was a pause in the air as the man looked up to see me.
“You didn’t even let me finish⁠—”
“I agreed to listen to the request, and if the food is good enough and the request is easy enough then I will agree to it.” I crossed my arms. “If that’s not fine, then we’ll just leave⁠—”
“That’s fine!” he hastily interrupted. “We will begin preparations far away; you’ll just have to wait an hour or two. You’ll have a place to stay until then.”
I nodded, and we went along with things, all while the ‘strongest warrior’ began to bark orders at the other residents of the town.
◇ ◇ ◇
And so, Malz and I found ourselves in a home. She was sitting on a bed staring at the sandstone ground while I lazed around on a chair, laying back. Finally, after a minute of being alone, she spoke.
“That was really strange.”
“It is but, free food, I guess.” I shrugged. “Though I do not understand what is going on nor anything about this country, so it makes no sense to me.”
“I mean, I know they take strength as the most important thing ever, so it doesn’t surprise me that we are treated as very important people.” Then she shook her head with a sigh. “However, this whole prophecy thing and Chosen One thing seems very strange. Are you sure it’s something we should get involved in?”
“Well, if it’s too hard we can just leave,” I explained looking at the ceiling. “It’s not like we owe these people anything. I only came here to explore a bit before going back. There really isn’t anything to feel bad about; the town has been thriving for probably many decades. Us coming or leaving won’t suddenly make a difference.”
“You think so?” Malz decided to lay on the bed. “I guess I’m not used to this human stuff.”
“Maybe,” I mused, before recalling. “Why did you punch that man anyway?”
She jolted from her bed, looking at me with a frown. “Why shouldn’t I punch him?”
I paused, turning to her. “What do you mean?”
“He was disrespecting you, his remarks pissed me off!”
“Right, but they were made towards me, not you know…” I trailed off. “You.”
Malz frowned. “I respect you: letting you be disrespected in front of my eyes is like letting myself be disrespected.” She shook her head before lying back on the bed. “I don’t see what’s so hard to comprehend.”
Her words stung a bit. I didn’t know why but she seemed upset, so in the end all I could do was apologize.
“Sorry, though next time don’t do something as extreme.” I sighed. “It will cause trouble.”
There was no reply before I decided to continue.
“Sorry again, I appreciate you standing up for me.”
There was a brief silence before a sigh left Malz. “It’s fine, and yes it is extreme, I'll keep that in mind.” She flipped to look at the ceiling. “Let’s just change the topic.”
“Right, what do you want to talk about?”
Malz thought for a moment before nodding. “I’ve been thinking about it for some time, but…” She turned to me. “How come you consumed the flesh of the Dragon of Frost and look exactly the same? Every single draconic human in history has manifested scales, slitted eyes, and some even a tail, but you… you look the same.”
“Oh.” I blinked. “It was all thanks to my SS Tier skill, I just stopped any… external changes I guess? Forcefully froze them?” I asked myself somewhat confused about what had actually been done. “This lasted until the blood had been fully digested by my system.”
“So, you still gained all the effects from the blood?” she asked, raising her brow skeptically.
I smiled. “Of course, want to give it a try? We can arm wrestle.”
Malz blinked slowly standing up, seeming more curious than ever. She came over and sat down in front of me across the table, smiling.
“Our physical strength should actually be pretty similar now then.”
“Perhaps.”
If I was honest, I didn’t know how much the biotoxin had changed me. It changed my body and tried to make me something else: it tried to make me not human. But I prevented that, and even right now I didn’t understand how much I had changed internally but I felt largely the same, if not slightly more energetic now.
I knew that perhaps, little had changed. As for how my physical strength compared to Malz in the past? I didn’t know. I was supposed to be weaker just based on feeling alone. So, in the end, I tempered my expectations as she raised her pale arm towards mine.
And we locked hands.
“So on the count of three?” She asked.
I smiled. “Yeah.”
“Three…”
My body tensed as I continued the countdown, gripping her hand.
“Two…”
We met each other’s gaze, and at that moment the door burst open. A man came in.
“The preparations are done⁠—”
“One⁠—”
And we both used all of our strength at the same time, in a single moment Malz’s arm was swung to the far left and slammed⁠— the table and wall next to it instantly shattered, an explosion of dust blowing through the room.
And I blinked as Malz pulled her arm back, massaging it with wide eyes.
“Huh…” I began. “I didn’t expect that.”
“That wasn’t even a contest.” Malz chuckled, and then, she began laughing.
All while the man stood there, completely lost on what had just happened. He looked at Malz, then at me, his lips quivering as he spoke very slowly.
“C-Chosen One, the ceremony is ready…”
“Oh.” I blinked. “Thank you, we’ll be right there.”
The man nodded and slowly left the room, which now had a collapsed wall. Then, Malz and I shared a glance before she spoke with a small smile.
“You are now stronger in every single way than me.” She met my gaze. “Should I say as expected of you?”
“Unsure.” I stood up. “For now we should go eat.”
“Alright.” Malz nodded.
And with that, we left.
◇ ◇ ◇
The banquet was nice, the food was amazing. We ate a variety of meats and breads with lots of vegetables. They were nice. And Malz seemed to enjoy the food as much as I did, her face lighting up with nothing but happiness with everything she tried.
Though, her appetite was…
“I want more of this meat!”
More than mine. In the end, most of the banquet food was consumed by her alone, something that mortified some people, others just nodded in approval. Sometime later it came to an end, though I still made sure to take a skewer of unknown meat to munch as everything ended.
Finally, the so-called strongest warrior came to me, uneasy as he spoke.
“My name is Si-Arik, and I’d like to request for you to come with me.” 
“Sure, can Malz come along?” I gestured towards her as I took a bite of the meat.
He nodded.
And with that, we left, Malz took several skewers along which she idly ate as we walked. I didn’t know where we were going but eventually, we reached what seemed to be the very center of the town, where a monolith stood.
Si-Arik⁠ (?)
stood there, touching its surface with his rugged hands. His physique towered over mine as I simply watched him run his hands through the hieroglyphics. After a moment he spoke.
“It is said that long ago, primordial beasts roamed the land⁠⁠—”
“What is your request?” I asked, interrupting.
He sighed and turned to me. “A beast of old slumbers, and is soon to wake. When that happens, the west of the republic, or possibly the entire republic, will be in danger.”
He shook his head.
“We wish to wake it, and for you to slay this terrible beast.”
He turned back looking at the monument. Meanwhile, my brain was processing what he had said.
A primordial beast? Weren’t those SS Tier? I blinked, feeling suddenly excited. That meant I could get some levels and a good fight out of it, no? I smiled.
“I know the request is a hard one but⁠—”
“I’ll do it.” I interrupted.
Si-Arik turned in confusion, meeting my gaze.
“Pardon?”
“I’ll do it.” I met his gaze with utmost seriousness. “Awaken it right now, I don’t have all day.”
The man shivered and hastily left to make preparations, all while my heart drummed with steady excitement.
I couldn’t wait.




Chapter. 3: Saraknel

The man left and I moved to the outskirts of the small town. People made way for me looking at me with nothing but respect, though they still busied themselves with instructions given by the strongest warrior. Meanwhile, Malz quietly followed after me, slowly eating what remained of the skewers she had.
And a couple of minutes later we reached the northern entrance, which happened to have a pillar with the same carvings as the one at the center of the town; so, I took it as a sign that I should be waiting here for the monster to be awakened.
Finally, Malz finished eating and decided to speak up.
“So, when is the stopping point for you, Arc?”
I raised my brow. “Stopping point?”
“When will you be strong enough?” she asked, curiosity in her eyes. “I know you want to be strong enough to protect yourself from the hero of flames but if you ask me…”
I stared at her as she met my gaze, her piercing golden irises shining to the torches around us.
“You’re already more than strong enough to defend yourself against him.” She smiled, her eyes closing. “And, now that I’m here we could easily kill him in a two against one.”
I nodded, slowly agreeing with what she was saying, and then Malz returned to a neutral position, turning to me casually.
“So? When is the stopping point Arc?”
I blinked before pondering what she had just asked. When would I stop trying to get stronger? It was whenever I felt comfortable with my strength, but I didn’t think that would happen.
After the encounter with the Hero of Flames, it was as if a switch had been flipped. The realization that I, in fact, wasn’t the strongest made me feel unsafe. There were other stronger beings than the Hero of Flames, probably much stronger.
So the answer was clear.
I closed my eyes. “I don’t know, whenever I feel like my life isn’t in danger to anything.”
“So even if you are the strongest in the world, if the corruption of the arcane makes you feel threatened then you will⁠—”
“Yes, I’ll continue to try to grow stronger,” I said with a sigh. “Otherwise I don’t know how I’ll have peace of mind.”
“Hmm…” Malz thought for a moment before shaking her head. “Sounds complicated. I can’t say I haven’t been there and done that, but sometimes when you look at what the world holds it feels… helpless.”
“Well, can’t say I haven’t felt that way before,” I said bitterly.
Truth be told, I wanted to get stronger, but it wasn’t something I was actively seeking, not after I had defeated the Heroine of Spiders, anyway: it was more like a long-term desire but not something I constantly sought after.
However…
I shook my head.
“I’m still not going to give up, especially not when I see opportunities to grow stronger in the form of this primordial beast and the Forgotten Places.”
Malz nodded but asked. “But when those opportunities stop, what will you do?”
I smiled at her.
“I don’t know.”
* * * * *
The Miri-Sunre Republic: one of the biggest territories in the Nahar Continent, a place that could be said to birth the strongest warriors in all of the land. Of course, those were rumors, but so far they had proven to be true: until today that is.
Si-Arik started the preparations for the ritual. They were going to be awakening the beast of ancient times using a melody of old. It was composed of two parts: one that kept it in deep slumber, and the other part was to awaken it. It was a ceremony held once a year, but this time it was expedited, all in order to defeat the beast that plagued the land once and for all.
It was something that only the locals of the town knew and kept to themselves with utmost secrecy, neighboring towns had no idea of the possibility of disaster. The world was completely dark on the beast slumbering below the town of Lan-Ronar.
Si-Arik believed that the Chosen One would be a woman from the Miri-Sunre Republic as it was the place where the strongest people came from, but today his beliefs had been shattered: it was undeniable. While he didn’t understand how strong the white-haired woman was, he did feel that she was more than met the eye.
Closing his eyes, he remembered how he had been looking down on her and the next thing he knew… was darkness. A dull pain echoed within his entire body as people came to his aid. According to eye-witnesses she had punched him, and yet he had failed to sense it.
Even looking back in his memory, there was no recollection of it.
It was odd, something that he struggled to comprehend. A stranger from a faraway land had turned out to be the Chosen One, and while he had accepted it, it was still mind-boggling. It was… hard.
A hard thing to process.
But still, Si-Arik believed in her capability to defeat the monster. He was the strongest warrior in Lan-Ronar, and even if he wasn’t the strongest in Miri-Sunre, he firmly believed the woman would be up there in terms of strength.
Perhaps in retrospect, he could’ve sought out the help of the Ultimate Warrior of Miri-Sunre, but he had been raised to believe in the prophecy: to sit and wait. All his life had been like that, and now the answer had finally arrived at his doorstep. However, it didn’t come how he expected it to, and perhaps that was for the best.
But Si-Arik still couldn’t help but wonder.
Had his horizons been too narrow?
His mind continued thinking about all he knew, and what he understood, all while arranging for people to stay at certain places of the town with instruments ready; all to produce the melody to awaken the beast.
Was he ignorant of the world?
It was no secret that those from the Miri-Sunre Republic liked a challenge. Most inhabitants stayed within the territory, not venturing to the lands beyond due to the lack of challenges there. However, seeing the white-haired woman, he couldn’t help but think that perhaps he and many others had been wrong.
The Ultimate Warrior had been wrong.
Si-Arik didn’t know what to do with that information, so he focused all his energy on the task at hand. His heart beat with palpable nervousness for what he would do in the future. Perhaps he would seek the guidance of the Ultimate Warrior, the man who called himself a hero.
Perhaps that man would provide him with useful answers…
Shaking his head he focused on finishing the preparations. Now, people stood across the sandstone rooftops; they stood beside the houses and across the town; they stood all in an intricate pattern that had been rehearsed since he could remember.
And finally, he headed towards the northern part of the town this time with a special torch in hand, where he met the person he had placed all his hopes on. She seemed unworried, her arms crossed as she looked at the horizon. Her oddly dressed companion was standing there, leaning against the town walls as she yawned, and finally, they all turned to him.
“So?” the white-haired girl asked.
Si-Arik slowly gathered himself and observed her: both of the women were young, but she was much more peculiar⁠— both of them were peculiar. Then, he realized there was no point in comparing the two as both were basically alien to him.
He took a deep breath. “What will happen if you’re unable to fight the monster?”
The woman blinked, raising her brow as if the question hadn’t even crossed her mind. But then, a sigh left her.
“I guess I’ll die? That or try to bring it away from the town? I don’t know, Malz can help too.” She shrugged. “Not really an issue.”
Si-Arik felt skeptical, so crossing his arms he asked: “So, you wouldn’t run away and let it destroy the town?”
The woman shook her head. “No, not something I’d do, and not something I’m planning to do. Besides…” She turned to the desert before cracking a smile. “If it’s a good fight then I’m certain even if I die in it I’ll keep fighting.”
At that moment, Si-Arik paused, seeing her expression. She was smiling. She was smiling at the notion of a good fight. It was a trait that natives of the Miri-Sunre Republic displayed, however, it was still a rare sight, a very rare one. Only the greatest warriors across the entirety of the land had such a trait, and few lived to be so strong.
For some reason, Si-Arik suddenly felt a sense of nervousness looking at her. She turned to her companion who seemed to be quietly smiling to herself, but from what Si-Arik could tell, it too was a smile of excitement.
Was she too excited at the prospect of an unwinnable battle?
Two people that showed such a trait, and both were unreasonably strong to boot…
He gulped. Si-Arik found it hard to believe but it was right there, right before his very eyes…
His thoughts hadn’t lasted more than two seconds, and upon realizing that he recollected himself and nodded.
“Very well, I trust that you are a true warrior.”
With those words, he turned and headed toward the nearest source of fire, the special torch still in his hand. It was a couple of steps away, and yet he felt nervous. His breath grew rougher and rougher as he stood before the wall. And then slowly, he lifted the torch towards the fire. The drenched rag at its top shone to the light, a loose string accompanying it, swinging from its base like a pendulum.
Si-Arik felt like it was so slow until⁠— it ignited. Green fire immediately burst at its top, and now, he had no choice but to commit to it as the cloth rapidly burned. In an instant with all his strength he flung it upwards, numerous skills being used at the same time.
The source of light traveled through the night, like a shooting star that was headed to the sky, and then, as it reached its apex, it exploded. Thousands of radiant lights littered the sky, like an explosion of beauty. Following it, the sound of drums began to echo across the town of Lan-Ronar.
Si-Arik took a deep breath.
There was no going back now…
It was time for the ancient beast to awaken.
* * * * *
Regis’karr wondered if he had made the right choice in not going with Arc. So in the end, he had left the pyramid and slowly headed to the nearest town. He had a lot of time to think while he did so. He was in his human noble form; he could’ve turned back to a dragon but now he felt more comfortable like this⁠— for whatever reason.
However, he mostly just thought, he thought about Malz and her rather surprising behavior towards Arc.
Regis’karr understood that this behavior wasn’t the outcome of their battle but rather from something else. And it was something he didn’t understand⁠— or maybe he did?
He frowned, walking under the sparkling stars of the night.
Malz had always been pretty closed off. However, if there was anything to be known about her from the other dragon elders, it was the fact that she was the most knowledgeable about heroes.
So perhaps she had found out about Arc’s ridiculous talent and potential?
He thought about it, and he couldn’t tell whether it was good or bad.
And then, his thoughts were cut short by a green blast over the horizon. Regis’karr paused and rushed to stand atop the sand dune in front of him. And there he saw it, and he heard it too.
The town where Arc was. The town where the sound of drums echoed through the land. It went deep into the sand, it dug through the desert, and it shook the heart of something⁠—
Regis’karr felt it, the land began to shake.
He stood there, stunned and lost on what to do, and then a sand dune not far away from the town exploded. Sand flew and from it came a gigantic black worm.
[Saraknel, the Terror of the Sands. Tier: ???].
Huh…
And a moment later it rushed.
* * * * *
It was here…
Si-Arik swallowed, standing next to the two women. On the horizon, he heard a screech, and a moment later with an explosion of sand, he saw Saraknel. A pitch-black worm of death. Its skin was rugged and filled with battle scars. Spikes lined its entire length, acid spewed from its mouth melting the surrounding sands, all while it was coming this way.
It was more terrifying than ever.
“You can’t be serious,” the white-haired girl said, annoyed.
Si-Arik’s heart skipped a beat.
What did she mean?
“It’s so damn…” And she sighed. “Whatever. Malz, can you deal with it?”
Malz blinked. “Oh, sure.”
She was asking her companion instead?
He watched as the black-haired woman walked in front of everyone. The worm rapidly approached, soon to destroy the town in just a few seconds. And yet, the two women seemed as calm as ever.
“Alright, I guess I’ll just do it quickly,” Malz said, raising her hand.
Meanwhile, Si-Arik felt his heart threatening to explode. The beast was about to reach the town, and some of its acid had already reached one of the houses and immediately melted it, and yet, the woman was just pointing her palm at the beast.
It was over⁠—
And she pulled her hand curling it into a fist as if ripping something.
“[Dark Pull].”
At that moment the worm exploded, its skin ripping away from its body, chunks of flesh streaking into the night, its poisonous blood flying through the air, its bones and spikes rippling across the land. Its shriek, never to be heard again as pieces of what had once stood there rained upon the land, no clear corpse to be seen.
Si-Arik blinked.
The terror that plagued the land had died just like that…




Chapter. 4: Monsters, Annoyances and a Forgotten Place

I watched as the so-called Terror of the Sands was ripped apart by Malz’s skill. Its flesh and entire being streaked across the land as if it had been pulled apart by an immeasurable amount of gravity in a single moment. It was quite the eye candy and I would’ve certainly been impressed if it hadn’t been for one thing:
The so-called great immemorial ancient beast that roamed the land and haunted this town was nothing more than a S Tier monster.
It was… disappointing. Even after the townspeople began to celebrate all around I still found it disappointing. I had been hoping for something fun, to at least get a level up even if the monster couldn’t actually fight back against me. But instead, I had been met with something that I could kill with a single skill.
It simply made me feel like the excitement I had felt had gone to waste, that it had been essentially useless. And well, it made sense. It was the equivalent of getting excited to go to a waterpark and instead going to the dentist. It was disappointing and annoying at the same time. It almost felt like betrayal.
But at the same time, I should’ve been skeptical.
Jake had said it: there probably weren’t any SS Tier monsters around. Meanwhile, the thought that this beast wasn’t SS Tier never even crossed my mind. A sigh left me as Malz tried to say something to me, but at that moment the man⁠, Si-Arik, approached us both, his entire body trembling with slight fear.
He first looked at Malz. “H-How did you kill Saraknel just like that?”
She paused. “I used a skill; it was just an S Tier beast after all.”
The man blinked as if the words didn’t make sense. “T-That was the terror that plagued the land, y-you can’t just do that⁠—”
“It was disappointing,” I said, shaking my head before turning to my companion. “We should leave now, Malz.”
Malz, the Dragon of Shadows slowly nodded and followed after me. I began to walk away from the stunned man. He was the so-called strongest warrior of the village, an A Tier individual, but I didn’t see how they couldn’t get a few S Tiers to get rid of the super terrifying monster⁠. Or maybe they had thought it was SS Tier: [Appraisal] wasn’t a common thing after all.
Well, nothing mattered really.
I walked across the town as the people around exploded in celebration: some were hugging each other, others were scavenging for parts of the oh-so-scary worm, and others were simply crying from joy. Lots of the townspeople thanked us, which was nice I guess, but it was still something that bothered me to no end.
Seconds turned into a minute, and the town gate from where we entered was now visible, but just as we were about to cross it, the sound of rushed footsteps and shallow breaths entered my ears.
“Waaait!”
I turned around only to see Si-Arik arrive before me. He looked panicked. Taking a deep breath he met my gaze, and after a second of hesitation, he spoke.
“You’re even stronger than your companion are you not?”
I raised my brow. “I guess I am?”
Malz nodded in the background. Si-Arik took both of our answers and then he himself nodded in acknowledgement. His gaze met mine as he asked.
“Who are you?”
I blinked, feeling some level of annoyance. “Arc.”
He shook his head. “No, that’s not what I mean, who can I credit this to?”
“Credit?”
What was he talking about?
“That’s right, your title, what do you go by in the land?” he asked.
“Oh, she’s the Heroine of Frost!” Malz piped up.
I tensed but realized I couldn’t actually afford to care right now, not when we were in the middle of nowhere. Even if it became a small legend on the surrounding towns it certainly wouldn’t be making it to Draliz or anything like that. A sigh left me.
“Sure, let’s go with that.”
The man paused. “The only other person to call themselves a hero is the Ultimate Warrior of Mir-Sunre…”
“Does that matter?” I asked, almost annoyed. Then I shook my head. “No, it doesn’t matter, you can just credit it to Arc, or Malz the Dragon of Shadows. I don’t really care.”
With those words, I turned around. Malz hesitated but ultimately followed after me. We left the man and his town behind, not participating in their celebrations for the dead beast.
It had been a brief visit to Miri-Sunre. I had enjoyed the feast but it was overall a negative experience solely because of what happened rather than anything else. So I didn’t see myself visiting any time soon, nor even trying to make a living or a home here⁠— I didn’t like the desert.
Then, a couple of minutes later we returned to the pyramid where Regis’karr seemed to be waiting outside. He raised his brow regarding me and sighed.
“That Saraknel worm was really disappointing, no?”
“Extremely so,” I said, not bothering to stop.
Regis nodded somewhat understanding. “So what will you do now?”
“Go to the Forgotten Places,” I answered simply as I passed his side.
“And if it’s not what you expect?”
His question gave me pause, I turned to meet his gaze with a frown and just shook my head. I wasn’t going to answer that. Afterwards, I went into the pyramid. It didn’t matter if it wasn’t what I expected, I’d just be in a bad mood for a few days and figure out something else.
With those thoughts, I went to sleep, leaving Malz and Regis behind.
* * * * *
Regis’karr watched as Arc made her way into the pyramid. He had no idea what she was thinking about but it seemed that the small encounter with the Terror of the Sands had thoroughly messed with her mood.
Finally, after a moment he turned to Malz, the Dragon of Shadows. She too was looking at him.
“Do you need anything?” he asked.
“Does she normally get this upset?” Malz raised her brow.
Regis’karr paused and got to thinking. Truth be told he hadn’t known Arc for that long. When he formally met her she was already in a bad mood due to the situation with the Hero of Shadows. However, even though she was, in his experience, upset seventy-five percent of the time, it was also largely caused by him.
“No she does not, but she is prone to get upset,” Regis’karr lamented. “Why?”
“Nothing, just thought it was strange.” Malz shook her head. “I even exposed her identity to the locals and she didn’t seem to care.”
Regis’karr blinked at what had just been said to him, slowly parsing it before it finally settled…
“You did what?!”
Malz paused. “I said she was the Heroine of Frost and she didn’t even bother to deny it.”
“Why would you do that?!” he asked in a panic.
Malz smiled awkwardly. “I just wanted to see what kind of reaction she would have, that's all…”
“B-But what if she got angry?” Regis’karr asked, uncomprehending.
“Well, then she gets angry.” She shrugged. “No use in worrying about it. It’s logical given most heroes aren’t particularly vocal about their hero status.”
“So even then, you decided to do it?”
“I did.” She nodded. “That’s why I found Arc’s mood strange. I didn’t think the fact that the worm was just S Tier was a huge deal, but it seemed to be for her. It makes me feel a bit bad.”
“Right… I guess so, but I still don’t see why you would do that?”
“Wanted to test the waters I guess.” Malz turned to the pyramid. “No use in discussing it since we won’t come to any sort of agreement. I’m going to sleep now Regis’karr, goodnight.”
He blinked as the woman walked into the pyramid.
“Goodnight…”
And she vanished into the entrance. Regis’karr stared at the entrance for a few minutes.
So she had spread her identity and gone completely unpunished even though he had been hit in the head for landing in the middle of town? Regis’karr sighed. That seemed a bit unfair.
With that, he too walked into the pyramid and went to sleep.
* * * * *
The early morning rolled around and Si-Arik hadn’t been able to catch a blink of sleep. The last words of Arc, the white-haired woman, had been replaying in his mind.
“No, it doesn’t matter, you can just credit it to Arc, or Malz the Dragon of Shadows. I don’t really care.”
Arc was the white-haired woman, who had been called the Heroine of Frost by her companion, Malz, who had been called the Dragon of Shadows. Both were extravagant titles. The first meant Arc was a person in the same realm as the Ultimate Warrior of Miri-Sunre, and the second title meant that Malz, the peculiarly pale woman, was a dragon.
Of course, it could have been that both were lying and that nothing was real. But deep in the back of his mind, Si-Arik couldn’t dismiss the thought so easily. It was an almost niggling feeling that told him that wasn’t the case.
It told him that the truth had been told to him, but somehow at the same time he needed reassurance. And so, that’s why he ventured into the desert before the sun even rose from the horizon. He moved in the direction the stranger had left in.
It had taken well over an hour but finally he saw something. A gigantic pyramid of sandstone. He didn’t understand where it had come from. He knew the land, but somehow it was now there. It was a perfect construct too, giving it an uncanny feeling.  
Was this where Arc and Malz had disappeared to?
Si-Arik trudged forward, but just as he was about to slide down the sand dune, the earth began to tremble. His heart skipped and he stopped himself. The pyramid itself was violently shaking, each of its four sides separating unwillingly⁠—
What?
He backed off, lowering himself to the ground to stealthily observe. Somehow he had a bad feeling about things, and then, the walls came down. Within the explosion of dust he saw the shadow of wings, then others joined, and with flaps⁠— it was all dispersed.
Si-Arik’s heart almost stopped as he saw not one, not two, not three, but seven dragons. All of the distinct colors, sitting there and atop a black dragon he saw a person. It was too far away for him to see the details other than the fact that they were mostly white, and then the majestic beasts took flight, rapidly disappearing from the desert.
Si-Arik watched, unknowing what to feel. All he could do was gulp in awe as the realization clicked.
Malz was the Dragon of Shadows, and Arc was the Heroine of Frost…
And then he stood there, unsure of what to do with that information.
* * * * *
Today we set off in the early morning towards the Forgotten Places. I felt relaxed after waking up; I didn’t know why exactly, but I welcomed the feeling after what happened last night.
As always, I rode atop Malz, or Mally. She had exposed my identity last night, but after I brought it up she apologized and said she shouldn’t have done that and wouldn’t be doing it again. It was something that actually surprised me and made me leave it at that.
Regis’karr gave her a glare afterwards but I had no idea what that had been about; and now that didn’t exactly matter either, all because today we would be reaching one of the many entrances that led to the Forgotten Places. Needless to say, I was cautiously excited.
It was the place where the corruption was…
And where arcane magic was from…
Arcane magic, the same thing the Dragon of Frost had tried to use against me. Magic that was more powerful than the System’s, somehow or in some way. If it hadn’t been for my SS Tier skill I was certain I would have died. It had been more than a challenge: it was a death battle that I had no chance of winning if not for the skill.
And now, I was moving towards a place where it was commonplace…
Or so I believed.
It was dangerous, and it was something that would’ve been a terrible idea without the presence of all the other Grand Dragon Elders, but thankfully they were here with me. Their presence served to reassure my potential worries of things escaping into the world, allowing me to focus solely on what I cared about, which was leveling up.
I knew that the Hero of Flames wasn’t the ending point; in fact, it was far from it.
Which was why I had to grow stronger.
All in order to carve a place in this world and live without fear. I didn’t know if the corruption would eventually come for me, or the keeper of order, but the fact of the matter was that my identity as a hero was a lot more troublesome than I had initially anticipated.
With that in mind, we rode on for hours until finally we reached the end of the desert, where a stone cliff lay that oversaw the ocean, below it a wide plateau of rocks. That’s where we landed.
“Alright, everyone follow after me,” the Dragon of Earth said as he headed towards a cave.
I said nothing, but the nervousness in the air from the dragons was palpable, as even Malz seemed to be stiff. However, nothing was said as we ventured deep into the underground chamber. There were twists and turns, numerous falls and crevices, but eventually, we stood before a withered black door.
It was easily over thirty meters tall, engravings littered its surface, and yet with a quiet chant that I did not understand, the Dragon of Earth made all of its crevices light up. A moment later the door opened and I found myself staring at a dark abyss that seemed to almost… move.
I inadvertently gulped, unknowing of what I was feeling. “This is…”
“It’s one of the many entrances to the Forgotten Places…” the Dragon of Earth said. “And your destination.”
I nodded as I took a step forward towards the writhing darkness. It was… unsettling.
“Be careful Arc.”
I heard Malz's voice, and Regis’karr’s shortly after. I took another step forward and at that moment, danger blared out; a screech resounded and I was hit⁠—
In a single moment, I was thrown out of the darkness and collided against the stone wall of the chamber with an explosion of rubble. I broke out into a bloodied fit of coughs as a shivering screech resounded. I heard the door close shut, and yet the danger remained⁠— the dragons immediately tensed as I barely managed to open my eyes, and at that moment I saw it.
A broken being, one that I instinctively understood we stood no chance against.
[̴C̶h̷i̸m̷e̴r̵a̴ ̴o̷f̵ ̴t̷h̶e̸ ̵E̴r̵_̷o̶_̶.̵ ̴T̴i̴e̶r̸:̵ ̴_̶_̶]̷.




Chapter. 5: Chimera of the Er_o_

At that moment it was as if a pin had dropped; a deafening silence enveloped the room as the being stood there. Its flesh tearing, its being distorting, and its presence terrifying. Everyone seemed frozen in time looking at the wretched thing, and then I heard the Dragon of Earth scream.
“[Earth Torture Chamber of Sealment & Supression]!”
Then the environment itself shifted: the cave walls got darker, and the ground became black sands, as I was seemingly pushed away from the monster against my will. And then it happened⁠— dozens of spikes exploded upon the monster, piercing through its broken being as malformed screeches resounded through the air. I saw flakes of corruption linger in the space and another booming voice resounded⁠—
“[..nd Let My Being Be The⁠
Flames of Destruction]!”
And a red beam hit the malformed beast. I saw it flicker for a moment before a grandiose explosion shook the entire chamber of sealment. A bright yellow incandescent spot in the middle that seemed to distort remained, and then a broken scream of anger resounded⁠—
The chimera swiped and all the flames disappeared; I saw a humanoid being standing there. Parts of its body were falling apart, its chest ⁠— if it could be called that ⁠— was heaving, and then the beast turned in my direction. Then another horde of spikes came, and the chimera swiped. All of the sand in its close surroundings exploded in every direction.
I blinked and a moment later I saw the chimera dashing in my direction, the air around me distorted and my ears buzzed. I could still fight in spite of my injuries, but the surreality of the situation finally clicked for me; I didn’t know what this corrupted being was, or what I was even looking at half of the time, however, all my senses told me that I couldn’t defeat it.
It wasn’t unbeatable but⁠—
“[My Crown, My Reign & My Darkest Behest]!”
The whole world darkened, and the chimera was hit by a tidal wave of shadows⁠— it was thrown into the wall with a screech of pain. The rest of the dragons followed up with their SS Tier skills as I regained my balance, this time completely sobered up. I could see the door to the Forgotten Places in the distance, and I understood what I had to do now.
What we needed to do.
It wasn’t an opponent who we needed to kill, it was an opponent who we needed to repel.
I took a deep breath as I heard the screeches of pain and I turned following my senses, seeing nothing but a small mound of rocks; and yet, I called with familiarity.
“Dragon of Earth, can you re-open the door on my signal? We are sending that thing back to its home.”
There was no response aside from the ground beneath my feet slightly shifting, which was more than enough. I turned back to where the battle was happening; I saw the chimera being swarmed with attacks, chunks of corruption flew through the air and the pained growls of the beast echoed.
It was quickly getting overwhelmed: numerous SS Tier skills flew through the air, shadows struck, flames burned, the earth ruptured, and the wind cut. A myriad of colors assaulted the broken being as it was thrown from one side of the room to the other, and I wasted no time as I raised my arm, preparing myself.
I didn’t know how things would go, but I had to do it.
At that moment, the monster roared and slammed, dirt billowed and erupted around; some skills were immediately interrupted by a distortion in the air and then, I heard something echo through the air: a broken voice, like murmurs in the air. My eyes went wide, and I immediately pushed my mana.
“T̶e̴r̶-̵_̴o̷r̴ ̷o̸f̷ ̸t̸h̵⁠—”
[Frost, Stasis, Eternity, and a Prophecy].
I cut it off and everything stopped, the beast froze and yet its mere presence buzzed in my ears. It forcefully craned its head in my direction, static blaring in my head as I frowned. My heart was still rushing, and my innards were still bleeding, but it didn’t matter. The chimera broke through its stasis and immediately rushed towards me.
“Open the door,” I spoke coldly.
I got no reply as the chimera headed for my life, but I didn’t care and immediately slammed my hand down⁠— in an instant a gigantic ice spear pierced it to the ground as a painful screech resounded.
I was now annoyed. Annoyed about its sneak attack. Annoyed about its unnatural existence that seemed to lower my guard. And annoyed at the fact that it dared to ignore my skill through some bullshit.
My eyes narrowed, speaking coldly.
“Before sending you off, I’m going to make you suffer.”
And I clapped my hands.
At that moment two gigantic hands crushed the weird and twisted being. Its body was not one I could describe, but I didn’t care, as a gigantic Overlord emerged before me. I cracked my knuckles and immediately gave another command.
And this was just the beginning.
* * * * *
Regis’karr had thought this was a bad idea. He’s had a bad feeling since reaching the entrance to the Forgotten Places, but he did not dare to speak of it. Choosing to trust Arc over everything, Regis’karr had seen her talent, he had seen her potential and everything she had done in the past.
But after that door opened, he realized the terrible mistake that had been made. The remnants of the age of oblivion should have been left untouched, but instead, that thing, that chimera of error, had made it out into the world and now an unbeatable plague had been unleashed upon the entirety of Arlas.
Or so he thought⁠—
Regis’karr paused as the world became enveloped in blue hues; he could feel the mana itself in the air pausing, stopping mid-movement. Even though it was the first time it happened to him, he immediately recognized what was happening.
Arc had used her skill⁠—
And the chimera moved, against all natural odds, and immediately leapt towards Arc. Regis’karr winced only for the chimera to be hit against the ground with a gigantic ice spear. It screeched, and Regis’karr through the buzzing in his ears heard Arc say something that gave him pause and some fear.
“Before sending you off, I’m going to make you suffer.”
Two hands pressed on the chimera of error, a gigantic being emerged gripping the monster, and that’s when the onslaught truly began⁠— at the hands of a giant, the chimera was roughly slammed against the ground as if it had been just a toy to play with⁠—
Stones exploded, the air ruptured, and Regis’karr winced in pain as a harrowing screech resounded through the air. Then, he watched the lumbering giant flex its knees and jump⁠— it immediately slammed upon the chimera as the ground beneath its feet seemed to be tainted by blotches of corruption.
At that moment something else happened⁠— a primal beast emerged from the ground, one of ice that had a flowing mane and resembled felines of old. As the chimera was getting up, it pounced. Corruption flakes flew, the distorted screeches of pain echoed and soon, other monsters joined.
In just a few moments Regis’karr watched with his mouth agape as the chimera of error was manhandled, constantly being thrown around as if it was nothing but a ragdoll by the different ice beasts. Regis’karr couldn’t believe what he was seeing⁠— no one could. Malz and the rest of the dragons just watched in awe. Even the Dragon of Earth, who had become one with his skill, had been left stunned.
The door to the Forgotten Places was now beginning to open, and Arc immediately made a spear of ice as she began to mutter skills under her breath. The assault of the numerous beasts continued, pummeling the wretched monster of corruption over and over again as everyone watched.
For a moment Regis’karr began to believe that Arc had the chance to kill the beast, but the drop of sweat on her forehead told him otherwise. Her mouth was still dripping with fresh blood too, but somehow her expression remained stone cold, still just as terrifying as before.
Finally, the Overlord grabbed the chimera of error and flung it into the air, the monster screeched⁠ — its corruption getting worse ⁠— as it seemed to taint the air, and Arc drew back the spear, tensing her body like a spring.
“Consider this payback⁠—”
The spear left her hand. A burst of blue enveloped the room with a white line; the chimera was impaled and thrown at supersonic speeds through the open door to the Forgotten Place. The seeping corruption was frozen⁠ — as was the entire room⁠ — by the blue light. In just a moment, the chamber became a crystallized hell, and the doors slammed shut.
The blue hue around the room disappeared as everyone let out sighs of relief. The skill from the Dragon of Earth ended as he reformed, and yet Arc still had her hand extended in that direction.
“Better hope you survive this.”
Arc took a deep breath and clenched her fist.
“Die.”
At that moment the entire chamber shook as something from beyond the door was hit⁠— a series of screeches echoed before they died down.
“Not enough…” Arc frowned and⁠—
Twisted.
Another trembling echo resounded, but this time accompanied by a much less pained screech of corruption. Everyone looked at Arc in disbelief and finally, she shook her head and spoke up with pure annoyance.
“I said to die!”
And she brought her hand towards her body, her knuckles cracking with force as another much more powerful quake shook the room.
Then there was silence.
Arc let out a sigh. “Huh, it’s quite unkillable…”
After that, she spat out a mouthful of blood and shook her head in annoyance. Soon after, she began to ascend the ramp inside the chamber, heading towards the outside world. Nothing was said as all the dragons simply looked at each other. Then without words, Malz departed, following after Arc, but everyone else remained.
Regis’karr knew what they wanted to talk about, but no one dared to say it.
However, he knew that everyone in the room was upset with her and that potentially meant something troublesome for her.
Disloyalty.
* * * * *
I found myself feeling something weird: perhaps it was disappointment that I hadn’t killed the wretched thing, perhaps it was annoyance instead⁠— however, it was like a feeling of emptiness. I was tired, and using [Frost, Stasis, Eternity, and a Prophecy] in such a rash manner consumed more mana than I ever expected.
In the end, maybe it was the overwhelming disappointment that if I went into the Forgotten Places I’d die within minutes, maybe even I could kill something if I fought for my life. But I seriously doubted the chimera was the only thing in there.
If anything, everything made me ponder long and hard about what happened during the age of oblivion for things to end up in such a fucked up manner. But I didn’t really have an answer, so in the end, I simply continued to walk, leaving the cave and finally reaching the sea, where I just stood there watching the vast blue body of water.
I didn’t know how long passed, but eventually Malz reached me and joined me to watch the view.
“You know, the elders are unhappy.”
“I know.”
There was silence before she asked me a question.
“Are you disappointed?”
“I am.”
“What will you do about it?”
This time, it was my turn to be silent for a few moments. There really weren’t many thoughts in my mind, so I just shook my head.
“Nothing. I’ll do nothing.” I turned to Malz who looked at me weirdly. “This was a large disappointment, and perhaps it’s because I’ve committed most of my energy towards ways of getting stronger, but I don’t really feel like anything right now.”
A sigh left me.
“So I guess that’s that. I’ll return to Rivas, back in Draliz, and relax before dealing with whatever I need to deal with on Ceylon’s side.”
“Ceylon is…?”
“My companion,” I said somewhat exasperatedly.
“Right…” Malz nodded. “Would you mind if I come along?”
I blinked remembering what we had spoken about in the Maw of Dragons, or rather what Malz had requested. It took me about a second of deliberation before I nodded.
“You can come, but do not lash out or create trouble for me.”
Malz nodded with a small smile. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
And then, I felt the presence of the elders arriving. I watched as each and every single one of the dragons came out of the cave and turned to face me, all while my back was looking towards the ocean.
The Dragon of Earth spoke to me.
“Arc, this behavior is unacceptable. You could have endangered the world.”
I sighed. “Look, it is as much of my fault as it is for all of you to listen. Perhaps you could say I forced you, but not a single dragon tried to object and tell me that this could be a catastrophic idea.”
There was silence before the dragon of wind hissed.
“You dare blame us for your mistake?!”
I shook my head. “I’m saying that while the majority of responsibility falls on me, you all should also take this as a lesson to learn.”
The Dragon of Nature frowned, his claws digging into the ground.
“You dare to say that to us?!”
Regis’karr turned to me.
“Arc, listen to us, what you’ve done is⁠—”
“No, you should even be more responsible because you are the closest dragon to me,” I interrupted, glaring at him. “You could have said: ‘Hey Arc, I think this is a bad idea⁠’— and if I dismissed it, then I would have been the one to blame. Instead what you did was: ‘Oh I’ll let all the other elders decide.’”
Regis’karr flinched, and the Dragon of Earth spoke once more.
“Arc you seem to not be understanding something here…” Bloodlust rose in the air, his eyes meeting mine. “This is all of the dragon elders against you.”
“So?” I raised my brow. “Am I supposed to bend over or something?”
At that moment, the tension became palpable as Malz got ready to fight. The elders that is. For a moment we all met each other’s gazes with hostility, but then a notification came, breaking the tension apart.
[ You have successfully protected the E̴͕̻̔̿̊̑͜r̸͉͍̅̒͑̍ŗ̶̗̭̬̮̦̇̈̓͜ǫ̸͈̽́̽͑̂͋̋̕r and purged the Ư̸̖̦̥͑̌͋̀͘n̷̳̼̙̐̎͌͐̈́̈͜ḵ̶̢̥̬̘̪̯͐͊ͅṇ̶̢̲̌͆͝o̷͇̓̅͐͌̐̄̽̈́w̵͚̤̮̖̋̀͛̂n̸̨͈̜̦̼̙͙̿̏. Bonus experience has been awarded. ]
And soon, more came.




Chapter. 6: Dragon Queen of Frost

[ You have repelled the: C̶h̷i̸m̷e̴r̵a̴ ̴o̷f̵ ̴t̷h̶e̸ ̵E̴r̵_̷o̶_̶, from the world. T̴i̴e̶r̸:̵ ̴_̶_̶. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have assisted to kill: C̶h̷i̸m̷e̴r̵a̴ ̴o̷f̵ ̴t̷h̶e̸ ̵E̴r̵_̷o̶_̶/ T̴i̴e̶r̸:̵ ̴_̶_̶. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
The notifications shocked everyone and I too found myself looking at them with a feeling of confusion. Repelling it back into the door was enough to get levels? For a moment I entertained the idea of re-opening the door and waiting for something else to walk out before trying to throw it back in, but it was just a thought.
I wasn’t as dumb as to actually do it. However, the notification that caught my attention was the kill assist. Because, while there was a chance it could just revive, it also meant that the thing had died.
And I wasn’t the one to kill it, nor were any of the dragon elders. The chimera had died in the Forgotten Places, wherever the door led; it had been killed right then and there⁠. Perhaps I had badly injured it, but it was still weird to think that stuff within the Forgotten Places was hostile to each other.
The news seemed to stun the Grand Dragon Elders given they blinked, and the tension in the air quickly died down as the atmosphere turned silent. Finally, I took my chance to speak by clapping my hands to draw everyone’s attention.
“So the chimera died, and well, as we all know, none of us killed it.” I wasn’t going anywhere with that, but I had to diffuse the tension. “Which means all of our efforts paid off, we have successfully protected the world from a disaster that was unleashed. While it is unknown to me what happened during the age of oblivion, it is clear that the Forgotten Places should not be touched by anyone that isn’t close to SSS Tier.”
I was met with unanimous agreement in the form of confused nods. And so I made sure to continue steering away from the conflict.
“Which is why no one of us shall touch the Forgotten Places until then. However, I think it was necessary for us to know what we could potentially face if the monsters got unleashed into the world of Arlas.”
I was once more met with confused nods.
“That’s why I think we all should strive to grow stronger ⁠— all in order to be able to protect Arlas, our world.” I almost flinched saying that, but continued. “Because we have to be prepared for the imminent doom of the world. Down the line, we will have to deal with the vestiges of the age of oblivion, and we have to be ready for it.”
I closed my eyes, taking a very deep breath.
“Which is why we should leave this place⁠—”
“Bullshit!” The Dragon of Wind screeched. “Stop trying to dissuade us!”
I frowned, feeling immediate annoyance. “I’m not dissuading anyone, I simply know that we won’t get anywhere because you all are hellbent on making me take all the responsibility when in reality, even if you do have the right to slightly scold me, it should be acknowledged that you all could have voiced dissatisfaction.”
Her eyes narrowed. “You declared yourself the queen, you established unanimous authority, even if we could have voiced out anything we were scared, but now⁠—”
“Enough,” the Dragon of Earth spoke. “Perhaps we should have said something, but the point still stands.” He turned to me. “Arc, you endangered the world⁠—”
“Okay fine.” I sighed, incredibly exasperated. “Yes I fucking did, but you know what else I did? I pushed that piece of shit back where it came from. If you all want to give me shit then give me shit about getting hurt, not about the fact that I dealt with the problem I caused,” I scoffed.
To be honest, it was annoying. I didn’t think I was blameless, but the fact that they themselves didn’t do anything also made them contribute to the problem. Being Queen of the Dragons or whatever didn’t matter either, even if I was forcing them to do it, it didn’t fucking matter. If they were so against it, then they should have voiced it out even if they were risking their lives.
“It doesn’t matter that I was the Queen of the Dragons or whether I am the queen now,” I said glaring at the Dragon of Wind. “If you want to blame me because it’s the ‘right thing to do’ then fine, as pathetic as that is I’ll accept it. But if y’all decided to not stop it when it was against your principles, and not even voice it out then…”
I looked at all the dragons present.
“That can only mean that your ideals and principles are worth less than your life, and if that’s the case then there is nothing to respect about any of you. So which is it?” I asked, irritated as the tension rose again. “Are you all just doing this out of moral obligation or being completely against it? Because if it’s the latter then that makes you all worthless!”
I spat.
My voice came with a venomous hiss that gave every single dragon present pause. Malz blinked, Regis’karr’s eyes grew wide, and even the Dragon of Earth looked at me in astonishment.
I was done. Even if I had to fight all of the dragons I wasn’t going to entertain this ⁠— I wasn’t going to let the dragons try to blame me while washing their hands. Not in this manner.
I prepared myself to fight, sensing the mixed feelings all around, including hostility. However, one stuck out more than the others:
Bloodlust.
The Dragon of Wind screeched. “Then how about I kill you⁠—”
I pointed my finger before she could react.
“Then disappear.”
And I flicked.
Ice exploded and a shriek of pain echoed through the wind, the rock walls exploded into pieces as a white line of ice was made from where I stood to where the impact was. I glared in her direction.
“Either accept reality, disappear from my sight, or die,” I said coldly. “I’m not going to deal with this.”
The dragons stood there, frozen in shock. Then a moment later every single dragon changed to hostility, but before things continued, the Dragon of Earth spoke up.
“That is enough, everyone! Let us not attack our queen.”
There was another pause before the Dragon of Nature turned.
“Are you acknowledging her?!”
The Dragon of Earth nodded. “What she says is correct, and even if her actions were rash and endangered the world…” He glared at me for a moment. “We also enabled her and did not even dare to voice out a complaint. I am a judge and a mediator, and after hearing her side and her resolution I determine that, from where we stand, we are being unreasonable children.”
He turned to me.
“Though I still think you were stupid for opening that door, you paid the price.”
I raised my brow and the dragons nearly gasped as the Dragon of Earth continued.
“Which is why I shall support this argument no longer. Those that were injured are free to call Arc a dumbass, but anything further is off the table. As for the Dragon of Wind and Arc…” He shook his head. “That is for them to resolve.”
There were some meek nods, the Dragon of Nature gave me a death glare before shaking their head. Regis’karr looked at me strangely; meanwhile, Malz walked up to me but before she could say anything the ice exploded with a gust of wind. The earth was sliced all around as a deep bellow shook the land.
“Heroine of Frost!”
* * * * *
Faral was angry: she was fucking pissed.
She had never been quite sold on the idea of Arc, Miss Queen of the Dragon Elders, or Miss Frost Dragon Queen… To her, it was all stupid. Arc wasn’t even a dragon! Sure she had consumed the flesh of Lars, the Frost Dragon, but she had no identifying draconic traits past her scent.
Yet she dared to claim herself a dragon above everyone else?
That was bullshit. It was a completely dumb thing, and she was done indulging this brat. Faral knew that she was weaker than Arc, but at this moment, she wasn’t. Arc had used her only card to push the beast back to the Forgotten Places so that only left a tired heroine that she could easily deal with.
Faral rose from her spot. She was lightly bleeding in some areas, but it didn’t matter. In a single moment, her eyes snapped in Arc’s direction, Mally was right next to her. Faral had liked the Dragon of Shadows not too long ago, but now she saw her as nothing more than Arc’s puppy.
However, it didn’t matter: she could just tell, Malz wasn’t going to intervene in this battle. This was between her and Arc, the Heroine of Frost.
Faral stared at the white-haired woman. They met each other’s gaze for a moment. Faral had clearly heard what the Dragon of Earth had said: this was between the two of them, which meant that no one was going to intervene.
Which also meant that she could also go all out.
Unlike the Heroine of Frost, Faral had more than one SS Tier skill and she intended to put it to use. She used a movement skill and appeared right behind Arc. She swiped her claws, a gust of wind shot and⁠— an ice sword broke through everything.
Arc met her gaze and Faral clicked her teeth.
She wasn’t going to go easy. In fact, she was going to end this battle as soon as possible.
In a blink, she appeared in front of Arc and called⁠ in her mind— [Silencing Updraft]! The Heroine of Frost was thrown into the air, her skill oppressing the heroine, and now it was time for her to do it: to use her SS Tier skill.
She looked up.
“[Malefic Malestr⁠—]”
And Arc appeared next to her⁠— Faral’s eyes went wide. What⁠— and she was hit. The world spun around her and she hit the stone wall of the cliff. The entire land shook. She hastily opened her eyes as she sensed the incoming hero.
With a swipe of her claws, she tried to defend herself, but hit empty air before a deep pain traveled through her sides, her scales torn by a painful gash.
Faral hadn’t even seen her!
She flipped, standing on all fours in a single moment, swiping her tail in a single motion as she chanted another skill.
[Wind Tornado of Protection]!
Instantly, she was enveloped by a defensive current of winds.
Now, she thought. I can use my strongest skill.
Her mana pushed, her muscles tensed⁠—
[Malefic⁠—]
A pillar of ice exploded from the ground. Faral was sent flying into the air past the tornado, her eyes growing wide. Then, before she could flap her wings to stabilize herself, Faral saw it⁠— a gigantic dragon of ice, much larger and imposing than the Dragon of Frost itself⁠. It attacked. Its claws dug into her neck as it dove straight down with her⁠—
The Dragon of Wind struggled, flapped as she was pressed with an explosion of rock.
Why was the ice so strong!? And how could a non-dragon do this?!
So many questions passed in her panicked mind as blood was drawn from her neck, but then, in her final moments, she noticed her the Heroine of Frost, standing over the shoulder of the dragon of ice. She had a one-handed sword planted on the ground, her hand over it, and her expression was cold, it was condemning, and it was as if she was looking at trash.
The claws of the Dragon of Frost grew tighter. The Dragon of Wind croaked in pain as she stared back at the woman⁠— at the heroine atop the fake dragon⁠— meeting her cold eyes. The Dragon of Wind felt her gaze: it was inhuman, unfeeling, alien.
Almost slitted⁠—
She blinked, noticing Arc’s skin against the sun almost looked scaled. Patterns shone within the hero’s eyes, and at that moment it finally clicked.
Arc was the Dragon of Frost and the Queen of all Dragons…
In a single moment, she squealed, pleading:
“I’m sorry⁠—”
And the grip of the dragon of ice tightened one last time. The Dragon of Wind thrashed as her throat fully closed, unable to form words. She looked in terror at the queen, at the heroine, at the dragon before her.
Was she going to die like this⁠—?!
She squirmed once more, her mind racing for answers, and at that moment Faral realized what she had to do. With the manipulation of mana and the wind, she spoke through the vibrations of the air⁠—
‘SpAre Mee⁠, I'll do⁠—’
The grip loosened, Faral broke into a coughing fit as her magic came to an end, and she felt it. A light tap on her face that brought her attention. She faced forward only to be met with the heroine queen. The woman was within breathing distance.
“Were you going to say you’d do anything if I spared you?”
Faral slowly nodded, too panicked to even dare to speak. The woman before her was her queen... At this distance her draconic features were unmistakable. It was undeniable now… The queen continued meeting her gaze before nodding.
“I’ll take that nod as confirmation, yes?” she asked, her voice cold.
Faral nodded once more, her heart palpitating as the queen looked deep into her eyes with nothing but an unfeeling gaze. Seconds passed, and she found herself trembling⁠— fearing for her life, for the judgment that was about to come. Even the other elders seemed nervous now.
And finally, the queen spoke.
“Very well. Then, you’ll be my servant.”
And everyone paused.




Chapter. 7: Dragons

Faral’s eyes grew wide as the land was enveloped in silence. She⁠— the queen had asked her, the Dragon of Wind, to become her servant.
It was…
“Ridiculous!” the Dragon of Nature roared in the background.
Faral blinked as the queen’s gaze snapped in that direction. Her white hair fluttered through the wind, her countenance remaining as cold as ever. After a moment, she asked a simple question.
“Would you prefer if I killed her then?”
Faral shivered. “N-No⁠—”
“Why do you insist on killing her?!” the Dragon of Nature hissed. “What kind of tyranny are you trying to shove down on us?!”
“There is no tyranny; these are just personal matters. Whether she is a dragon elder, a normal dragon, a person, a monster⁠— it doesn’t matter.” Arc’s eyes narrowed. “It’s the price for sparing her life.”
“You⁠—”
“Enough!” the Dragon of Earth screamed, his booming voice interrupting everyone present. “This is a matter for Arc and the Dragon of Wind to solve between one another. However, if the price is death, then I shall intervene.”
Faral barely managed to see the disbelief in the face of the Dragon of Nature as he looked somewhere else.
“Are you saying…?”
“That is right,” the Dragon of Earth agreed. “If the Dragon of Wind agrees to this then it is none of our business.”
There was a long silence as the severity of the statement sank in. And yet, while none of the dragons raised protests, the Dragon of Nature looked absolutely enraged. Finally, the queen turned back to the Dragon of Wind.
Faral swallowed, meeting her eyes.
She could feel it. The gazes of the other elders staring at her, she couldn’t see them, but nonetheless, judgment was bearing on her.
Faral bit her tongue within her maw: she didn’t want it. It was an almost insulting request, but it was coming from the dragon queen. She had insulted her; the figure of authority. She wasn’t one to bow down normally but for some reason, she felt compelled to.
Not in her hundreds of years of life had she felt such an overwhelming sense of inferiority before. Even though the claim of a queen had come out of nowhere ⁠— even though there was no precedent ⁠— she couldn’t help but take it seriously.
Finally, Faral swallowed and closed her eyes.
“I will become your servant, o’ Dragon Queen of Frost.”
* * * * *
I saw a look of resignation and then, the reply came. It was one that didn’t surprise me at all; however, all of the other elders gasped in disbelief. Even Regis’karr seemed shocked at what had just happened.
I closed my eyes and dismissed the ice dragon I had created. In a single moment, the Dragon of Wind seemed to be able to breathe properly again as I jumped off her neck and turned to face the surroundings.
At that moment, I saw the Dragon of Nature rush in my direction with a gust of green magic⁠— a shadow struck. The ground exploded and from the dust I saw Malz in her dragon form, her claws pressing against the throat of the Dragon of Nature.
“I won’t let you do that,” Malz hissed.
Once more the entirety of the dragon elders gasped. To be honest, this was getting a bit out of hand ⁠— and tiresome. I didn’t think the dragons were so… brash? Was that even a word to use to describe what was happening? I didn’t even know what would cause the Dragon of Nature to act in such a way other than the fact that perhaps he was in love with the Dragon of Wind.
But based on her reaction it was more like… she also didn’t know?
Did dragons even have romantic needs?
I hadn’t seen Regis’karr so much as stare at anyone past a glance or curiosity; then again, Malz was… I shook my head and simply decided that I was going to do my best to wash my hands of this situation since it clearly wasn’t going anywhere.
In the end, I decided to sit down and wait, watching what unfolded between the Dragon of Nature and Malz. He kept thrashing but eventually spoke up through gritted teeth.
“Let me go…”
Malz pressed harder as a suppressed cough came. “And if you do, will you behave and accept that the Dragon of Wind now belongs to Arc?”
Belongs…? I blinked. She was a servant, not a slave… However, I didn’t voice anything as the Dragon of Nature struggled and began to thrash once more hearing that statement. It continued for seconds, but it went nowhere as finally I saw him slowly nod.
Malz let go and⁠— had to press again as he tried to bolt in my direction. A sigh left me, and the Dragon of Earth shook his head and stepped forward.
“Enough, Dragon of Nature!”
The thrashing stopped as the dragon flinched. Then, the Dragon of Earth continued.
“We as Grand Dragon Elders should be the bigger dragons and understand that our actions have consequences we have to face alone.”
He shook his head and turned to me.
“Whether it is trying to force all of us to submit and eventually suffer the wrath of all of us once you’ve gone too far…”
He turned to Malz who snorted. “...to betray their longest relationships...”
He turned to Regis’karr who raised his brow. “...to choose no sides and be stuck in a limbo of indecision where no one favors you...”
And finally, he turned to the Dragon of Wind who flinched. “...or, to choose to lose your dignity over your life.”
Then, looking back at the Dragon of Nature, he spoke. “Yet even if a lot of us are flawed we are choosing to accept things. However, you are not. Let alone understanding, you are trying to deal with the consequences of the Dragon of Wind’s actions.”
There was a pause as the Dragon of Earth closed his eyes.
“Ignoring whether that is fair or not, you still have to take responsibility for your actions.”
The Dragon of Nature froze. Malz let go of his neck and he slowly stood up. He looked at me with mixed feelings ⁠— and at everyone else too ⁠— before finally looking towards the Dragon of Earth.
“I understand that, but I…”
“I know,” the Dragon of Wind said. “But you know the answer will always be no, for eternity.”
The Dragon of Nature immediately snorted and turned to the Dragon of Earth, evidently waiting for something to be said. The Dragon of Earth let out a cough as he turned to me.
“Just handle it yourself, I’m done with this,” I said simply.
He nodded and turned to the Dragon of Nature, all while the dragons gave me a weird look before turning to see the judgment that was about to follow. There was a brief silence before the Dragon of Earth spoke.
“Dragon of Nature, head back to the Maw of Dragons; you are dismissed. Stay there and protect the mountain for the next decade.”
There was a pause before the Dragon of Nature nodded. There were no further words exchanged as he turned, though he still gave me a glare: one full of murderous intent and hatred. I failed to understand it, but a moment later, he flapped his wings and disappeared into the horizon.
All of the dragons looked towards the horizon, watching the Dragon of Nature leave us all behind⁠. There was a minute-long silence before he was gone. Finally, everyone relaxed and gave me weird looks. The Dragon of Wind was meekly standing by my side, and⁠— well, everyone seemed to be waiting for me to acknowledge the whole situation.
This is so stupid… A sigh left me, and then I began to speak.
“As the Dragon of Earth said, these are the consequences of the actions of the Dragon of Wind. However, I will say that she’s a servant, not a slave. I shall not mistreat her.”
The dragons slowly nodded. And then I was lost ⁠— lost on how to conclude things. I thought for a moment, under the expectant gazes of everyone, before finally speaking up.
“As a small apology, I will let you all decide where to go next and accompany you all on a short journey, though if you wish to return to your homes that is fine too,” I said smiling lightly. “I’ll also offer to assist anyone with their problems if they have any.”
The dragons shared glances and quickly gathered to talk about things, except for Malz and the Dragon of Wind who stood back. Malz immediately transformed into a human before deciding to ask me something.
“Arc I couldn’t help but notice that you…” she trailed off looking all over my body. “Look pretty different now.”
I blinked. “Oh, right…”
I knew what she meant. My mana was low, and for some reason I had pointy ears and weird textured skin now, but as I felt my mana regenerate I could feel them slowly receding back to normal.
“I don’t know.” I touched my ears. “I mean, I feel pretty much the same, and as for why it’s doing this? I’m not too sure. The changes of the dragon flesh have long come to an end.”
The Dragon of Wind nodded. “That can only mean you were always meant to be a dragon, and by extension perhaps our new leader.”
I raised my brow slightly confused. “What do you mean, Dragon of Wind?”
“Faral, that’s my name.” She shook her head before continuing. “We dragons only followed after the Dragon God, but after his demise, we have had no leader. So I am happy to serve you, o’ Dragon Queen of Frost.”
I blinked, feeling slightly taken aback by my title. “Arc is fine but, thinking about it now, wasn’t the Dragon God the reason the corruption is a thing?”
“It’s complicated.” Faral sighed. “In some ways yes, in other ways he also tried to protect the world. Of course, this is from before my time. There are things I have yet to understand but it can be said that he was just fulfilling his duties to protect Arlas.”
“So the System is the bad guy?” I raised my brow. “I mean, given how shitty it is, I wouldn’t be surprised.”
“Not exactly.” She shook her head. “The ones responsible are a long extinguished race who refused to let go of the arcane, and with it, the corruption came.”
I nodded.
“I see, that is enough information for me at the moment.”
Faral also nodded, seemingly satisfied with herself. Malz gave her a weird look, but before she could say something one dragon took off, and only three dragons remained. Regis’karr, the Dragon of Earth, and lastly a blue dragon, the Dragon of Water.
I turned as they walked to me, and the Dragon of Earth was the first one to speak.
“The Dragon of Water requires your help but would prefer to request it as the journey ends. All three of us have concluded that we want to explore human settlements in the Republic of Miri-Sunre.”
“Sure, I’ll go along just like I said.”
I was met with some expectant nods and soon we set off.
◇ ◇ ◇
I didn’t know what I expected, but there were so many eyes on us as soon as we entered one of the towns. None of the guards dared to stop us either after Malz gave them a glare. So here we were:
Me, dressed in winter clothes; Malz, dressed in dark colors and modern clothes; Regis’karr, looking like a noble teen from a different country; Faral, dressed in long flowing robes that accompanied her green hair; The Dragon of Water, who wore a weird tunic, was covered head to toe in bandages, and atop his head a big mushroom like hat; and finally, the Dragon of Earth, who looked like an old man with brown robes ⁠— the only thing worth noting is that he had brown hair rather than white.
Needless to say, all of the people in our surroundings were looking at us. I ignored whatever awkwardness I was feeling and let them do what they wanted as we, unexpectedly, ended up in a small restaurant.
It was akin to a large hall full of tables; there were few people in the establishment and the windows had no glass. They were just carved holes in the sandstone with intricate patterns.
We sat at an extended table, and thankfully, I still had the money from the merchant Lydia, so I wasn’t worried.
However, contrary to my expectations, the Dragon of Water, who was sitting across from me, coughed.
“Arc, I figure this is the best time to bring my request to you. I want to ask for your help, it’s a very simple request.”
I raised my brow. “What is it?”
He breathed.
“I want you to help me rule the Kingdom of Draliz.”




Chapter. 8: of Water

It felt like an eternity.
Not long had passed since Arc had left, and Ceylon’s days felt longer and longer. She didn’t consider herself dependent on Arc per se, but the company was nice. At the same time Ceylon felt a bit worried ⁠— worried that Arc would do something impulsive and she wouldn’t be around to help with things, or at least offer an opinion.
Ceylon didn’t know why she felt that way, and if her feelings in regards to the situation were justified or not. However, Arc was impulsive, so perhaps she would be even more impulsive if she wasn’t around?
She promptly shook her head.
Arc had left to make an alliance with the dragons: nothing less, and nothing more. Sure, she liked fighting, but it wasn’t as if all she did was fight, nor was it like she went there to seek trouble.
Ceylon chuckled to herself. “What is the worst thing that she can do there anyway?”
Her mood brightened and she smiled to herself. She looked down at the paperwork she was filling; they were all contracts: business was booming. Every single town of Draliz was interested in getting Everlasting Ice. The revenue and demand were increasing, and so were the prices, but it was temporary.
Ceylon understood that the business was a limited one, one with a capped market. It wasn’t a sustainable thing, but for Arc’s goal, it wasn’t necessarily important. Ceylon understood that at some point the demand for the ice would come to a near complete stop, but by the time that came the selection for the new king would have ended.
Credence had passed, and with it his legacy of commerce.
Perhaps Draliz would undergo great changes, or perhaps it would remain almost the same. Ceylon didn’t know, but she felt nervous: nervous about what was to come, and nervous about the outcome of things. After all, deep down she believed that there was no way for Arlow to compete with the already-established Grand Dukes.
But even then, she still did her best, and sought out every single opportunity she could seize; it was a matter of principle. Ceylon was sure that Arc would otherwise be disappointed, though admittedly, Ceylon knew that the only reason for that was because Arc was trying to help her. Arc didn’t care about the Arlow family, and Ceylon understood why.
Perhaps Arc had been harsh in her wording, but she was right: Ceylon had received very little in exchange for all her sacrifices. Maybe her thoughts were heresy, but Ceylon had made her decision.
As for whether she’d be able to follow through with it…
She didn’t know.
Ceylon took a deep breath ⁠— she was thinking a bit too much. Work was exhausting. While it was fulfilling it was nonetheless, exhausting. At least Ceylon was sure that after this the Arlow family would attain the rank of Marquess, or maybe even Archduke. And with that, their future would be assured.
As for why she still cared? That she didn’t know.
Shaking her head, she got ready to work. That was at least until she heard knocks outside her door. She had rented an office space for the company, so it wasn’t completely unusual, however, there were people to filter things and who got to speak with her. Which could only mean…
“Come in,” she said, preparing herself.
There was a moment before the door silently opened and a man in noble clothes walked in. He was dressed in purple hues and a hat sat atop his head. However, Ceylon raised her brow watching his features⁠— his entire face, his entire body was wrapped in bandages.
Her heart immediately began to race and nervousness settled in her mind.
She recognized him.
It was one of the Grand Dukes of Draliz, Alderman. A man who had a foul reputation known for helping dying businesses and profiting more than their owners by the end of things.
Someone who always made unfair deals.
Ceylon got ready to reject him as he closed the door.
“I’ll keep it simple, Miss Ceylon of Arlow,” he began, meeting her gaze. “I want to purchase the entirety of your eternal ice stock.”
She paused.
The entirety of it?
* * * * *
For a moment, it was as if my thoughts had paused even though the world kept flowing around me. Before finally, half a second later I blinked.
“Pardon?”
The Dragon of Water nodded. “Queen, I want to request your help to overtake ⁠— or rule ⁠— the Kingdomship of Draliz, the country that is ruled by wealth.”
I took in his statement, digesting what he meant before I shook my head.
“I can’t do that.”
The Dragon of Water paused, his body language indicating his curiosity. “May I know the reason for this rejection? I do want to add that I should have enough wealth to turn any vassal into the current king.”
“That is…” I thought for a moment. “The reason is very simple: I want to turn my companion’s family into the rulers of Draliz.”
The Dragon of Water nodded. “That wouldn’t be a problem ⁠— allow me to explain. I am not after the country itself but an artifact within the country.”
Malz seemed a bit uninterested in the conversation, as did the other dragons, but my interest was piqued.
“An artifact?”
“That is right.” He nodded. “I need it for⁠—”
And at that moment the server came. We were served an assortment of meats and loaves of bread that made my mouth water, but I wanted to deal with this conversation first. I looked at the Dragon of Water who was still regarding me, all while the rest of the dragons began to enthusiastically eat. I met his blue eyes, the little skin I could see beneath his bandages was also slightly blue.
“I’ll continue now.” He nodded. “I need it to see the visions of the age of oblivion; I wish to see what exactly happened.”
I paused. “Are you trying to⁠—”
“No, I’m not trying to research arcane magic,” he said simply. “I’m not as rash as the Dragon of Frost, and also the research of arcane magic has already been done by him, so if I wanted it I could go take it at the Maw of Dragons. Though, it’s only for frost magic.” He tilted his head before shaking it. “Regardless, it is not within my goals.”
“Well, what are your goals?” I prompted.
He crossed his arms. “Research, knowledge about past heroes, and knowledge of my ancestors.”
I raised my brow now more confused than ever. “Weren’t you there?”
There was a pause from everyone this time, except for the Dragon of Water who shook his head.
“Not at all perhaps you might have gotten that impression from Regis’karr ⁠— the youngest of us ⁠— because he is knowledgeable about it. But among all of us, the only one that got to live within the age of oblivion was the Dragon of Frost, but even then I believe he was but a fledgling.”
I blinked. “Huh… I see.”
“Anyway,” the Dragon of Water said slightly irked. “Those are my reasons. The item I'm seeking is called the Scepter of Past Visions, an S Tier item that is rumored to be close to SS Tier. According to my information, it’s in Draliz’s treasury.”
“So that is all you want?” I asked, confused.
The Dragon of Water nodded. “I hold no interest in ruling something as small as Draliz where there are entire empires on other continents.”
“Right…”
I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised about that, but it was my first time hearing about it so it still gave me pause. However, the Dragon of Water ignored it and continued.
“I have no use for all the wealth I have amassed across the centuries; so, what do you think?”
I took in his question and closed my eyes.
It seemed like a very simple offer, but there were two things: one, the Dragon of Water was my subordinate but most likely had no loyalty to me, and two…
“So would you remain the ruler after you get the staff?”
“If you’re uncomfortable with that and it affects your plans, no,” he said, shaking his head. “My main focus is the staff. In fact, if you’d like me to only trade for the scepter I’d be more than happy to do that.”
“Right, I’m fine with you helping with my plans. Would help us make sure things go smoothly.”
“Alright.” The Dragon of Water nodded. “Any other terms you’d like to add?”
I thought for a moment, wondering if there was something. The Dragon of Water seemed to be acting like a businessman, which I found weird. But I paid it no mind. Instead, I decided to try something.
“Do you know about business?” I asked, somewhat curious. It was far-fetched.
He paused. “As in economics? I do, yes. Why?”
“I’d like you to help Thomas, the soon-to-be king and vassal, to establish businesses. As well as act as his bodyguard until the king is elected,” I said simply.
The Dragon of Water did not immediately answer and chose to place his hand on his bandaged chin.
“Hmm…” he thought for some time. And then, finally, he nodded. “Very well. I’ll also help launder my funds into his pockets.”
“Right, that’d be helpful.”
The Dragon of Water nodded before extending his hand at me. “Do we have a deal?”
I paused, and at that moment Malz reached over to our side and collected our plates. I blinked, almost sighing at the gesture, but grabbed the Dragon of Water’s hand.
“We do.”
Then, we shook hands, and just like that we had made our deal.
Finally, I turned to look at the feast down below only to see it had long been eaten by everyone. A small sigh left me, and more food was ordered. The rest of the time at the restaurant was spent waiting and eating. I did get to enjoy the food but, unfortunately, Malz ate the large majority of it.
Finally, the time to pay came; the server stood before me.
“That would be three cobalt coins and two gold coins.”
I paused and stared at the pouch of silver coins, wondering if that would be enough. It was all the money I had and, well, I had acquired it a long while ago. I paused for a moment, sensing the amount of coins in the bag and realized it was about one cobalt coin and one gold if I did the exchange.
Which I believed to be ten silver equals one gold, if it was one-hundred I’d be…
No. I was a bit fucked regardless. That was until finally the Dragon of Water nodded at me and produced the requested money exactly from his hand; though, the coins were wet.
He handed them to the waiter who seemed thrown off by them, but just like that I had been saved by the Dragon of Water.
As for eating three cobalt coins worth of food… I turned to Malz. Maybe I should turn her into an adventurer and make her take jobs.
Malz turned to me tilting her head. “What is it?”
I sighed. “Nothing.”
With that, we stood up and left the establishment, but the Dragon of Water stopped at the front of everyone, seemingly thinking to himself. We all stopped along with him before finally he turned to someone on the street.
“Hey you.”
It was a man of dark skin with a burly physique; he raised his brow and came over, evidently slightly annoyed.
“What do you want?”
“Is there an Adventurer’s Guild?”
The man blinked clearly confused before breaking out in laughter. “We don’t do that here.”
“Where do you earn money via fighting then?” the Dragon of Water asked randomly.
I raised my brow unsure of where things were going. Then the man answered, almost laughing.
“In the colosseum of course. As for where you can find it? I won’t say. However, most people won’t want to fight someone who seems weak.”
With those words, the man departed as we all stood around in confusion. A moment later the Dragon of Water turned to me.
“I want you to go to the arena and pay me back; you’ll be fighting as the Heroine of Frost to attract opponents.”
“Ha?” I raised my brow. “I’m not going to expose my identity for shit.”
He shook his head. “This is a different region: it doesn’t matter, we are not in Draliz.” His words were cold. “This is outside the scope of our deal, and I won’t be doing these kinds of favors ever.”
And he turned to me, his eyes narrowing as I began to feel anger.
“If you don’t want to then we can cancel our deal and I’ll take Draliz over myself.”




Chapter. 9: Escalation

The Dragon of Water knew: he knew that his actions were ⁠— for lack of a better word ⁠— counter-productive, in the eyes of the other dragons, and especially in Arc’s eyes. After all, why would he initiate wanting a deal only to immediately create animosity with the other party?
However, he had his reasons, and they required him to be the villain even if his reputation amongst the dragon elders would be permanently tarnished. It all began with finding out more about the Heroine of Frost, while at the same time ensuring his own safety.
His eyes narrowed looking at her.
After all, how could he let go of a hero’s important information just like that?
* * * * *
There was a brief silence; my fists tightened and I gave him a death glare but he seemed uncaring. Instead, choosing to continue staring at me.
“Are you threatening me?” I asked with a hiss.
He shook his head. “I am establishing a boundary. If you have a different way to pay me back then go ahead, but I expect to be paid back for this before the end of our journey.”
I felt more annoyed now than ever looking at the Dragon of Water. Then, contrary to my expectation, Regis’karr spoke.
“Are you sure you cannot just let this go? She’s our⁠—”
“She might be your queen, but she isn’t mine,” he said coldly, looking at him. “I do not need her, nor do I even need to be part of the Grand Dragon Elders to live my life. It’s just convenient, that is all.”
“Dragon of Water,” the Dragon of Earth coldly called.
The Dragon of Water turned, narrowing his eyes. “That is a fact that you have known for a long while. Out of all the elders I am the least present.”
The tension rose between the Earth and Water dragons; Regis’karr seemed off-standish, Malz ignored it, and Faral, the Dragon of Wind, let out a sigh.
“Let’s not fight over this, I’ll go to the colosseum in Arc’s place.” She stepped forward. “However, you are too brusque.”
He shrugged. “I don’t care, I do deals. Everyone is an equal party to me: if I do something that makes me owe her then it is reasonable of her to demand something of me.”
For some reason, I found that irritating. The Dragon of Water had such a haughty way of behaving himself that that statement came off as hypocritical. It was simply put: annoying. I wanted to put him in his place, and I wanted to put his logic to the test.
But for that, I had to…
He turned to Faral. “If you want to do that I have no problem, but she has better chances of getting fights than you do. Posing as a hero is more believable than pretending to be one of the Grand Dragon Elders, and their renown is far more widespread.”
“I’m not pretending, I am one.” Faral’s eyes narrowed.
“Ah, yes.” He nodded. “Good luck convincing the humans of that⁠—”
“Enough,” I interrupted, annoyed at his attitude. “I’ll just fight in her place. As for paying you back, sure.”
“Alright, then I’ll hold you up to it,” he said simply.
A snort left me, and with that, we set off to the arena.
* * * * *
Yasin loved this place.
The Miri-Sunre Republic: a place where displays of strength were commonplace. A traditional territory. One with a vast history and one of the biggest deserts in all of Arlas. It was said that immemorial beasts roamed the land in ancient times, and with it, lots of remnants were left behind from the previous inhabitants.
Monuments of strange carvings with traditions that were passed down through time and refined; recipes, dances, rituals: all of them hundreds of years old and important throughout the land. However, the tradition that was the most important were the rites of strength.
And upon finding out more about them, Yasin had truly fallen in love with one in particular. It was bloodied. It was brutal. It was primal. A way for people to truly test amongst themselves in a crucible of pure blood, a rite that almost every single true warrior went through in order to become great; it was the path of greatness, it was the…
Colosseum.
However, if it had been just that he would’ve gotten bored a long time ago. Of course, he had a good year or more enjoying the fights ⁠— they were fantastic. While deaths were rare, the fights were nonetheless bloody, and each warrior gave it their all. Sometimes limbs would fly and have to be healed, and sometimes fatal wounds would be inflicted but, thanks to the present healers, fights would continue.
It was beautiful. It was a place where people fought without reservation. A place where the limits of warriors would be constantly surpassed. A place where new records were always made.
That was the arena of the colosseum.
The arena witnessed over a hundred battles on the daily. They weren’t exciting for the spectators every time but they were always enlightening to those that went through the fires of battle.
Yasin loved watching the improvement repeated fighters showed: it was like a sport to him. He was someone who had never witnessed such a culture before, and when he finally did in this way it was like he had been enraptured ⁠— captivated. Watching fights was his life for a long time, it was everything he did; using his life savings he stayed around and even barely ate, all in order to see more of things.
And then came the betting.
He got addicted to it. Sometimes he won, sometimes he lost, but in the end, he made just enough to support himself and watch the battles. However, even though it was like a newfound passion to him, eventually the spark and burning desire slowly faded, he had thought that that was everything.
He thought that he had experienced everything Miri-Sunre had to offer, but even then he decided to stick around for a few days. Perhaps it was to give the place a proper farewell, or give himself closure that he had truly experienced everything, Yasin didn’t know why he did it to this day. However,his last day changed everything.
He wasted himself in the arena, drowned in alcohol, and for some reason he commentated on the battle. He narrated it as if his life depended on it, and someone overheard him⁠— the arena manager.
Since then, the arena has never been the same: all because Yasin became a commentator. So many years had passed, and he thought he had seen everything there was to see; but today, after finishing commentating on a battle, something surprised him, and that was the information he got on one of the contestants. Normally nothing was interesting to him, but this was…
He watched the sheet of paper confused, baffled and oddly excited.
Name/Title: Heroine of Frost. Tier: Unknown ⁠— Reason to fight: Payback to an asshole.
Bet on herself: 1 cobalt coin, 1 gold coin.
Note: Bet per battle to be reinvested along with earnings towards the next battle.
It was… something that was truly unique; the reason to fight said enough, but there was something else too.
Someone who dared to claim to be a hero? Yasin smirked ⁠— it was interesting.
Still, he didn’t get to pick who fought her, those that were in the queue did so instead. It didn’t take long before another paper appeared in his hands. It wasn’t someone strong, but it wasn’t someone weak either. Yasin memorized his information before walking out of his office and down an entrance to the arena.
He smiled to himself.
This is going to be fun.
* * * * *
His name was Ri-Drus, and he was a proud warrior of the lands of Miri-Sunre. He had come to this place to test himself in the colosseum: it was only one out of three across all of the republic. He had gotten a few victories under his belt, and he was confident in beating this person who called themselves a hero.
Especially because it was a woman.
Ri-Drus smiled to himself thinking of his victory, and more importantly, wondering if the woman was pretty.
Perhaps he could marry her.
With all the confidence in the world he strode down the passage and down to the arena. Ri-Drus took in all of the crowd’s roars; their great energy and grandly cheers riled him up, and he gestured, hyping them up for greater effect.
Out of the corner of his eye he saw a white woman, white hair, clothes, even pale skin; the only contrasting thing were her black pants. It was odd to him, but she was undoubtedly attractive. Something that made him even more excited.
And then, the commentator walked in, holding a voice amplification artifact within his hands.
“Ladies and gentleman, we have someone special today, someone that calls themselves the Heroine of Frost!” The crowd paused for a moment before breaking into a mixture of cheers and laughter. “As we all know heroes are mythical beings: is she a true one or is she a phony?!”
Ri-Drus smiled as the man continued.
“Guess we can only find out! Ri-Drus is the most promising newcomer ⁠— will he take home the victory, or will he be beaten?”
The crowd continued to go wild as Ri-Drus turned to the woman to smirk, only to notice she wasn’t even looking at him but at the stands with an awful frown. Then she shook her head and turned to him; for a moment the world went silent as he felt a tinge of fear.
What was⁠⁠—
“Begin!” The commentator called.
Ri-Drus shivered and turned in her direction to fight, only to see her already standing in front of him, her fist looming as she said a single word.
“Sorry.”
And she punched. Numerous bones breaking within his body as he was sent flying.
Then there was silence as he lost consciousness.
* * * * *
Yasin blinked looking at the completely knocked out man.
She used a movement skill and won the fight with a single punch.
What…?
A moment later the crowd’s eyes went wide as his heart skipped a beat. He moved the artifact to his mouth and spoke.
“What a victory! Does the newcomer wish to continue fighting?!”
“I do,” she spoke simply.
The cheers within the crowd somehow increased as preparations for a new battle began. Yasin retired to his office in order to digest things for a few minutes; It was impressive that she had defeated the person in a single punch. However, the thing was…
He hadn’t been able to perceive her.
It was odd, almost eerie to him. He was a commentator of the arena, and his perception as a [Ranger] was quite high. Yet somehow, he hadn’t been able to sense the slightest of things ⁠— it happened in an instant…
A sigh left him and at that moment, he received the papers of the new challenger. Nodding to himself, Yasin memorized the information and set off once more to the center of the arena.
“And a new challenger has emerged!” he said. “Bone-Crusher, taker of ashes! One of our most popular contestants!” The cheers began once more as a person emerged from the entrance. “Versus, the Heroine of Frost; real or fake, her capabilities are true!”
The bustling sounds inundated things, and then Bone-Crusher spoke, turning to the heroine.
“You, I want your body!”
“Say that again and I will kill you,” she said coldly.
Yasin flinched for a moment feeling a cold gust of wind, meanwhile, Bone-Crusher laughed and readied himself for battle.
Just what was going on…
Yasin took a deep breath before making his announcement.
“Begin!”
At that moment the heroine disappeared. Yasin turned only to hear a squeal from Bone-Crusher as he was held by his arms and spun before being thrown across the arena with terrific strength, striking and shattering the wall as he was immediately knocked out.
Yasin blinked, the crowd roared and the healers moved.
What the… This was the second time he couldn’t understand what had happened.
It seemed simple enough to use a movement skill like that, but that strength, and also that lack of presence, is what terrified him. Unless she had a skill that erased her presence, but he doubted that was the case. Instead, it meant… she was so fast he couldn’t perceive her?
Yasin found it hard to believe and prepared himself to narrate the next battle⁠— even though there was hardly any narration.
But soon enough the next opponent came; everyone wanted to fight the so-called hero and know what she was made out of.
So he stepped out and made the announcement as the crowd got even more excited for the newcomer’s brutality. But this time Yasin kept an eye on her, and he noticed her gaze moving to the crowd from time to time.
She was looking at a weirdly dressed man of blue clothes and bandages. Was that the payback she spoke about? Yasin couldn’t afford to think about it just yet, instead focusing on his job as he called:
“Begin!”
The heroine vanished; Yasin turned only to see the new fighter get kicked on the neck and instantly knocked out. He blinked. It was the third time but it was…
So fast⁠—
And the crowd broke into roars.
He went back to prepare himself to see who the next opponent was.
He was sure of it, but she was already a favorite and her name would become widespread across the entire town within a few hours. However, Yasin was sure she also had made a pretty penny from betting already, but he couldn’t know.
Shaking his head, he decided to focus on what he was seeing.
Was she really a hero…?
It couldn’t be⁠— and he got a paper. Yasin read it rapidly and his eyes grew wide.
Her next opponent was the current strongest fighter in the colosseum. The Red Death, a man who was completely bandaged: a foreigner from other lands who sought to train and learn here. An S Tier adventurer.
Surely… Yasin thought, getting up. She will struggle against him, right…?
For some reason, he wasn’t so sure, but he didn’t let his thoughts affect his narration as the entire crowd went wild hearing the name of the challenger. Bets were rapidly made⁠— Yasin was sure of it.
But still, looking at the Red Death he was sure; the man was emanating bloodlust and he made sure to voice it out.
“To think I get to fight a hero! I can’t wait!”
There was no reply back as he chuckled.
“Quiet type I see? Then I’ll make sure to hear you plead.”
With that, the man took out his daggers. Yasin took a breath, making another announcement to excite the crowd even more; then, a moment later, he called it⁠—
“Begin!”
And a squeal echoed. In a single moment before he could even turn, the ground of the arena exploded on the heroine’s side. A massive cloud of dust billowed all around and the crowd went silent in suspense.
Could it be…?
Yasin paused. All this time she had been the one on the initiative, but this time she had been the one attacked.
It had to be.
She was finally defeated…
That’s right… how could a hero be here⁠—
And he saw her. The heroine was leaning down, her hand on the man’s head. The ground had shattered, and the Red Death lay there, fainted.
An S Tier adventure, defeated just like that.
Yasin swallowed and announced the results as the crowd went wild. However, in his mind there was only silence as a single realization hit him.
This woman was the real Heroine of Frost…
A mythical being…
But why was she⁠—
“Hey you,” she called to him.
And at that moment Yasin shivered.
* * * * *
The commentator was trembling, but I didn’t care as I continued.
“How much have I made from bets?”
The man took a step back. “I don’t think⁠—”
“How much?” I asked again.
This was enough. I was annoyed, and I intended to put an end to this. The commentator swallowed and hastily raised his oddly shaped microphone⁠, before requesting the amount out loud.
There was a silence in the arena, confusion evident amongst the spectators all while I turned only to see the healers take away the man I had knocked out. Then a moment later, a pouch appeared in the man’s hands.
He turned to me and simply handed it to me, as he stood there in front of me.
I opened it and saw two platinum coins and five cobalt coins, almost a pale white and blue respectively.
I nodded and immediately threw it to the crowd⁠— at the Dragon of Water who caught it and nodded before opening it and making a confused face. Then, I took the microphone from the commentator, and, injecting my mana, I spoke into it.
“Water Dragon, repayment is there, and the rest is for this simple request.”
My voice echoed throughout the arena, everyone seemed confused before I continued.
“Fight me.”
He stood there for a moment before shaking his head and throwing the pouch back at me, three cobalt coins missing.
“There is no way I’d agree to something like that if you’re paying me,” he said coldly.
His eyes narrowed, meeting mine.
“I’ll do it for free.”
With those words he jumped down into the arena, his body glowing as he turned back into a blue dragon. A water dome surrounded us all at once, kicking everyone but us out of the fighting ring and isolating us from the world. People screamed as he turned down to face me; it was as if he was looking at an insect.
“Because in the end, frost is just colder water.”




Chapter. 10: Supreme Water Control

The Dragon of Water narrowed his eyes looking at the Heroine of Frost; she stared back undaunted, her gaze fierce. Her body posture indicated she was more than ready for anything that he could throw at her.
Perhaps he would get quite injured from this, but at the same time, he didn’t believe himself to be completely helpless against the heroine.
Amongst all of the dragon elders, he wasn’t the strongest, nor was he the weakest; however, the ability of his element was the most unique. The question was…
Would he have to use it?
It was too early to tell, and perhaps it didn’t matter: there was a deal in place, which meant that she wouldn’t be killing him regardless of circumstances.
Which meant that he didn’t have anything to worry about…
Inwardly grinning to himself, he dug his claws into the ground and whipped his tail, the mana within his body whirled into action.
Then, with a screech, he cast the first skills of many, [Everflowing Rain]. In a single moment the dome of water surrounding the arena deformed, and dozens of sharp water needles shot in Arc’s direction. The ground exploded, evaporated in a single moment by the water, while the dust exploded all around⁠—
And a wave of frost swept through the arena; the rain immediately dissipated as the needles shot in all directions, hitting the water dome and began to freeze it.
Then a moment later, he saw the woman glaring at him from where she stood, the ground below her untouched by the disaster that had befallen her surroundings, and she too was unscathed.
The sight wasn’t surprising to him, but it still made the Dragon of Water lightly smile to himself.
Of course it was far from simple.
And then— Arc disappeared, vanishing in an instant.
* * * * *
Yasin didn’t know what had happened, one moment he was standing in the arena and the other ⁠— after the dragon showed up ⁠— he was standing amongst the spectator stands. all while the surrounding crowd panicked and evacuated as soon as possible.
But he… he wasn’t fearful for his life; instead, the fact that a real hero was present was still simmering in his mind. Now, however, something else happened: a real fucking dragon had appeared in the fucking arena. And if Yasin hadn’t misheard ⁠— and if his knowledge wasn’t wrong ⁠— it wasn’t any dragon either, but the Dragon of Water in the flesh.
A Grand Dragon Elder.
Unlike other dragons, they had elements they were attuned to since birth. While some of the Grand Dragons were also attuned to elements in the same way, the elders were those that had reached the peak of their mastery. In short: they were the equivalent of heroes.
And now, one was going to fight the Heroine of Frost, but Yasin had his doubts. Normally, frost and water were evenly matched, but if the two mythical existences wielding those elements fought…
He didn’t know the result.
Yasin blinked, and the next thing he knew, the water dome was frozen over; within its transparency, he saw the grand silhouette of the Dragon of Water. Then, he saw movement, and the Dragon of Water was thrown⁠.
Yasin blinked. What⁠—?
The dome of ice shattered; the Grand Dragon Elder went up into the air breaking right through the top of the dome. The Heroine of Frost appeared looming over the dragon, her foot up in the air. A realization hit Yasin all of a sudden.
“Weren’t those who used the elements mages⁠—”
And she kicked down⁠— a squeal resounded and the ground of the arena exploded, dust and debris flew as the people around screamed. Yasin shivered from the sheer strength of the attack, the hit feeling like a small earthquake to his feet.
He knew it was unsafe here, but he had to watch⁠. He just had to.
His heart was rushing, his entire body was shivering, and his senses were at the edge⁠— this was the thrill of the colosseum. And after so many years he was experiencing it again… His eyes looked around to see if there was anyone that could relate to him, but everyone was panicking⁠—
Everyone but a small group of individuals who looked at the fight with a mixture of emotions. For some reason, it clicked in Yasin’s mind.
They were other dragons…
He didn’t know what was going on, and it didn’t matter. He turned back to the arena and⁠—
“[Judgment of the Ice God]!”
The Heroine’s voice boomed and a moment later a gigantic spear of ice exploded, ripping through the air and the ground, annihilating whatever was its target. Yasin could only stare, his jaw fully clenched as his body trembled in excitement⁠— rocks and debris flew around him, the sand of the desert beginning to show below the ground.
And then he felt it, a change in the wind. The ice began to disintegrate, turning back to water and converging into a single point to the side. Yasin saw a man, in a blue mushroom hat with a weird tunic, his extremities covered in bandages, and in his hand a black staff with a resplendent blue gem at its tip was present.
His bandaged hand was covered in shining rings, and on his neck three different intricate necklaces rested⁠— every single thing was a priceless artifact. Yasin instinctively knew that, and even more excitement welled within him as he watched yet another battle begin between the Dragon of Water and the Heroine of Frost.
* * * * *
It was weird…
I appeared to the side of the Dragon of Water, swinging an ice sword upon him that instantly disintegrated into water falling apart as it hit empty air. He backed off and launched a stream of hyper pressurized water that was instantly frozen as soon as it came close to me.
It was odd…
I used [Quick Step] to reach him in a single moment, throwing a kick that he blocked with his staff. The Dragon of Water was launched across the arena, only coming to a stop as he hit the wall. He recovered immediately and swung his staff, a tidal wave of water coming my way. It was enough to make me feel danger but…
I swiped with my hand and it was instantly frozen.
I found it so odd.
It wasn’t the fact that I could stop any of his attacks with minimal effort, nor the fact that he himself could stop ice attacks by simply turning them back into water. In fact, it had nothing to do with the strange dynamics of our elements, but rather with him⁠— the Dragon of Water himself.
The ice shattered and I stared at him, who held his staff on guard. I could see it within his eyes. Even though there was a hint of scorn, something was missing.
Hostility.
And I didn’t understand it. Not one bit. Yet he tried to attack again with a slash of pressurized water that disfigured the ground and rock that it came in contact with but it was immediately brushed aside by the frost. All this time I had thought the Dragon of Water was out to anger me, even with the way he had agreed to the battle; and, sure, it did bother me that the battle lacked any sort of realness.
But, it also puzzled me. If he didn’t want me to fight him to the death, then…
What did he want?
That single question made me carry on, except this time I wasn’t going to be nice. I used [Quick Step] once more and without hesitation I used [Broken Stasis]; my mana was barely consumed and then⁠— I attacked.
The Dragon of Water flinched, failing to properly block my kick, and he was pushed back. The momentum paused for a moment and I caught up, punching once more⁠— it connected with his chest making him let out a grunt of pain. I charged, following up with another swing, but this time he managed to properly block it.
His breathing was odd as he muttered.
“[Fast Flow of Time].”
He attacked fast, the flickers in his movement barely existent as he engaged in hand to hand combat with me, his staff swinging in an attempt to hit me; but, even though he was faster, my skill still weighed him down enough for him to struggle. I didn’t understand it, and decided I would let it go on for a bit⁠—
But after a few seconds I grew tired of the boredom and the pointlessness of the battle.
This was enough… I began to mutter enhancing skills under my breath.
Then, the Dragon of Water swung and I ducked, using [Stasis] for a moment to close the gap, and then⁠— I⁠ punched. My fist collided with his face. I felt it slightly cave in as a pathetic squeal left him, and then he was launched, rolling through the ground as blue blood splattered around the arena.
I shook my head, my fist now dripping with his ichor, before I turned to him as he slowly stood up. However, contrary to my expectations, he was the first to speak as he wiped his mouth.
“You really are quite annoying aren’t you?”
I scowled. “Are you stupid?”
And he shook his head as I began to feel hostility coming from him. “You could’ve just fought me with all you got without forcing my hand, but now I won’t bother. I’ll just do it myself.”
Annoyance flared, and I realized that the Dragon of Water had intended to play with me⁠— for whatever reason. I used [Quick Step] arriving in a single moment to his side and threw a punch that he caught with his hand, nearly breaking it. Yet he looked at me without flinching, his blue eyes dead as he spoke simply.
“[Supreme Water Control].”
At that moment, something snapped within my body. I immediately coughed up a mouthful of blood and the dragon elders to the side gasped.
In just a single moment, I saw a black shadow fly in my direction, but, with a flick of his finger, it stopped⁠— Malz crashed against the ground, rolling as she struggled to move. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, what I was feeling⁠— it was⁠—
“It seems you’ve realized your place,” the Dragon of Water spoke with scorn. “Perhaps you stood a chance, but now you truly are at death’s door.”
I coughed even more blood, annoyed⁠. Why could he do that⁠—? I didn’t know, but it was clear what I had to do. I gathered my mana as the Dragon of Water made me stand up with nothing but his commands; his cold eyes met mine as he spoke with a terrifying voice. I could feel my blood being moved against my will as I glared at him, my life hanging at the tip of his fingers.
The dragon elders moved to do something, but with a swipe of his hand they were all incapacitated at once. The Dragon of Water turned to me, his eyes gloating in victory.
“So how about we make a deal?” He smiled. “For your life that is.”
* * * * *
It was… disappointing.
The Dragon of Water had hoped she would use her SS Tier skill, but now it didn’t matter. His goal was simple from the beginning. But now, he didn’t care. Had he thought too highly of the Heroine of Frost? Perhaps. Was his skill extraordinarily strong to the point very few people could overwhelm it? Also perhaps.
However, it didn’t matter. Arc was a puppet right now. She couldn’t do anything because her body wouldn’t respond to her commanders: taking her life was as easy as a thought for him. Of course, such a powerful skill was bound to have a long cooldown, and it did. But the Dragon of Water didn’t care, it was simply something he was going to use now.
The rest of the dragon elders immediately came to attack him but once more he flicked his hand and they were all incapacitated. It was, simply put, a part of life.
All beings had water in them; while grasping it was hard, it was not impossible. And having control over it essentially made him… a god.
He shook his head and turned back to Arc, who seemed to be staring fixedly at him. It was a weird look, but one that he truly loved. He was wary of the Heroine of Frost, but after fighting her just now, he didn’t feel that way. In fact, he felt nothing but pride.
A cold gust of wind reminiscent of frost swept the arena.
The Dragon of Water smiled. “Well now that you are powerless, how about we negotiate for your precious life? We don’t want to trigger that resurrection skill after all⁠— though I was hoping you’d use your SS Tier skill the entire time.”
Normally he wasn’t one to indulge in such feelings, but the current circumstances were different. Of course, he wasn’t going to kill her at all. He just wanted this to last before moving back to his goal.
It was as if his feelings had been put in stasis.
And he loved every second of it.
He turned back to her. “I’m sure that would be great, though I have to say I am disappointed. So much thinking for so little.”
The Dragon of Water felt weird really ⁠— normally he wasn’t one to do something like this. In fact, he still hadn’t forgotten about his original goal, but right now it didn’t seem to matter in his thoughts.
If anything, he wanted them to last an eternity.
Finally he smiled. “Well enough of that, let’s⁠—”
Arc spoke. “[Prophecy.]”
The Dragon of Water froze; his body stopped listening to him as the whole world turned blue. All of his senses screamed of danger, and his mana itself came to a halting stop within him.
This was…
His eyes began to grow wide as Arc wiped blood off her mouth.
“You know, I initially just wanted to beat you up,” she said, shaking her head. She met his gaze coldly. “Now I’m not so sure.”
The Dragon of Water shivered. He saw Arc tilt her head and speak.
“So how about we make a deal for your life?”
And at that moment, the Dragon of Water felt all of the blood drain from his face.




Chapter. 11: Regrettable Agreement

Being honest, I didn’t know what I had expected after I realized the Dragon of Water had no hostility for me⁠— not until he used his skill. It was… weird, and almost tiresome. I didn’t know how I felt about killing the Dragon of Water, or if I wanted to do so. However, none of that mattered.
Right now, I focused on ensuring the pain within my body stopped through the use of my skill. Then I cracked my knuckles as the Dragon of Water backed off. I didn’t know how I felt about killing him, but beating him up was another story⁠— in fact, there was nothing more I wanted to do right now than to beat him up.
I began to walk forward and he hastily backed off.
“W-Wait, I can explain⁠—”
And I punched, my fist dug into his stomach as I felt a rib break; he coughed in pain and he was duly thrown back. He fell before me, hardly moving as he struggled on the ground, groaning in pain as he held his sides.
“What is⁠— no, I shouldn’t be asking that⁠—” He coughed. “What is it that you want from me?”
I stepped forward and met his eyes. “I don’t know yet.”
His eyes widened and then I kicked. My boot struck across his face, and his neck nearly cracked. He spit and a tooth flew across the blue plane as he was beaten back to the ground. This time I allowed him to bleed as he struggled on the floor.
Every single hit brought a small amount of satisfaction. It did not match the effort that I was placing into it but it was nice enough for me to continue. And if I added what he had done to me, along with his asinine behavior on top of it, then⁠—
I stepped forward and kicked him between the legs.
He squealed in pain.
I smiled.
It was very satisfying.
* * * * *
The Dragon of Water never thought he would end up in a situation like this. Perhaps⁠— No, he definitely deserved it. He let out a cough of blood as he was punched in the stomach for the third time. He felt his transformed organs move within his frame, a dull pain traveling throughout his body.
His being jerked for a moment before being thrown into the air, rolling across the frozen ground. He couldn’t feel his mana. His blood sometimes refused to flow out of his body despite his injuries which made everything even more painful. And yet, during this entire time, he hadn’t given up asking for forgiveness.
“I’m sorry⁠—”
A kick struck his side. A squeal of pain left him as he rolled. It was… He regretted it. He had wanted to get her information, but he had gone about it in the wrong way. Perhaps he should have still provoked her but not in such a manner ⁠— but what could he do? He was prideful. He was a dragon. He had an ego⁠—
A kick hit his ribs, hard enough to break him out of his thoughts as he let out a grunt of pain. He felt his bones snap in the wrong way⁠— parts of his body were regenerating while others refused to do so: they were unresponsive, frozen. That was what they were. His pain and the amount he felt was completely controlled by Arc.
That realization finally sunk in.
He had gone about things in the wrong way, and he now was suffering the consequences for his actions. He hastily stood up, trembling.
“W-Wait p-please let me negotiate.” Arc approached and he shivered. “I’m sorry for acting like a mighty dumbass— but I’m serious, I’ll pay for my life⁠—”
And the fist stopped just before hitting his face. The Dragon of Water winced letting out a small squeal thinking of the pain, but he blinked a moment later.
“I’ll hear you out,” she said coldly.
His face brightened then⁠— a kick hit him. The Dragon of Water felt his brain rattle within his skull and he was thrown back to the ground. For a moment he saw doubles; his brain was disoriented but he still heard what the Heroine of Frost heard clearly.
“However, I still wanted to do that first.”
He shook his head, coughing and regaining his wits. “I-I understand.”
The Dragon of Water stood up, wobbling. He was struggling to not fall over: his entire body was in pain. Was this the gravity of his actions weighing on him? Definitely. But he was certain that he wanted to live in order to make use of the results he had obtained from pissing Arc off. His little experiment had gone sideways just because of his pride and ego. After all, he only respected one hero, and it wasn’t Arc.
Though still, right now…
He looked at Arc standing before him, one of her hands relaxed on her hip and her expression annoyed standing before him.
The hero before him was a monster.
“So, what do you have to say for yourself? You’ve broken plenty of trust, so…”
“Right, I understand.” The Dragon of Water nodded. “The solution is simple. Very simple, actually. Please listen carefully…”
Was he going to regret this…?
Probably…
More than likely…
He took a deep breath as the Heroine of Frost raised her brow. She seemed confused, bemused maybe? It didn’t matter to him, he just let it out.
“I can become your slave for as long as our deal lasts.”
And she frowned. “You really think I’ll trust you?”
“I have a solution⁠—!” He winced as her boot stopped before his face. Arc lowered it and regarded him evidently waiting for what he had to say. “I am in possession of an S Tier Slave Collar.”
“You’re SS Tier. Will it work?” she asked coldly. “Brutal honesty or I will kill you.”
“It will theoretically work if it’s enhanced with numerous blessings of other elders,” the Dragon of Water said hesitantly.
“Do you have it with you or is it in your lair?” Arc asked, her expression unchanging.
The Dragon of Water briefly gulped. “I have it on my person…”
“Bring it out.”
He…
He was going to regret this wasn’t he…?
The Dragon of Water swallowed and slowly moved his hand towards his body. Finally, he felt the flow of his mana ⁠— even if incredibly slowed ⁠— allowed him to use his storage skill. His arm reached into his torso, passing through like water and a moment later he produced a bead of water.
He felt Arc’s hostility from there as his mana came to a stop again, and very slowly he placed the bead on the ground.
“It’s going to burst and show the item…” The Dragon of Water said gulping.
Arc nodded and the bead began to shake, then it exploded⁠— and it stopped. The water stopped mid-air as the slave collar lingered, flying in space. His eyes went wide, but it made sense. The Heroine of Frost took a step forward and snatched it, the water resumed and sprayed away, and then, she dangled it in front of him.
“Wear it.”
“Now?” The Dragon of Water blinked.
There was no reply, only a glare of death. He… fucked up really badly, didn’t he? Swallowing, he grabbed the collar and cracked it open before placing it around his neck with trembling hands. A moment later it clicked.
For a moment, he felt intense humiliation before that feeling turned to apathy and defeat. He didn’t want to die. With a sigh, he spoke.
“You just have to place your mana on it…”
He felt the Heroine of Frost nod, and extend her hand over his head. The mana within the air shifted, and a moment later the Dragon of Water felt it click on his neck another time. Invisible mana threads dug into his skin with a tinge of pain, but it wasn’t that bad… yet.
“So now the blessings are applied, correct?”
With humiliation, he nodded at Arc’s question.
A moment later, Arc spoke, pointing her finger at the collar. “[Gift of Frost], [Blessing of the Ice God].”
The mana threads stabbed harder around his neck, but the Dragon of Water just kept his head down as he sensed the dome in the surroundings begin to dissipate. Regret washed over him.
“You will honor our agreement, right…?” The Dragon of Water asked hesitantly.
“Who knows,” Arc said apathetically.
A sigh left him as he accepted his fate, his head hanging down.
* * * * *
Yasin hardly understood what happened: one moment the Dragon of Water was essentially the apex predator of life itself, and the next a large dome encompassed the arena. The other dragons had been sidelined as they regained their senses and began to discuss things amongst themselves.
And all Yasin could do was watch. This continued for minutes as his excitement began to die down before it eventually dissipated. His heart was no longer rushing. The arena was practically empty. Yasin understood that the place was probably surrounded by guards, but he didn’t want to leave not… yet.
He wanted to know what would happen within the dome, but… how?
His thoughts lasted for another ten minutes before finally he realized that, perhaps it wasn’t going to happen⁠— and the dome began to dissipate at the top. Yasin’s heart skipped a beat, anticipation flooding in once more. The dragons jolted straight into offensive positions, not transforming yet. They all waited.
Excruciating seconds passed as the insides were revealed by a frosty mist. Then, within the smoke, Yasin saw a kneeling silhouette, his hat evident, and looming over him was the silhouette of the heroine.
It was…
The smoke dissipated and he saw the slave collar around the dragon’s neck. His heart skipped as Yasin reaffirmed the realization he had just a moment ago.
It truly was over…
* * * * *
Malz had wanted to immediately go give Arc a hug, but what she saw stunned her. The collar she saw was new to her, but what it said was clear.
[ Ice Blessed Slave Collar. Tier: S ] 
The Dragon of Water had lost, and he had done so badly. Malz felt no sympathy but what she saw still shocked her. It was the first time she had seen the Water Dragon use that SS Tier skill, and she hated to admit it, but it was terrifying.
Not only her but all of the elders agreed with the assessment that the Dragon of Water was extremely dangerous, and perhaps even the strongest amongst them now— even if no one truly wanted to admit it. However, now the same dragon they had been worrying about taming was now kneeling with a slave collar around his neck.
It was… unbelievable…
Arc turned to her. Malz took a breath of surprise, but before she could say anything the heroine spoke.
“Can you use your blessing on the collar?”
She hesitated but ultimately nodded. Slowly walking to the Dragon of Water, Malz stood before him. The man did not even look up as she began:
“[Blessing of Shadows].”
Her dark mana enveloped the item and that was that.
Arc nodded and turned to the rest of the dragon elders.
“Can you all pour your blessings onto the item?”
There was some hesitation, but ultimately everyone nodded, agreeing to the request. Malz did not feel bad but wished she could’ve helped Arc in some other way.
Then again… I’m so much weaker than her…
She shook her head and pushed herself to do the things she could do.
* * * * *
The Dragon of Water simply accepted things. The collar progressively tightened over his neck and the dragon elders looked at him with disdain. He was in pain, but he didn’t even have the energy to grit his teeth. In the end, it was just acceptance.
Finally came the Dragon of Earth, who stood before him as well. However, contrary to his expectations, he was held by the chin and made to look up.
The Dragon of Water met the gaze of the Dragon of Earth.
“You fucked up.” He didn’t answer. “However, does that mean you have no pride?” The Dragon of Earth shook his head. “It’s not something you have to reply to, but keep that in mind. Rather than accept your fate, keep your head high⁠— you owe it to your past. Strive for a better future, instead of doing whatever it is you’re doing.”
For some reason, the Dragon of Earth’s words shook him. He felt… humiliated.
"Shut up!"
Shaking his head away from the hand, the Dragon of Water turned back to look at the ground while gnashing his teeth. He didn't want to hear that—
"If you choose to let shame and other negative emotions consume you then just know that not only will you disappoint a lot of us, you will disappoint yourself."
Those words rattled his core. He trembled, but before he could reply, the Dragon of Earth spoke once again.
"[Blessing of Earth]."
With those words, the mana threads fully sank in ⁠— stabbing into him. The magic filled the slave collar, and the Dragon of Water felt excruciating pain.
He knelt on the ground, his neck being pierced, his spine suffering from a chilling ache that made him thrash. The feeling of pins stabbing him all across his body was overwhelming. His brain banged against his skull for a few moments before it… stopped.
At the bottom edge of his vision, he saw the collar, now evolved.
[ Elementally Blessed Slave Collar. Tier: S]
It was done…
His freedom was gone and so was his— and he stopped himself, the words from the Dragon of Earth ringing within his ears. Even now he considered what he learned to be worthwhile information for his goals, and yet he was acting as if all things were hopeless.
That was kind of dumb, wasn't it?
The pain lingered throughout his body but now he no longer felt the same way. Now, he truly felt like he could move past all of this and take accountability for his mistakes.
The Dragon of Water stood up.
Even if he was a slave, he was still a dragon elder and a being commanding respect⁠— this unfortunate situation didn't diminish his worth.
He turned to Arc who seemed to be talking with the Dragon of Shadows, and after nodding she turned back to him.
"Alright, let's test the collar."
The Dragon of Water shivered for a moment and then accepted his fate. This was just an obstacle in his life, a hurdle that he had to get past for his goals and ambitions. He was the Dragon of Water after all, a proud being that wouldn't be disrespected easily.
Arc nodded.
"Command: Slap yourself at full strength."
The Dragon of Water shivered, his arm instantly came to his face and hit him sending a rocking pain across his face— he stumbled to the ground, his jaw dislocated as he let out a small groan of pain.
Arc laughed, satisfied with herself. "This is just great."
That… was a small setback. The Dragon of Water thought. I can move past this—
Arc smiled. "Command: do it again."
And his hand slapped him, the world spun around him as he wondered.
Could he really move past this…?




Chapter. 12: The Status of the Dragon of Water

I stared at the Dragon of Water with a small smile, my body slowly regenerating as the man wriggled on the ground in pain. Unexpectedly, the Dragon of Water was extraordinarily strong, perhaps even strong enough to defeat the Dragon of Frost and his arcane magic, but… it didn’t matter.
Not while he was in such a state, lying down on the ground like that. Considering my injuries and how I felt, I really thought I was being quite kind. After all, I could rescind our deal and make him still go through with it. More than that ⁠— if I wasn’t mistaken ⁠— I could keep him as a slave for as long as my heart pleased; which could be a lifetime.
Though I wasn’t the kind of person to hold a grudge for that long…
But the notion of being able to do that truly made the current me happy because, after all, I was still very much resentful of my little encounter with the Dragon of Water.
Finally, after a second of being down, the Dragon of Water began to stand up again ⁠— perhaps I had to give him some sympathy but I didn’t.
“Command: Do it yet again.”
His eyes grew wide and his own hand slapped him; the rest of the dragon elders winced as he flopped onto the ground. I smiled. Was it joy derived from malice? Perhaps. But, it was one that came from a vengeful feeling: it was fulfilling to know that the same dragon that tried to kill me was now groveling at my feet.
Well, perhaps he didn’t try to kill me, but he certainly did something he shouldn’t have. Whether it was seriously injuring me, gloating, or even threatening me⁠— the list went on. Needless to say, it was something that truly felt great.
I smiled as the Dragon of Water lay there. Then, I turned, my eyes glancing past the dragon elders, who had mixed expressions and landed on the only other person present. A slim man of pale complexion: the commentator. He was looking at me with utter shock. Our gazes met for just a moment before he shook his head and immediately began to make his way to the exit.
If I was honest, all of this chaos had gotten out of hand.
I had had no qualms about using my title to get fights so I could fight the Dragon of Water, but I didn’t think he would, simply put, transform into a dragon. Though, logically speaking, it was kind of my fault for even trying it in the first place. The safest plans were plans that weren’t executed after all.
That was just how things were.
I shook my head and turned to the other dragons.
“So, how should we deal with the commotion?”
Malz thought, Faral looked at the Dragon of Water for a moment before shaking her head, and the Dragon of Earth spoke.
“I believe it is best we immediately leave without any interaction.”
“So avoid responsibility?” I asked, raising my brow.
“Essentially, yes,” the Dragon of Earth said with a nod. “I believe humans tend to want answers regarding major events, even if it doesn’t necessarily concern them. Though, I will warn that rumors of our appearances will probably circulate either way.”
“Right…” A sigh almost left me. “Yeah that is true, so I guess it doesn’t matter that much.” I shook my head. “That said, the least annoying thing would be to leave, but…”
I trailed off looking back to the Dragon of Water, an idea already brewing in my mind⁠— though, I guess I didn’t want to give myself extra renown just for the sake of vengeance… I decided against dragging the Dragon of Water through the gates of the arena while chained up and walking on all fours.
It was a bit too much even for my standards.
Finally, I clapped my hands and spoke.
“Alright, let’s leave. Everyone, come to hold my hand or whatever. Including you,” I looked at the man that was getting up. “Dragon of Water.”
He meekly nodded as Malz enthusiastically came to hold my hand. Next was Faral who did the same. The Dragon of Earth grabbed my shoulder and the Dragon of Water hesitated but ultimately ended up grabbing my wrist.
“Alright⁠— [God Step].”
And we vanished from the arena and the town, landing somewhere in the desert.
* * * * *
Yasin’s heart was still rushing⁠— the Heroine of Frost had looked at him just once, but that moment⁠— that single moment had been seared into his mind for probably years to come. Even though he deep down knew it lasted perhaps a second at most, it had felt like an eternity. The moment he had met her gaze, he froze.
He saw within her blue eyes the vision of a frozen tundra, a land of ice that reeked of death, one full of corpses and bones. A place that couldn’t exist in this reality, and yet it had been so vivid. So… terrifying. For a brief moment, he had even seen a terrifying being, one whose aura was enough to freeze him⁠— but then it all ended.
Even now, as he paced down the halls of the arena he felt the same way, the same kind of terror gripped at his heart. He walked with trembling movements, sometimes replaying the moment in his mind, sometimes questioning why he chose to watch things, and one time grateful for being able to witness what he did.
But for the most part, he was a ball of anxiety. Things didn’t change until he left the arena and dozens of town guards and townspeople pointed weapons at him.
Yasin paused.
All around, there were spears, swords, shields⁠— all raised at him. There was a crowd forming in the distance, the sun shining bright across the desert, sand sweeping across the landscape as he blinked. What was happening? He didn’t understand it⁠—
“Where are the fighters?!” One of the people on guard asked.
Yasin was stunned for a moment; he barely understood what was happening and then someone was suddenly asking about some fighters. What fighters? Every single one of them had evacuated All that remained inside the arena were mythical beings⁠— and his thoughts stopped. Yasin took a very deep breath.
“They are still inside the arena.”
“Is the fight still going on?!” Another man asked.
He shook his head. “As far as I am aware no: the Dragon of Water has been enslaved by the Heroine of Frost.”
It was the crowd’s turn to be surprised. Mutters and murmurs broke out amongst the people, and even the guards and weapon wielders seemed thrown off by what Yasin had said.
“Impossible! How do you enslave a dragon?!”
Someone called, and in reply, Yasin shook his head. “I do not know. A dome of ice was summoned, and when it disappeared it had already happened.”
His reply seemed to trigger more gossip, but eventually, someone asked.
“How are you alive?!”
Yasin shook his head. “I don’t think they intended to kill anyone.”
That seemed to be enough to placate everyone’s questions as they began to discuss things. Yasin began to walk forward as the people made a gap for him to pass. He was tired, and he didn’t even know if he wanted to continue being a commentator.
Somehow, during this fight, he had felt so shocked that he couldn’t say anything. It was beyond anything he had ever expected, and he supposed that it wasn’t something that he could exactly forget either. He had felt a lot of excitement, and joy, but it also made him realize that perhaps he really didn’t feel like watching any further battles.
The sight of the colosseum just made him think of that moment, and that moment alone⁠— that feeling of danger. In fact, even thinking of the excitement made him feel some level of fear. It was as if he couldn’t stand the thought of watching people fight anymore, and perhaps… that was for the best.
He had been saving up all of his earnings since coming here, and it turned out to be a hefty sum from tips over his salary.
Perhaps it was best to use that money to live leisurely for a few years…
Or maybe he could start a business and live leisurely for the rest of his days too…
Yasin took a breath, and he left as all the townspeople were left to wonder when the people inside would come out. However, Yasin decided that that wasn’t his problem anymore, choosing to leave Miri-Sunre instead.
* * * * *
We were now in the middle of the desert. The dragons stood all around me for a moment before I turned to the Dragon of Water. He looked at me in surprise and for a moment I had the urge to kick him but I restrained myself⁠— and I kicked him.
He toppled and fell down the sand dune as I let out a sigh⁠— everyone looked at me weirdly.
“I tried to not do it, okay?”
Malz nodded. “Don’t worry, I’d do it too.”
Regis’karr let out a sigh, Faral said nothing, and the Dragon of Earth shook his head in disapproval. Meanwhile, the Dragon of Water hit the bottom of the sand dune and slowly stood up; he looked at me with disbelief but I just shook my head.
I felt slightly bad now. Emphasis on the word slightly. To be honest, I didn’t know what exactly were our travel plans now⁠— or what was there even to do. However, as my stomach rumbled in hunger, I made a decision.
“Alright.” I hopped down the sand dune, sliding over to the Dragon of Water, who winced. “Transform into a dragon and take us to a town. Let’s go get something to eat.”
The Dragon of Water wordlessly nodded and became a blue dragon that just so happened to be injured in various places, and with a collar around his neck. Whatever was left of his royal visage had been blemished by bruises and other things. It was… well it made me feel a bit bad, but at the same time right now I didn’t have the mental capacity to feel actually bad for him: the image of him being an asshole was still very fresh in my mind.
And perhaps it would remain that way for some time.
The other dragons quickly made their way to us and I got on top of the Dragon of Water. Then, I gestured to everyone. Malz blinked.
“Are you suggesting we all… ride the Dragon of Water?”
I nodded. “Exactly, I don’t want like five dragons flying around.” I didn’t bother counting. “So let’s just do this instead.”
Malz slowly nodded. Faral stared in silence, and the Dragon of Earth frowned.
“That is stripping him of his dignity.”
“Well, he fucked around and found out.” I crossed my arms. “Besides, at this point, he’s a slave, and more than anything not only did he try to kill me, he could’ve killed you too, and everyone here.”
The Dragon of Water just lowered his head in response. Regis’karr and Malz made their way to take a seat with me, though Regis’karr was considerably more apprehensive. Soon Faral came, almost struggling to even walk, and finally, there was just the Dragon of Earth standing there alone.
“I am not⁠—”
“It’s fine,” the Dragon of Water said simply. “This is my punishment.”
The Dragon of Earth blinked before shaking his head. “If you see it that way then, I suppose I shall begrudgingly accept.”
With that, we rode the Dragon of Water to get something to eat.
* * * * *
About a day had passed, and Si-Arik had decided to set off on his journey towards the capital of the Miri-Sunre Republic, all in order to seek the wisdom of the Ultimate Warrior of Miri-Sunre in regards to Arc and the dragons.
He too was a hero after all…




Chapter. 13: Bindings & Contracts

Ceylon had been nervous throughout the whole negotiation⁠— from where it started, to the middle, to now. However, things were… weird. Alderman, the Grand Duke of Draliz, was… actually negotiating with her? For some reason, he hadn’t actually completely tried to lowball her. In fact, the agreed price was something that Ceylon found reasonable.
But now, she was more nervous than ever, and only because of a single reason: the terms of use or resale came. Because it was a sale in bulk, it was silently agreed that with such a rare item such stipulations would be made. Any sale was like that. And finally, it had finally gotten to that point.
Alderman smiled at her, his bandaged face slightly wrinkling as his black hair hung upon his dark purple eyes.
“Well now, Miss Ceylon, what kind of distribution terms do you have for me? Or special demands?” he asked softly.
Here it came…
Ceylon had thought about it as soon as the bulk order had been made. Theoretically, Arc had made enough ice to supply half of the entire country. It was a whole warehouse. With such quantity, the business would automatically be oversaturated if Alderman chose to sell his ice. At least, that’s how Ceylon felt. Of course, it was a venture that was a one-time thing, but if she could make it so the business wouldn’t be impacted it would be amazing.
The problem was denying distribution rights.
And wording it reasonably.
Or rather, even saying it⁠— the wording didn’t need to be sugar-coated because, in the end, it meant what it meant. It was just the nervousness that stopped her.
“So?” Alderman laid back. “You can write them down if they are too hard to say.”
Ceylon did not feel the slightest pressure from the man, which weirded her out, and in fact⁠— it made her even more nervous; but, she couldn’t back out from things. It took her perhaps a couple of seconds but she finally recollected herself.
“There is a single term, but it’s not easy.”
“Shoot.” The man before her smiled.
Ceylon’s heart skipped a beat but she remained steady by taking a breath, and a moment later, she spoke.
“The Everlasting Ice cannot be resold within Draliz’s territory.” She breathed, the world suddenly felt slower⁠— was she being too greedy?! No, but if Alderman found it unreasonable he could renegotiate⁠—
“Sure.” He grinned. “The Everlasting Ice shan’t be distributed or sold within the territory of Draliz.”
Ceylon blinked. “What will you do with it then…?”
“I’m sure there are a few territories incredibly interested in it,” he said confidently. “Though, not something that you are entitled to know. Our business here is close to done.”
She took a moment to gather herself, but Ceylon nodded. “Indeed it is.”
“Very well, then one-thousand-four-hundred platinum for the entire warehouse plus our agreed terms?”
“Yes, that is the case.” Ceylon’s heart was rushing⁠— it was really unbelievable.
One-thousand-four-hundred platinum⁠— that was more than the entirety of Arlow’s net worth. The entire family was worth around six hundred platinum, and now their net worth was about to triple. It was certainly enough for their status to rise to the heights of a Duke, and Ceylon was certain that it was scraping the upper limit of it, with the next rank being Archduke, and finally…
Grand Duke.
Just a mere two noble ranks away from being able to compete for the crown thanks to a single deal. But⁠ the deal had yet to be seal⁠ed—
“Alright, then let us draft the contract right now,” Alderman said, taking out a ring. “I should have enough on my person.”
Ceylon paused, and a moment later seven coin pouches appeared on the table, all glistening with white coins.
“Two hundred coins in each pouch.”
Her eyes widened for a moment. Already? However, Ceylon recovered herself as she grabbed a piece of paper to begin writing down the agreement. Alderman chuckled at the sight. There was no doubt about it, Ceylon knew deep down that the Grand Duke before her didn’t intend to scam her or do anything.
For some reason or another, the man needed the Everlasting Ice. Ceylon didn’t know why, but it wasn’t something that concerned her. Instead, she focused on what was most important to her now.
Signing the contract and kickstarting a new business with the funds.
* * * * *
We found a town not too long after, it took about an hour of flying before we landed close by. If I was honest, I expected it to be slightly faster, but I also wasn’t too worried about being spotted riding yet another dragon.
Though I had to say, it was quite nice to experience flights from different mythical creatures; it… admittedly stroked my ego. Even if all of them were dragons, their speeds were slightly different between them; Regis’karr was the fastest while the Dragon of Water was the most comfortable to ride on. I didn’t have an opinion of Malz yet, and asking her would probably be awkward.
Nonetheless, it was nice.
We dropped down onto the scarlet sands of the vast desert of the Miri-Sunre republic, the bright sun shining down on us with a searing heat that distorted the air. On the horizon, the sand dunes moved like waves from the high temperatures, and yet, I didn’t feel any discomfort in my winter clothes, which, well, being fair, it wasn’t unexpected; I had been traveling with the exact same outfit since coming to this territory.
I stretched as the Dragon of Water turned back to his human form, and then shortly after that, we set off towards the town. The walk there was uneventful, except for a random gigantic scorpion that appeared, but with a flick of his finger, the Dragon of Water killed it without any of us doing anything.
If I was being honest, I was glad he was enslaved⁠— the water element seemed rather terrifying after all. However, if I ever let him go, I was certain that I could still kill him given the understanding that I currently had.
That said…
“Dragon of Water, what about the Hero of Water?” I asked.
“It’s a heroine,” he corrected. “And she’s alive.”
“Who would win between you two? Can she also control the blood of other beings?” I asked, raising my brow.
“I don’t know, I’ve never met her. Based on rumors, she is probably stronger than me. She fought the Hero of Flames in the past but they avoid each other now.” He shook his head. “As for being able to control blood, she should be able to, though any magic power that goes above the skill will automatically negate it. That’s why you⁠—”
“Okay, I see,” I interrupted. “Is there a way to guarantee my skills will always be the strongest in terms of magic power?”
“No, it’s an intrinsic part of the skill.” The Dragon of Earth responded instead. “Unfortunately, though unreliable, the most common method is to simply learn a new skill since they scale according to the level at which they are learned. The other method is to modify an existing skill into a stronger variant which is…” He shook his head.
I nodded. “I see, that doesn’t sound too bad. I’ll think about it.”
There was no reply to my comment, but I could tell the Dragon of Earth had a hard time believing what I had just said. On the other hand, Malz simply nodded, Regis’karr did so reluctantly, and Faral just briefly stared.
Which was… fair from her. Thinking about it, she had agreed to be my servant, but I had asked nothing of her. In fact, she had been silently tagging along this entire time. Though, I wasn’t going to change any of that⁠— not for as long as the Dragon of Water was around⁠. At the same time, I didn’t know what I could use Faral for either.
Minutes after we reached the entrance of the town, and entered without problem. The guards nodded at the Dragon of Water, Regiskarr, and the Dragon of Earth in acknowledgment, while we were ignored. I didn’t mind it, though I knew that if we continued to stay in the republic I’d eventually get angry.
Finally, we wandered around for a few minutes before finding ourselves in a restaurant, and menus were given. I smiled looking at the meat-filled menu, and I knew that I was going to enjoy this to the fullest before we headed home.
I fully intended to make the Dragon of Water pay for it.
I met his gaze and he immediately nodded reluctantly, knowing what I expected of him.
Enslaving him had truly been one of the greatest deals of all time.
* * * * *
Faral didn’t know what to feel right now. She had agreed to essentially let go of her dignity but so far she had been nothing more than a bystander: an observer who had nothing to input. She just watched as Arc handled her own things.
She too was one of the dragon elders, but Faral wasn’t used to… this. Whatever it was.
Malz was excitedly telling Arc about heroes, Regis’karr was conversing with the Dragon of Earth, and the Dragon of Water was just sitting there⁠— just like her. It was odd. Faral wasn’t used to being an outsider. There were hardly any meetings across the elders so the distance of their kinship never really settled with her either.
So, here she was, feeling like a stranger. Sure, she was aware that the dragons generally slept their time away, but she was different ⁠— for the most part ⁠— and aside from a decade-long nap every three decades, she was active in the world⁠.
She closed her eyes and pictured a beautiful forest where she had met the elves, a race with high magic affinity and an eternally long lifespan. Their territory was very small ⁠— that’s why she acted as their guardian, but now…
Faral looked up, watching Arc stuff herself with food, Malz doing the same. The Dragon of Earth watched, though this time the Dragon of Water was eating too, just in a reserved manner. She had helped herself earlier so she didn’t feel hungry.
A quiet sigh left her.
What was she even doing?
The Dragon of Earth turned to her. “So, how long do you think you will be in this position?”
“I hope that it’s not more than five years… hopefully less than three…” Faral shook her head. “I have a place to return to.”
“That forest?” The Dragon of Earth raised his brow. “I thought it was empty.”
“It is…” Faral trailed off. “I just left some things that cannot be stumbled upon.”
“Maybe you could request Arc for permission to go there, or to accompany you,” he suggested casually. “Our… queen is quite reasonable, even if eccentric.”
“I heard you,” Arc said flatly. “But I don’t disagree, given my actions.”
With that, she continued eating. Faral paused and shook her head.
“I think it's best to leave it for now…”
The elves were secretive, all things considered. Few people knew of their existence, and she herself acted as the elusive dragon that defended the territory from them being discovered. Not to say the race couldn’t fend for themselves, but Faral was worried.
Just how was she going to get back?
* * * * *
I enjoyed the food and was left with a satisfied smile afterwards. Soon after, a waiter came and the Dragon of Water paid for us. It was… nice, though, we immediately left town. I had no intention of staying around.
We walked in silence for minutes before finally, we stopped in the middle of the desert. The sun was slightly less radiant, the shadows of the sand dunes casting in a much taller and prominent way, and the atmosphere… it was rather tense. It was clear as to why it was like this. The Dragon of Earth was the first one to speak.
“I shall return to the Maw of Dragons. Who is coming?” He glanced past Faral and the Dragon of Water, for their destinies were with me for now.
“I… intend to stay around if Arc allows it,” Malz said awkwardly. “Otherwise, I shall return.” She turned to me. “Remember what you said about thinking about it?”
I paused for a moment but ultimately nodded. It… really wasn’t that hard to think about it. The answer was obvious.
“Yeah, you can accompany me on my journey.”
Malz smiled deeply but didn’t say anything as she just nodded. The Dragon of Earth turned to Regis’karr, who flinched slightly.
“I don’t… I guess I’d like to stay around Arc for a little longer…” he said second-guessing himself.
“Very well,” the Dragon of Earth said simply. “Then I shall return alone.”
With those words, he transformed into a dragon, the sand dunes shifting to stand taller for more coverage of our presence. He regarded everyone for a moment before finally stopping on me, and with a nod, he spoke.
“We shall meet again, Dragon Queen of Frost.”
He flapped his wings, and immediately took flight, leaving us alone.
I turned to the rest of the group. “We are returning to Draliz, and only one dragon will be flying. It attracts too much attention otherwise.”
There was a pause, and the Dragon of Water reluctantly nodded, but Regis’karr spoke up.
“Perhaps I could be of use. They are probably familiar with my presence around there so if I get seen it shouldn’t cause much trouble⁠—”
“I could do it covertly⁠— no one would see us if I use my SS Tier skills,” Malz said with a weird tone.
The Dragon of Water stayed silent, but Faral stepped forward, hesitation on her face evident.
“I can make the trip last a couple of hours rather than more than a day,” she said, closing her eyes. “I think that’s probably for the best. If necessary, we can switch to Malz or Regis’karr when we are about to enter the continent of Draliz in order to be more inconspicuous.”
I blinked. “That is… just because you’re my⁠—”
“I know it doesn’t mean I have to force myself to do things.” She sighed. “But I want to help rather than stand around as I’ve been doing.”
“Right, then I think it’s best we ride you.”
Malz held off a sneer while everyone else nodded. Meanwhile, I wondered something.
The Dragon of Wind transformed and soon we set off, taking to the skies as the air around us essentially disappeared. The world began to blur as something was muttered by Faral, causing the speed to further increase. And just like that, we set off at an extraordinary pace, all while something remained in my mind.
I didn’t know if bringing Malz was a mistake or not.
Unfortunately, I didn’t have time to think about it.
* * * * *
Ceylon let out a sigh of relief as Alderman stepped out of the room. The deal had been finalized. It was done. After numerous hours of drafting the contract, they were done…
She plopped down on her seat, tired. However, it didn’t last long as there was a knock on the door just moments later. A bad feeling crept upon Ceylon: was Alderman back? She tensed and immediately spoke up.
“Come in.”
The door opened and Ceylon watched a young and tall man with orange hair and red eyes enter. He wore an intricate suit, and his presence emanated with strength. Yet, as soon as she lay eyes on him, she tensed, her whole body shivering in alarm. She had done her research after that night with Arc. She recognized the appearance based on illustration or even just a picture— it was none other than⁠…
“Greetings, Ceylon Arlow,” He lightly bowed as she shivered. “I’m here for one simple reason, and that is for information about your companion, Arc.”
The Hero of Flames…
Ceylon couldn’t help but gulp in fear at the unexpected visitor.




Chapter. 14: Perilous Situation

Ceylon immediately took a step back, panicking inwardly. She didn’t know how to deal with this situation, not when she was unprepared in this manner. The Hero of fucking Flames had shown up on her doorstep⁠— what was she supposed to do?! Her heart was rushing, and her danger senses were blaring ⁠— not from animosity, but the precarious situation she was now in.
Though… Through her messy head, she thought of something. Perhaps he didn’t want to reveal his identity.
“Sorry, but right now I’m only answering business inquiries about our product, which has just been completely sold to the Grand Duke, Alderman,” Ceylon said calmly. “I hope you can understand that.”
The man softly chuckled, stopping. “My apologies, but it will only take a few minutes. I’m here on orders from the Adventurer’s Guild.” With those words, he took out a badge that Ceylon recognized⁠—
An official from the Adventurer’s Guild? She paused for a moment before regaining her wits.
“I’m sorry, but the Guild has no jurisdiction over private entities.” Ceylon breathed, concealing her nervousness. “So I’d appreciate it if you didn’t carry this any further, mister…?”
“Jaye,” the Hero of Flames said simply, his countenance not changing. “I hope you can make an exception, this investigation is of utmost importance.”
“Utmost importance?” Ceylon raised her brow; her heart was threatening to explode but she still managed to not let it show. “What could an adventurer like Arc do to warrant such an investigation?”
The Hero of Flames coughed lightly. “That is why I’m here. We have reason to suspect she’s hiding a secret.”
“A secret?”
Jaye’s eyes narrowed. “That is right: that she is a…”
There was a pause as he closed his eyes.
“Hero.”
Ceylon blinked. “What?”
She was shaken for a moment before remembering she was just playing pretend⁠— the man before her was the Hero of Flames, the man who had already met Arc in the flesh. Of course, he was aware of it. Immediately she shook her head.
“That is not possible.”
“That is why I want to ask about her whereabouts.” The Hero of Flames closed his eyes, letting out a sigh. “It is of utmost importance to the Guild that her power is used responsibly. While hero rampages remain a part of history, they all brought great tragedy.”
“Right, I don’t… Last I saw her, she said she was leaving on important business and I couldn’t come along…” Ceylon said hesitantly, the nervousness of saying something wrong coming across as sudden uneasiness. “I mean, I had thought she was different since I had seen her accomplish feats like defeating a Tremor Bear with ease, but…” Ceylon shook her head. “A hero…? She saved my life but…”
Ceylon took a breath.
“I guess I feel deceived?”
The Hero of Flames lightly chuckled. “Indeed I’d feel deceived. Any clues towards her business?”
“No, she just said it was of utmost importance for her at this moment…” Ceylon lowered her head, looking at her desk.
“I see.” When she looked up, the Hero of Flames seemed to finish his thoughts. “Okay, thank you for cooperating. I shall take my leave now.”
With those words, the orange-haired man turned around and walked to the door before stopping.
“Farewell Ceylon Arlow.”
“Farewell Mister Jaye,” Ceylon said, letting out an emotional breath.
The man reached for the knob and simply held it. Ceylon raised her brow and a moment later the Hero of Flames spoke, his tone serious.
“Are you sure about this?”
“About what?” Ceylon asked in confusion.
“About lying to me.” The knob creaked.
There was a pause of tension in the air, but… It had to be done.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about⁠—”
And the doorknob broke, hundreds of metal pieces flying through the air as the room temperature increased. The Hero of Flames turned to Ceylon as she let out a small squeal of terror. The man was looking at her with an awful frown.
“Ceylon of Arlow, Arc’s companion: reported to be incredibly close to Arc to the point she overreacts when you’re in danger,” he spoke with a hiss. “There is no way you don’t know of her status.”
Fuck⁠— Ceylon was sweating, her entire body trembling. Where had she gone wrong?! She didn’t think she had acted in a particularly bad or alarming way⁠— in fact, she had done her best given what she had been given, and the man immediately knew she was lying?! Her breathing sped up. What was she even supposed to do now? Was there anything to do other than give all of Arc’s information away?!
No⁠— Ceylon didn’t want that. Arc had done so much for her, saving her life multiple times and in multiple instances. What kind of person would she be to repay her savior like that? It would be the worst mistake of her life.
But what was she to do then?!
Ceylon fell on her chair, hastily standing up as she backed off: the Hero of Flames was slowly approaching, the temperature inside the room was increasing, and her heartbeat was climbing to speeds she had never felt before. Her vision narrowed, her breathing grew shallow, and her thoughts were rushed, shooting like misfired arrows.
It was… She gulped, barely able to breathe. An impossible situation…
“W-Wait,” she stammered.
The Hero of Flames showed no signs of stopping, the tips of his orange hair beginning to slowly light themselves ablaze, wisps of flame emerging as Ceylon began to feel as if she was stuck in a sauna. S-She didn’t want to die.
“I-I’ll speak, j-just don’t kill me!” She said in a plea.
And that⁠— lightly did the trick as the hair of the Hero of Flames returned to normalcy; the room still felt like a furnace, enveloped in a blistering heat. The Hero of Flames was still slowly walking towards her, but he stopped before her desk looking at her.
“Speak, Ceylon of Arlow.”
“Right…” she nodded nervously.
What was she doing? Wasn’t she putting herself in a weird situation? Wasn’t she supposed to tell the truth? That⁠— yeah, she had to do that. She couldn’t lie to the hero of flames…
With a gulp, she met his self-assured gaze.
Ceylon was certain that this was the only route and somehow hoped she’d make it out alive. That was all she could do. Just tell the truth.
A sigh left her.
“It seems you’ve accepted your fate,” the Hero of Flames said simply. “Now speak, lowly one.”
The words didn’t even mean anything to her as she shook her head. “I don’t know where to start…” A breath left her. “I was sent by my family to meet the Hermit, and on my journey there the Grand Duke that you… hired, sent assassins after me. During that time, I first met her⁠— in the middle of the dark forest.”
The Hero of Flames nodded. “When did you realize she was a hero?”
“It was when we reached our first town. Even though she had shown herself to be rather extraordinary, I never thought anything of it; however, when a horde of thousands of spiders besieged Ranedale, it changed, she killed everything with a single skill. I demanded an answer ⁠— it was stupid of me at the time ⁠— and she told me about being a hero.”
There was another nod. “How strong is she?”
“I don’t know. She’s the strongest individual I know; I do not know of her battle prowess exactly other than she loves fighting, and is currently on a quest to grow stronger in order to…”
“In order to…?” The Hero of Flames prodded.
Ceylon clenched her fists and raised her head to meet his gaze once more. Her body was burning with a need⁠— a fervent desire to stand up.
“In order to defeat you.”
The man smiled deeply, before chuckling. “That is quite interesting, and to think I told her I wouldn’t be coming after her.”
“Well, what are you doing now?” Ceylon asked, irritated and reaching into her pocket. “Aren’t you acting?”
“You are mistaken.” He shook his head, his hair beginning to blaze. “This is not coming after her: this is making her come after me.” The Hero of Flames smiled. “All she needs is a little push.”
Ceylon’s heart skipped and she immediately raised the ice crystal against a barrage of flames and⁠— it vanished, the flames turning into wisps as they merely caressed her cheek. The crystal lingered on her hand as a protection charm. She took a deep breath and pulled it back, and before her stood the Hero of Flames lightly smiling.
“So, she gave you something like that?” The Hero of Flames asked with a smile. “Quite interesting, didn’t expect it.”
Ceylon took a deep breath, clutching the crystal close to her chest. A bead of sweat trailed down the side of her head as she collected herself. She now was in control. Now she just had to take the initiative. She was so nervous⁠— so alarmed. But she could do it. Steeling herself, Ceylon spoke.
“Leave now. If you make one wrong move I will break this crystal,” Ceylon said firmly. “I’m done with you threatening me.”
“Are you sure you want to be the one threatening me instead?” The Hero of Flames said weirdly. “A single SS Tier skill is all it takes to burn this whole place ablaze and gain the edge in my fight against Arc, should she show up.”
Ceylon gulped. That was… true.
“I don’t have to move to do it.”
Her heart skipped a beat. Ceylon didn’t understand why she had to deal with this, why she was in such a situation; she felt so helpless⁠— if an SS Tier skill was used⁠—
And the man slowly moved.
“Stop!” Ceylon flinched, her entire body shivering.
The Hero of Flames did as he was told, despite Ceylon being more nervous than ever. What was he trying to do?! That seemed insane to her. Why? Was it his plan to bring Arc here?
That couldn’t be right. No. Ceylon had a moment of realization: if she remained in this kind of indecisiveness then he could take advantage of her.
Ceylon’s gaze sharpened and tightened her grip on the crystal. The Hero of Flames kicked upwards⁠— and the crystal exploded along with a burst of flames as Ceylon was pushed back, the table in front of her shattered into burning splinters as she hit the ground.
Ceylon let out a small grunt; her hands were burning⁠ and they felt wrong⁠— were they broken? She winced from the pain before looking up. The Hero of Flames took a step forward, his body temperature was asphyxiating. The man spoke amusedly, looking at the pieces of ice lingering in the air.
“Would you look at that? The crystal was broken, and there is no signal of Arc.” He smiled widely before meeting her gaze. “It seems she failed you.”
Ceylon gulped. “She didn’t fail me.”
“Then, what does this mean?” And he flicked with his finger. An ember of fire struck her cheek as Ceylon yelped in pain, her flesh seared.
The Hero of Flames laughed.
“There is no one to protect you: she is gone. Wherever she left to, she cannot help you from there,” the Hero of Flames said with a smile. “That is why you shall serve as a tool for revenge.”
Ceylon suddenly felt the temperature ramp up, a paper on the desk caught fire, and a moment later the entire office began to burn, her skin beginning to tinge with a searing and uncomfortable pain. It⁠— at that moment, it finally settled within her.
She was going to die.
Her entire being shivered; the flames nibbled at her flesh, and her mind simply went blank. She was going to die. A sense of overwhelming dread hit her. Everything she wanted to repay Arc with, all the things she wanted to do for her were never going to happen. It was all ending. Any future, any hopes, any dreams⁠— they were about to be snuffed by the flames of an insane hero.
It…
Tears began to stream down Ceylon’s face.
“I don’t want to die⁠—!”
The Hero of Flames attacked; a cold blue swept through the room as all the flames ⁠— everything was extinguished in a single moment. The walls froze, her heart stopped, and the temperature went below zero, all in a single blink. Ceylon looked up only to see a hand perched on the hero’s shoulder. It was the hand of the most familiar person to Ceylon in the world.
Arc…
Her friend…
Her companion…
She had returned…
The power of her SS Tier skill enveloped the room, making the Hero of Flames stop in his tracks. Her voice carried nothing but cold-blooded murderous intent, directed at the hero.
“What do you think you’re doing?”




Chapter. 15: Against all Odds

Ceylon gasped and the Hero of Flames chuckled.
“Well, whatever I was doing doesn’t really matter, does it?”
“Funny,” Arc said coldly.
The Hero of Flames was smashed against the ground; wood exploded into the surroundings as a small grunt was heard. Without hesitation, his bleeding head was pulled up before being thrown across the room and through the door⁠— kicking him out.
Ceylon looked in disbelief, then, Arc turned to her, some level of sadness on her face.
“Sorry I didn’t make it in time,” she said, walking slowly towards her.
Ceylon blinked. “Wait, what do you mean? You’re here⁠—”
And Arc knelt before her, touching her cheek. “You got injured, and that is my fault.” A bitter smile crossed her lips before sighing. Her thumb caressed Ceylon’s wound, and then she stood up. “Please try to relax.”
“Right.” Ceylon nodded awkwardly, only to realize the pain on her skin was no longer there.
She didn’t understand what happened⁠— the area was almost… numb…? Confused, she touched her cheek, but the next thing she knew was that Arc had turned around and left. By the time Ceylon regained her wits, her friend was already stepping past the office doors.
Beyond that lay the Hero of Flames: a man with a terrifying reputation.
Arc was strong. In fact⁠, she was incredibly strong after returning from her journey; Ceylon could sense it, but somehow she was… unsure. Her heart rushed at the prospect of the fight that was about to occur, and in the end ⁠— just like always ⁠— she hoped that Arc would be fine…
But…
Ceylon shook her head and smiled, touching her cheek.
This time was different.
Her smile shifted into a grin as she cheered.
“Beat his ass Arc!”
* * * * *
His name was Jaye; however, his title was the Hero of Flames, and his renown was known especially amongst those who lived in the previous century. Some people had called him the Devil of the Depths, others had called him the Primordial Spark, and while he wasn’t the strongest of heroes, he was still someone feared.
Someone respected, and someone who had a lot of experience in multitudes of battlefields, from fighting the Hero of Humanity, fighting the Heroine of Water, or even having a small dispute with the Hero of Arlas himself, managing to injure the man. Jaye was certain that he was one of the most experienced heroes when it came to fighting, and yet⁠—
He blocked a punch, his arms trembling as he was thrown crashing through a wooden wall, wallpaper, and splinters flying through the air as he landed into a tumbling roll.
The situation was dire.
Jaye hastily stood up on guard. He was over level 170, which was over 20 levels more than the normal SS Tier individual, and yet, even though Arc was still under his level, she could still match his strength. A smile appeared on his face as he ducked, a punch passing overhead.
Had he made a mistake?
A moment later ⁠— in a blink ⁠— a fist landed on his face, the world immediately spinning around him as he was thrown to the ground. He rolled, his vision blurring, and yet his mind was clear.
“Time froze for 0.4 seconds, interesting.”
He commented, coming to a stop as he stood up. His mana wasn’t working, that he was aware of. The Hero of Flames that couldn’t use flames⁠— that was an interesting dynamic to him, but it also wasn’t completely accurate. The mana within his body was frozen, but the same couldn’t be said about the mana in the air.
And the reason was simple.
With a smile he rubbed his fingers together, and side-stepped Arc. He could feel the heat gathering within his grip: the mana particles slowly gathering as Arc pressed on, this time an ice sword appearing within her grip⁠, and without hesitation, she swung⁠—
Jaye gasped, and part of his shoulder was cleaved⁠— instantly freezing as a grunt left him. This situation was… dangerous⁠— much more dangerous than he expected. He was sure he could defeat peak form Arc⁠— the Arc he first met; but, this Arc, this Heroine of Frost, was something else.
This oppression…
His fingers continued to rub as a small orange light sparked.
Wasn’t this like the Heroine of Water’s⁠—?
Arc swung sideways. Jaye raised his hand as a small orange stiletto dagger appeared. The sword struck him⁠— a searing pain hit him as the sword still sliced into his arm, barely being stopped by the sizzling orange dagger. Arc’s eyes flashed with surprise for a moment, before Jaye sensed a change in mana. He dashed back and⁠—
A myriad of spikes exploded at his feet. His eyes grew wide as he sensed a shift within the air⁠⁠— something⁠— it was familiar: it was the same move that had been used against the Hero of Shadows. An ice spear formed, and the Hero of Flames threw his puny dagger forward and exploded it, then, the ice slammed down.
Shards of ice pelted him as his heart skipped numerous beats. He rolled across the ground in a flaming mess, pieces of his outfit shredded as his breaths became shallow. It wasn’t a game. Arc’s SS Tier was incredibly strong, but there was also a very simple reason as to why he had come out alive out of all his encounters.
One simple skill⁠— it didn’t need mana, not his mana anyway. It just needed his body.
He reached to the ground, and Arc appeared before him⁠. Time had been stopped once more, and she was already swinging down upon his body, and she struck. The slash carved into his clavicle as the Hero of Flames let out a painful grunt, his bones breaking as he nearly collapsed on the ground, his wound riddled with frostbite.
“Huh, you’re sturdier than I thought,” Arc commented. “No matter—your life ends here now.”
She raised the sword in the air, and Jaye finally touched the ground.
This was one of his trump cards.
The skill that had saved him against the Hero of Water and turned the tides.
The skill that had surprised the Hero of Arlaws, Uwell.
A skill he had created himself…
And without hesitation, his finger flicked⁠—
[Mana Ignition]!
In a single instant, the room exploded into flames. A caldera-like white spot emerged from the center. His whole body burst: the walls, the air, the ice⁠— they all froze in a single moment. The flames had come to a stop, but it was enough for the Hero of Flames to move away and begin to regenerate.
Of course, it wasn’t that simple.
He watched as the flames around Arc quickly extinguished but the ones around the room continued to burn brightly.
He had thought that by making Arc come to him instead of chasing he could easily squish a loose thread, but, looking at her, he realized things had changed. It had been just over a month and now she was…
Stronger.
Half of the flames were extinguished. These flames were SS Tier thanks to his boon, but… It clearly wasn’t enough. This was just the beginning. Shaking his head he stomped on the flames on the ground and in an instant his body became covered in a radiant gold. Twin swords appeared in his hands, and without hesitation, he pushed.
He sliced down and Arc parried with a massive frown.
“Your skill is absolutely terrifying, and I know it doesn’t take much mana.” The Hero of Flames sliced again, and Arc was pushed back. “But, I also know that any drastic changes to the environment consume more mana than normal, with stopping my own time being the largest culprit⁠—!”
He dashed gritting his teeth as a spear formed within Arc’s hand. Then, he slashed once more, Arc’s dexterous agility allowed her to parry with ease, and she spoke.
“You’re not wrong, but if it was that simple then I wouldn’t be confident in fighting you like this⁠—”
The Hero of Flames blinked and a spear stabbed through his chest. He coughed up blood as he was thrown to the ground. Arc flashed before him, her fist raised as it was covered in ice, and she punched before he could react. Jaye grunted in pain and the next thing he knew was⁠—
“Agh!”
His left arm flew through the air as blood splattered onto the ground. His mind calculated, each time stop was about a tenth of a second if not faster⁠— how!? Such fine mana control, it was something similar to his, and yet this newbie hero was matching up to that?!
A moment later, Arc stabbed him through the heart and a grunt of pain left him. How long had it been since that happened?! The flames engulfed him, trying to heal his wound but to no avail. The ever-frozen spear permeated his being with a lasting and chilling cold. But, he wasn’t going to die, he knew that⁠—
His mana began to whirl within his body, ignoring whatever laws had been imposed on him. He wasn’t going to die. The fire began to go out of control. He didn’t want to use this skill, not in such a way, not for it to be forced, but he had no choice⁠—
The fire became nearly white and a moment later, he was thrown across the building, walls breaking and his limbs freezing with frostbite. From afar, he saw Arc raising her hand up, but it didn’t matter.
He wasn’t going to die like this!
And Arc brought her hand down.
* * * * *
[Judgment of the Ice God].
In a single moment, a spear was brought down as the man exited into the street. Everything burst into an explosion of ice; all of the flames were extinguished, but I had a bad feeling⁠—
And flames came. A white ripple engulfed over half of the area of [Frost, Stasis, Eternity and a Prophecy]. In a single moment, the atmosphere became a scalding hot hell⁠— I was apprehensive to even approach. That… was probably his trump card, and it didn’t take much of me to acknowledge that I couldn’t kill him.
A sigh left me as I took out a small black bead from my pocket.
I really wanted to kill him myself.
But in the end, I wasn’t strong enough. Not against his durability and battle senses. He had even read the entirety of my skill in less than a minute, but it didn’t bother me.
From within the flames came a man, some blood was still coming out of his mouth, but it was diminishing; the spears on his chest and heart were quickly melting. And a sigh left me. This was really, really annoying.
The Hero of Flames grinned at me. “Time for round two.”
I shook my head. “Round one hasn’t even ended.”
And with those words, I shattered the bead within my grip for him to see. The entirety of the world turned dark.
* * * * *
Jaye immediately sensed it: his danger senses blared like never before as three more presences appeared. First, he turned to the side where he saw a red dragon⁠— it was⁠—
[Dragon of Flames. Tier: ???]
And the Dragon of Flames and Herald of the First Flame fired⁠. Jaye wasn’t afraid, but the beam struck and he was thrown back to the edge of his dome of fire. He coughed a mouthful of blood from the impact⁠— it really wasn’t all that much for him to bear.
That was her so-called round two⁠— no, there were more presences.
A person appeared from thin air: a weirdly dressed man in blue robes and bandages. Something Jaye didn’t understand was… it was almost familiar. Something about his presence was almost… nostalgic.
The air seemed to cool down for a moment as a small amount of relaxation hit him.
Then a system notification came.
[Dragon of Water. Tier: SS]
Jaye blinked and a moment later the Dragon of Water pulled out his staff, and he immediately felt his insides being rearranged⁠— blood began to flow from his eyes, nose, and mouth.
“So now the dragon version shows up!”
And he slammed down with his arms: flames went everywhere as the Dragon of Water backed off. Jaye was stronger; he could deal with all of these people combined⁠⁠⁠—
A gust of wind swept all the flames away, and another dragon appeared as sharp blades of wind cut through his body in an instant⁠— thousands of cuts appeared all around his body. He looked forward⁠.
[Dragon of Wind. Tier: SS]
“Tsk!” Jaye clicked his tongue and pushed his flames, consuming the neighboring air as fuel. “You mean nothing⁠—”
Then his vision darkened, his hearing became muffled, and a moment later, he was slammed onto the ground by a barrage of shadows. This was⁠— and he was hit, slapped. His flesh was pulled as he was thrown across a shadowed world.
The Dragon of Shadows⁠—
The Hero of Flames spat a mouthful of blood as he was pierced through the stomach by a spike of shadows⁠.
“Enough!” He roared.
The flames exploded around him, and he immediately ended the skill. He found himself standing in the same spot, still bleeding.
He was going to kill everyone here⁠—
An ice spear hit him on the shoulder, shattering it as a scream of pain left him, pinning him to the wall of flames behind. Jaye blinked and then looked forward. Before him stood the Dragon of Flames, the Dragon of Shadows, the Dragon of Water, and Arc, the Heroine of Frost. Three SS Tier beings and an S Tier being that could step into the next Tier.
All of them were there to kill him.
It finally settled on him.
Jaye realized.
He couldn’t win.
But, he wasn’t going to die either. Gritting his teeth, his body began to fade into flames, looking at the Heroine of Frost.
“We shall see each other again⁠—”
She appeared behind him, her hand slamming him against the wall of flames as it froze over like glass. His body was actively vanishing and yet⁠— he coughed as his organs were re-arranged, all his bones broke as a super-heated beam of flames hit him, burning his skin, then thousands of shadowed pins stabbed him, and deadly currents of wind cut him, tearing him apart.
He screamed, as only his head remained, and he was turned to face Arc, who held a spear.  She stabbed, and⁠— he vanished.
The Hero of Flames screamed as his eye was pierced, and he appeared in the castle tower. His skill forcefully came to an end as he flailed on the ground, blood pooling beneath him.
He was going to kill them!
Not once had he suffered such humiliation in the past. Not once had he felt like this⁠—
His world began to darken as his screams died out. He didn’t even know if he could recover from these kinds of injuries…
The wounds inflicted by the ice hadn’t healed.
Unlike other heroes, he didn’t have a revival skill, so Jaye wondered…
Is this the end?
And he fainted. 




Chapter. 16: Reunion

A sigh left me. This was annoying, but I was certain⁠— almost sure, that the Hero of Flames was going to be quite injured for a very long time. That was because I still tried to improve upon my SS Tier skill, and just like how I could freeze injuries, I could leave them and prevent them from healing.
The question was… how long would that effect last?
I estimated that it would be permanent, but I wasn’t too sure. In the end, I wish we could’ve killed him but I only stabbed his eye, and he was much more durable than anyone else I had ever fought.
“To think he heals like a phoenix,” I said, shaking my head. “How dumb.”
“He’s quite durable, I must say.” The Dragon of Water said, shaking his head. “Impressive.”
“It’s annoying⁠— more of a cockroach than the Hero of Shadows,” Malz said, scoffing.
“Well, he should be out of commission for a while.” Regis breathed out, now in his human form.
“Keyword should,” Faral said, shaking her head, now in human form as well. “I don’t know what should happen now. Hope he dies from injuries?”
“Maybe,” I agreed, half-assedly.
I didn’t really know if he would die or not. Any normal opponent would have long died from what he was put through⁠— but, in this case, I wasn’t so sure. However, I didn’t care if he came back. I already had to deal with the Hero of Shadows. Even if the Hero of Flames returned, it wouldn’t make much of a difference.
I just had to grow stronger.
That was all.
I did feel like if I took a different approach I could certainly kill the Hero of Flames, so perhaps it was best to seek him soon. That I wasn’t completely sure of. I didn’t even know where he was, to begin with. A sigh left me as I watched the dome of ice surrounding the building slowly crack.
My skill was coming to an end. The entire building had been destroyed, set ablaze, and frozen multiple times. Only pieces of it remained standing: the rest was nothing but rubble. Shaking my head I turned around, and I headed in the only direction I cared for. Malz followed after me and so did Regis’karr, before Faral and lastly, the Dragon of Water joined.
It didn’t take long before we reached Ceylon, who was panicking looking around the ground.
“Where is it⁠—” And she hurled a piece of wood away. “Ah!”
She lit up as she hastily grabbed several scorched pouches. The sight made me raise my brow.
“What are those?” I asked from behind.
Ceylon tensed for a moment in surprise before turning around beaming with a bright smile.
“They are⁠—” And she opened her eyes wide pausing. “Who are you… all?”
* * * * *
Ceylon stared, frozen and confused. Two familiar faces were there, Arc and Regis’karr. The former looked at her with confusion while the latter gave her an apologetic look. Then there were three others…
A man of weird clothing and creepy vibes, his main theme being blue. Even making eye contact with him gave her a bad feeling. Not only that but the bandaged body reminded her of Alderman, which was an extra negative impression.
Then there was the woman in the back, she had robes and green hair. She gave an air of dignity and almost an uncaring feeling: majestic even? Ceylon wasn’t so sure, but she made slight eye contact with her before turning to the last person, who she found most peculiar.
A woman of raven black hair, pale skinned with dark lipstick, and her features were… attractive in a weird way.  She wore somewhat revealing clothing, but somehow she didn’t give that kind of impression. Instead, it was an impression that Ceylon found to be compassionate. The woman was looking at her with a small smile, and she even gave her a small wave.
It was strange and weird to her.
Though, out of all three strangers, the black-haired lady seemed to be the nicest. However, Ceylon still felt confused⁠— extremely so. Who were these people tagging along with Arc? Were they perhaps… heroes?
“What are those pouches?” Arc asked, repeating herself.
Ceylon blinked. “Platinum coins: the entire worth of all the Everlasting Ice⁠, but never mind that, who are the people behind you?”
The black-haired woman piped up. “I am⁠—”
“That can wait. Let us leave at once,” Arc said, sighing. “Gather all the pouches and then hold onto me⁠— we are leaving before my skill ends.”
Ceylon nodded and hurriedly stored the numerous pouches in the ground.  Then, as she stood up, she realized every single person present was touching Arc, which made her feel a bit… weird. Why were they all so familiar with each other? Meanwhile, Arc was extending her hand, which Ceylon took without hesitation.
“Alright,” Arc nodded. “We are leaving now. [God Step].”
In a single moment, they vanished. Ceylon felt nauseous for a moment as they found themselves in a random alley, away from people. Though in the distance she could hear chaos and the sounds of people fervently shouting and discussing things⁠— just muffled chaotic noise that confused her to no end.
Everyone immediately let go of Arc, except for Ceylon⁠— she was confused, and disoriented about everything. After a few deep breaths, she too separated herself from Arc and faced all of the people present⁠— faced her companion.
“So, who are these people?”
“These people are…” Arc hesitated for a moment before shaking her head. Then she turned. “Malz, come here.”
Ceylon blinked as the black-haired woman approached; she looked older than Arc but maybe by five years at most. Ceylon watched as Arc made Malz stand in the front.
“This is Malz,” Arc began, as the woman nodded awkwardly. “And she is also known as the Dragon of Shadows.”
Ceylon paused, and Malz, the Dragon of Shadows, smiled, proffering her hand.
“Hi, I heard about you being Arc’s companion. Hope we can get along.”
Ceylon shook in greeting. “Right, nice to meet you, Malz.”
Malz smiled gently. “You can call me Mally if you prefer; I hope to be around for a long time.”
“Right…”
After that, Malz moved to the side as the other woman was presented to her. Their eyes met, and before Arc said anything, the woman began.
“I’m Faral, the Dragon of Wind, and Arc’s servant for as long as she sees adequate. Pleased to make your acquaintance.” With those words, Faral bowed and moved out of the way.
Ceylon blinked, seeing how brisk that meeting was. Arc nodded, uncaring for what had just happened, before gesturing to the robed man in the back, who⁠— had a slave collar? Ceylon blinked in confusion, and a moment later Arc spoke the inconceivable.
“And that is the Dragon of Water: he is my slave.”
Ceylon’s mind completely paused. For a moment she heard nothing but white noise before she shook her head in trepidation.
“Slave…?”
“Yeah,” Arc agreed, simply.
It was… impossible. Ceylon didn’t believe the words for a single second: she had just been introduced to two legendary creatures and two Grand Dragon Elders, but now the third had been introduced as a slave?! Wait⁠. Ceylon paused. Faral was a servant too⁠—
“What the…?” Ceylon worked her jaw, trying to make sense of what was happening.
Two Grand Dragon Elders, both subservient to Arc⁠— Arc had left in a journey that hadn’t lasted more than three days, and she was back with three Grand Dragon Elders, including Regis’karr. That made half of the members of the legendary and highly unknown faction. Then, Malz grinned at her.
“Oh, and Arc is our great dragon queen, the Dragon Queen of Frost. She killed the Dragon of Frost and declared herself as such,” she said, overjoyed.
Ceylon paused⁠—
“Arc did what?”
“She also used brute force to make us do all of her whims.” Regis’karr breathed. “Threatening to kill some dragons if they didn’t comply.”
“Oh, yeah!” Malz piped. “That was so badass.”
Meanwhile, Ceylon’s brain just buffered.
“She threatened to kill some dragons…?”
“Yeah, I essentially declared war on the dragons doing that,” Arc said nonchalantly.
“Essentially declared war…” Ceylon murmured in disbelief.
“Well,” Malz began. “The outcome is that you are the queen of all of us. Isn’t that great?”
“Arc is a queen…” Ceylon slowly nodded. “Ah, I see.”
Of course, it made sense. It was Arc. In three days she had subdued a large group of mythical creatures into being subservient to her; not only that, but she had enslaved one of them, and another one had become a servant⁠— oh and she had killed the highest standing dragon amongst all of them.
It just made sense.
Why wouldn’t it?
It was Arc after all.
Ceylon chuckled. “Well, I can’t say that isn’t out of the ordinary.”
“And the gate to the forgotten places was opened, upon her command,” Faral added.
Hearing that Ceylon just bitterly chuckled again, feeling a small part of her remaining common sense break.
She remembered that.
The Forgotten Places, the thing that Regis’karr seemed to be extremely wary of that could potentially consume the world. Arc had gone and opened the gate to that thing⁠—
It just made sense.
It was Arc after all⁠—
“Anyway, what is this about the ice?” Arc asked.
Ceylon blinked, being brought back to reality as she realized that⁠— she was still in this situation, and that she wasn’t dreaming.
“That, I’ll explain,” she sighed. “Then I’ll ask you to explain what the fuck happened that lead to all of those situations.”
“Sure,” Arc nodded.
Another sigh left Ceylon, and she began to regale the short tale of how all of the Everlasting Ice was sold.
* * * * *
Meanwhile, elsewhere, a chittering and grating sound resounded⁠— distorting and breaking as fractured screams echoed through a place that was long forgotten.
“I will k̸i̸l̶l̵ you⁠!” The Hero of Shadows hissed in anger. “I̸ ̸w̵i̷l̶l̴ ̵k̷i̷l̴l̵ ̵y̵o̵u̶ ̶a̵l̵l̴!̴”
He could feel his flesh changing and his body shifting in different ways, but it didn’t matter to him. All he had was one goal in mind.
Revenge against Arc, against Uwell, and against the world.
And until then, he wasn’t going to die until he accomplished his goal.




Chapter. 17: Ceylon & Malz

Ceylon quickly explained the deal with the Grand Duke she had made, though the mention of a Grand Duke alarmed me ever so slightly before she explained that nothing bad happened⁠— the Grand Duke Alderman had bought all of the Everlasting Ice and even agreed to insane distribution conditions, which was slightly weird to me.
I couldn’t help but wonder if there were any ulterior motives unless the man had discovered a market for the ice that I didn’t thought of before⁠— that certainly could prove to be interesting. Though, that remained to be seen.
The main thing was the money Ceylon had made: one-thousand-four-hundred platinum, which essentially elevated the family’s status a lot higher than expected⁠— well, not like it was a worry with the Dragon of Water around. However, I was relieved that things had gone along great.
Ceylon then turned to me.
“So then, what’s the deal with the dragon cult?”
I blinked, suddenly remembering what she wanted, but still felt confused. “Dragon cult?”
“You have all of the dragons under you now, even though you aren’t even a dragon⁠—”
“She is part dragon,” Faral, of all people, corrected Ceylon. “She consumed the flesh of the Dragon of Frost and now bears draconic blood within her being.”
Ceylon blinked. “You ate the Dragon of Frost?”
“A piece of him, I guess?” I awkwardly shifted. “It was just a bite really…”
Ceylon blinked in disbelief, unsure if she was hearing things right. Finally, after a moment she asked:
“Was it at least cooked…?”
“No,” I answered before closing my eyes and sighing. “It tasted like shit.”
“Right…” Ceylon was thrown off for a second before shaking her head. “So, ignoring that, you have the dragons under you now⁠— what led to that?”
“Well, it’s simple really.” I shook my head. Meanwhile, what I was about to say seemed to interest Regis, Malz, and even Faral. “I realized that killing the Dragon of Frost was quite a huge mistake, regardless of what he had done to me. So I decided that, even though Malz and other dragons had helped during the battle, it was best to get the situation under control myself.”
“You mean…”
I nodded. “I wanted full control to ensure nothing I disagreed with happened, or some vendetta or anything though…” I trailed off. “The Dragon of Nature might attempt something.”
Ceylon raised her brow. “The Dragon of Nature? Why would they?”
Hearing her question, I couldn’t help but pause. There was a lot for Ceylon to hear, wasn’t there? A sigh left me.
“Tl;dr version is: Faral tried to kill me, and she became my servant as punishment so the Dragon of Nature got angry. The Dragon of Water tried to kill me and injured me quite badly so he became a slave. The Dragon of Frost plotted to poison me and used forbidden magic to try to kill me, so I killed him.”
Ceylon worked her jaw hearing what I just said⁠. “What?”
“That’s the best summary I can give. There were various reasons as to why this happened but I don’t think I was exactly at fault for any of them.” I shook my head. “Well, perhaps making Faral angry was my fault, but the rest not really.” A sigh left me as Faral looked the other way.
However, what I said didn’t seem to make sense to Ceylon as she just shook her head.
“So, you’re telling me you gained the animosity of almost half of the dragons in the span of three days?”
“Well, the Dragon of Frost seemed to hate me as soon as I arrived, but yeah.” I shrugged. “Not like I was doing it on purpose.”
“Right..” Ceylon sighed. “I’m still very confused.”
“Well, we can deal with that later,” I said with finality. “For now it’s best to return to your family’s residence, and make the Dragon of Water uphold his deal⁠— he will be helping your father establish family businesses.”
Ceylon flinched for a moment before shaking her head. “Why am I not surprised there is a dragon with expertise in business.”
This time the Dragon of Water spoke. “It was a secret for the most part, but yes I’m more than happy to assist your family.”
“That is because you cannot refuse.” I rolled my eyes at him before turning to Ceylon.
I saw her, my companion, she was wearing rather formal clothes that could even be said to be manly. Her attire resembled that of a normal businessman ⁠— for this world ⁠—  and her hair was neatly arranged. It was nice. I smiled looking at Ceylon, it had been sometime since I last saw her. It made me happy.
I extended my hand towards her.
“Anyway, let's return?”
She paused but nodded, lightly smiling at me, and a moment later as everyone gathered we disappeared from the alley.
* * * * *
Ceylon was happy that Arc was back, but as soon as they entered the mansion Arc took the Dragon of Water directly to her father which⁠— based on the little she had heard seemed nice enough; meanwhile, Faral was instructed to indulge Ceylon’s mother, Arsha, in whichever questions she had.
So that just left her alone with Regis’karr and Malz, the Dragon of Shadows. At least, that was what Ceylon thought.
“I need to gather my thoughts once more. I shall go rest.”
With those words, Regis’karr took his leave and Ceylon was left alone with a stranger she had never met. However, out of all the dragons perhaps she felt most at ease with her. So, that was a good thing, she guessed? That said, she really wasn’t sure if she should talk with Malz or just let her be.
“Ceylon, I’d like to ask you a few questions, if you don’t mind,” the Dragon of Shadows gently requested.
Ceylon blinked. “Right. Sure, let’s talk outside…”
With those words, she turned around and opened the front door, stepping out along with Malz. She closed it and when she turned, she saw the Dragon of Shadows sitting at the entrance steps of the residence.
What even was happening?
For some reason, Ceylon couldn’t help but think that a figure of Regis’karr’s caliber should at least act more dignified, but she didn’t comment on it and instead sat next to her.
“What questions did you want to ask?”
“How did you meet Arc?”
Ceylon smiled to herself. “She saved my life in the Dark Forest⁠. That’s how I met her and started my journey with her.”
“So, right after she left training…” Malz said, shaking her head. “What do you think of Arc?”
“What do you mean?” Ceylon raised her brow in confusion.
“Like her personality.” Malz bitterly smiled. “You know, I really like Arc. She can be quite considerate at times even if she’s eccentric, and not only that but she’s quite amazing and incredibly talented in magic. She’s the most talented hero to ever exist: isn’t that amazing?”
“The most… talented?” Hearing that, Ceylon felt a shock for a moment. “How do you know that?”
“Out of all the dragons, I know the most about heroes, and not a single hero that I know of has a lower time in the tutorial. One could say talent is determined by how fast they cleared the hero training or tutorial, and Arc is the fastest,” the Dragon of Shadows explained. “But I want to know more about her⁠— even though I am admittedly close with her, all things considered, the way she looks at you is just…”
Malz shook her head, giving Ceylon a small glance.
“Right, I do seem to matter a lot to Arc.” Ceylon hugged her knees. “To answer your question, I find Arc to be… emotionally unavailable for lack of a better term. She seems almost muted: most of her reactions are annoyance or negative aside from glimpses of happiness seen with art or with food. I can’t help but feel that she’s struggling mentally?”
“It’s not uncommon for heroes to have a screw loose, I guess.” Malz shrugged. “Though Arc is very rational. In fact, she doesn’t seem to have any logical fallacies from what I’ve noticed⁠— she’s just impulsive.”
“She is.” Ceylon sighed. “It’s a bit worrisome sometimes, I think.”
“Well, yeah…” Malz agreed.
And then there was some silence. However, Ceylon no longer felt as awkward with the Dragon of Shadows as before, and she was even surprised Arc mattered that much to Malz as well. So, she couldn’t help but ask.
“Why do you care so much about Arc? How did you two get acquainted?”
Malz chuckled. “I challenged her to a fight and she almost killed me.”
Ceylon processed the statement, and then simply decided to let whatever questions she had in her mind be forgotten. A sigh left her.
“Curious, I see?” Malz asked, raising her brow. “I heard she killed the Hero of Shadows and wanted to see her capabilities for myself.”
In the end, she got an answer without even asking…
Ceylon slowly nodded.  “What about my other question?”
“She complimented my outfit.” Malz smiled before laughing to herself. “Well, that is part of why I like her, but it’s simply because she isn’t like other people that love battling: she seems to want more than just that⁠— and also because she’s just that amazing. I mean, as I said, she’s the most talented hero and it shows.”
The Dragon of Shadows looked into the distance, nowhere in particular, as she continued.
“I find it mesmerizing to see her battle, and I find her to be overall someone I wish to get to know more, that is all.” She smiled. “Arc reminds me a bit of someone that I met a long ago.”
“Who is that?” Ceylon raised her brow, now more curious than ever.
“That, I’m not willing to answer just yet.” Malz grinned before leaning back, resting against the floor. “Ceylon, you're very weak.”
The wind blew, and there was silence before she answered. It was… the truth.
“I am…”
“Doesn’t that worry you?” The dragon asked.
“I⁠— sometimes I guess?” Ceylon awkwardly shifted. “I try to be useful in the ways I can, and that’s about it. I’m a noble so I don’t need to be strong…”
“But, by being Arc’s friend and companion that requirement changes. The Hero of Flames came after you, and even though it is commendable you stalled him long enough for us to arrive, it’s a matter of fact that you were helpless,” Malz said simply.
This time, hearing what she had just been told, Ceylon crossed her arms. “Even if I was A Tier, or even S Tier I’d still be quite doomed to fight the Hero of Flames.”
“That’s not the point.”
There was another silence, Malz took a breath to explain as she looked at the azure sky.
“It is simply about the fact that if someone weaker, say an A Tier threatened you, you might still die. If Arc isn’t around, who will save you?”
Ceylon hesitated before remembering the deal Arc and Regis’karr had made. That had to be enough, right?
“Regis’karr is supposed to protect me…” She breathed.
“Well, ignoring however I feel about him, the matter of fact is there will come a time when you’re alone in a dangerous situation,” Malz said casually. “That’s what I’m trying to get at Ceylon: you’re not just weak but helpless in certain situations.”
“Right…” Ceylon shrunk. “It’s not a big deal… Arc is⁠—”
“I think Arc would probably be relieved if you could protect yourself if she isn’t available. Of course, I cannot really force you or anything.” Malz shook her head, still on the ground. “However, I don’t want to imagine how Arc would react if something happened to you.”
Those words made her remember things; it made Ceylon remember how Arc had reacted in regard to the injury she had suffered. And then, as Malz had said… if the injury was worse, what would happen? Ceylon didn’t want to imagine that.
So in the end, she had to be stronger…
“So, it’s like that…” Ceylon sighed.
“It is, but I can help you.” Malz finally rose up and stood upright. “It’s the least I could do⁠—”
“And who gave you permission to do that?” A familiar voice interrupted.
A chilly gust of wind passed through the air and Malz tensed up before turning.
“Well, now that you are here you can give me permission.” She chuckled. “That or Ceylon can give me permission.”
Arc frowned in response, which made Malz lightly flinch, something that Ceylon found weird. However, before she could further think about things, Arc turned to her instead.
“Is this something you want?”
“I…” Ceylon hesitated. “I think I do, even though I’m scared… But I want to be able to protect myself now, at least against a common bandit…”
“I see, that’s good.” Arc nodded, relaxing. “Then, you can go with Malz to get some levels.”
“Right, about that.” Malz piped up. “How should I go about finding things to kill?”
Ceylon thought for a moment but Arc simply smiled.
“Just go to the Adventurer’s Guild with Ceylon, I’m sure you’ll find something.”
Malz blinked. “Sure, I can do that.” With those words, she stood up, before turning to Ceylon. “Let’s go then. I’ll make sure to protect you properly⁠— if anyone tries anything I’ll make sure they end up dead.”
Arc nodded approvingly, meanwhile, Ceylon blinked.
“But the Adventurer’s Guild is…”
“It will be fine,” Arc said from behind. “Trust in Malz.”
Ceylon nodded apprehensively.
You say to trust her, but there are so many things that can go wrong…
She suppressed a sigh as she took Malz’s hand.
In the end, she just had to hope that nothing would go wrong.




Chapter. 18: In Search of Monsters

And just like that, I watched as Malz took Ceylon by the hand and walk away with her, they didn’t seem to be rushing, which was good. I did trust Malz to be good to Ceylon. In fact, I trusted her more than Regis’karr or any other dragons, and that was because of the simple reason that Malz seemed to care a lot about me.
I wasn’t thick. I had a feeling that her feelings went further than those of friendship or friendliness, but I didn’t intend to confirm or even think about them. In the end, I just knew that she was going to do her best to protect Ceylon, and Ceylon did seem to carry some of my crystals on her person so I was at complete ease with what was happening.
That said, I had gotten irked that Malz seemed to intend to take Ceylon without my permission⁠— not like I had any bearing over Ceylon, but at least notifying me would’ve been the least she could’ve done. Hopefully, it wouldn’t be happening again.
With that, I turned around and opened the door, entering the mansion again. I had been listening to Ceylon’s conversation with Malz from within Thomas’ office, which admittedly was a breach of privacy, but⁠… well, there was no way to justify the fact that it was a shitty action, though I did find it interesting how they discussed my character.
I wasn’t going to deny that I was emotionally unavailable, though as far as mental issues went, I didn’t think I had any.
Thinking about random things, I made my way back to Thomas’ study. Where, upon opening the door, the Dragon of Water just nodded at me while Thomas seemed concerned. I raised my brow in confusion.
“Is something wrong?”
The Dragon of Water lightly nodded. “You left before we discussed actual business strategies. I’ve taken the liberty to try to direct Thomas on how to save on costs; however, he seems adamant.”
“Adamant is an understatement…” Thomas breathed.
Seeing his somewhat concerned and worried expression, and the weird atmosphere around the room, I couldn’t help but ask:
“What did the Dragon of Water suggest?”
“The esteemed Dragon of Water suggested I should cut out worker contracts and employ children⁠—” He shook his head. “There is a loophole in Draliz’s laws that would allow that, but it’s greatly ostracized and⁠—”
“I already explained that they wouldn’t be seen by the public.” The Dragon of Water crossed his arms. “In fact, it should be about twenty percent cheaper for labor costs this way, and efficiency wouldn’t drop more than ten percent.”
I blinked, registering what I just heard before a sigh left me. “Let’s try to stick with Thomas’ wishes and what businesses he’s comfortable conducting,” I said, massaging my head. “So, try to keep that in mind, Dragon of Water.”
“I understand.”
He nodded and began to talk about things with Thomas once more, skipping his immoral business practices.
So in the end, the Dragon of Water is also one of those…
I shook my head and couldn’t help but wish I had just gone along with Ceylon and Malz instead. But here I was, ensuring everything went well with the Dragon of Water, which was actually a meaningless endeavor since he was going to essentially launder his money into the Arlow house.
But, well… Perhaps the Dragon of Water would help Ceylon’s family for generations to come, so it wasn’t all that bad.
In fact, with this, she probably didn’t even need to forsake her status as a noble in order to live whatever life she wanted.
That… made me happy.
* * * * *
Ceylon was nervous. It wasn’t exactly because she was going without Arc, but because she didn’t know what to expect. She had just met Malz like an hour ago, and that was just after the Hero of Flames had…
Ceylon just looked around town, everything was chaotic. She didn’t mind going out to relax, nor did she mind using the sense of urgency she had from the situation in order to do something. Well, the little sense of urgency she had left. It was hard to digest things right after she had learned of Arc’s adventures.
However, ignoring how she felt, the atmosphere gave a sense of tension: guards were on high alert, very few people circled the streets, and those that were, seemed to be gossiping. Even though she was walking along with the weirdly dressed Malz, no one paid attention to them.
Ceylon really wasn’t sure if it was a good idea to go to the Adventurer’s Guild right now.
“So which way is it again?” Malz asked.
Ceylon paused for a moment, still holding onto the dragon’s hand. “Malz⁠— Mally, I’m not sure if it’s a good idea to go right now.”
The Dragon of Shadows paused and turned, raising her brow in confusion. “Why do you think that?”
“Well, everyone is all tense and stuff. The Adventurer’s Guild is probably in a worse state given what is happening…”
Ceylon shifted.
“So, it’s probably best to turn back…”
“Oh, that?” Malz shook her head. “It’s not going to be much of a problem: we are just there to look for places to hunt monsters. Maybe I’ll have to register as an adventurer but it’s not a big deal.”
“Right, but I have a feeling they might not take you seriously…” Ceylon weakly protested. “You don’t look like an adventurer nor have any weapons.”
There was a pause as Malz thought for a moment before flashing a knowing smile. “Don’t worry, a bit of bloodlust makes people take you seriously.”
“Right… I don’t think that’s a good⁠—”
“Just trust me, no harm will come to you.” Malz gave Ceylon a pat on the back. “Let’s go now.”
“Right…”
With that, Ceylon ended up giving Malz the directions to get to the Adventurer’s Guild. Hoping that in the end, everything would go well.
* * * * *
Meika had been an adventurer for a few years now, a profession mostly dominated by males. It was⁠— a thing that she was used to, really, even if sometimes other adventurers would try to chat her up for one reason or another. She⁠— didn’t think she had much appeal at all: not only was she almost thirty now, but she also had put on a lot of muscle and had quite a lot of scars.
Sure, she wasn’t bulky, nor was she a towering barbarian, but, needless to say, she didn’t fit conventional beauty standards, which depressed her for some time. Unfortunately, in life one had to make the best of what they had. Now, she still felt some level of depression but nothing that alcohol couldn’t fix, and she was making good money.
She climbed to B Tier through so much struggle, and it paid off. So now, her life consisted of drinking herself to death one week out of the month before going out for the rest of it. Hopefully, she’d retire in a few years and live the rest of her life in peace…
But for now, she was drinking. The next request she had taken was incredibly difficult and she was stressed about it, but the payout was nothing short of amazing.
Though she had to assemble a party first…
She sighed while drinking through the crisis that was happening in town. Apparently, an office had burst into flames and people fought. Next thing everyone knew, the entire place had been utterly thrashed; but Meika didn’t really care.
Even as the resident adventurers of the guild called for her to come, she didn’t move from her table, nor did she share her booze with others. Apparently, things had calmed down, but she still didn’t care much. Adventurers were constantly returning to the guild with their own anecdotes, but aside from giving them a glance and listening in, Meika instead indulged in the buzz that the alcohol provided.
It was nice and comforting.
She nearly dozed off before she saw a pair of two girls enter the guild. One was quite the catch, if she said so herself, though strangely dressed. The other girl ⁠— the younger one ⁠— was pretty too, but clearly one attracted more attention than the other. However, Meika didn’t really swing that way, so even though some of the drunken people immediately catcalled, she herself couldn’t help but wonder why they were even here in the first place.
It wasn’t a good time for nobles to come. The large majority of the guild was stressed out of their minds for what had just happened since generally threats to a town meant risking one’s life⁠— it was part of the Adventurer’s Oath or whatever. So, they wouldn’t really be tolerant of people being dumb for lack of a better word.
The rest of the sober people just gave them side glances as they formed in line while Meika just curiously watched, sipping on the alcohol.
Normally, this would end up in really interesting ways with adventurers trying to scare the nobles away⁠, all in good fun, of course. Though, sometimes the occasional drunk or angry person got carried away, which was highly likely right now.
“Which will it be?” Meika asked herself, watching them reach the counter. “A peaceful interaction or something bad?”
Perhaps she could even save them for an altercation and ask for repayment⁠— she had done that a couple of times. But, first came waiting.
The two girls reached the counter, and the black-haired one spoke casually. “Hey, so I’m looking for a place to kill some monsters? Anything is fine, really. Do I need to be registered for this?”
Meika paused⁠— well, she certainly didn’t expect anything like that.
The receptionist quickly made a response but the woman reassured them that it was fine and that they would be responsible for themselves. It was honestly not an unreasonable request. At least, that’s what Meika thought, until a random person from a different table stood up.
She had no idea of who the no-name adventurer was, but the man had a sword at each side of his waist and had quite an ugly frown. His build was athletically muscular⁠— maybe a C Tier adventurer? Meika didn’t really care.
She watched as he approached the pair of women by the counter, interrupting their conversation by coughing.
“What is it?” the black-haired one asked in confusion.
“I think it’s best you leave, we cannot serve you here, and you’re clearly not even here for the information but something else.”
The girl blinked. “That is… that makes no sense? Look, I'm requesting something very simple.”
The man in response shook his head. “I think you’re missing something here.” Then he gestured around. “You’re unwelcome here, everyone finds your current presence jarring including me.”
Meika blinked as she saw numerous adventurers nod in confirmation. That seemed excessive, almost unreasonable, but nothing too bad had happened yet. Where would it even go⁠— and the girl frowned, her voice turning cold.
“Are you saying that no one here is taking me seriously?”
“Pretty much.” The man immediately agreed. “Now leave.”
“I see. Well, that is an easy thing to fix, is it not?” she asked, taking a step forward.
Meika at that moment had a bad premonition, and she shivered. A primal fear was triggered in her heart as her head throbbed with pain. Darkness crowded her vision as she saw a gigantic slitted golden eye staring at her. Its presence: overbearing, its might: undeniable, and its killing intent: terrifying.
Meika gasped for air as the following words resounded in her ears.
“I just have to kill all of you.”
The feeling got more constricting, scarier, more painful⁠— and it stopped. Meika broke into a coughing fit as her vision pulsated. Looking up, she saw the man before the woman collapse onto the ground, and then⁠— the large majority of the guild soon followed.
Multiple dozens of experienced adventurers had fainted at the overbearing pressure, and even Meika had completely sobered up.
Just what the fuck was that?
The woman turned to the receptionist who wordlessly gave her a piece of parchment, shaking in fear.
“Oh, thank you. I appreciate it.” She held the hand of the blonde girl and began to walk. “Now, let’s go ⁠— we must make haste.”
“Right…”
Meika blinked as she watched the two young women leave.
What? In an instant, she bolted from her seat. She was going to follow them.
She had to know more: more about who this woman was, more about how strong she was, and if she had companions like that.
Meika was hopeful. Perhaps she could ask for help from that woman to help with the request she had undertaken.
Slaying a dragon wasn’t easy after all. 




Chapter. 19: Stalking

The Dragons.
They were considered the stopping force of a lot of schemes. The ultimate protectors of Arlas, the true keepers of order, the strongest faction that belonged to the world: those were the dragons. And while few had gotten news of their occurrences, those that received the most recent ones had been shocked.
The Dragon of Frost had been slain. Its killer: unconfirmed.
The news sent a ripple across the world. It all began with signs of magic that had never been seen before, and then there was silence. By the time an investigation was launched, all the dragons were missing⁠⁠, only the mangled corpse of the Dragon of Frost remained.
So many questions, and yet so little answers. Multiple factions were thrown into chaos, pondering if to unleash their machinations upon the world, but with the growing uncertainty of things, no one dared to take a step.
Someone, or something, had killed the Dragon of Frost. Some theorized it to be a new form of magic, others claimed it had been the system itself, and few pointed fingers at others. However, regardless of what the truth was, something had happened, and it had the potential to send the whole world and status quo into chaos.
The myriad of questions that the world wanted to ask were left veiled: their answers unknown to the vast majority. Few were privy to more context, and only one person managed to connect the dots, and that man was none other than the Hero of Sand, the ultimate warrior of the Miri-Sunre republic.
However, the realization came from pure luck rather than something pre-planned. A man had visited him, someone who claimed to have information about a hero. That was the only reason the Hero of Sand had allowed a meeting between the two. However, the last thing he expected to hear was that the Dragon of Shadows was accompanying this hero.
Turns out all dragons were.
Later, the Hero of Sand got news of what happened in one of the colosseums. Someone claiming to be the Heroine of Frost had fought, and then challenged a dragon within the spectators ⁠— the Dragon of Water.
That was enough to confirm things. All of the dragons were around the Heroine of Frost, for some reason or another. In fact, it wouldn’t be too far-fetched to think that the heroine had killed the Dragon of Frost.
After all, he himself had slain the Dragon of Sands⁠. It was almost like a fated match-up⁠ ⁠— the dragon that was blessed by the world with their element and he who was the most talented with that element⁠ ⁠— only the survivor could be said to be the true master of whatever element they had been assigned.
Though, normally such things took years⁠. And yet… The Hero of Sand raised his brow looking at the ceiling.
Hadn’t news of a Hero of Frost come to be just over a month ago?
Wasn’t that a bit too fast?
Needless to say, it was an interesting thing. As some had claimed,  it was an event that could shift the tides of the world as a whole. Though⁠— not like the Hero of Sands had any use for the information. Perhaps he could sell it, but he had no interest in doing that right now.
Instead, he preferred to be a spectator, and that’s why he had no faction, just friendly relationships with some heroes.
So in the end, he was going to wait and see. Though he couldn’t help but wonder…
What was the Heroine of Frost doing right now?
* * * * *
I yawned while supervising the meeting with Thomas and the Dragon of Water. It was going just fine: I actually hadn’t needed to interrupt since Thomas expressed his concerns earlier. The Dragon of Water was handling things swimmingly, adapting to what he was being told ⁠— though his suggestions sometimes were quite… questionable.
In fact, he had suggested something akin to mystery boxes, which were clearly rigged against the consumer simply due to numerical probability. Thomas immediately rejected the idea due to how predatory it was, there was also how potentially staining it could be to his reputation.
However, I just found it interesting. That said, the Dragon of Water did seem to be trying to help with his utmost capacity, while he wasn’t excited, he wasn’t sulking either. He was just working. Which I appreciated.
If things continue smoothly then I can leave the two alone… I thought for a moment before smiling. Then I can go see what Ceylon is doing.
It didn’t take too long to make that decision. I could just go check on them and go grab a bite from a nice restaurant or something after.
I was looking forward to it.
* * * * *
Meika had followed the two women discreetly. The guild had exploded into chaos, and though some people wanted to chase the women for vengeance, they were eventually dissuaded by the Guildmaster, who was one of the first people to fully recover from the shock.
As for Meika, even as she left the guild her heart was still thumping. The first thing she did upon exiting the building was look for the two women, but it seemed like she had lost them. Pacing around yielded no results until a red-haired woman from the crowd piped up in a random direction.
“Ceylon!”
Meika looked in that direction and spotted the bystander going into a potion shop of all places. She hurriedly followed and decided to sneak looking around, only to see the red-haired woman greet Ceylon, the noble-looking lady. Meika decided to listen in since it seemed like something important.
“Hey, so who is this other person?” the woman asked.
Meika assumed the woman was referring to the person that had knocked out half of the guild. The black-haired girl chuckled.
“I’m Malz, Ceylon’s friend.”
“Is that so?” the woman sounded confused. “My name is Rory. I’m just here to turn in a quest. I’m actually in a hurry, but nice to meet you, Malz.”
There was a silence as something happened within the shop before Rory continued.
“Hope we can talk a lot about each other in the future.”
With those words, the woman had left. Meika thought while standing on the street. So, her name was Malz? She hadn’t heard such a name anywhere but the history books⁠— it belonged to one of the mythical dragons, but Meika couldn’t remember which one⁠— not like it mattered.
She shook her head and continued to observe.
* * * * *
Ceylon didn’t know why they were even in a potion shop. Yet, Malz still asked the clerk for health potions, regeneration potions, stamina potions, and mana potions, which could be considered to be the adventuring basics.
“I have some potions already.”
“But you don’t have enough,” Malz countered, shaking her head. “With ten of each, there will be no problem.”
The clerk at that moment nodded. “It will be one gold for all of these potions.”
“See, it’s not that expensive,” Malz said with a smile before producing a golden coin and handing it to the clerk.
Ceylon shook her head, and a moment later the man behind the counter paused.
“Excuse me miss, but what is this coin?”
“A gold coin,” Malz said simply. “It’s quite old but it’s still an old gold coin.”
“I don’t think we can take coins from the…” The clerk trailed off reading some engraving on the coin. “Now sunken empire of Merfis, a desolate land.”
Ceylon at that moment wanted to facepalm, but before she could do that Malz looked at the man incredulously.
“It’s made out of gold. In fact, it seems to weigh more than a coin of Draliz, and since it seems to be that old, it’s a relic, too. Are you okay?”
Ceylon immediately sighed and took out a gold coin from her pouch and slammed it on the counter. The clerk blinked, and then she herself took the coin from his hands and pocketed it. Then, Ceylon pocketed the potions into her Storage Rings as well.
Malz seemed too surprised to say anything, as did the clerk.
Ceylon bowed. “Sorry for my friend’s words.”
And with those words, she dragged Malz out of the shop. There was only silence as they walked onto the street before Ceylon turned to Malz.
“What was that about?” the dragon asked, bothered. “It’s not like I’m acting unreasonable.”
“You could’ve just taken the coin back instead of arguing…” Ceylon sighed. “Trying to negotiate with the clerk or whatever is seen in great distaste.”
“That is quite… dumb.” Malz tilted her head. “I guess it can be embarrassing, but did you feel that embarrassed?”
“It’s not that either…”
Ceylon wanted to explain how she was on edge by Malz’s extreme behavior in the guild and wanted to avoid such a situation again so she defused the situation. However, looking at the dragon’s somewhat concerned look, Ceylon didn’t have the heart to tell her.
At least, not right now.
Perhaps she could do it later, and gently. The last thing she wanted was for Malz to think she was a burden to Ceylon, or get angry. After all, she did appreciate Malz trying to encourage her to grow stronger, just not in such a way.
* * * * *
Meika had carefully watched and observed the interaction within the shop; it was odd, but it seemed to her that both women were of similarly equal standing to each other. Which made her question what their relationship was.
However, she needed more information. That’s why she followed them to an armor shop next, this time trying to gather more details and trying to be as discreet as possible while doing so. But after they entered further into the large establishment, Meika realized that it was too hard to keep tabs on them without going in.
She hesitated, standing in the middle of the street, but ultimately Meika knew she had to continue on.
She had been trying to observe as inconspicuously as possible, but some people had clearly noticed it given some weird glances she was getting.
She was being too hasty… but… she wanted to find out more about them.
Her request mattered to her: it was the main stressor of her life right now. Even if she had to split the income it would greatly help her. Which was why…
Meika took a deep breath.
She had to see this through⁠—
And an extremely cold hand touched her shoulder.
“Hey, I can’t help but notice you’ve been stalking my friends for quite some time now.”
The emotionless voice caused the temperature to drop. Meika felt her heart jump in fear as she turned around to look at the hand. There, she met a white-haired woman with crystal blue eyes that filled her with fear.
“So, I’ll ask.” The woman smiled. “What do you think you’re doing?”




Chapter. 20: Holiness

I stared at the woman who basically jumped from my gaze⁠— I was annoyed. Annoyed that this stranger, who was B Tier, was essentially stalking Ceylon and Malz. I didn’t know what kind of intentions they had, and if they were the wrong ones then I’d have no choice but to do something.
The woman gasped for a moment, her green eyes trembling. Her hair was black and her body resembled that of an adventurer⁠, probably because she was one. However, she didn’t seem old.
“So?” I pressed.
The woman backed off, her heart evidently racing, and she was panicking.
“W-Well, I have my reasons. There is no animosity here, I-I promise you that,” she stuttered. “It⁠— it’s just…”
I raised my brow. “It’s just…?”
“I-I know it’s hard to believe, but… I have a request to slay a dragon so…” she meekly trailed off.
For a moment I tensed as she flinched, then processed the reality that the girl would be unable to lay a finger on Malz, an SS Tier being, while she herself was merely B Tier.
“What does that mean?” I frowned. “Aren’t dragons S Tier?”
The woman slowly nodded, I could see a bead of sweat trailing down her forehead. “T-This one is reported to be A Tier, it’s… a wyvern, a kind of lesser dragon…”
“A wyvern, huh?” I finally relaxed thinking. “Hm…”
“Yeah!” she piped up. “I wanted to ask for Malz’s help because she is incredibly strong! She made half of the Adventurer’s Guild pass out with her bloodlust.”
What the woman said made me pause. My eyes widened with some surprise.
“You’re telling me she did something in the guild?”
“Huh, you don’t know how strong your friend is?” the woman asked in shock. “Some adventurers implied that they didn’t respect her, so she essentially displayed her bloodlust for everyone to see.”
“That is…”
I didn’t know how to exactly react other than with exasperation as it seemed overkill and completely unnecessary, but I wasn’t too sure what to actually make out of things.
“Yeah, so that’s why I’m following after her; I hope she can help me with my dragon-slaying request… Perhaps if she has strong friends like you, they can help too… The rewards are pretty nice, you see?”
Admittedly, I wanted to point out the irony of asking a dragon to help you kill another dragon, but the woman didn’t actually know who she was trying to ask for help from. However, that said…
“You say the rewards are nice, right?”
“Yeah, about twenty-five platinum coins per person for a party of five…” The woman said hesitantly. “If it has fewer members it’s even better…”
“Oh, that is quite a lot actually.”
“Are you interested?” The woman asked.
I didn’t know all that much about the economy given I hardly even touched money, but it was still a high quantity based on my understanding. I did however wonder, how much my ice spear had been sold for. Though that wasn’t too important, there was something else that mattered to me.
“Are there a lot of monsters past the wyvern?”
“There is a high likelihood of it, yeah.” The woman thought for a moment, evidently much more relaxed than before. “Why?”
I nodded. “I think we can assemble a party; Malz will agree to it too.”
“Really, how can you be so sure?” The woman asked dubiously before frowning to herself. “Also, I’m sorry for my actions earlier, they really weren’t right…”
“Right, it’s fine.” It seemed that she was just fucking weird rather than having bad intentions after all. “As for being sure, well… I guess you’ll see.”
“She didn’t seem like the type of person to easily agree to things⁠—”
“I told you that I don’t need a sword or any of these weapons!” Ceylon protested as they exited.
Malz was carrying a spear on her back, a sword in one hand and a shield in the other, and she was clearly somewhat bothered.
“Well, how are you going to injure the monsters then? You cannot even use magic. And I’ve already allowed you to forego armor, you’re just making things difficult at this point.”
“A dagger is all I need for this.” Ceylon sighed.
“Perhaps, but a sword or spear is a safer method to gather experience,” Malz said simply. “It wouldn’t hurt to just listen⁠—”
“Malz,” I called.
The Dragon of Shadows paused and turned in our direction. I immediately saw Malz’s eyes grow wide with surprise before smiling and immediately hurrying in our direction.
“Arc, you’re finally free from whatever you were doing?”
“I am.” I smiled before pulling the woman next to me. “She has a request to go kill a dragon. Are you interested? Ceylon will probably be able to get some levels from it.”
“Oh, that is a bit of an ironic request but sure.” She nodded simply as the woman blinked. “Though, wasn’t she the person that has been following us this entire time?”
“I-I’m sorry I just⁠—”
“Yeah, she was,” I interrupted. “But her intentions were simply to ask for help in regards to the request. Which, well, I think it’s a good request given Ceylon needs to level up.”
“Wait, you'll make me slay a dragon?” Ceylon asked wide-eyed.
“A wyvern, so not too bad,” I dismissed before turning to the woman. She was a head shorter than me. “Any other information we should know?”
“Not really…” the woman meekly said before looking towards Malz. “Sorry for following you around and stuff.”
“Oh, it’s fine,” Malz casually dismissed. “I was aware of it the entire time.”
The woman paused and lowered her head.
“Right, sorry.”
“It’s fine,” I reassured her once more. “Anyway, what is your name and when should we meet for this request?”
“I’m Meika,” she said, taking a breath. “Tomorrow morning at the guild, when the sun is barely shining. We will need to register for the request before leaving.”
“Oh, alright.” I nodded. “See you then. I’ll bring other people along.”
Meika slowly nodded, letting out a breath of relief as she finally relaxed before turning to Malz. “For what it’s worth, I am sorry, I shouldn’t have done that.” She nodded at Malz before turning to me. “Thank you for helping… Arc, I shall see you tomorrow hopefully.”
“Yeah.”
With those words, Meika left. Her mood seemed a bit weird but I didn’t particularly question it. Instead, I was just glad that there seemed to be something to look forward to for now. I watched the woman leave and go back to the adventurer’s guild. Ceylon and Malz did so too before finally, Malz asked.
“What is this about a dragon?”
“The woman has an adventurer request to slay a wyvern or something.” I shook my head. “I don’t know that much other than the total reward for the request is 100 platinum or so.”
Ceylon blinked. “That is quite a lot actually… I wonder how she even got such a request in the first place.”
“Unsure, and I don’t think it matters too much,” I dismissed. “For now, I guess…” I thought for a moment. “Are you two done buying whatever you need to buy?”
Malz tilted her head. “I think so. We are missing rations but I never intended to take her out of town for multiple days, so it should be fine.”
“We aren’t missing anything.” Ceylon sighed. “That said I don’t need a sword, nor a shield, nor a spear: a dagger is just fine.”
“No, you⁠—”
I sighed, interrupting Malz. “Ceylon, just take the spear, okay?”
Ceylon looked at me somewhat baffled and shocked, but ultimately slowly nodded and approached Malz, sighing.
“Just give me the spear.”
“Only because Arc said so?” She raised her brow. “Fine.”
I shook my head as I watched Ceylon receive the spear with some difficulty before she stored it away in a ring.
“Alright, with that out of the way we should go tour around. Not like Malz has been in Rivas before.”
Malz nodded very slowly. “Well, is there anything for me to see anyway? Even though I don’t travel that much I’ve actually seen quite a lot of stuff.”
Ceylon thought for a moment. “I think there is something you’d like to see.” She smiled. “We can go to do it later today.”
“Is that so?” Malz raised her brow.
I too was confused but didn’t comment on it as Ceylon simply nodded before turning to me.
“We should just do what we usually do in Rivas. I’m sure Malz will enjoy it a lot.”
“You mean go to the ice shop?” I asked, confused. “That sounds a bit boring for her.”
Ceylon just smiled. “I’m sure she’ll like it.”
I blinked but didn’t argue against it, instead just nodded in acceptance. I was actually never opposed to doing ice carving⁠— it was therapeutic and relaxing. So, with those plans in place, we headed to enjoy the day.
* * * * *
That night Malz witnessed something from Arc she never thought she would. It was something she had never imagined, but also something that made Arc’s words about wanting to be more finally click.
She was already more than just a battle-driven person.
Out of all the heroes she had met, Malz couldn’t think of anyone as passionate for something as Arc, even if it was only reflected within ice out of all places.
It was… magical.
And something that Malz committed to memory.
* * * * *
Meika hadn’t been able to sleep all that much. She was nervous and borderline panicking the entire night. Someone as strong as Malz had easily agreed to Arc, which meant they were at least of equal standing and that was… terrifying.
Meika had thought about it long and hard and concluded that Malz at the very very least was an A Tier individual that had used a special skill, but deep down she felt like things were different; that in fact Malz was S Tier, and by extension so was Arc. Though, she hadn’t heard of either of them.
S Tier individuals had almost worldwide renown…
Even as she slept and fell from exhaustion, she still couldn’t comprehend who Arc and Malz were, or where they had come from. And in the morning, Meika had the same questions but decided that she would just see for herself. So that’s what she did: she set off and waited right outside the adventurer’s guild.
She had a cloak on and adventurer gear.
Today they were going to slay a dragon.
It was a monumentally daunting task and something that worried her to her core; but, for some odd reason, she was more preoccupied with wondering about Arc and Malz, and her party in general. Who would they even bring?
She waited for a few minutes with her eyes closed until a voice piped up.
“Well now, we are all here. It’s fine if a few extra people tag along, right?” a familiar voice asked.
Meika opened her eyes to see Arc and people⁠— she saw a noble boy with red hair, she saw a man dressed in bandages and blue robes, she saw a green-haired woman with a tunic, she saw Malz and Arc, as well as Ceylon.
“Right, I guess it’s fine. I’ll take my part of the payment,” Meika said hesitantly. “If y’all wish to distribute the rest⁠—”
“You can keep half of the payment, we don’t care too much,” Arc said. “Let’s go register for the request.”
Meika nodded very slowly and entered the guild. It was early morning so it wasn’t too busy, but they still drew strange gazes, and Malz specifically was looked at with animosity. But eventually, Meika reached the counter and grabbed her adventurer tag.
“I’m here to accept the request I had reserved.”
The woman behind the counter nodded and upon inspecting the tag for a few moments, pulled out a piece of parchment. And then, the receptionist turned towards the group.
“I require your adventurer tags too.”
Arc nodded and took out a normal tag, something that Meika found strange⁠— weren’t S Tier tags black? In the same vein, the red-haired boy did the same and the receptionist frowned.
“If this is the entire party, assuming the others don’t have tags then you cannot accept the request.”
Arc spoke up. “Huh? Why not?”
“Well, because this is one B Tier adventurer and two C Tier adventurers trying to do an A Tier request. We cannot allow it for such an important quest like this one.”
Meika paused. Arc was C Tier?
“Okay, but I’m a Medal of Bravery holder, that ought to help, no?” Arc said, showing a shiny pin.
Meika blinked once more. A C Tier person had a Medal of Bravery?! The woman behind the counter shook her head.
“Unfortunately not. I cannot allow you all to take this request. There is no way it can be completed. You’d need a party of full B Tier adventurers for me to accept this.”
Meika felt her heart drop, and also nothing but confusion. Malz wasn’t an adventurer, and Arc was only C Tier… Nothing made sense to her. She was pushed aside by the man in the blue robes; Arc raised her brow and the receptionist seemed confused.
Without hesitation, the man took out a black adventurer tag with gold engravings and then, he slammed it onto the table.
“Will this make you reconsider?”
Meika and Arc blinked; an S Tier adventurer?! The receptionist gulped and took the tag before reading it, and at that moment she began to shake.
“Y-Your holiness… the leader of the church of the Dragon of Water, the Water Paladin…”
Meika felt her brain completely pause, and the rest of the guild hearing the news lost their mind⁠s— even the Guildmaster slammed the door open as she called for a private meeting with the party. Meika didn’t understand anything.
What was… happening?




Chapter. 21: The Water Paladin

Next thing we knew, we found ourselves in a private room with the Guildmaster: a lady with blonde hair, green eyes, and a stern-looking face that seemed to be in her forties. Though, right now, her expression was one of astonishment. The Dragon of Water had been seated in front of the desk, while everyone else was made to stand around.
“So…” the Guildmaster began. “What brings his esteemed holiness here?”
Malz raised her brow, and Regis’karr chuckled. “Never thought the Dragon of Water had his own church.”
“Well, to be fair, it’s not like much is known about what he does,” Faral said, crossing her arms.
“Should we even care though?” Malz asked.
I just stared as the Guildmaster immediately got promptly irritated by the interjection from the other dragons. Meanwhile, Meika seemed surprised at their casual demeanor.
“Enough,” she said gravely. “This is a conversation with the Water Paladin.”
“If you didn’t want us here, you could’ve just told us so,” Malz said offhandedly.
The Guildmaster frowned, and the Dragon of Water spoke. “It’s fine, don’t mind my friends, they are just like that.”
Malz frowned but said nothing, and the Guildmaster nodded,  coughing lightly to resume her questioning.
“As I was asking: what brings you here, holy Water Paladin?”
There was some silence as the Dragon of Water was stared at. “Some personal commitments have me here; I don’t wish to talk about it. Right now, I’m helping my…” He coughed. “Friends.”
Well, he had said mostly the truth. We weren’t his friends, but the other part was entirely accurate. The Guildmaster on the other hand seemed to nod.
“I see, so everyone here is your friend.” She nodded once more before giving Malz a glance. “I hope you can talk with your friend over there about the ruckus she caused yesterday.”
Did the Dragon of Water have any idea of what it was?
“Will do,” he agreed without a second thought. “Can we accept the request? That’s what we are here for, nothing else, nothing more. My personal commitments don’t allow me to spend too much time on this.”
The Guildmaster oddly enough jolted for a moment before hastily nodding. “Oh right, I will personally process the request.”
With those words, she stood up and left the room, much to my amusement.
“Huh, so she just dragged us here out for your popularity?” I asked the Dragon of Water.
“It would seem so,” he agreed simply. “Apologies for causing trouble.”
“It’s okay.” I thought for a moment. “How did things go with Thomas?”
“They went somewhat well; there was a lot of stuff he refused to agree to.” The Dragon of Water shook his head. “Regardless, it doesn’t matter too much.”
“I see. Yeah, it doesn’t.”
And with that, we just waited. Meika was looking at all of us with astonishment but we chose to pay it no mind. Meanwhile, Ceylon was just standing awkwardly around. Hopefully, the Guildmaster wouldn’t be gone for too long.
* * * * *
Orline had been the Guildmaster of Rivas’ Adventurer’s Guild for some years now, and while she had seen and met incredible S Tier adventurers, this was the first time she had met an adventurer with such widespread renown⁠ or status.
He was the Water Paladin, the leader of the church of the Dragon of Water. While the church was located on another continent, it was known to generate vast wealth. That said, she never expected to meet one of the most prestigious and fabled adventurers in the world. It was said that the Water Paladin had been an S Tier adventurer for over three centuries.
She hadn’t even lived that long in the first place!
Orline’s heart was beating; even though she herself was an A Tier adventurer, she couldn’t believe she had met the Water Paladin out of all people. The last time she felt excited was when she met Jake the Weapon Master not too long ago, but before that… nothing like that had happened.
Though she did wonder.
Was Jake stronger than the Water Paladin? There was a chance. It was said that the man was at the precipice of SS Tier, something that was unheard of in current times. Then again, considering how ancient the Water Paladin was, perhaps there was a chance the man too was extremely close to the fabled SS Tier as well.
To think she had met two people whose strength was unfathomable to her, all in such a short and close time period. It was something she never expected. That said⁠— she was also on edge about the woman friend of the Water Paladin: the raven-haired one. She was strong, undoubtedly so, but didn’t seem to be an adventurer, and her clothes were strange.
Orline didn’t really understand what she was, or what her role in society was. And perhaps she’d never find out. Perhaps she was a high-ranking member of the church of the Dragon of Water. Out of all the Grand Dragon Elders, it was the only one known to have a church after all.
Though Orline did wonder why the other dragons never bothered to establish something like that. It did seem to have a lot of benefits, especially in terms of loyalty and keeping secrets, plus having a territory and the like.
Not like she would ever get the answer to that.
Shaking her head she took the information and the adventurer tags from the receptionist. Instead, she focused on what mattered the most in her mind: The Water Paladin. The man that had true renown at the world level, a holy entity who bore the name of the Dragon of Water everywhere he went.
Someone of such prestige was in her office, waiting for her. Someone of that caliber. Someone that amazing.
Orline smiled as she opened the office door, watching all eyes make contact with her except for the dignified Water Paladin⁠— and she paused seeing what was on his neck.
“Is that… a slave collar?”
And everyone inside the room turned to the Water Paladin.
* * * * *
Meika couldn’t believe it. How hadn’t she noticed it⁠— how hadn’t she recognized the Water Paladin?! She looked at the shining collar on the man’s neck; Arc and Ceylom seemed suddenly uncomfortable, the red-haired boy seemed to sigh, and the other two women seemed to just look with interest into what would happen.
What was… And the Water Paladin opened his mouth.
“It is not. It is an ornament of servitude to show my loyalty to the Dragon of Water and by extension the Dragon Queen of Frost.”
Arc froze, Meika raised her brow⁠— since when was the Dragon of Frost female? Meanwhile, the Guildmaster seemed to nod.
“I see. That is very interesting…”
She didn’t even acknowledge the oddity in what was being said, but Meika was aware of it.
Didn’t this mean the Dragon of Water was now a subordinate to the dragon queen?
Huh…
* * * * *
Well, that had turned awkward for a bit, even Malz stifled a chuckle when the Dragon of Water mentioned he was under my rule. But thankfully, no other information had been disclosed from it.
Instead, we just stood there as the Guildmaster seemed to do whatever she needed to do with our adventurer tags, and after a few moments, she nodded and handed back the black tag to the Dragon of Water, before handing me mine and Regis his.
“While normally I wouldn’t approve this mission with just four registered adventurers, given the Water Paladin is present I can make an exception,” she said, letting out a breath. “That is all.”
“Thank you,” Meika said in a low voice.
The Guildmaster nodded at her, and shortly after we left the guild, with dozens of eyes on us, now focused on the Dragon of Water instead. Ceylon had asked for a copy of the request which was nice. As soon as we exited the building I turned to Meika.
“How far away is the dragon?”
“Oh.” She blinked. “About twelve hours away by foot, and shorter while running⁠— so not too far away actually. We can rent horses and get there in a few hours.”
“Huh, yeah that’s not too far.”
I thought for a moment. I still didn’t want to talk for that long or take such a long journey. Perhaps it was because I had quite literally grown to love the life in the city of Rivas, and by that, I meant indulging in whatever worldly pleasure I wanted, but I was apprehensive to travel for twelve hours for no real reason.
At least I didn’t consider⁠— well…
I did consider Ceylon to be worth the twelve hours of travel, but in this case, it could actually be avoided. So with a smile, I turned to the Dragon of Water.
“Well, I’m sure the Water Paladin ought to have a movement skill that could transport all of us and make the journey trivial.”
The Dragon of Water blinked and thought for a moment before shaking his head. “I don’t wish to reveal my secrets to… the girl.”
Meika blinked, given the sudden attention that she was given. I didn’t expect this, though, well, perhaps that made things easier. She hesitated.
“I wouldn’t tell it to anyone.”
“I just don’t want you to see it,” the Dragon of Water said firmly.
“Right…” Meika was put in an awkward position in just a moment.
Then Malz spoke. “If she’s okay with it I can use a skill that would block all sight and hearing. It will be like going to sleep pretty much.”
Meika blinked. “That is… if it’s harmless then I think I can agree to it.”
The Dragon of Water nodded. “Alright, then let’s go outside of town.”
Well, that had resolved itself extremely quickly. And being honest, I was glad.
In half an hour we found ourselves outside of Rivas, already entering a nearby forest given our somewhat brisk pace. Then finally Malz turned to Meika.
“Alright, are you ready?”
The girl nodded. “Yeah, I am.”
Malz nodded and raised her hand. Meika seemed to be ready to flinch, but all Malz did was flick her fingers. In an instant, Meika fell to the ground unconscious. It was… a bit weird and odd to look at, and also not flashy like I expected.
“Alright, well, now we can go,” Malz let out a breath.
“Yeah,” I nodded, turning to the Dragon of Water. “So, while I want to ask you to turn into a dragon and take us there, it’s probably better to…” I turned to Regis’karr. “Use you instead.”
“Ha…” He sighed. “Yeah, I expected that, I guess.”
With that, we set off.
* * * * *
Meika didn’t understand what had happened. One moment she was standing and the next one she was in a deep slumber. She hadn’t even had the chance to resist. In the end, she was surrounded by darkness. Even though she was aware of it, time seemed muddled and the atmosphere was relaxing.
The darkness around her was… comforting.
She felt mild movement, mild shuffles of her body, but nothing that disturbed her. It just added to the experience. At the same time, she was still mildly conscious, and she was… surprised. Malz’s skill had such an effect on her, and she herself was B Tier. It was interesting, but also given what she felt… it was nice.
Like being embraced by a mother almost…
At this rate, she felt like she could actually sleep. That her consciousness could fade and that she would be at peace⁠—
And the darkness burst. Meika jolted on a grassy ground as Malz raised her brow.
“Huh, that was fast. You almost died.”
“Wait, what?” Meika blinked.
Malz shook her head and didn’t explain anything. It was… weird. But when she looked around, there were mountains surrounding them, and they were in the middle of a forest.
This was…
“Well, now we are here,” Arc said simply. “One hour versus twelve: isn’t that great?”
“Indeed,” the Water Paladin agreed.
Oh. Meika had a hard time processing it, but they had already made it to their destination. That was… strange. Then, as she blinked, the other people were already heading forward. Arc turned to her and the Water Paladin.
“We’ll go ahead, you two can stay behind to do whatever you want.”
“Oh…” Meika blinked. “Wait, I’m not ready yet⁠—”
“It’s fine, we can catch up in a bit.” The Water Paladin said, shaking his head. “Not like they are in any danger, anyway.”
“They aren’t?” Meika asked skeptically, and she was just met with a nod.
It was an S Tier adventurer saying it so it had to be the truth… She swallowed, deciding to not worry about Arc and the group, instead choosing to focus on preparing herself for the fight of her life. All while the Water Paladin stood around, just seemingly waiting for her.
It was weird… but upon seeing the collar again Meika couldn’t help but do a double-take; it looked so realistic…
“Are you sure it’s not a slave collar?” she asked jokingly.
The Water Paladin didn’t smile, instead just lowering his head. “It is a slave collar, and I’m not even the Water Paladin but the Dragon of Water himself.”
Meika blinked. “What?”
And the man smiled. “It’s just a joke, let’s go.”
He waved and stepped forward, all while Meika couldn’t help but just watch.
“Right…”
What kind of joke was that?




Chapter. 22: Leveling Up

Meika didn’t really understand things, everything was slightly too weird… Even though she was being accompanied by an S Tier individual ⁠— the Water Paladin ⁠— she still found everything odd. Perhaps it was simply because the man before her didn’t actually behave like an S Tier individual should in her mind.
Not like she knew any other S Tiers, but the Water Paladin seemed odd to her somehow or in some way, unconcerned about his friends that had gone up ahead. Shouldn't he be worried? Meika was certainly worried, they were going to fight a wyvern⁠— it was said that a wyvern could still give difficulty to S Tiers.
And yet the man was totally unconcerned about anything really, at the same time, it wasn’t a confident kind of unconcerned but more like unbothered.
Meika found it off-putting, and for a moment as she walked along with the man towards the cave of destination she couldn’t help but wonder⁠— and she heard a small yelp as blood splattered.
“You were supposed to immobilize it,” Arc’s voice came from afar.
“Well, it was just so weak, what can I do?!” Malz replied somewhat alarmed.
Meika just blinked and looked forward, only to see what seemed to be some kind of⁠— and she paused, recognizing the Rekar Boar, a B Tier monster. Its limbs were completely turned to mush and it wasn’t breathing as blood dripped from a giant gaping hole within its chest.
And all Meika could do was blink.
Had they just accidentally killed a B Tier monster…?
The girl, Ceylon, was just standing there with a spear in her hands, her expression weird but most of it carried disappointment. Which meant⁠— she wasn’t even completely shocked about what she had witnessed. Meika meanwhile was just aghast.
She didn’t even understand how things were supposed to⁠—
And a roar came from behind the small group. Ceylon jolted, and Arc and Malz just turned as this time an Acrid Wolf pounced upon Malz. Another B Tier threat⁠— and it hit. Malz didn’t even move as the beast tried to eat her shoulder. Meika blinked, noticing that the fangs refused to pierce the woman’s skin.
What was she even watching…?
It was a wolf that was easily heavier than her; its fur was green and acid was dripping onto the grass as it corroded it. It was a lumbering beast that was easily two meters long and yet it helplessly scratched and bit at Malz. What the⁠—
“Well it’s immobilized,” Malz said after some hesitation.
“That’s not…” Arc sighed, shaking her head, and approached the wolf.
Meika blinked as the acid splattered onto her but it just slid off her clothes without so much as doing anything. Arc just stepped forward and with a flick of her finger, she sent the wolf flying⁠— the gigantic beast yelped in pain as it hit a tree before falling onto the ground. Then, with a flick of her finger, ice sprouted⁠—
Its limbs and neck became fixed to the ground as the beast helplessly thrashed. Meika couldn’t⁠⁠— what? It had been defeated and subjugated so easily.
“There, now Ceylon can kill it.”
“Huh, right.” Malz nodded.
And meanwhile, the girl in question, Ceylon, seemed hesitant, holding her spear as she stared at the thrashing beast. That was until Arc approached her, and gave her a small pat on the back. That was enough to make the blonde girl nod and step forward, she was still shaking but nonetheless raised the spear and stabbed⁠.
The beast yelped and thrashed harder. The ice didn’t even budge. Meika just blinked as the blonde girl seemed to murder the beast without flinching too much and a few moments later a sigh left her.
“It’s still alive…” Ceylon shook her head. “A B Tier monster has too much vitality for me to kill.”
Meika thought that that indeed made sense.
“Oh, right.” Arc nodded and flicked her finger.
And a spike of ice pierced through the skull of the beast, immediately killing it as chunks of bone and flesh spilled out. It was… effortless. A B Tier monster hadn’t stood a single chance, it had been handled as if it was nothing more than the weakest of all monsters.
Meika just blinked as Ceylon raised her brow, surprised.
“One more level and I can choose a class it seems.”
“That’s nice. Do you have any idea what class you want?” Arc asked.
“Not… really…” Ceylon trailed off seemingly uncomfortable. “I never gave it that much thought…”
“Right…” Arc just agreed.
Meika meanwhile was still trying to understand what had transpired before her eyes. Not only had two B Tier monsters been easily killed but they had also been wiped the floor with. And they were leveling up a single blonde girl who… wasn’t even level ten? Such strong individuals were helping with that?!
She didn’t believe it…
“Well, let’s just go ahead and you can make a decision when you get your class options,” Arc said nonchalantly.
Ceylon nodded in response, and with that, they began walking forward. But Meika just stood there, somewhat shocked and lost. She didn’t know what she had to be doing⁠— and she got a tap on the back from none other than the Water Paladin.
“Let’s go.”
Meika hesitated but nodded, immediately tagging along.
Perhaps… she was stressing about the dragon for nothing considering everyone seemed confident enough… There was still another woman and the red-haired boy who hadn’t yet spoken, just minding their own business. If the two of them were as strong as Arc and Malz, then it certainly wouldn’t be a worry…
And Meika let out a quiet sigh to herself as they walked through the forest. In the end, she couldn’t comprehend what was happening. They were supposed to be walking into the hardest battle of their lives, but instead, it felt as if it was nothing more than a casual stroll. It was hard to understand.
Oddly enough, in spite of the cacophony of sounds inside the forest, nothing dared to approach. It was as if the sounds and the monster noises were nothing but an illusion, which Meika found strange. The casual atmosphere didn’t help either, and they were growing closer to reaching the cave where the dragon resided.
Meika had never expected that her experience during this mission would be like this, but she supposed it was fine.
Shaking her head, she looked ahead, only to see the cave in the distance. And at that moment a deeper roar shook the forest. Meika tensed⁠— it was a roar that sent shivers down her spine, it was feral and full of aggressiveness.
Then a moment later she saw a monster sprinting out of the cave. It was⁠ shadowed and the world around it distorted⁠— her pupils constricted immediately recognizing it. It was a Shadow Panther⁠— A Tier threat and it was coming right at them!
Malz stepped forward and Meika panicked.
They were going to die!
“Oh, let me try it then.” Malz pointed her hand at the panther as it pounced towards them. “[Shadow Gravity].”
And, the panther immediately hit the ground, the rock exploded; flesh and shadows flew through the air as a silence permeated the forest. There were no shrieks, no struggle, no nothing. Its life had been extinguished as soon as it hit the ground.
Meika’s jaw hit the floor as Malz just scratched her head.
“Dying from that… isn’t that a bit pathetic?”
And in response, Arc just sighed.
* * * * *
Ceylon didn’t really know what she was… doing. Yeah, she was here, on the mission to kill the wyvern along with Arc, Malz, Faral, Regis’karr, and the Dragon of Water whose name she did not know. She was here in this place, on this mission, in order to level up and get stronger.
But the thing is, she was an F Tier individual: she had never so much as leveled up before in her life, and she had no basis or aspirations in regards to strength. And now, here she was, trying to forge her path with incredibly generous help coming from Arc. Malz too, though to a much lesser extent.
It was a bit hard to think about everything. Then again, she was here to grow stronger, all in order to be able to fend for herself should Arc not be available. It was⁠— it made sense really. She had managed to stall the Hero of Flames long enough and had stood up for herself. It was hard, but she had done it.
However, perhaps, other people wouldn’t be as kind as the Hero of Flames, which was why she had to grow stronger. Ceylon had no goals of being stronger than Arc, or surpassing her, or even having strength worthy of being a hero’s friend, but rather it was more about being strong enough in order to not burden Arc.
Hopefully, that barrier was at B Tier. A Tier that most individuals did not reach in their lifetime… It was weird to think about. But Ceylon’s main goal was to… be strong enough, so perhaps the Tier she needed could be C Tier, or perhaps it could be… A Tier.
She didn’t know, and admittedly, she didn’t want to know.
It was not something she ever expected to deal with, but it was something she had to deal with, for better or for worse. However, she had yet to even take the first step, and perhaps the most important step and that was…
Picking a class.
A step that most nobles had a lot of assistance with, and in fact, received great help with. And that was due to the available class options for a person: there weren’t many really. The average person had about four starter class options, and while they would mutate down the line⁠; they would end up loosely connected. So, if she picked something related to magic, down the road she’d still be using magic.
And well, she was nervous about her class choices, she hadn’t done anything combat-related this entire time⁠. Which meant that most likely all her class choices would be for… other adjacent things. It… she didn’t want that.
She… wasn’t looking forward to it either.
Ceylon didn’t show her emotional turmoil as they entered the cave. In the end, she was receiving generous help from Arc and Malz, and well she couldn’t let negative emotions consume her. Instead, she had to be hopeful that her options would be something good⁠— something that could be worked with in order to give her a brighter future.
Taking a breath, Ceylon raised her spear as she heard the sounds of monsters ahead. Meanwhile, Malz spoke.
“I’ll give up if I cannot do it after this.”
“Alright,” Arc agreed.
To be honest, Ceylon was shocked that Malz was so… bad at controlling her strength; though at the same time, the panther was an accident given the entire thing was coated in magical shadows that Malz just so happened to… well, crush.
Not like it mattered, Ceylon just had one thing to care about and that was… leveling up.
At that moment another Shadow Panther came from ahead, and Malz with a flick of her finger⁠— ripped it. All four of its limbs went flying as it landed on the ground like a sack of flour. Then it was quickly apprehended as it unleashed harrowing screeches of pain throughout the cave.
It was still alive.
Though it was also off-putting. Meika, the normal adventurer that had been unlucky to come with them, just gasped in surprise once more. Ceylon felt… a bit bad all things considered. As for Arc not wanting to expose herself, it seemed that she didn’t care too much about rumors so long as the wide world didn’t see her actions, so perhaps letting Meika watch this much was fine.
That she didn’t know, but again⁠— it didn’t really matter.
Taking a deep breath, Ceylon stepped forward and raised her spear. The Shadow Panther before her was miserable, it pulled at her heartstrings, but she didn’t care. She had to grow stronger.
Gritting her teeth, Ceylon stabbed forward. The panther yelped⁠— again. Ceylon drew another painful scream from the beast as she continued to stab it mercilessly. She didn’t know for how long she did it, or how many times she stabbed, but by the time she was a sweating mess the beast was still alive.
Arc quickly put it out of its misery and a deluge of notifications came.
Not like she paid attention, for she just knew that she had reached the right level for things.
“I can choose a class now…”
“That’s good.” Arc nodded. “Do you want to do it now?”
Ceylon hesitated. “I’d rather do it outside but I don’t want to interfere with the mission, and I’d rather not have you around…”
Arc blinked but nodded with a weird face before gesturing to the Dragon of Water. The man approached and Arc whispered things into his ear, all while Ceylon sighed.
She didn’t want to admit it, but should her choices be terrible, she didn’t want Arc to see her.
Arc had [Appraisal], if she got a bad class, Ceylon didn’t think she’d be able to bear the shame. But this way, she could at least prepare herself for the worst…
She took a deep breath once more, and the Dragon of Water came her way.
“I’ll be protecting you. Let us go. You too Meika.”
The girl nodded in surprise. “Alright.”
And with that, they left the cave. Ceylon paid no mind to Meika who asked questions to the Dragon of Water. Instead, she stepped to the side as the Dragon of Water seemed to cast a spell on her before he too left.
Now she was all alone.
Taking a deep breath, Ceylon opened her notifications and then… paused.
What?
[You have been offered multiple unique classes.]
[Eight class choices available.]




Chapter. 23: Crownbearer Wyvern

Wyvern, a lesser species of dragons. Their race name would send tremors through the land. They were mighty, their name almost at the same height as the fabled S Tier beings. They were the descendants of dragons, children of their blood, kindred of greatness, and true-born heirs to carry the greatness of their ancestors.
There were wyvern subspecies that carried the illustrious torch of dragons, those that mutated and attuned to their draconic bloodline, growing closer than ever to the heights of their forefathers and touching upon their same Tier.
S Tier.
And within the mountain, one of such great wyverns resided. It had taken the place as its residence. Slumbering and using it to rest, having fled from its home due to a scare from unknown and terrifying magic. It could sense that the surroundings weren’t safe for even an S Tier being. Hence, this new home, this new place where it had to adapt and learn how to live life.
The wyvern hardly understood what had happened amongst the forefathers, those who commanded the elements, those who could split the sea, bend the sunlight⁠— control reality itself. And yet, in spite of wielding such power, they had faced a threat that it couldn’t comprehend, and perhaps it would never comprehend it. Just like how other lesser beings wouldn’t comprehend the struggles that the wyvern faced.
They would come and try to hunt it, only to be felled in battle with relative ease. It was jarring, it was grating, it was annoying. The wyvern had chosen to make its nest for rest, and yet those pesky little things, those pesky humans. Annoying little things that thought all land was ruled by them; as if territories didn’t exist ⁠— a ridiculous mentality.
They were pests. Plaguing the land and claiming it as theirs even though most didn’t have the power to back up their goals. It was a ridiculous mentality that the wyvern looked down upon. As a Crownbearer Wyvern, it was only natural that it would claim a territory to rule with its mighty strength, a place to call home. But the humans had been quick to take issue with that, and they hadn’t stopped pestering it ever since.
Lately, they hadn’t come by, but who knows how long until they would come to pester it again. The Crownbearer Wyvern couldn’t take it much longer. Those lesser things intruded into its land on a quest to reclaim what was supposedly rightfully theirs⁠— it was delusional, it was deluded, and it was ridiculous.
Just thinking about it made its blood boil. Its claws dug into the ground of its resting place⁠: it was infuriating! But in the end, getting angry about it was meaningless. Right now, it had to rest and settle, evaluate the state of things and how to deal with the humans, not get angry about them. And so it had tried to do so; that was until⁠— it sensed them.
The humans stepped into its cave. They slayed any monster that came their way in a matter of moments, but all the Crownbearer Wyvern felt was irritation, anger, and bloodlust. It felt nothing more than an intense desire to rip them to shreds⁠— the gall of these lower beings! It had known something was wrong; it hadn’t felt emotions like these about humans for days now! But all of a sudden they were back in full force.
It just made sense.
The Crownbearer Wyvern rose from its spot, its scale-covered body coursing with strength as its lumbering figure was put on full display. Its chamber was the place for battle, a wide cavity underground that was hundreds of meters tall and wide, enough for the wyvern to show its full mighty wingspan.
It was a terrifying beast, one that would be the nightmare of hundreds of thousands of adventurers and a daunting challenge. It was a Crownbearer Wyvern, its scales black with a golden sheen, and at its head, a pair of horns grew, reminiscent of a golden crown. A dignified existence that commanded respect for anyone to see, and its power unfathomable to most.
It was going to end things in a single moment: get rid of the puny humans that dared intrude upon its territory. And all it took was to display its strength, first, it’d make them cower with a mighty roar, then it would slowly torture them until they begged for mercy before finally finishing them off and letting one get away to spread the word that the territory had been officially lost.
The Crownbearer Wyvern was a beast of great intellect, and as such it decided that that was the best course of action to warn the neighboring human settlements. Ruling through fear was for the best; the humans had already tried to bite back, and now it was their last ditch effort before they realized it was an unwinnable struggle.
The wyvern listened in great detail as the footsteps grew closer until, finally, he saw the group emerge from the cave. Unlike other humans, they wore no armor, just colorful clothing. Their demeanor was casual, but that was about to change. The wyvern leapt and immediately landed in front of the group, unleashing a mighty roar.
The human’s hair was ruffled by the wind and they didn’t even flinch, but it didn’t matter.
“You puny humans dare to intrude upon my lair?!” Its mighty roar echoed. “A dragon’s lair?!”
Contrary to expectations, most of the humans frowned upon hearing it. However, what the Crownbearer Wyvern didn’t expect was the green-haired one to step forward and grit her teeth.
“You, a lesser species, dare to claim to be a dragon?!” venom came from her voice.
It found her words irritating and stepped forward, its claws digging into the ground as it roared back.
“Silence, human!”
All the woman did was step forward and an overwhelming pressure hit it⁠— what was even happening!? The wyvern struggled as it felt the air around it force it to the ground.
It didn’t understand what was happening: all the woman had done was take a step forward and now it was being brought down?! The wyvern felt its legs give way as it knelt before the human, it was humiliating. Fury quickly overcame its being⁠ as mana within its maw began to accumulate.
Even if she had strange magic, against its strongest attack it was meaningless⁠—
And in front it saw the woman shift⁠; right before its very eyes her form contorted with green light only to be met with a light-green being⁠—
Its eyes widened as the mana dispersed from its maw in shock.
It was…
The Crownbearer Wyvern recognized her. Not because it had seen her before but because its very genes⁠— its very instincts and body⁠— told it who the being before it was. It was a dragon, but not any dragon⁠. It was one of the true ancestors.
The Dragon of Wind.
At that moment, all it could do was gulp as the Dragon of Wind looked down on it, then a moment later her tail whipped⁠— the wyvern was sent flying across the cave and hit the stone walls with a small screech of pain. Its mind was blaring, its emotions were confused; it didn’t make sense. Nothing made sense.
Why⁠— why was the mighty Dragon of Wind with some humans? Why was someone of such status working with them? Those thoughts plagued its mind, filling it with nothing but growing hatred before it felt the growing pressure on its body vanishing. The wyvern stood in anger and screamed in anger.
“Why are you working with puny humans?!”
The Dragon of Wind said nothing and next the red-haired boy stepped forward and transformed before its eyes. The wyvern paused as it once more⁠— recognized one of the forefathers, this time it was a red dragon that sent chills down its spine. It was…
The Dragon of Flames…
What?
It didn’t understand, or rather it didn’t make sense to it. However, something in its brain was itching, so it turned to the human in black.
“Are you?”
And she just nodded in response, before once more transforming before its very eyes⁠— this time it was none other than the Dragon of Shadows. Three mighty beings stood before it, but why? The wyvern didn’t understand; it was confused, and it was angry at itself that it had disrespected its higher kindred.
Then, it spotted the last being, the one in white.
“That must mean… you are the Dragon of Frost…”
“Huh?” The woman blinked. “No, I wouldn’t wish to be that lunatic.”
The wyvern blinked, its mind hearing nothing but white noise. She had denied being the Dragon of Frost, and that begged the question. Who was she? However, before it could ask anything further, the woman spoke again.
“I’m just a human with draconic blood, and I’m better off this way.”
The wyvern felt further confusion at her words. Human? A human was traveling with the mighty dragons? It was… there was only one thing that made sense to it, and it was anger-inducing. A deep hatred quickly rooted within the wyvern’s heart. Why wasn’t she fighting? Why was she standing back? It hated that!
“A slave like you dares to back off while the dragons fight?!”
At that moment, the world darkened. The wyvern was pressed against the ground and the temperature rose by several degrees, danger blared in all directions as a deep hiss from the Dragon of Wind entered its ears.
“You dare speak to the Dragon Ruler in such a way?!”
Dragon Ruler? Her?! A human?! That didn’t make sense to it at all, and in fact, angered it even further. All of the previous conflicting emotions the wyvern felt spiraled into a single assumption⁠.
Mana gathered at its maw.
The assumption was simple, and that was:
It prepared itself.
Humans were a plague that had to be eradicated if they had managed to rule over the dragons too.
And he…
He would be the one to initiate the culling!
And he fired, the strength of the attack easily breaking into S Tier⁠— in a single moment a blinding yellow light was fired in a cone, destroying one side of the mountain.
* * * * *
Ceylon couldn’t believe her luck, but as soon as she opened her class options, she sobered up and fast. In fact, they seemed to be getting worse and worse: first was [Fledgling Aristocrat], then [Merchant], then [Peddler], then [Explorer], and then…
[Freeloader]⁠—
But just as she was about to give up, she saw her sixth-class option.
[Unwavering Companion ⁠— You have chosen someone and made them one of the most important aspects of your life, and as such ⁠— whether it is because of their status, their strength, or their personality ⁠— you have chosen to have an unwavering loyalty for them, and thus won’t stop at anything to be a great companion.
“Unwavering, loyal, and everlasting⁠:
that’s what I am.” ⁠— Mysa, the Hero of Darkness. ]
Finally…
It was something that… seemed worth it even if non-descript. Classes had theme descriptions, and based on that one could gauge the type of skills they would acquire in the future. While… being a great companion was a very broad term, Ceylon felt that it wouldn’t be a regretful choice…
Taking a deep breath she looked at the next option.
[Chosen Merchant ⁠— You have closed a business deal never seen before in history. Your talent in business is immeasurable, and you’re destined to reach great heights in the monetary world.
“At my hands, commerce will be the way to a peaceful society.” ⁠⁠⁠— Credence, King of Draliz.]
It was… a lot less appealing to say the least.
Though it had a quote from King Credence himself, which Ceylon did note, it didn’t matter too much. This class meant only one more real choice remained, and she wasn’t sure if she was ready to read it.
But she had to…
For Arc.
[Illustrious Friend of the Hero ⁠— Heroes, fabled beings that are placed on pedestals; you have chosen to befriend one and deal with their human side. For better or for worse your fate has been intertwined, and as such you have expectations to fulfill, from magic all the way to relationships. Your attunement to light shall help you on the way there, but until then all you can do is remain faithful.
“Ha? You think befriending you was a mistake? It’s been a blast, grow up.” ⁠— Elana, the Unwavering Light.]
Ceylon knew⁠— just from the class name, this was… it.
Sure all of the classes sounded more like titles instead, but they were unique classes, and this one was everything she wanted and more. There wasn’t even a decision to make.
Taking a deep breath, Ceylon extended her hand towards the floating system window.
And at that moment, she heard someone call her name⁠⁠ as the rock of the mountain began to shine with yellow hues, growing more intense by the second.
She touched the class and— the wall next to her exploded into a blinding light.




Chapter. 24: Lighthouse

Just like that, the Crownbearer Wyvern had extinguished the human ⁠— the so-called Dragon Ruler ⁠— and by extension, it had probably done a great favor to the forefathers. While it didn’t understand what had led to a human having such a position, it didn’t really matter. All that mattered was that the human was now gone.
The wyvern watched everything be taken by the light, all while the dragons around just watched with no reaction whatsoever. It was odd, it was an incredibly strong attack that couldn’t be ignored, and in spite of the fact that it had happened before the eyes of the great dragons⁠— they just hadn’t reacted. Was this a ploy? A test?
Had they recognized how strong and how close to the dragons the Crownbearer Wyvern was? Were they here to share their blood with it to help it reach greater heights? It didn’t understand what was even happening, but the fact that there was no animosity from the dragons was something reassuring.
However, as the light began to fade he noticed a shadow standing in front of it. Everything cleared as the sunlight began to shine into the cave chamber, and before it, the white-haired girl stood, the Dragon Ruler. She was unscathed, however, instead of looking at the wyvern who had attacked she was looking behind at the destruction that had been unleashed.
Part of the forest had been consumed; the attack destroyed more than just the mountain. Wisps of smoke rose from the environment. However, in spite of the destruction, the Crownbearer Wyvern was feeling unsettled. The eerie silence was bashing at its brain, telling it that something was very wrong.
None of the dragons moved. No words were spoken. All there was to hear was the blowing of the wind. It was as if everything had stopped⁠— but the Dragon Ruler was alive, so why? The inability to understand what was happening filled the Crownbearer Wyvern with an uneasy feeling.
Then⁠— a sigh echoed as the Dragon Ruler turned to the wyvern, her murderous and cold gaze sent shivers down its spine.
“You know? That was in Ceylon’s direction. I can sense that she is fine, so don’t get me wrong.” The woman stepped forward, cold spreading across the air. “However, whether you intended to do that or not, you overstepped the line, lizard.”
Her voice came out like a hiss; however, even though it was an insult, the Crownbearer Wyvern couldn’t take offense from it— not when it felt as if it was about to die. It didn’t understand what or who Ceylon was, but it had made a mistake and now all it could do was…
It had to flee…
It slowly backed off from the woman that was taking slow steps in its direction. It had to run away from the territory it had claimed. It had to flee and lick its wounds, and hopefully never cross paths with the Dragon Ruler ever again⁠—
And the Crownbearer Wyvern paused.
What would that accomplish?
It had yet to fully stand up for itself. Wouldn’t that mean they would keep chasing it until the confines of the earth? At that moment, the Crownbearer Wyvern realized that there was no escaping. Not without fighting first and showing that it wasn’t a pushover⁠— that it wouldn’t be defeated just like that.
It didn’t care who the human before it was, who the dragons around were, or what a Ceylon was. It just knew that it had to fight.
The Crownbearer Wyvern pressed its claws into the ground and readied itself, mana gathering around its body as it prepared for an explosive attack⁠. It happened in less than a second as it lunged and that’s when it saw her⁠— the Dragon Ruler was hovering above it and without hesitation, she kicked.
Bones shattered, the earth split, and the wind broke as a bloodied struggle for its life began.
* * * * *
Ceylon didn’t know what happened, all she remembered was… white. And now, she was surrounded by it, an eternal expanse of white. It wasn’t a blinding light so much as it was akin to an infinite void. She didn’t understand where she was, or what she was doing there. She just remembered the light that sent her there.
And now, Ceylon felt lost.
Was this due to her class?
The choice she had made was something that she felt she wouldn’t regret. She didn’t need a class to teach her how to be a good companion, or the best companion ⁠— that much was a resolution inside Ceylon’s mind even without the System’s help. So in the end, she had chosen to be the [Illustrious Friend of the Hero], a class that sounded like a title.
One whose description was about friendship, companionship, and equality. Perhaps, she would never rise to be as strong as Arc, but at least Ceylon was sure that this class would help her be the best companion there was and more. That’s why she had chosen it, and she was sure it would be the best choice in the future.
That said, even though the class description said something about light affinity, Ceylon didn’t understand it. Why was she in a place of pure light…? It didn’t make much sense to her. However, even though she didn’t understand what was happening Ceylon still walked around the white space, looking for answers.
It seemed endless, and yet in spite of the alien scenery, she felt nothing but complete calm. Ceylon found it slightly disorienting, especially trying to tell in what direction she was actually going and to not retrace her steps. But eventually, she thought she got the hang of it⁠— even though nothing around was changing.
And at that moment, Ceylon received a system notification.
[You have learned a B Tier Passive Skill: Light Immunity.]
Ceylon paused in her tracks, staring at the blue message box from the System before her. As soon as she received the skill she already knew what it did, and well⁠— it was nice. Still, a B Tier skill at E Tier? She had never heard of something like that, but it still reinforced to her that her class choice had been the correct one.
But still⁠— while Ceylon was sure she had obtained the skill as soon as she accepted the class, she still found her whole situation weird. Being in the eternal white expanse and all. That was until another system window appeared.
[Danger has passed, do you wish to leave the Lighthouse?]
That… Ceylon blinked. Now, that she definitely didn’t expect.
System prompts were… rare. She had heard of them before but nothing concrete. And, well it still didn’t really answer how she had found herself here. She knew of the Lighthouse, it was… a place. That’s… all she had heard of. It was in another nation, far from Draliz, and the place held the same kind of renown as the Black Forest itself.
However, in comparison to the Black Forest, the Lighthouse was a manmade structure. As for how it came to exist, or what it was, Ceylon had no idea. All she knew was that it was known as a holy place and a place where the light attunement was most prevalent in all of Arlas.
That was it…
And she was in this… place?
Now that didn’t make sense to her… but perhaps, she wouldn’t find an answer. Not now… Taking a deep breath, she nodded at the system window.
“I wish to leave the Lighthouse.”
Her words were simple, but they were enough for the system window to disappear. And once more, her vision was filled with a bright light. Though at that moment, another system window appeared.
[ Guarding Light has entered a cooldown of: 13 days, 23 hours, and 59 minutes… ]
Oh…
That answered her question. A moment later, Ceylon blinked, sitting down on charred dirt. She was in the same spot as before, but looking at her imminent surroundings all she saw was ruination.
What had even happened?
Ceylon didn’t understand it, but she just had to ask Arc. Ceylon turned and at that moment she heard a cry⁠— a shadow passed by her vision as blood splattered into her surroundings, and a moment later the trees behind her exploded into debris and wood.
Ceylon blinked. What?
She craned her head to the forest where she saw the figure of the wyvern, broken and profusely bleeding, struggling for its life. Her mind blared in confusion before she heard footsteps next to her. Ceylon turned only to see the familiar companion.
“Looks like I was right: you’re fine.” She smiled gently.
Ceylon nodded somewhat confused, but seeing the disaster around her she understood. She had been hit by the attack, and somehow she was fine⁠— it probably had to do with [Light Immunity] but she wasn’t entirely sure.
“Well, let’s go help you kill the wyvern,” Arc said simply as she gave her a pat on the back.
Ceylon felt even more confused and just nodded. Looking at the hate-filled wyvern, she had no sympathy for the monster, and Arc⁠— needless to say didn’t.
* * * * *
The Crownbearer Wyvern was regretting its decision, but just as it was about to spread its wings to flee, it saw a human next to the so-called Ruler of Dragons. She looked like a little girl to it, and for a moment the wyvern didn’t understand. That was until the ruler spoke.
“Alright, Ceylon you can finish it off, I’m just going to beat it up some more.”
The Crownbearer Wyvern found the statement grating, but it still understood what it meant ⁠— that girl was Ceylon ⁠— and for some reason, she held incredible significance to the Dragon Ruler. And that gave it an idea. The wyvern was furious, angry at the beating it received and it wanted payback.
It rose to fight and immediately pounced upon the Dragon Ruler, but it was effortlessly beaten⁠— however, that’s what it wanted. The wyvern ferociously fought, or so he wanted them to believe, reserving his mana for the perfect time. Minutes passed as injuries accrued, and finally, it flopped onto the ground gasping for air.
This was the time it was waiting for.
The Dragon Ruler instructed Ceylon and handed her an ice spear. The Crownbearer Wyvern was sure that such a puny thing wouldn’t be able to kill it, but it didn’t matter. It waited, gathering mana in its throat, hiding it from everyone’s sight. The human in front was weak, and all it had to do was breathe.
Finally, the girl approached and the Crownbearer Wyvern took a deep breath looking at her.
She raised her spear with a weird expression, and at that moment, it opened its maw.
Her eyes went wide and in an instant⁠— she was engulfed by a blinding light. The atmosphere immediately became heavy. The wyvern felt overwhelming fear within its heart, making the breath immediately disperse, and before it⁠— she stood. The girl. She was unharmed, and she brought the spear down.
Its scales shattered and its skull was pierced⁠— immediately being felled by Ceylon.
* * * * *
Ceylon’s heart was jumping. She⁠— she had almost died right then and there… She touched her chest in surprise as the system notifications came.
[ You have defeated: Crownbearer Wyvern. Tier: A. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
…
There were a lot of level up notifications, but no skills gained, which Ceylon found weird, but perhaps she was expecting too much given she had already gained a B Tier skill and some other skill with a cooldown, which was at least in the same Tier…
Still, a sigh left her as Arc immediately appeared next to her and looked over her body before she blinked.
“You’re uninjured.”
Ceylon slowly nodded. “Yeah, I am. I think it’s because of my new skill [Light Immunity].”
“Oh, you got a class?” Arc asked surprised.
There was some confusion before Ceylon nodded once more. “Yeah, it’s a good one.”
Arc looked at her and raised an eyebrow. “[Illustrious Companion of the Hero]? That’s quite a mouthful… didn’t even know classes could be like that…”
“Well…” Ceylon trailed off. “I didn’t know either, but do you like it?”
Arc paused before smiling. “I do, it’s nice. You’re great Ceylon.”
At that moment, there was a pause as Ceylon’s heart skipped a beat before she nodded. She didn’t really feel deserving of being called that, especially not by Arc, but she still managed to muster something to say.
“Thank you…”
Arc nodded and then frowned. “But that also means that that other attack was…” She clenched her fists. “Dragon of Water.”
In a moment, the man appeared before Arc, who asked a question.
“What happened to protecting Ceylon?”
“I did protect her,” the Dragon of Water answered simply. “Any lethal injuries she would survive thanks to my spell.”
Arc paused, before gritting her teeth. “That is… you should know that that is not what I meant.”
The Dragon of Water paused, his eyes widening. “Sorry I thought⁠—”
“Shut up⁠— Order: Slap yourself at full strength.”
And Ceylon winced, watching the dragon slap himself⁠— he flew to the ground in pain.
* * * *
Meika watched the entire interaction from a few meters away, and her mind just paused, uncomprehending reality as a simple realization settled in her mind.
The Water Paladin’s joke wasn't actually a joke…
And then, Arc turned in her direction as the air temperature seemed to drop.




Chapter. 25: Desire

Meika didn’t have time to think of anything further when the voice of Arc echoed in her ears.
“Anything you want to say?”
She blinked and saw the white-haired woman standing in front of her. Meika didn’t even know how Arc got there so fast. There had been no sound, no movement— there hadn’t even been so much as a gust of wind. Her eyes grew wide as her mind slowly understood what was happening.
“Y-You own the Dragon of Water?”
Her question seemed to make the woman pause before she shook her head and sighed. Meika just blinked in confusion; she didn’t understand what was even going on⁠— or what she had just witnessed. The Crownbearer Wyvern had been slain rather effortlessly, and it had even been thrown out of the mountain as if it had been a meaningless sack of potatoes.
Meika didn’t really comprehend anything, but she didn’t even know what to ask. The white-haired woman seemed to be losing interest by the second, which didn’t make sense. Meika panicked⁠— this situation was not something she had ever prepared for, and sure she was an experienced adventurer, but who even got the chance to interact with S Tier beings?!
“A-Are all of you heroes or something?” she blurted.
At that moment, Arc paused, before shaking her head. “No, we are not heroes, and I’d seriously appreciate it if not a single soul hears about this or of what you witnessed.”
“What about the Dragon of Water?“ Meika asked nervously.
“The Dragon of Water is…” Arc trailed off before looking behind her at the fallen man. “Well, a special thing. Let’s just say he made some mistakes, but it is not a permanent arrangement or anything.”
“Right…” Meika looked at the man on the ground, her mind still struggling to process the fact that it was the Dragon of Water⁠— and then she paused. “Is there proof of him being the Dragon of Water?”
“Eh?” Arc tilted her head. “I mean, either way, he’s the Paladin of Water, or whatever, so that’s good enough to not spread information. I hope you understand.”
“Right…”
Meika nodded. That was true: even if the man wasn’t actually the Dragon of Water, and even if his joke had been a half-truth⁠— it was very much a shocking thing. He was still an S Tier adventurer of incredible renown who was enslaved⁠— for one reason or another.
Not only that but by a C Tier adventurer out of all people.
Of course, Meika understood that Arc was clearly a much higher Tier ⁠— at least A Tier⁠ ⁠— but the general public did not know that. Which only meant that if the news got out, a lot of things could go wrong, and Meika held such information…
Though she wasn’t planning on giving it away, she didn’t have a death wish.
“So I guess, after this, we will never see each other again?”
“Well, maybe on the street and unlikely as adventurers, but yeah this never happened,” Arc said nonchalantly. “It’s for the best.”
“Right, it is…”
Meika felt awkward about the atmosphere and situation. In the background Malz and the red-haired boy were talking, while the green-haired woman just stood around, Ceylon sticking close by.
She didn’t really understand what was going on. Or what she should do now. She didn’t want her opportunity to meet extraordinary people to just end like this, but at the same time what could she really do…?
Was there something⁠—
Well, she could certainly threaten Arc but that would be…
To put it kindly, it could potentially be the worst mistake of her life. But still, Meika didn’t want to pass up an opportunity like this. It was something that she would never forgive herself for if she just let it go like that.
“Could I perhaps request your help for any requests?”
“Hm.” Arc began to think and turned to Ceylon in the distance. “For as long as Ceylon needs to level up, yes I suppose so.”
“Right…”
So it was still a very tentative thing⁠…
Meika didn’t want a surface-level relationship with Arc or her friends— she didn’t want to be their friend either, but she wanted more. She wanted to have access to them as a contact, an acquaintance she could come to if anything happened, even if it was at a price. Meika just didn’t want to feel like a stranger to them…
She turned to Arc who seemed to just be staring at the man on the ground rather curiously, her expression rather weird⁠— there was a mixture of amusement and some confusion.
Meika knew she didn’t have all that much time to think about things, so she made her request clear.
“I want to be tutored by you or any of your friends.”
Arc paused and turned to her confused. “I don’t think I can tutor you with anything, and as far as Malz, Regis’karr, or Faral…” she craned her head. “I’m not sure. I could ask, I guess.”
Meika paused. Her request had been heard. But the names of the other companions also seemed familiar. Huh… Meika felt somewhat weirded out by that but decided not to voice it out as she just nodded.
“Right, if I could trouble you to ask...”
Meika was uncertain and nervous, but contrary to her expectations, Arc just nodded again before calling out to them.
“Can y’all come over?”
The group paused, and soon they came, ignoring the man who seemed to be awkwardly limping their way. Finally, the group of people arrived before them and Arc asked.
“Well, could any of you train Meika? I think she’s a melee class so something related to that.”
“Right, I am…” Meika nodded nervously under the scrutiny-filled gaze of the people here.
“Well, I can’t really do much. All I know is shadow magic.” Malz shook her head.
“As for me, well I’m a mage so I can’t help either,” Regis’karr said.
“Right…” The woman called Faral nodded. “I think I can maybe help if it’s training.”
Meika blinked, containing her excitement.
Arc turned to her. “I guess Faral will help you.”
She enthusiastically nodded. “Thank you, I look forward to being trained by someone as strong as you.”
“That’s good,” Faral said, simply meeting her gaze. “Well, then let’s start now?”
“Now?” Meika was confused and turned to Arc. “Is that alright?”
“Sure, if it’s not too long.” The white-haired girl shrugged.
“Alright, let’s start now,” the green-haired woman smiled.
Meika gulped, and in response, Faral waved her hand. A powerful wind current swept through the ground and Meika was sent flying and tumbling across the forest⁠— what? Her heart rushed as she held onto her sword⁠— it was already starting?
She gulped as she rose from the ground on high alert⁠. She didn’t know what was happening but⁠—
And a gust of wind came from behind. Meika turned only to see a blade of magic coming her way, Faral held onto it with a vicious grin.
Meika raised her sword in defense, but the sight just made her wonder:
Had I made a mistake?
And the sword hit. Meika felt her wrist nearly snap as she was sent flying into a tree.




Chapter. 26: The Resolve of an Adventurer

Faral was… excited. Not because she was a battle-crazed maniac like some other powerful beings, but because this was something in her area of expertise. Back in the past, she was the guardian of a small race called the elves; her duties went far and wide, from protecting the territory to teaching the race how to fend for themselves in combat. Whether it was with magic or combat; it didn’t matter.
She had accrued hundreds of years of experience doing this. In fact, she was confident that amongst all the dragons present there was no one else that was better than her in this aspect. Of course, that notion and security didn’t necessarily make her excited, just confident. The part that made her excited was…
Doing this for Arc…
In a single moment, she appeared next to the woman she was training, and warning her through her voice, she kicked⁠— the kick connected and knocked the air out of the girl, sending her rolling across the ground.
Faral was aware that she was being brutal, but it was just part of the process. By overwhelming the opponent with non-lethal blows they would first grow desperate, and then after they would eventually collect themselves and begin to predict⁠— guess. And down the line, they would become true battle-hardened warriors, which was what she wanted.
She wanted to show Arc her worth, and the lengths she was willing to go for her. Partly because Arc was a true dragon, and the strongest of all ⁠— declaring herself the Dragon Queen in front of everyone: that, in Faral’s eyes, was worthy of admiration. Then there was also the fact that Faral had agreed to serve Arc, and she was serious about keeping her word.
Though she did hope this arrangement would not last for too long…
A sigh left her as she punched the woman away; the parry had failed and she was sent back once more.
In the end, she couldn’t help but worry about her home…
Faral was controlling her strength to be higher than the woman’s but not unbeatable, and yet it seemed like the person she was training was completely helpless. But hopefully, that wouldn’t last for too long.
Shaking her head, Faral focused on the situation at hand and continued the training session under the surprised gaze of everyone present.
She had so much more to show, and this was just the beginning.
* * * * *
A near-death encounter.
That’s what it was. That’s what had happened. And that’s what he had never expected. His body pulsated with throbbing pain as wounds still refused to heal, but at least his condition was stable. At least… Though, it seemed like he had made a mistake.
A sigh left him— his emotions were too spent to even feel anger, his body was still in an incredible amount of pain, and his mind was numb.
His name was Jaye, and otherwise, he was known as the Hero of Flames. A title that would send shockwaves of terror throughout the land, but now he was in this condition. A deplorable and painful one. And it all stemmed from trying to kill Arc’s companion, Ceylon. He had heard they were close, but he never imagined that Arc would be that close.
In fact, almost no heroes remained close to the natives. The difference in lifespan was just too great; there was also the fact that life experiences were completely different, but in spite of those factors, the Heroine of Frost chose to be close to one. And it was a type of closeness that Jaye knew about and something he found hard to believe.
To think that Arc would be willing to fight to the death over Ceylon…
Needless to say, it was a huge miscalculation, but the fuck-up had already happened. He had a lot of bottled emotions, but for now he just wanted to rest and lick his wounds. The anger from being humiliated passed. In the end, he had thought his SS Tier skill was infallible, but it seemed that that was far away from the truth.
That said, even though he wished to enact revenge upon Arc, the means weren’t there. At least not for now. Right now, he was going to focus on his goals and leave revenge off the table for some time. While he was humiliated, he wasn’t going to let those emotions fester— Jaye would rather continue on his goal of ruling Draliz rather than doing anything else.
And so, closing his eyes, he focused on recovering.
As for whether his subjects or not would do something, he was unsure of that, and he definitely wouldn’t be taking responsibility for things.
* * * * *
Ceylon was… confused. She was lost on how an innocent trip to level her up, had ended up with the Dragon of Water being exposed, and well⁠— everything else. Now Faral, the Dragon of Wind herself, was personally training Meika, a B Tier adventurer. If someone heard about such a thing they would think it’s crazy, and yet it was happening right here and now.
Ceylon felt lucky to have gotten levels so easily, and incredibly blessed to have gotten a class like the one she did. Though, now that she had some time to think about things, she couldn’t help but worry about the potential ramifications of her class being what it was.
It meant that anyone with [Appraisal] would be able to see it, and they would quickly surmise that… well, Ceylon was friends with a hero. That could potentially be troublesome for Arc, or even troublesome for other people that would be involved in Ceylon’s life.
She turned to look at Arc, who was watching the fight curiously. Ceylon was aware that she had to bring it up, but perhaps it could wait until Faral finished the training session. Though…
Ceylon turned to watch Meika being thrown around.
She couldn’t help but wonder how many sessions would Meika even last, and at the same time, Ceylon wondered if it could even be considered training given how brutal the battle was. Faral was… unrelenting, for lack of a better word. But still, no one seemed to comment on it, so Ceylon just focused on watching how things progressed.
◇ ◇ ◇
An hour quickly passed.
Meika was a sweating mess, her form completely gone, and yet her eyes seemed as sharp as ever. Ceylon watched with great interest, and a moment later Faral appeared behind ⁠— this time not warning her presence ⁠— and slashed down with a blade of green magic. And Meika⁠— deflected it.
Without even looking she used her sword to deviate the attack away from her. Ceylon blinked in surprise, though Arc just raised her brow in curiosity. Meanwhile, Regis’karr and Malz had lost interest long ago. As for the Dragon of Water, there was nothing to be said about him: he had had the same expression the entire time.
However, even if Ceylon and Arc had been the only ones to react, Ceylon still found it impressive. Meika had been pushed around for the entirety of the hour up until this point⁠— in fact, Faral let her magical blade hit the ground as she smiled at Meika, who still seemed on guard.
“That is enough for today,” she said, self-satisfied.
Her words made Meika blink in surprise, some life coming back to her eyes. “Oh… it’s finally over…?”
“Yeah it is, you did well.” Faral smiled.
“Ah, I’m glad…”
And Meika fell on her back, immediately fainting, much to Ceylon’s shock. Faral nodded as if it was expected, and Arc simply turned to the Dragon of Water.
“Carry her on your back⁠— piggyback ride like a human. Please don’t do something stupid,” Arc said with a sigh.
The Dragon of Water nodded in response and stepped forward to carry Meika, meanwhile, Arc turned to Faral who was still standing over Meika.
“Thank you, I hope you will continue training her.”
Faral nodded in response. “I will for some time.”
“Alright, let’s return to town.”
With Arc’s orders, everyone began to leave, but not after Arc made sure to take some parts of the Crownbearer Wyvern and made the Dragon of Water store them. Ceylon didn’t see what she took, but it didn’t matter as she had something else in mind.
As always, she tagged next to Arc as they left, and she used this chance to bring up what she wanted to talk about. Though, admittedly she felt a bit weird about things.
The forest was deadly quiet. Some of the trees were gone, and not too long ago Arc had been quite angry with the Dragon of Water; so perhaps it wasn’t the best time, but Ceylon was certain it needed to be addressed before they returned to town. Taking a deep breath, she spoke:
“Hey Arc, remember my class?”
Arc paused for a moment. “Yeah, what about it?”
“Well, its name has the word hero in it, so won’t it be troublesome for you, or me, or anyone close to us?” Ceylon asked somewhat nervously.
“Right, if people with [Appraisal] see it, yeah.” Arc nodded before turning to Regis’karr who was behind. “Do you happen to have another Necklace of Obfuscation?”
“I don’t have any.” Regis’karr shook his head. “Sorry.”
Then, Arc turned to the Dragon of Water who also shook his head. Arc became pensive for a moment before nodding and turning to Ceylon reaching for her neck.
“I’ll just give you mine⁠—”
“That’s also a bad idea,” Ceylon said. “In fact, it’s best if you keep yours.”
“Right…” A small sigh left Arc. “If anything comes from the name of your class, please use the crystals I have given you, this time I had to use my SS Tier skill before completely entering, but I promise you I will be faster next time.”
Ceylon suddenly felt awkward but ultimately just nodded, accepting Arc’s sincerity. In the end, all she could do was just hope that everything would be fine.
With that resolved, they headed back to Draliz to complete the request.
* * * * *
Meika didn’t remember anything. She just remembered pain, and how she had felt something at the back of her head. Then the world cleared and everything went dark. However, her mind remained conscious enough to think, even if barely. And all she could think about was question things.
Had she made a mistake?
She had asked Faral to train her, and while Meika didn’t remember most of the training she knew it had been suffering. Her mind felt fatigued, but at the same time asking to cancel would be disrespectful.
In the end, she didn’t know what to do.
For a moment she felt relaxed, but then an existential panic ensued. She had been so hyper-fixated on trying to include the amazing people she met into her life, that she didn’t think about what would be the outcome of it. And now, she realized that she wasn’t ready for such a commitment.
It had been so stupid⁠—
And she jolted as cold water filled with ice cubes was dumped over her. Meika stood upright, her heart beating as she watched all of the people present. These were the people she had entangled herself with, almost forcefully even.
“Alright, Regis’karr you should use some of your fire powers to dry her,” Arc said nonchalantly.
“Have I just been reduced to a transportation vehicle and a towel replacement?” The red-haired boy sighed, shaking his head before turning to Meika. “There.”
With a flick of his finger, Meika felt a dry heat around her. It was pleasant and relaxing, and a gust of wind seemed to be hitting her which helped with everything. She… didn’t really understand what was happening, however, the situation at hand made her have a single realization.
She had chosen this.
And therefore she had to follow through with it, for better or for worse. But based on the friendly atmosphere Meika felt that things were for the better. She smiled and stood up, still somewhat wet.
“Let’s just go turn in the request.”
They all nodded, and soon they set off.
Meika felt grateful for her own decision.
It had been the right thing.
Soon enough they reached the guild, heading to the counter to finish the request. Meika followed standard procedure until finally, she was asked something she didn’t expect.
“Can I see the proof of subjugation?”
“Oh…” She blinked in surprise.
She had forgotten…
“Is this fine?” Arc asked, producing what seemed to be a white tooth. “Took it from its mouth.”
The receptionist looked at it with some surprise but ultimately shook her head. “Unfortunately it’s not possible to identify the species just from that.”
“Right…” Arc turned to the Water Paladin. “Can you take out the other parts?”
The man stepped forward and from his chest, he took out a gigantic claw⁠— Meika’s eyes grew wide as she saw the black claw of the beast be laid on the table. The receptionist blinked in shock as the guild members gasped.
“That is enough, but it will take a few days to verify it’s the right⁠—”
“Take the head.” Arc sighed.
The Water Paladin nodded and placed his hand on the table, and a moment later a gigantic head appeared⁠— quills and ink were spilled, and documents were shifted by the gigantic head of the Crownbearer Wyvern.
At that moment the guild fell silent. Even Meika just stared with shock as Arc nodded in satisfaction.
“That should be enough to finish the request now, right?” she asked coldly.
“Right… that…” The receptionist swallowed. “We will send a team to make sure the place has been cleared, but the request can be considered as completed… Given it’s a Crownbearer Wyvern, the payout shall be doubled…”
Then, another ruckus broke out in the guild hall.
Seeing this, Meika couldn’t help but reconsider if she truly should be grateful for the decision she had made…




Chapter. 27: Meaningful Conversation

Enough time had passed for the Grand Duke to reach his destination. His name was none other than Alderman, and in spite of his unscrupulous reputation, he had closed a fair deal recently ⁠— in fact, it had been quite to his disadvantage. But that didn’t matter, not for his goals, anyway.
With a wagon and his horses, he entered a cave where the person he served awaited. And moments later a voice spoke.
“Did you get what I wanted?”
“Yes…” Alderman nodded. “Thousands of samples.”
“Good, you may take the horses and leave.”
Alderman nodded once more and began to do as told. As for why the person he served wanted the everlasting ice, he didn’t know…
But who was he to question what the Heroine of Water had in store?
* * * * *
The disaster in the Adventurer’s Guild had been resolved without too much chaos thanks to the Guildmaster intervening, which is something that Meika was grateful for. However, she didn’t really expect to have daily training sessions, but reality was different. Meika quickly found herself enduring painful sessions on a daily basis.
But Meika knew it was worth it, especially because her trainer, Faral, seemed to have the best in mind for her. At first, she didn’t notice, but after some time she realized that Faral did not push her much past her limits, only forced her to do as much as she could realistically do. This type of training was making Meika constantly push the boundaries of her being, and slowly she was beginning to overcome them.
Whether it was endurance, her reflexes, or even her strength, all of it was improving even without leveling up. It was something that Meika never fathomed⁠— she expected to learn useful skills, and techniques she could employ in battle, but this was completely different.
This was a way for her to grow stronger, to truly grow stronger. It was akin to learning techniques, but that would also help in the ways levels did. It was an increase to her whole battle experience, but also to something more.
Meika felt that through this, she would become unmatched within B Tier and that⁠⁠— that was something she never expected to come from this, but she was more than happy to continue down this road, and hopefully, Faral would be there for her. But even if she wasn’t, Meika felt that she had stumbled upon something that few knew.
And that was…
The thrill of pushing your limits.
With a grin, she parried an attack and went on the offensive.
* * * * *
In the end, things had been calm once more after returning, though I was well aware that well⁠— things couldn’t remain calm out of the simple fact that Ceylon had to level up. So after the third day, I decided to take Ceylon out myself. Malz insisted on coming but I denied her this time. I guess, I just wanted to have that alone time with her.
It had been… sometime since we had been alone, even if it actually hadn’t been that long. Though I wasn’t blind to my emotions, I definitely was… clingy with Ceylon, for better or for worse. A sigh left me.
“Is something wrong, Arc?” she asked, raising her brow.
“Nothing is wrong.” I shook my head before looking at her. “I suppose it’s finally settling on my mind how much I like you.”
Ceylon stiffened. “T-That is weird to suddenly say, what’s the occasion?”
“Nothing special, nor do I even know why I find myself so attached to you,” I said calmly. “I just do, and I guess I feel like I can be myself with you.”
I wasn’t even nervous about Ceylon’s reaction, which was just… weird. But I guess it was proof of my comfort. Not like I understood how relationships or stuff worked⁠— even back on earth I never had a partner of the sort, not like I had the chance⁠; but I hadn’t even so much as felt attraction to someone. Then again, it was probably due to circumstances at the time…
Well, the past didn’t really matter.
I watched as Ceylon seemed to shift in a mix of being flattered and embarrassed, which I honestly found quite endearing, but I paid it no mind as I listened to her reply.
“Well, I’m glad I made you feel that way. For what it’s worth, you also are the closest person I have. Though…”
“Though?” I asked, confused.
“Well, I do feel like we just bonded very quickly and hardly understand each other. Not like it’s wrong, but…” She sighed. “I guess it makes me slightly insecure that once we are in better places, we both will move on from each other⁠— not like I want to move on from you, but…”
And she trailed off. Her statement was… slightly weird to me, but it wasn’t to say that I didn’t understand where she was coming from. What she essentially was saying was something along the lines of: we essentially weren’t in good places mentally and quickly clung to each other. Which, well, I understood.
“I mean there isn’t that much to know about me,” I began. “I think it’s more than obvious but I’ll be royally pissed if you start to regard Malz over me. I also think that it’s obvious that I get annoyed over being disrespected or feeling like my efforts aren’t appreciated.”
I frowned as I continued to think.
“I honestly think I’m quite a simple person. Perhaps if you see it from a standpoint that my ego is probably sky high for the average person, then it’s quite easy to see what things annoy me and what I’m okay with.” I tilted my head. “Anyway, as far as my family and stuff…”
“Yeah?” Ceylon raised her brow, more curious than ever.
“Well, as I said before: they don’t matter.” I struggled to control my emotions for a moment before massaging my nose bridge. “But if I had anything to say, well aside from don’t ask me about it, is that; I hope they suffer.”
My voice came out a bit cold, but I held my tongue. In the end, it was something that I didn’t want to think about, or even waste my emotions on. The past is the past, and in the end, I wasn’t on earth anymore so it’s not like it even mattered in the first place.
Ceylon swallowed. “Right… that must be awful⁠—”
“It’s fine, let’s just talk about you instead. How about that?” I smiled gently.
Ceylon nodded slowly as we walked through the streets. I⁠ — as always ⁠— got weird glances due to my modern winter outfit, but people seemed to recognize me nowadays, so I got a lot less attention than in the past. It was… a relaxing thing.
I closed my eyes as I listened to Ceylon speak, though she said something that I didn’t expect.
“Can I hold your hand?”
I blinked, somewhat concerned. “Sure, but… will it be alright?”
“It will be,” she said, showing me a small handkerchief. “I guess I just want to be held while I speak.”
“Alright.” I nodded, smiling as Ceylon held onto my hand through the textile fabric of the small piece of cloth.
And with that, we continued to walk, now drawing more glares than ever. Which seemed to make Ceylon think about something before beginning to speak.
“Arc, to me you’re like an older sister I look up to; not only that but you have supported me when no one else did, so…” she trailed off before mustering me an embarrassed smile. “I guess I just see you that way now.”
“Oh.” I was surprised before a smile settled on my face. “That’s nice.”
“Yeah…” She nodded. “As for me, I don’t think I find too many things bothersome, or that irritate me. I think I’m, well… easy to sadden. If you were to suddenly leave me to my own devices I’d be quite depressed…”
I nodded, simply listening to what Ceylon was saying, and then after a breath she continued.
“I think I’m quite resentful of my brother? I mean, it’s not like you have seen him or anything, and I don’t care about him. Nor do I even like…” She sighed. “I honestly don’t really care for my family, perhaps it was how I was treated but I just can’t find it in me to like… care. I don’t resent them, but I don’t love them either. The idea of losing my family is distressing, but not because I love my father, but the concept itself is what I find distressing…”
She seemed hesitant.
“I guess, I find the idea of having a family comforting, but I don’t actually care, as selfish as that is. Before I get to where I want to get... Do you think this is… wrong?”
“Well, it is… very questionable,” I agreed, not wanting to say it in brutal honesty. “But, at the same time, given what you’ve been through, it's not really… well, wrong to feel that way. You don’t owe your family anything, really.” I shrugged. “So what do you want to get at?”
“Well, I’ll be pretty upset if you try to force me to bond with my family or something,” she said meekly.
“Ah.” I nodded. “Don’t worry, I won’t do that.”
Ceylon smiled lightly. “Aside from that, I don’t think I have too much going on. I’m not driven or anything, and I guess as weird as this sounds, I hope to accompany you. maybe when I get old enough I’ll want to start a family or something, but for now, this is what I want.”
“Huh, I see.”
“Ah, of course, if you say no, I won’t force you or anything,” she said, flustered.
I paused for a moment, and then, I began to chuckle before I started to laugh in the middle of the street. I couldn’t believe what she just said.
“W-What’s so funny!?” Ceylon panicked.
I continued to laugh under everyone’s gaze before finally I calmed down enough.
“Ceylon.”
“Yeah…?” She asked, confused and nervous.
“Don’t be dumb.” I smiled, and she flinched. “In what world would I deny you?”
She blinked. “Does that mean…?”
“It does; I hope you can accompany me for a very long time.”
And much to my surprise Ceylon got teary-eyed, before she jumped to my embrace and began to sob in my arms. I felt slightly weird, as I smiled.
I certainly hadn’t expected the conversation to go this way.




Chapter. 28: Unexpected Encounter

Ceylon didn’t know why she reacted the way she did… or well, she did. She just didn't want to admit to herself that she had been this insecure about Arc not caring as much for her as she did for Arc. It was… such a stupid and dumb insecurity, but the notion of it being dispelled made her feel incredibly emotional.
All this time, she had been worried about being denied⁠— Arc was a Hero, and she had her own goals and things to do, meanwhile, Ceylon just wanted to tag along⁠…
Wasn’t that ridiculously unfair to Arc?
This entire time Ceylon had felt like that, but she had been accepted. All her worries had been put to rest right then and there, and it was nothing but cathartic relief. She was glad… all her insecurity had vanished just like that, and now all there was, was calmness. One that made her restless heart feel at ease.
She had never expected this, nor for the talk to lead to this.
In the end, she just focused on relishing the emotions she felt. Perhaps it was due to her lonely childhood, but right now she felt so weak, so vulnerable, and so good. She had never thought she’d be able to rely on someone like this, but here she was, crying into Arc’s arms.
A person she had met not too long ago and yet felt a stronger bond with than with anyone else. Arc’s embrace, one that she normally found cold, felt so warm now. It made her happy, it truly did. So much time stressing about it, and it turns out that there was no reason to stress out about it.
Perhaps… it was far-fetched but…
Ceylon truly felt like Arc was her family. Perhaps it was a thought she shouldn’t indulge in too much, but for now, she chose to embrace it and simply enjoy the moment.
◇ ◇ ◇
Ceylon didn’t know for how long they hugged, but she eventually parted ways. She didn’t cry all the way, but she felt happy the entire time. Now, she felt a happy warmth all across her body, her face felt heated and her nose was tingling. It was… something she never expected, but she was happy now and that was all that mattered.
She looked at Arc who had a small smile on her face, though otherwise she looked the same. Ceylon couldn’t bring herself to meet her eyes, speaking quietly.
“Thank you…”
“What for?” Arc asked, her tone amused.
“Well for… accepting me and stuff…” Ceylon trailed off.
At that moment she heard a chuckle, and Ceylon suddenly felt a weird sense of indignation as she raised her head.
“What’s so funny⁠—”
And she paused, everyone present on the street was looking at them. Or rather, at her. Her crying, her emotions; they had all been on full display for the people to see. At that moment, her mind paused. Everyone had seen her.
T-This is… Ceylon suddenly couldn’t muster anything to say as she felt her face grow heated.
Then, Arc tapped her on the shoulder.
“Don’t be embarrassed, come on now.” Arc smiled. “Let’s go to the Adventurer’s Guild.”
Ceylon blinked hearing the friendly voice, and then a moment later Arc pulled her hand through the fabric. Her hand was pulled, but Ceylon was confused, she… hadn’t seen wrong, right?
Arc paused and tilted her head at her.
“Are you not coming?”
“Oh…” Ceylon paused for a moment, suddenly becoming nervous before nodding. “Yeah, let’s go.”
Arc flashed her a smile, and that was all Ceylon needed.
This… her tone, her expressions, it was different. Arc seemed more… Ceylon didn’t want to actually say it out loud, but Arc seemed more… human. That smile was sincere. It was… not something she expected.
Arc blinked. “Do I look weird or something?”
“No,” Ceylon replied instantly before smiling. “Let’s go Arc.”
Without hesitation she took the lead towards the Adventurer’s Guild, now sure of what she had seen. And the realization truly made Ceylon happy.
“Alright.”
Arc agreed with a smile, and soon they both went on their way.
* * * * *
I had quite some time to process my feelings⁠— as for people staring at us, I didn’t really care. Not right now anyway. What mattered to me was understanding the weirdness I felt; I certainly knew it was some form of affection, but it wasn’t… I didn’t really want to do anything with Ceylon other than enjoy her presence.
So I guess, after exploring whatever I could even potentially feel, I realized that I had felt this feeling before. And I knew what it was.
Love. Familial Love. Though, rationally I felt like it was a bit extreme to feel about Ceylon in such a way, and especially so fast. So I just kept it to myself and decided to let Ceylon do what she wanted to do⁠— whether it was to accompany me, or start her own company, or even become an adventurer. It didn’t matter.
All that mattered to me was the same as before, with the added bonus of realizing how much I enjoyed Ceylon’s bond. Unfortunately, Ceylon wasn’t my actual family or anything, which maybe was for the best; however, I was more than happy to just enjoy what was happening and my current feelings.
I couldn’t really remember the last time I truly felt like smiling, but now here I was: smiling and feeling great about myself. It was hard to describe, because it’s not as if I was suddenly living the life, but it was just an improved mood I decided to bask in. I didn’t expect the feeling to last forever, but I was planning on enjoying it for as long as it did.
We walked through town, and before I noticed we arrived at the Adventurer’s Guild. The atmosphere in the town seemed to be better now that some days had passed after the attack by  the Hero of Flames. It was rather chaotic on the day we set off to slay the dragon, which didn’t really help with the reaction we got upon returning.
As people had pointed out, we had returned the same day.
Some people ⁠— most people ⁠— had doubts about the success of the subjugation, especially given the wyvern variant that had been brought. But two days later, it had been confirmed, which sent further waves through the Adventurer’s Guild; that had been the main reason we took so long in the first place to do anything again.
Well, I could’ve taken Ceylon to the Dark Forest and called it a day…
So, I guess Ceylon not leveling up was partly my fault which made me feel a bit bad, especially given my sudden heightened feelings for her. But, now I was going to make it up to her.
Without hesitation, we entered the Adventurer’s Guild, and some gazes were drawn⁠— a surprising number of gazes landed on me as susurrations spread.
“Isn’t she that Medal of Honor holder?”
“Arc, right? Heard she successfully completed an S Tier request.”
“Yeah, but the damn Water Paladin was in her party— that’s not impressive!”
It was… weird to listen to. Ceylon seemed to tense as well, and so I decided to take the lead. Even with the ongoing atmosphere, I felt relaxed enough to deal with it. So, I turned to Ceylon and smiled once more.
“It’s fine, I’ll deal with it.”
She nodded, relaxing slightly as we strode forward to the counter. The available receptionists had been staring at me the entire time, and when I arrived before one she seemed to almost ready herself before speaking.
“Ms. Arc, what brings you here today?”
“Arc is fine,” I said, feeling a bit awkward. “I’m just looking for any monster-killing-related quest. At least C or B Tier?”
“Oh.” She blinked, seeming somewhat surprised. “Just a moment.”
With those words, she ducked behind the desk. The sight made me wonder if there was no better way to handle requests, but… well, I didn’t really care to ask. Perhaps they had had a different system some time long ago and this current system was the result of all the improvements they had made ⁠— it seemed likely.
I absentmindedly let my thoughts bounce around before an armored adventurer arrived at the guild. He wore a heavy black armor, his face couldn’t be seen, and⁠— he strode right in my direction. I could feel his gaze digging into me in spite of being unable to see anything but pitch-black darkness within his visor.
I raised my brow as murmurs appeared.
“Isn’t that the Armored Shadow? Peak B Tier adventurer?”
“Who?”
“You wouldn’t know him, he was active in a different city!”
Huh…
I ignored what was being said as the man stood in front of me, examining me before speaking.
“Ms. Arc⁠—”
“Arc is fine,” I corrected.
“Ms. Arc,” he began. “I have come here with a very simple request. And that is to ask you to do a test of strength against me.”
“A test of strength?” I asked, raising my brow.
“Arm wrestling,” he said simply. “Once we get it out of the way I won’t bother you ever again, how does that sound?”
“I don’t… know about that,” I said, scratching my cheek. “I’d rather not⁠—”
And I heard him chuckle. “Ms. Arc, if you don’t want your secret to come out, you better listen to me.”
“My secret?” I frowned, now feeling bothered.
“Yes, you know what I’m talking about what you don’t want the rest of the Adventurer’s Guild to know.” His voice was grave and I tensed. “So, what is it?”
I got even more irritated. How did⁠ some random person find out about me being a hero? That made absolutely no sense. I took a deep breath to ready myself for whatever shitfest was about to occur, and then the man leaned to whisper into my ear.
“If you don’t want the fact that you’re already B Tier to come out, then you better agree.”
And I blinked. “Ha?”
The man chuckled in superiority, and at that moment all my irritation turned into something else. I sighed and shook my head, turning to the counter and deciding to wait for the receptionist. The man scoffed.
“You should rethink your choices, Frost Mage,” he threatened, grabbing onto my shoulder.
And at that moment I grabbed his hand and turned⁠— flipping him through the air as I slammed him onto the wooden floor of the guild. The wood cracked as the entire guild grew silent, then with a snort and a stomp from my boot on the ground, his limbs were chained with ice that would melt after some time.
The receptionist finally peeked her head over the counter only to be confused about what happened, and at that moment the door to the Guildmaster’s office opened, and out came an old man with no hair on his chin or head and sunken eyes⁠— it was a familiar old man who let out a gasp upon seeing me, raising his voice for everyone to hear.
“Well if it isn’t my favorite heroine, the Heroine of Frost!”




Chapter. 29: Ex-Guildmaster

It was as if a pin had been dropped. The old man’s voice echoed throughout the guild as an unsettling silence began. Then, a moment later susurrations broke out, ushering new rumors about me to others.
“Did that man just call her the Heroine of Frost?”
“No, that’s impossible, there is a Hero of Frost already!”
“But then why would she be called that?”
A sigh left me, knowing I had very few options to save my neck other than to simply ignore what he had just said. I shook my head and looked at the old man that was striding towards me, a wry smile settled on my face as I greeted him.
“Old man, didn’t expect to see you all the way here; I thought you were still in Blackcrest.”
The old man was none other than Blackcrest’s Guildmaster, the person that had tried to guess my identity as a hero, and the only one to correctly do so. Though I never confirmed anything with him, it seemed he had just accepted it and went along with it.
He smiled at me. “Well, as of now I’m officially an adventurer again.”
I paused for a moment. “You mean you’re no longer⁠—”
“Yep.” He nodded. “I have stepped down from my position of Guildmaster of Blackcrest. I came here to do paperwork.”
“Right…”
He turned to Ceylon and nodded at her. “Nice to see you here too.”
She meekly agreed. “Yeah, nice to see you too…”
Then the ex-Guildmaster turned to me and proffered his hand with a smile. “Feel free to call me Raynell instead of: old man.”
I took him up on his offer and nodded. “Alright, Raynell.” I shook my head. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t call me by that title, we don’t want false rumors to spread.”
He chuckled. “Relax Miss Heroine of Frost, things will be fine.”
Hearing that, those that weren’t whispering amongst themselves began to do so, and all I could do was sigh and shake my head.
“Whatever old man.”
In response, he chuckled, and at that moment the receptionist to my side coughed to draw my attention. I turned as she put on a professional smile and spoke up.
“These are the requests that I found based on your criteria.”
I nodded and grabbed the stack of papers, but just as I was about to start shuffling through them the old man spoke up.
“That reminds me, you did take that intel request, and next thing I knew Mount Arlais blew up, you wouldn’t have anything to do with that right?” he asked in a teasing tone.
“No,” I replied flatly. “Now let me read.”
I turned to the requests and began to read, and quickly found that amongst the five of them or so I didn’t really understand the difference between the monsters. A small sigh left me and I turned to the receptionist.
“Which has the highest quantity of monsters and most potential experience?”
She blinked as I offered the papers, but before she could react the old man spoke up.
“Perhaps if you let me see I could offer my expertise.”
A sigh left me and I handed him the papers. The man had been an A Tier adventurer so it made sense to me that he’d be able to offer a good opinion. I watched as his aged eyes scanned through all the papers before finally he piped up.
“Aha, this one is good. The only problem is how far away the destination is.” With that, he handed me a single piece of paper and the rest were for the receptionist.
I read it and quickly raised my brow. “Undead? Those are a thing?”
“Well they are annoying to kill but they are in high numbers and reward a lot of experience.” The old man shrugged. “I believe it’s what you want.”
“Right…”
I nodded and turned to the receptionist handing her the paper. “Do you think the old man is right?”
She ruffled through the papers very quickly and let out a small sigh, though I could see the hesitation on her face as she spoke up.
“That is indeed probably the best option for what you want, but the request is at the peak of B Tier, I’d suggest having someone tag along for safety purposes.” She breathed. “At the same time, the destination is five days away by horse.”
“Oh, I see.” I nodded.
“Well, aren’t those great news?” The old man smiled at me. “That means I can tag along with you and you won’t have any trouble with the request.”
I sighed. “Well, can I undertake it alone or…?”
The receptionist took a breath. “That, we’d need to check with the Guildmaster.”
“Alright…”
◇ ◇ ◇
The Guildmaster sat behind the desk before us, her blonde hair was neatly tied and her piercing green eyes stared right into my soul. Then after a moment, she spoke.
“You cannot take the request alone.” She shook her head. ”I suggest taking Raynell along with you; having an A Tier adventurer accompany you is quite the honor.”
I sighed. While I could ask the Dragon of Water; right now he was busy funneling his wealth into Draliz and would often have to leave the continent for it. Not only that, but it would draw way too much attention; at the same time, I was acquainted with the old man so perhaps it wasn’t too bad. No rumors had reached me in spite of him knowing my identity but still.
I turned to Ceylon.
“Well, what do you think?”
She blinked. “Well we could always just go without the request⁠—” the Guildmaster coughed in the background. “But perhaps this wouldn’t be a bad idea? We can just ditch the old man if it becomes bothersome.”
“Hey,” the old man protested.
“Alright.” I nodded as I turned to the now annoyed Guildmaster. “We’ll accept the request.”
She harrumphed and began the proceedings for us. Though there was no doubt in my mind that Raynell, the old man, had quite a lot of sway with her which is why she had declined us. But it didn’t matter. I wasn’t planning on entertaining him for too long.
And not long after, we left the guild.
* * * * *
Raynell was in a good mood. Though admittedly he did feel like the third wheel, but well he was going along with the Heroine of Frost and her incredibly close friend. He was nothing more than an invader in their relationship. However, this was an opportunity he couldn’t let go of. Not for as long as he was sane.
The reason was simple:
He wanted to see what the Heroine of Frost was capable of.
Of course, it’s not like the woman, Arc, had confirmed her identity or anything but there was no doubt about it with him. That said, he did reconsider whether to call her Heroine of Frost in public; he had thought it was fine due to the fake Hero of Frost making an appearance, but given the whispers that followed them after they left the guild now he wasn’t so sure.
But he’d think about it after his trip, for now, he thought he’d enjoy things.
“So, Miss Heroine, when are we setting off?” he asked, randomly during a space in the conversation.
“After I have a very serious talk with you,” she said simply.
Raynell blinked, and the next thing he knew, the two women walked into an alley. Of course, he had no choice but to follow. And once they were in deep enough, Arc turned to him with a small frown on her face.
“Look, I don’t know why you want to come along, but if you insist then I have only one requirement.”
“What is it?” Raynell raised his brow.
“No speaking of what happens to anyone,” she said with a cold hiss. “Fail to do so and I’ll ensure you regret it.”
He met her gaze and Raynell knew she was serious. The air was becoming cold and even his breaths had vapor now. It was quite… terrifying. Her eyes looked like ones of an apex predator, reminiscent of a dragon.
“I’ll make sure to keep it in mind⁠—”
And she took a step forward, making Raynell back against the wall. Her hand was against the wall and she lowered herself to meet his gaze. Her eyes bore into his soul and at that moment Raynell saw it.
Once more, he saw it.
It was that same sense of profound depth like the ocean, but for a moment, he saw more. Flashes of frost⁠— in a single moment he found himself standing in a snowy land where the temperature was enough to endanger his life, in the background a gigantic creature of unknown origins stood there looking at him.
Then, the scenery shifted as he found himself standing atop of a mountain. And then, he felt a chilling cold, one that told him to look upwards, and that’s when he saw it⁠— a gigantic magic circle that he didn’t understand but still irradiated never seen before danger.
It was the same magic circle he had seen in the far distance of the horizon.
And then, it fired as he shivered.
Raynell yelped, blinking as he lightly convulsed into the wall. His heart rate increased tenfold as he looked at Arc.
“I am serious.”
“R-Right… not a single word will be uttered to anyone, I promise…” Raynell spoke more certain than ever⁠— and more fearful than ever.
Was this the power of a hero?
Arc frowned as Raynell began to panic, and then she just nodded.
“Alright, now we should get going.”
Raynell nodded, still terrified. The heroine stepped away and gestured to Ceylon, immediately smiling at her blonde friend. They held hands before Arc turned towards him, proffering her hand.
“Take it, we are going right at this moment.”
Raynell blinked, slightly confused but meekly nodded. His heart was still restless, no amount of life experience could’ve prepared for what he witnessed; even what he had seen of the Hero of Flames didn’t compare to what he felt just a few moments ago. But if this was just a glimpse, then…
What awaited for him to see?
With that resolution, he grabbed onto her hand.
“Alright, let’s go⁠—”
And the world spun, everything blurred for just a moment before he realized they were standing in a forest. What?
Arc turned to her companion. “Hey, are you okay?”
“Yeah… It’s slightly better now that I leveled up…”
“That’s nice.” Arc smiled.
Meanwhile, Raynell was still as confused as ever. He turned towards the pair.
“Where are we⁠—”
And a tree next to him shook, an explosion of dirt took his attention as he turned in a panic. There, he saw a woman rise from the ground. She was an adventurer with a sword and was bloodied all over.
“Faral.”
And at that moment another person next to the woman appeared, their sword hanging over the adventurer. It was… another woman with flowing green hair and robes. Raynell had never seen her before but her appearance gave him a weird feeling. Almost as if she was someone to be worshiped. The woman relaxed and turned.
“What is it, Arc?” Then she raised her brow looking at Raynell. “And who is this?”
“An acquaintance,” Arc said simply. “We want to travel to…” she trailed off.
“The Traitor’s Graveyard,” Ceylon said simply.
“Yeah, that place.”
“I think I know where it is?” She asked herself. “So you want a ride?”
“Yeah.” Arc nodded. “As for Meika…”
And the adventurer collapsed on the ground.
“Well it seems that that’s been resolved, we’ll just take her along,” she said idly.
The interaction had made Raynell relax enough for him to ask something jokingly. “Why are you guys worried about the girl seeing whatever we are about to do?”
“Well, the fewer people that know the better.” Arc shrugged. “Faral is the Dragon of Wind after all.”
“The Dragon of Wind?” Raynell chuckled and shook his head. “You aren’t joking are you?”
Then the sunlight of the forest got blocked. Raynell blinked and turned only to see her. A towering dragon stood there, looking down on both of them. Raynell had seen illustrations of old⁠— there was no doubt about it.
It was the Dragon of Wind.
His mind paused for a moment, as Faral, the Dragon of Wind spoke, lowering her head.
“Alright, let’s go.”
Arc nodded and hefted the fallen adventurer over her shoulder like a sack before boarding the mythical beast without hesitation. Raynell just stared for a few moments.
They were going to be riding a dragon…
“Well, are you coming or not?” Arc asked, raising her brow.
That was enough for Raynell to break out of his stupor, making him nod and quickly walk over the wings of the dragon, before joining everyone. And a moment later, with a flap of her wings, they set off. All the while Raynell was in disbelief as he processed everything that had just happened.
The Dragon of Wind was subservient to Arc, and… the Dragon of Flames too?!
It didn’t make sense…
“So does this person know you’re the Queen of the Dragons?” Faral asked.
“Well now, I guess he does.” Arc shrugged.
And at that moment, Raynell’s aged brain stopped working, unable to comprehend what he had just heard.




Chapter. 30: Traitor’s Graveyard

Raynell thought he had seen everything, but a minute after he recovered Arc made a question.
“Can you use your SS Tier skill for this?”
There was a brief silence as only the wind passed by everyone. Ceylon was tightly embracing Arc’s waist, which Raynell did not question as he was more focused on what was just said⁠— that’s right…
Arc and the Dragon of Wind were both SS Tier beings. Even his lofty goals of reaching S Tier were nothing in the face of these two individuals. And that notion alone, made Raynell feel strange, but also excited. He wanted to see what SS Tier truly represented and so⁠—
“As you wish,” Faral replied.
Then, small whispers entered Raynell’s ear. Ones he couldn’t comprehend and⁠— the world began to blur. The wind resistance increased tenfold as he struggled to hold on for his life. Everything in the background began to become nothing but blobs of different colors, and Raynell himself began to feel sick and lost.
The strength of the speed was something he had never felt before, as for Arc she didn’t seem to care, only making sure to hold her companion tightly who seemed terrified for her life.
Raynell tried to hold on, but he wasn’t able to. It was too fast… His vision began to darken as breathing became hard… His heart was rushing as he realized the perilous situation he was in and just as he was about to faint, the wind around him shifted as he regained his capability to properly breathe.
The Dragon of Wind sighed. “Humans are really quite fickle.”
Raynell closed his eyes.
To think even a single SS Tier movement skill would make him faint.
The notion made him feel slightly humiliated, but he did want to witness all of this. So after a moment, he nodded.
“Indeed. I’m sorry, thank you Dragon of Wind.”
There was no reply as the journey towards the Traitor’s Graveyard continued.
All Raynell did was prepare himself for the unexpected.
* * * * *
The Traitor’s Graveyard. A dungeon. A place that adventurers of all ranks visited due to its distinct nature. It had a vast territory that had threats of all kinds of Tiers, so in the nearest towns, there were plentiful requests to cull the undead in the place. Its origins were dubious, some said a powerful necromancer had sacrificed his life to make a paradise for the undead, others opted to focus on the dark affinity of the mana in the place to explain the phenomenon.
But regardless of how the dungeon had come to be, it was a place that adventurers ventured to all year round. Whether it was to make a living or to grow stronger, the place served everything. However, just a month ago everything changed. Undead began to appear outside of the territory and attack towns.
Further requests were sent and their numbers were culled, however, the inner areas too grew more and more dangerous. It was a weird phenomenon that had no explanation, but one that alarmed the Adventurer’s Guild and the residents of the nearby towns and cities. And so, parties had been established to investigate what had caused the surge of powerful undead.
Ila was in one of such groups, she was an A Tier [Phantom Scout], a class that would allow her to pass unperceived to most of the eye. Their team consisted of only reconnaissance classes, which quickly allowed them to ascertain things. They had traveled through the open dungeon and neared the sarcophagus entrance.
And that was when everything went downhill.
Jaz, the person that had the role of sensing the threats immediately panicked and told the rest of the party to run away, but somehow⁠, or in some way, it had been too late. Ila stepped away, and one of her companions was grabbed by a gigantic skeletal hand sprouting from the ground.
The man had died in a single moment. It all happened instantly. Everyone but her died whether it was crushed, consumed by shadows, or struck by lightning, Ila was lucky that her class allowed her to move undetected, but what she saw terrified her to her very core. The undead that had killed her companions had sprouted off the ground and the moment she saw them⁠…
Ila gulped. She was safe now, but it was an image she couldn’t get off her mind.
One was a gigantic shadow that appeared to have no clear form, parts of skeletons and bones flared from its form every so often. It was something that Ila had never seen but recognized from how much she had studied about the undead. It was a Lucid Reaper, an S Tier undead.
Then, there were two gigantic skeletons that were easily over three meters tall, they were covered in the hide of dead corpses and their figures were massive and broad. Incredibly intimidating, and their grip was enough to crush a person with their gigantic hands. They were Doom Wights. Both also S Tier undead.
And the last was one Ila would never forget. It resembled the figure of the Grim Reaper, it was just a skeleton⁠— some type of lich in robes and a hood. At his hand, there was a jeweled staff. Ila had no idea what kind of undead it was other than some type of lich, but its mere presence seemed to freeze the ground.
A being that was so incredibly powerful was now residing inside the Traitor’s Graveyard. Ila had to report, but she was tired and exhausted⁠— the expedition had been ongoing for three days now, and while she had managed to run from the powerful undead she still feared being hunted by them. Ila was resting, and she was unsure if she would make it out alive, but right now she was focusing on conserving her energy. In combat, she was at most, as strong as a C Tier adventurer so she was avoiding any and all possible contact.
She didn’t understand how the powerful undead came to be, or where they had come from, but she had a duty to report their existence.
She just had to hope she’d make it out alive.
Her class skills were very straining to use, especially for such long periods of time. Needless to say, Ila was on her last leg. But she held hope, she was an experienced adventurer, and she had made it out of the most dangerous area.
“The journey will only get easier from here…” she whispered to herself.
And at that moment, a gigantic hand sprouted from the ground before her. Her eyes grew wide as she activated her skill [Phantom Cloak] her non-existent mana was used and she coughed some blood as her body became translucent. And before her, a familiar undead appeared⁠—
A Doom Wight…
She could almost see the system notification as if she had [Appraisal]. The letter S of its Tier hung within her mind. She had to run. Ila tried to move only to feel her legs be grabbed by skeleton hands, and at that moment an ethereal and husky voice spoke, ringing within her ears.
“No witnesses are allowed to know of this great plan.”
Ila blinked, and the Doom Wight loomed over her as it raised its gigantic hands ready to slam upon her.
“This is a goodbye girl, my plans to make a land for the undead shall begin soon⁠⁠—”
And, the Doom Wight exploded as dirt and bones flew through the land. In a single moment, the S Tier undead had been dismantled without care. It wasn’t dead. Ila knew that for certain but⁠— what had happened? She stared ahead, now more terrified than ever. There was a cloud of dirt in front of her.
And then, it cleared with a powerful gust of wind.
Ila froze⁠—
A… Dragon?!
She almost yelped, blowing her cover. There were people leaving it, as they stood nearby before the Dragon turned to a human. Ila didn’t understand what was going on, but quickly noted the strange white appearance of one of the women. The woman was white-haired⁠— wore white winter clothes, and had crystalline blue eyes.
She turned in Ila’s direction before shaking her head and turning to the dragon, a green-haired woman.
“Hey, Faral you landed right in front of an adventurer.”
“I did?” The dragon raised her brow and looked around before her gaze landed on Ila. “Oh, I did, sorry. I can dispose of her⁠—”
“It’s fine.” The white-haired woman shook her head and turned to Ila. “We need to talk⁠—”
Ila was confused and terrified, but before she could even give up and be taken as a prisoner, the land itself began to shake.
“Youuu! How dare you intrude upon my holy land! You shall regret it if you remain in this land!”
And then, the world grew silent as the Doom Wight reformed before the white-haired woman. She blinked and extended her hand. The S Tier undead swung down upon her and made contact⁠— dust and dirt exploded all around as Ila winced.
“Alright, let’s talk now.” The woman said from behind the smoke curtain.
Ila was uncertain if to speak, but a moment later she saw the Doom Wight completely frozen over. Her eyes flashed in surprise before a sigh left her and her skill came to an end. Lowering her head she spoke simply.
“I surrender.”
“Surrender?” The woman asked, confused. “We just want to talk.”
And at that moment, Ila blinked as she got engaged in a conversation she didn’t expect to have.
* * * * *
Before I could ask any actual meaningful questions I got a lot of information I didn’t expect to have. Mainly that this place was a dungeon that seemed to cover a few kilometers of land, mainly open. There was also the fact that all the undead seemed to have grown stronger⁠— which was good news for me. She also told me that she had been sent on a request to learn more about why this happened but that her team had died.
It was… a lot to take in.
The woman, Ila, was dressed in rags and they were bloodied. Her short messy black hair hung low and her tanned skin was marred with dirt and wounds. It was… a bad appearance, and I did feel bad for her, but I wanted to ask something first.
“So, who did the voice belong to?”
She paused. “I don’t… know,” she spoke weakly. “The first time I heard it was a few minutes ago, and now it seems to be gone…”
“Well, if I may interject,” Faral began vaguely pointing in a direction. “The voice source seems to be coming from the center of the land if it helps.”
Ila blinked and nodded with seriousness. “That… perhaps the voice belongs to a powerful necromancer; that’s why the sudden increase of the undead’s strength.”
“Huh, alright.” I nodded.
“That said… even though you two are S Tier I advise you both to be careful,” Ila said, sighing. “The Necromancer must be at the peak of S Tier to have so many S Tier undead under his control. It’s probably best if we all leave the place.”
“Right…”
I nodded and thought about things before turning around and facing the direction Faral had pointed at.
“Hey, Ila. How many adventurers do you think there are around?”
“I… haven’t seen a single party, it’s likely they are all dead, if not most,” she said grimly.
“Alright. Faral amplify my voice.”
So very few witnesses.
Faral blinked and cast a spell on me. I took a deep breath, cupping my hands to my mouth in order to be louder, but I didn’t scream, I spoke.
“We’ll be here for a few days, don’t interfere with us otherwise…”
I paused as my voice turned cold.
“I’ll kill you.”
And the magic ended as my voice echoed across the land.
“Arc!” Ceylon called to me in a panic. “You shouldn’t have done that!”
“It’s fine,” I turned to her. “Maybe if we are lucky, I can get some levels from fighting this Necromancer.”
Ila blinked. “Wait, you are planning on fighting him?”
I raised my brow. “Sure, why not? Could be fun.”
And I shrugged as the tired adventurer just stared at me with wide eyes. A silence settled around us before the old man began to laugh.
“You sure are more extreme than me!”
I smirked. “I mean what I said, but for now let’s just get settled.”
And my words were met with nods of varying enthusiasm. Whether there was a necromancer or not, I was going to level up Ceylon to at least C Tier.
* * * * *
Within a dark chamber, a thump of anger resounded. Bones splattered and shattered, flying through the vast room.
“This is ridiculous!” A man sitting atop a throne of bones spoke. His skin was deadly pale and he wore nothing but robes. “Some random girl thinks she can threaten me!?”
He stood up, feeling angrier by the second as he watched the group through one of his skills. He would make them regret it. Moving his mana to his hands, he began to make undead of the highest Tier, all to make sure they had the most painful death possible.
“If you all don’t leave in a day, then you shall all see the consequences,” the man said gravely looking at them through his skill. “Fools, thinking picking a fight with me is a good idea.”
He snorted, he had grander plans to focus on; that’s why he hadn’t gone to murder that bitch at that moment, but soon the little patience he had for them would soon run out. They were all going to regret staying, and especially the girl.
The man looked at the white-haired woman that was stupidly smiling.
“You’ll regret picking a fight with me, pathetic human,” he hissed. “I, the Hero of Necromancy will not let this slide…”
His eyes narrowed.
“Sooner or later I will kill you.”




Chapter. 31: Machinations

In a different place near the Traitor’s Graveyard, a group of two people bickered with each other.
“Do we seriously have to kill some fucking skeletons?” Giselle asked, annoyed.
Jake sighed. “Look according to my information there are a ton of strong skeletons so I’m sure we’ll find some S Tier ones easily, making easy progress.”
“Yes, but they are super annoying to kill. Do you think Spidey won’t take at least an hour to kill each?” Giselle pointed at the Emera spider behind them.
It was a gigantic specimen that drew gazes wherever they went and numerous adventurers had come to try to slay the monster, but thankfully Jake had ensured nothing would happen. Which Giselle was somewhat thankful for but she’d never admit that. In the end, she found the entire ordeal of raising an SS Tier spider to be a massive pain.
Not like she had a choice…
A sigh left her, as Jake replied.
“Wasn’t the spider’s name Veronica?”
Giselle crossed her arms. “Look, her name changes whenever I feel like it. My point still stands, can't we go to the Dark Forest?”
Jake massaged his nose bridge in annoyance. “The thing is we have already killed quite a lot of S Tier monsters there, any further and the ecosystem will probably collapse which will be bad.”
“What’s so bad about a few towns being attacked by the monsters of the Dark Forest?” Giselle asked only to be given a glare. “Fine, let’s just kill some stupid undead and move on. I hope we can eat something nice at a town tonight.”
“Sure.” Jake nodded and they began to walk into the dungeon with the Emera Spider following closely behind.
Giselle meanwhile just took in the scenery. She actually hadn’t traveled the world in many years, so somehow and in some way she found the place they were in ⁠— the Traitor’s Graveyard ⁠— to be quite beautiful and captivating. But of course, she wouldn’t be mentioning that to Jake, lest he would laugh.
In the end, she kept her thoughts to herself.
Though she still did hope the Hero of Arachnids would kick the bucket.
Shaking her head, Giselle decided to stop thinking about things and focus on the situation at hand, there probably wouldn’t be many S Tier undead around so it’s not like it mattered.
* * * * *
The first thing that happened after what I said was that Faral grabbed Meika off the ground and decided to rest her up against a tree, sitting down next to her. She turned to me.
“I hope you don’t mind if I keep trying to train her here.”
“I don’t.” I shook my head, essentially giving her my approval.
Then I turned to Ceylon who seemed nervous, but it wasn’t the time to reassure her yet. I regarded the old man for a moment who seemed excited. Then finally, I faced the adventurer we had encountered. She was sitting on the ground looking at the floor.
I didn’t really know what to do with her. If she spread some rumors⁠— well I didn’t think anyone would believe her. Not only was the place we were in at the very edges of Draliz; meaning no one knew of me, but also the fact that she saw a dragon would be very hard to believe. So in the end, anything she said would end up like me telling the Knight Commander I was in the middle of the explosion back then. That said, I couldn’t exactly leave her sitting there.
“So, what will you do?” I asked, raising my brow.
The woman sighed. “I don’t know, everyone is dead and I must report, but I probably won’t make it out alive, at the same time I don’t have rations… I guess… I don’t know.”
“Right…”
I didn’t really know what to tell her, but Ceylon pulled on my sleeve and made me lower my head so she could whisper into my ear.
“Arc, I want to help her, do you think you can hand her some of the rations I brought?”
I blinked, simply nodding as Ceylon extended her hand, offering a piece of bread and dried beef. It was⁠— well I never expected her to help the woman, but somehow, I found it endearing. I smiled before turning to Ila, and walking over to her.
“Hey, we can share some rations, so you should eat first.”
The woman raised her head and blinked. I handed her the bread and the meat before she could say anything. There was a silence before she nodded.
“Thank you, if there is anything I can do for⁠—”
“It’s fine, just eat,” I instructed her.
She nodded and began to munch on the bread and the beef, it honestly didn’t look very appetizing but she ate without complaints and even⁠— shed a few tears. I had no way of understanding what she was going through or anything like that, but we decided to wait for her before deciding how we would go about things⁠—
Or so I thought. The old man approached me.
“I heard you want to level your companion, so how about I lure over one or two skeletons or zombies here so she can get started and warmed up?”
I turned to Ceylon who blinked. “Do you want that?”
“I…” She hesitated before nodding resolutely. “I want that, yes.”
“Alright, I’ll be back.” With those words, Raynell began to walk away.
It was a bit weird to see an old man march into what was a dreary and bleak landscape where nothing was actually alive, but I didn’t really think too much about it. In the end, Arlas was much different from Earth.
Though, I noticed Ceylon still seemed nervous.
“Are you okay?”
She nodded apprehensively. “I’m just… I don’t think we should be in such a dangerous area⁠— or rather I don’t think I should be.”
“It’s fine, I can protect you.” I smiled. “It will be much different than what happened with the Hero of Flames.”
Ceylon hesitated but ultimately nodded. “I just hope the necromancer isn’t a hero or anything…”
“Well, the likelihood of that is low.” I shrugged. “Let’s not worry about it okay?”
“Right, yeah,” Ceylon quietly agreed and with that, we got to waiting.
* * * * *
Ceylon didn’t want to voice it out, fearful of the voice listening in. But she wasn’t comfortable being in this place, while she didn’t doubt Arc’s ability to protect her. She didn’t want to be a risk for Arc or hinder her, and the likelihood of that happening was high…
She was sure of it…
Ceylon sneaked a glance at the frozen undead, and its mere presence was terrifying. While she didn’t recognize what it was, she was certain it was S Tier. Faral had landed on top of it and it had regenerated. For an undead to survive that, Ceylon was certain it had to be strong. And the idea of a necromancer being around filled her with anxiety.
Maybe Ila, the adventurer, was right. It was best for them to turn around and leave. At least, Ceylon didn’t think it was worth the trouble, but in the end, she had to try her best. She wanted to do so for Arc, who had gone out of her way for her and who also had accepted her…
For a moment, Ceylon felt a warmth in her chest before she shook her head and decided that it was best to not think about those things right now. She could hug Arc later, but for now, she had to focus on the situation at hand, and that was to level up. With a deep breath, Ceylon took out the spear she had gotten with Malz and held it tightly.
Arc nodded approvingly, and after a few minutes of idle waiting the ex-Guildmaster came walking back with all the calmness in the world.
Ceylon blinked only to see a zombie and a skeleton following closely behind.
The old man spoke. “A C Tier zombie and a D Tier skeleton, for you both to kill.”
“Huh, right. Okay.” Arc flicked her fingers and in a single moment, both had their feet bound.
Ceylon hesitated holding onto the spear. Maybe it was best for her to attack the D Tier skeleton and kill it first? She took a breath, but Arc spoke.
“Actually… use this.”
Next thing she knew, an ice spear was being offered to her. Ceylon blinked at the SS Tier weapon in surprise.
“Won’t it be too easy?”
“Well, we are leveling you up, not trying to train you.” Arc smiled. “Training can come later, focus on this first.”
“Alright…”
Hesitantly, Ceylon accepted the cold weapon. She felt as if her skin was burning while she grabbed it, but she paid it no mind as she approached the skeleton whose yellow bones were fractured. She saw its dead gaze with two mana orbs, and for a moment Ceylon felt apprehensive.
It was scary…
But Arc was here…
Taking a deep breath she thrust the spear forward and broke one of its ribs. The skeleton let out a weird noise that sounded like an ethereal shriek of pain, but Ceylon paid it no mind as she kept stabbing it and stabbing it⁠—
Then a minute or so later, the opponent fell, and system notifications came.
[ You have defeated: Baleful Skeleton. Tier: D. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
…
Ceylon sighed. It was a weird feeling. She didn’t deserve any of the levels but she had gotten them anyway. It bothered her slightly, but she told herself this was necessary in order to not hinder Arc. She wanted her to be free from worries at least when it came to her safety. And for that, Ceylon had to grow stronger.
Though she’d need battle experience further down the line, and… she wasn’t looking forward to it.
Then, unexpectedly, a delayed system notification came.
[You have learned a C Tier skill: Light Aura Coat.]
Ceylon blinked, knowing what the skill did. Though… again. It was a C Tier skill when she was barely E Tier. It was a bit… too rewarding? Then again, her class was a bit weird so perhaps she didn’t need to think too much about it.
That said, she felt dissatisfied knowing that she wasn’t actually working for anything…
She wanted to earn her class advancement which would be soon…
Ceylon frowned thinking about her new skill, it had defensive properties but it also had offensive properties too. So perhaps…
She looked at the C Tier zombie before turning to Arc.
“Can you unbind the zombie? I want to fight it with just your spear.”
* * * * *
I blinked hearing Ceylon’s request, but seeing the resolution within her eyes I decided to not argue against it. That said, it made me slightly… nervous. And that was putting it mildly. But in the worst-case scenario, I could interfere, without making her mad hopefully…
After hesitating for a moment I nodded. “Alright.”
And with a flick of my fingers, the ice bindings at the zombie’s feet disappeared, and it immediately pounced upon Ceylon. She narrowed her eyes and the spear began to shine in a golden light, much to my surprise.
Then, without hesitation, she dashed and stabbed into the zombie’s shoulder and the creature shrieked. She drew back with a deep breath, but before she could react it pounced; unhindered by the burn-like wound on its shoulder.
Ceylon gasped as she threw herself to the ground in order to dodge, and in the end, I couldn’t help but grow anxious as I watched her fight.
In the end, even though I had the full capacity to save her.
I couldn’t help but wonder if she would be alright…
* * * * *
Meanwhile, far away, in the Mount of Dragons, a rebellion was forming. Deep below the lava, on the world below where the lesser dragons resided, the Dragon of Nature was present in the fiery pit filled with dragons⁠— a cylindrical tunnel that hosted the entire species, filled to the brim with S Tier and even SS Tier dragons.
And he was feeding them lies of a looming threat, all in order to accomplish his goals.
“We have a common enemy, and she wants to kill us all! My brethren, we are soon going to be extinct and she is our executioner”
It was a ploy for revenge. The Dragon of Nature wasn’t going to let Arc get away with making Faral her servant. Not if he could do something about it, and he definitely could. With his influence, the dragons listened to him.
“She calls herself the Queen of Dragons in spite of being no dragon, she slew the Dragon of Frost and we have to make her pay.” His eyes narrowed. “The other elders have betrayed our race, that’s why they aren’t present but worry not, I shall guide us towards a greater future.”
And at that moment, enthused roars came in reply. Then, the Dragon of Nature sensed someone approaching with one of his skills⁠—
The Dragon of Earth.
He grinned to himself, first he would dispose of him and then come to kill Arc.
“The Dragon of Earth is on its way here!” The Dragon of Nature roared at the world below, “Let us kill him!”
And the enthusiastic roars grew louder only for his ears to hear.




Chapter. 32: Assistance to the Lord

Ceylon couldn’t help but feel like she was making a mistake, but this was what she wanted. She wanted to be a true friend; she wanted to be the [Illustrious Friend of the Hero], not some free-loader that didn’t sacrifice anything. In fact, what she was doing was in her opinion, the bare minimum. But even then, even while knowing that, she still felt a looming sense of nervousness.
And the reason for her nervousness was because she had no combat experience and had thrown herself at a fight against a C Tier monster⁠— sure zombies were known to be slow; incredibly so. But it was still very much a terrifying and dangerous fight, and one slip-up would certainly cost her dearly.
Taking a deep breath, Ceylon rolled as the zombie pounced upon the ground. Dirt and grime exploded around her. She never thought her first fight would happen under circumstances like these; the environment was dark and grim; a gray mist permeated the ashen and dull land of death where they battled. She was fighting in such a depressing place and yet she felt more driven than ever.
In a moment, she stood up and pulled back, the zombie reeled towards her in an attempt to persuade, but Ceylon wasn’t willing to let it happen. She grabbed her spear and used her skill once more [Light Aura Coat]. The ice spear shone brightly with a golden light, and this time instead of stabbing she held the shaft and swung.
Throwing all her body weight to the side, she hit the zombie’s head which made it squeal and pull back, stunned with pain. Ceylon staggered, almost losing balance as she took a breather. Even though the battle had just begun she was already beginning to sweat, her breathing was shallow and her heart was racing.
It was the first time she was fighting.
Sneaking a glance to the side, she saw Raynell just observing the fight with a stoic expression, and she also saw Arc, who… had a weird expression on her face. One of worry.
That’s right… Ceylon thought. I’m doing this for Arc, so she won’t worry like this again…
She gripped onto the spear tightly and turned back to the zombie. She stared at the rotten being, ribs poking from its decomposed chest. Its ashen skin seemed ready to fall apart at any second, and it stared at her with an expressionless face, yet its eyes were tightly locked onto her as it pressed forward.
It was… terrifying. Monsters were… terrifying. But, even if they were terrifying she had to see this through. Ceylon took a deep breath and readied herself, her light aura coursing through the spear.
She didn’t know what she was doing or how to go about felling this menacing beast, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered in her mind was coming out on top ⁠⁠— all to prove to herself that she deserved to overcome all of this.
In fact, she was sure she would stop at nothing to reach her goal, even if it meant risking her life. And that was because she owed her life to Arc.
The spear felt cold on her hands, but she ignored that feeling and as the zombie was about to reach her, she narrowed her eyes. Ceylon pressed forward, this time stabbing onto its hip with all her strength.
The zombie recoiled, letting out a screech of pain as it was forced to back off. It hadn’t been enough to make it lose balance yet, but Ceylon was sure that it was only a matter of time before it happened. She just had to keep doing so⁠—
And the zombie let out a roar that gave her pause, its flesh began to change color and a slight red glow began to overcome its entire body. Ceylon paused and quickly realized it was using a skill⁠—
[ Your opponent has used: Berserk ⁠— Their attributes have been increased by 35%.]
Of course… Ceylon recognized it even without the system input.
She frowned and a moment later the zombie lunged, Ceylon barely stepped out of the way as the monster crashed against the ground with an explosion of dirt. She didn’t want to acknowledge it, but the fight had suddenly gotten a lot harder.
Then, from within the curtain of grime, the zombie emerged swiping its sharp and deformed nails⁠— Ceylon raised the spear to block; the shock sent tremors through her bone as she was sent stumbling back. Her arms throbbed with pain, which made her grit her teeth.
If anyone but the people present saw her, they’d probably mock her, and for good reason. Not only did she have a unique class, she was also wielding an SS Tier weapon, and yet she was getting pushed back by a mere C Tier monster⁠— in fact given her circumstances, her Tier didn’t even matter with that many advantages.
And yet she was struggling.
It was slightly shameful, it was… humiliating? Ceylon wasn’t sure of what she was feeling, but she felt indignant; she felt embarrassed that Arc was watching such a show while she had so many advantages; she had to do more. Move forward. She had to try harder and she had to overcome this challenge.
Ceylon watched as the zombie went for another swipe but this time⁠— she charged. She just didn’t care. It wasn’t reckless. Not when the monster in front of her had trouble actually even staying on balance.
In a single moment, she ducked sliding towards the zombie as the spear stabbed onto its hip with all her body weight. The twisted thing swiped but it scratched her arm, making her yelp as the zombie was brought down with her.
Ceylon didn’t care that she was injured⁠— she was going to overcome this thing. The zombie fell to her side as the slide came to an end, and without hesitation, she swiped the spear to the side⁠— slamming the zombie onto the ground as she twisted her grip on the weapon.
She was going to win and come out victorious from this…
Without hesitation, she stabbed into the undead beast’s neck. Though at that moment, the zombie let out a harrowing squeal, and then⁠— the ground exploded and Ceylon was sent tumbling back. Her eyes grew wide as she held onto the ice spear, and then the monster pounced on top of her.
She was barely able to react as she thrust the spear shaft into the thing’s mouth, the zombie let out a garbled noise as spit landed next to her head. Its strength was overwhelming, and Ceylon felt like she was going to lose at any second, but a weird feeling in her head told her to call out.
“Don’t interfere!”
There was a brief gust of icy wind that immediately stopped. She had stopped Arc from doing something. Ceylon struggled but she wanted to win⁠— she wanted this victory to be hers. Letting out a small cry she flipped, throwing the zombie off of her. The wretched creature let out a low hiss, but Ceylon bluntly stabbed the side of its head.
It screeched as it swiped, barely missing Ceylon by a hair as she thrust again, hitting its chin. The creature tried to stand up, but that was enough to stun it for long enough in order to stab it through its eye. It unleashed another screech as it swiped onto the spear, breaking Ceylon’s grip.
Unfortunately, the difference in strength was overwhelming.
The zombie flailed with the spear in one of its eyes as Ceylon pulled back, now more hesitant than ever⁠—
“Catch.”
She turned for a moment only to see another ice spear hit her chest. Her arms scrambled to hold onto it as Arc gave her a stern nod⁠. Ceylon returned it and she turned back to the zombie who with a screech finally took out the object from its eye and tossed it away.
She had to kill it.
Her skill was nice. But it wasn’t strong enough, not to completely help her. The [Light Aura Coat] was spread across the entire spear. While Ceylon understood that the skill enhanced things, she didn’t need to enhance the entire spear, but only the tip.
The zombie was still staggered, enough for Ceylon to feel her mana coursing around the spear.
It felt as if she was injecting it and letting it spread evenly across the spear’s surface, but she didn’t want that. She wanted it to be stronger. Taking a deep breath, Ceylon tried to change the mana flow and found the radiance slowly shifting but it wasn’t enough. It was hard⁠— much harder than she anticipated, but still,⁠ she was beginning to figure it out. Just a bit more⁠—
Then, the zombie recovered and rushed forward with a screech.
Ceylon dodged⁠ this time at a greater ease⁠— the zombie was injured and the Berserk skill was coming to an end.
This was the time she needed.
Ceylon danced with the zombie, dodging and throwing herself to the ground, but she still accrued numerous scratches across her body. But it was worth it, she was on the cusp of achieving what she wanted and the zombie let out another roar. In a single moment, the red aura around its body gained its full strength.
And Ceylon knew she couldn’t stall any longer.
She readied herself as the zombie began to rush towards her at a great speed.
Ceylon had experimented… her mana, she could control it, but more than anything force its strength, she could will it to do what she wanted in this scenario⁠— in a single moment she forced her mana forward, the tip of the spear radiantly shone and she charged towards the zombie.
She was going to kill it now!
The spear struck its head and impaled it through, the golden light burned a clear hole right through the zombie as Ceylon was hit by the body of the zombie. She hit the ground hard, letting go of the spear in pain as the lifeless body of the zombie hung on top of her.
She stared at the gray clouds above.
She had done it… she had killed the thing…
And then, a moment later the notifications came alerting her of her victory.
[ You have defeated: Berserker Zombie. Tier: C. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
…
It was dead…
And then, another notification came.
[Tier Advancement Available.]
At that moment, a long breath left her.
She had done it…
* * * * *
My heart was… in disarray. Watching Ceylon’s fight against the zombie was… hard. Much harder than I imagined. Seeing her getting injured before my eyes as she struggled in a fight for her life was…
It sent a lot of irrational feelings through me. It was odd really. But now that it had come to an end, I was glad. A small breath left me as I made the ice spears dissolve off the ground, then with a small kick a spike of ice knocked the zombie off of Ceylon. She was… bloodied.
All her injuries were surface level but it still bothered me. However, I decided to just focus on her expression ⁠— her smiling expression of accomplishment. I walked up to her, looking down.
“You did it,” I smiled. “Good job.”
Ceylon nodded satisfied. “I did it… I acquired my class advancement through my own efforts; well as much as they can be mine anyway, and it seems to be a Tier Advancement, but I’m happy anyway.”
“Right…” I didn’t understand part of what she said but still nodded. “I’m glad you’re happy, and yeah they were all your efforts.”
“It was all thanks to your spear, but yeah…” she hesitantly agreed. “Thank you, Arc.”
“You’re welcome.”
The atmosphere was quite warm, which I made sure to enjoy. In the end, I decided to sit down next to Ceylon. The ground was dark, ashes⁠— or whatever remains of the living littered it. The sky was gray, and there were no signs of life anywhere aside from our little group. But, I didn’t mind it. Not with Ceylon here anyway.
“You did good in your fight,” I said. “You even modified your skill.”
“It was hard, but I did,” she agreed. “I’m happy. It was my first… real fight, but…”
“Yeah?” I raised my brow.
Ceylon raised herself with her arms to look at me. “It was scary you know?”
“Huh?” I blinked and she continued.
“Sure, I did great in my first fight⁠— in fact, I did much better than I ever imagined, but…” She shook her head and lied back down. “I don’t understand how you do it, that’s scary…”
“Ah… well it’s fine, you don’t have to fight anymore,” I said absentmindedly.
“No, I will keep fighting. I want to at least feel like I’m earning something.” She closed her eyes. “There is nothing that will stop me, even if I’m fearful, I’ll still continue to do so.”
“You don’t have to…”
“But I want to,” she answered.
“Right…” I nodded, accepting her resolve.
I didn’t know what had overcome Ceylon all of a sudden, but I didn’t mind. However, there was something that I did want to say.
“Ceylon, I don’t expect you to be strong or anything, you can fulfill the role you have always fulfilled, being my friend; being helpful and perhaps advising me when I’m uncertain,” I said with a small smile.
Ceylon smiled at me. “Don’t worry, after I’m strong enough, I won’t fight unless I have to. I just want you to have the notion that I can protect myself should the moment come.”
My smile deepened. “Thank you.”
And just like that, we basked in the atmosphere, enjoying the moment. I didn’t know how things would go in the long run, but whatever happened I wouldn’t mind. In the end, I just hoped I’d be around Ceylon for a long while. That thought in itself made me happy.
Minutes passed, and just as I was about to say something, I saw the ground before us shift and an undead with a robe that covered its entire figure emerged, he was holding a staff filled to the brim with gems.
[Lord Lich. Tier: S]
I blinked, feeling no hostility, and then the undead before us spoke.
“My lord requires your assistance, help us, and you shall be rewarded with unimaginable riches.”




Chapter. 33: Lord Lich

Its words made Ceylon and I share a confused glance.
“Unimaginable riches?” I asked, turning to the Lord Lich. “What could that be?”
“Foolish human, he’s willing to grant you a favor in return.” His gruff voice echoed for all of us to hear. “It’s outside of your comprehension.”
“Huh…” I blinked.
On one hand, I wanted to tell it to fuck off. On the other hand, I was… curious. And the curiosity was high. I mean, the necromancer clearly was at least an S Tier individual, so what kind of reward would he be offering given the fact that he had just threatened us some time ago?
Ceylon turned to me, and seeing my roused expression she spoke.
“If you want to agree, I won’t be against it; just know that this could be a trap⁠—”
“Silence wench,” the lich hissed. “Our lord is a man of his word. Such petty tactics are below him.”
“Right…” Ceylon trailed off.
I was… slightly ticked it had insulted Ceylon, but at the same time it was the equivalent of an ant cursing you out ⁠— you could only care so much ⁠— so instead I just focused on thinking.
Realistically, if I helped the necromancer, things would go a lot more smoothly with leveling up Ceylon, and we could leave without trouble. Though at the same time, I’d lose any reason to pick a fight with him.
I mean it’d be shitty to be on neutral terms and attack him for levels…
However, we kind of weren’t exactly here for me to grow stronger but for Ceylon in the first place. And while it was probably a lot more important for me to grow stronger than for Ceylon to do so, I wasn’t planning on unnecessarily endangering her if I could help it. I did pick a fight with the necromancer, but it wasn’t as if we could also just turn around and leave.
So in the end, I nodded.
“Alright, I’ll help.” I turned to the old man. “You can protect Ceylon, and also stay near Faral.”
He nodded, without hesitation. Then I turned to the scared girl, Ila, the adventurer who had frozen upon seeing the lich.
“You stay here too.”
She hesitantly nodded and I turned to the lich.
“Alright, I’m ready to go.”
The lich stared at me with an indescribable expression, as he spoke in a husky tone. “Stand next to me.”
“Sure.”
I complied with his request, and then he raised his staff as it began to shine. The wind seemed to change, our surroundings darkened as a bubble of darkness wrapped around us. And then he spoke, slamming the staff down.
“[Dark Blink].”
We were encompassed in darkness, and then a moment later I found myself standing at a random spot in the Traitor’s Graveyard. There were stone tiles below us, rusted fencing lined the path, then I turned to the lich in confusion.
“So what does your… lord need help with?” I asked, still puzzled.
The lich stared ahead in silence, while I just took the time to examine the sentient skeleton. Namely, its staff, which I decided to use [Appraisal] on.
[Staff of Elements. Tier: S].
I just raised my brow, thinking it was interesting. In the end, all I could really do was look at the lich which in reality looked like a very average skeleton, except for two flaming wisps in its eyes. About five seconds had passed, and it was still looking ahead.
“You shall understand soon,” he said cryptically.
“Sure, I guess?” My confusion was evident, but it made no effort to explain.
In the end, we just sat there waiting.
What could the necromancer even need help with?
* * * * *
“Isn’t this a bit boring?” Giselle asked.
A moment later, a gigantic spider leg crushed the undead that had just reformed for the third time. Jake nodded his head somewhat tired. They were fighting three Doom Wights at once, and they were all getting effortlessly crushed by the Emera Spider.
“It is, but it’s very hard to get experience for the spider normally,” Jake explained.
“Yeah, but it’s still just…” Giselle frowned as she swiped her hand down.
Dust and bones exploded in front, leaving a dent in the ground. Jake didn’t know how many times the same thing happened, overall, but here they were just doing something.
“It’s just…?” Jake asked, raising his brow.
“Well didn’t I tell the guy to fuck off?” Giselle tilted her head, confused. “Shouldn’t he be pissed off and be trying to kill us by now? I even proclaimed my identity as a hero.”
“Right… you did.” Jake nodded.
He did think what Giselle had done was stupid, but at the same time, he could understand her reasoning of angering the other person so they would come all the way there to kill them. It was an odd thing to him, but it wasn’t as if he truly understood the unhinged Hero of Spiders after all.
“Still, don’t you think it was a dumb thing to do?” Jake asked.
“Ha? We can always run away. Don’t you have some shiny weapons or whatever?” Giselle’s tone was dismissive. “It doesn’t really matter if the man is an SS Tier Hero or an S Tier nobody. It’s worth the bet.”
“I can’t see it.” Jake sighed.
Giselle harrumphed as the spider hit another reformed Doom Wight. This time, its bones truly shattered as they exploded like fine dust into the air⁠, leaving nothing but an empty crater on the ground.
“Oh, it’s dead.” Giselle blinked. “That took long enough. What was that like, an hour?”
“About that yeah,” Jake agreed.
“Also don’t you ever worry about me trying to kill you?” Giselle asked as the spider attacked a reformed undead. “I mean, given our situation and arrangement.”
“Not really.” Jake shrugged. “It’s not as if you can kill me.”
“Well, but I could still try to injure you out of spite,” Giselle argued.
Jake shook his head.
“Unless you have a death wish, you won’t be doing that. The only reason Arc spared you is because she trusts that I can control you. If you show that unwillingness, well⁠—”
“Okay fine, I get it.” She interrupted snorting. “No need to threaten me like that.”
“I’m just explaining.”
“Whatever you say.”
Jake shook his head as another Doom Wight finally died. Its bones spread into the air like mist. And now only one remained. The sight made him slightly happy, but at the same time, he couldn’t help but worry.
Giselle had angered the necromancer on purpose, and yet aside from the Doom Wights before them, nothing had actually happened. It was… suspicious, but also odd. And perhaps, the necromancer was assembling an army of undead to dispose of them once and for all. Which Jake… didn’t know how to feel about.
On one hand, he was excited, on the other he was slightly worried that they might be provoking an SS Tier being without reason.
This many S Tier undead weren’t common at all after all.
He frowned, and at that moment the last Doom Wight died, vanishing into nothingness as the spider probably leveled up. Not even Giselle had a clue about the spider’s level, which Jake found dumb but didn’t comment on.
“Well, let’s go, at this pace maybe we’ll get an SS Tier spider in record time.” Giselle smiled. “Then I can be done with this mess.”
“What makes you think that it’s only a single spider that you have to deliver?” Jake raised his brow.
“I don’t, but I like to dream.”
With those nonchalant words, Jake watched as the Heroine of Spiders stepped forward. Even though they had been together for more than a month now, he just now felt like he was beginning to comprehend her.
Though that was a possible maybe.
Shaking his head, he followed after her, hoping that everything would be fine.
* * * * *
“So, what am I helping with?” I asked the lich again.
“Impatient fool, you shall see soon,” he said, his harrowed voice clearly indicating some form of irritation.
“Whatever you say, Mr. Lich, or Ms. I don’t know what you are.” I shrugged.
There was no reply, so I just decided to wait. I never expected to ever wait along with a sentient skeleton but I didn’t mention it. In the end, I just wanted to get things out of the way and be done with it. So that’s why I didn’t press.
A minute passed, and I finally saw a spider on the horizon.
“That, you must dispose of that and the intruders along with that thing.”
I blinked as [Appraisal] returned a result.
[Emera Spider. Tier: S].
Huh… What was an Emera Spider doing all the way here? It confused me a bit, so I decided to ask.
“What do the two intruders look like?”
He harrumphed. “Must you ask so many questions? One tall man and one short woman in a dress that calls herself the Heroine of Spiders, fight them.”
“Oh…” I blinked. “That… is complicated.”
The wisps of the lich blinked. “Are you refusing to do the request?”
“Not necessarily that, I can probably convince them to leave the place if that’s what you want.” I tilted my head. “They are my acquaintances.”
The wisps of the lich became messy for a few seconds. I stared at him with confusion before finally he spoke again.
“My lord has indicated that that is an agreeable arrangement, now go.”
“Well you will have to accompany me for the arrangement to work,” I explained.
“Fine.”
With that, I found myself walking towards the Emera Spider with a sentient undead following me. I found what was happening odd, but I decided to just go along with it. As for why Jake and Giselle were here, well I had a bit of an idea but I had to ask either way.
* * * * *
He was a Lord Lich, a Lich of the highest order within S Tier, and he had been his lord’s most faithful follower for hundreds of years now. And now, just like any other time, he was carrying his lord’s order, however unlike others, he found it troublesome. The human that his lord wanted help from was weird.
Everything about the human was weird, from her manner of speech to clothes, to even magic power. The Lord Lich couldn’t actually perceive how strong she was, which was strange. The only other person he felt about in that way was his own lord. Though the notion of her being on par with his lord was ridiculous.
In the end, the lord was hoping to deal with multiple problems at once. Ridding himself of both potential headaches for his plans. The Lord Lich couldn’t praise his lord enough for such a brilliant plan, and now he just needed to execute it perfectly. And that’s why he was walking along with the human.
It didn’t take long before they came face to face with the intruders, first was the man who blinked in confusion.
“Arc?”
Then there was the woman who shivered. “Y-You aren’t here to finish the deal right?”
“No.” The woman named Arc shook her head. “It’s about something else, you see I have this… Lord Lich.” He stood there as Arc gestured at him. “Apparently his lord wants you two gone from the Traitor’s Graveyard, and he will give me a handsome reward or whatever, also it’s probably beneficial for me.”
“Well, we could do that I guess?” Jake said. “We were here to level up the spider, so if you have a recommendation as to where to level instead, it’d be great.”
Arc nodded. “Right, I guess I can ask the old man.”
The Lord Lich didn’t know who she was talking about but it didn’t matter so long as the request was fulfilled. And it seemed to be going in a good direction.
“Or, we can join forces and kill the necromancer,” the woman in front suggested. “He’s most definitely SS Tier, and probably has enough S Tier skeletons to turn Alfina into an SS Tier Emera Spider.”
The Lord Lich paused feeling a sudden anger well within.
What kind of heinous request was that? Disrespecting his lord⁠—!?
“Right…”
The woman, Arc, was certainly taken aback. It was enough for the Lord Lich to relax, after all. Who could dare to go against his lord? It would be an incredibly dumb decision after all.
“That… but what about my companion Ceylon? Unless Jake or you protect her, then you should leave.”
The Lord Lich blinked through his wispy eyes. Had he heard that right?
“Sure I can most definitely protect Ceylon,” the man, Jake, agreed in a heartbeat. “For once I think Giselle has a good idea.”
Then, Arc turned to him, the Lord Lich.
“Sorry, the deal is off.”
What⁠—?
And she punched, all his bones shattered as his skull flew through the air.




Chapter. 33: A Great Idea

It was slightly counterproductive to say I wanted to primarily help Ceylon and then immediately agree to kill the necromancer along with Jake and Giselle. But the reason I had agreed was a very simple one.
If I disposed of the necromancer now, then I’d be able to help Ceylon without worries.
And that was why I was going to stick with my decision.
* * * * *
The Lord Lich couldn’t believe it.
The two wisps within his eye sockets trembled in anger.
Was she seriously going against his lord?! It was inconceivable! Just over a half-assed offer by a hero?!
It was a repulsive idea, a thought that angered the Lord Lich to no end. Not only was she disrespecting and sullying his lord’s name, but the woman was also certain of her victory chances; it was preposterous. Completely and utterly deluded! And she had already chosen a side! Ridiculous!
The Lord Lich had a hard time understanding such an unhinged thought process, but it didn’t matter ⁠— whatever the true explanation was she had picked her side. The side of wrongness, the side of heresy, and the side of defiance. And she was going to regret it. He was sure of it. And it all started with making sure she would be weakened for her encounter with his lord.
The Lord Lich was aware of it, she was stronger than him, there was no doubt about it. He had seen his fair share of powerful adventurers throughout the years, but this girl was amongst the strongest ones. And unlike before, this time he was alone to face her. His demise was imminent, but his loyalty was eternal and his actions would surely be everlasting.
He would contribute to her downfall.
That he was sure of. Certain of. And all he had to do was try his best. Not for nothing was he a Lord Lich and the most loyal subject to his lord. While he certainly wasn’t the strongest, he had his lord’s interest fresh in his mind; it has always been in his mind. All his actions were guided by those principles. And right now, his mind was telling him to give it all he had.
His lord was watching.
The jaw of his skull was about to fly off before it immediately snapped back into his skull. The jeweled staff flew, its iridescent gems brilliantly shining in the air as all the broken bones flew back to mend his body. Shards and dust from the ground itself immediately filled the gaps of the broken bones ⁠— mending them anew.
In a single moment, the Lord Lich stood before the white-haired woman and the little group. He didn’t think he stood a chance before stood much of a chance against all three at once; every single individual before him was S Tier. But even then, he was going to do his best to achieve his duties.
The staff within his hands began to shine, illuminating the dark and depressing environment⁠, and just as he was about to call his spell, the white-haired woman spoke.
“You two should go back to Ceylon and the others,” she said with a frown. “Jake, make sure to explain to Faral that you’re working with me.”
“Alright.” The man nodded.
Meanwhile, the other woman snorted, “What, you’re just taking the levels for this guy yourself?”
“It doesn’t matter, now go.”
The hero wanted to argue but was forcefully taken by the man, and soon they were left alone. The Lord Lich was having a hard time believing the situation; Arc had surrendered her advantage just like that?! It was an incredibly foolish move, one that made him laugh.
“You really are making a mistake human,” his mocking tone echoed through the air.
But the woman just raised her brow. “Is that it?”
Clicking his jaw, the Lord Lich raised his bony hand; his ivory-colored bones lightly shone as magic gathered at the tips of his fingers.
“Then regret this⁠— [Frost Lightning]!”
In a single moment, he slammed down the hand as a flash of white slammed upon the woman. It was an instantaneous attack that couldn’t be reacted to⁠— a spell that was at the very peak of S Tier, and his proudest work throughout his life. And now, the white-haired woman had taken the full brunt of the attack, all due to her carelessness.
“Huh, interesting,” a voice spoke from within the smoke and frozen ground. “Is it like this?” At that moment, the Lord Lich saw a flash of white within the smoke. “[Frost Lightning].”
And everything broke.
The ground exploded. The air sizzled, rippled, and exploded⁠— all his bones shattered in an instant as they spread through the land, frostbitten and torn. How? The surroundings had turned into a frost land from the same spell⁠. Except, it was somehow…
More powerful?
The mind of the Lord Lich blared as the pieces of bone came back together under the staff’s command. His body cracked in the process from the chilly temperature it had been subjected to.
It didn’t make sense.
The woman had used the same spell against him after just seeing it once…
“That’s quite nice actually.” She tilted her head rubbing her fingers. “A bit hard to do, and uses a lot more mana than I’d like but…”
His jaw threatened to fall out as it cracked from the frost.
She had actually copied the skill.
In a single moment from watching it just once. It was unfathomable. The Lord Lich couldn't understand it.
For a moment, his resolve faltered. It was as if he was staring at a monster, it felt as if he was staring at his lord. An insurmountable wall that couldn’t be surpassed.
No⁠—
She was a mere intruder, there was no way she was that strong! How could someone like her compare to his lord?! His thoughts had been the equivalent of heresy, and he couldn’t even believe he had entertained something like that even for the slightest second.
She was a measly adventurer, one that dared to go against his lord, and for that⁠⁠— she was going to pay the consequences!
“You may be able to copy my skill,” he hissed. “But I am far more than one skill!” He raised his staff at her. “[Stasis]!”
And she blinked at him, the Lord Lich felt his mana trickle for a moment before the skill itself failed⁠— it didn’t even make sense. Frost was his strongest element and yet he couldn’t deal with this mage?!
“Well, I already knew the skill, but, there.” She snapped her fingers and in a single moment his entire being froze⁠— it was all against his will.
He wanted to open his mouth wide, but nothing in his body worked. It was the first time he had felt like this and he knew the cause. They were the effects of [Stasis]. The woman had used the same spell on him, and even though he couldn’t control his body all of his emotions were in disarray.
“Well, I never thought someone would try to use it on me.” The woman breathed. “Though, I was hoping you’d use another skill I didn’t know, but this one is quite nice. It feels similar to my other skill, though not as strong.”
She thought for a moment.
“Have you heard of a frost skill called [Judgment of the Ice God]?” Her tone was curious.
That skill? Did she know of that skill?
And at that moment the pressing force on the Lord Lich vanished, all as his mind raced thinking about what the woman was getting at. Then she spoke.
“Do you know something stronger than that?”
“That’s the strongest offensive frost skill!” He couldn’t stop himself from shaking as he raised his staff. “Nothing is better, and yet you have the gall to ask me if I know something stronger?!”
“Well, I figured it was worth asking.” She shrugged. “Maybe I shouldn’t have killed the Dragon of Frost⁠— could’ve probably learnt something from him.”
A sigh left her.
Killed the Dragon of Frost? The Lord Lich knew of the mythical dragons, but she had killed one? That sounded preposterous⁠— and he stopped himself. She had showcased the ability to use [Stasis], but even then, the dragons were beings in the SS Tier, just like his lord.
It was a dumb thing, and yet deep down he was unsure. Unsure about how strong the girl truly was, and unsure if she was lying⁠— what did she have to gain from lying? She’d just be an arrogant fool! But based on what he was seeing, that wasn’t the case. So all the Lord Lich could ask what was on his confused mind.
“Just who are you…?”
As he made the question he couldn’t help but realize that his hand was shaking as he pointed at her, and his eyes were flickering with uncertainty. The woman raised her brow with an unamused expression before she smiled.
“I’m Arc.” Her grin turned deeper. “Though the annoying system likes to call me the Heroine of Frost.”
“The… Heroine of Frost…?”
At that moment, he felt his thoughts come to a halt. The Lich Lord could barely understand what was happening⁠— the human before him was actually a hero too? That was… That made no sense⁠—
“Anyway, I’d rather if that fact didn’t get spread so this is a farewell.”
And the Lord Lich felt the air grow colder as she raised her arm. Somehow, that gesture triggered all his danger senses, and he could even feel the mana shift and coalesce above.
That only meant…
He looked up only to see a gigantic spear forming above him, and then the Heroine of Frost brought her hand down as she called the legendary and fabled skill.
“[Judgment of the Ice God].”
Everything exploded, all his bones and the ground itself, the air, the mana⁠— his staff flew through the air and landed within Arc’s hand, all as his thoughts ended in a single conclusion.
I never stood a chance…
* * * * *
And I closed my hand upon the staff within my grip, shattering it into pieces as they fell onto the ground. Then, the notification came.
[ You have defeated: Lord Lich. Tier: S. ]
And just like that the battle had ended. There was no grand struggle, no nothing. The Lord Lich had just died in a single moment, and now there was only silence across my dreary surroundings. The gigantic ice spear before me was rapidly melting, leaving nothing but a gaping hole.
There was nothing more, no further sound, no nothing. All there was was the wind caressing my hair as I shook my head. I almost expected the necromancer to threaten me or something by now, but there was nothing. Which, I didn’t know how to feel about.
In the end, maybe I should’ve asked him about his lord. But I felt like it was best to just assume he was SS Tier and a hero, so I wasn’t about to go blitz into his hideout or anything like that. Instead, I was going to go reunite with Ceylon and the others and see how things were going.
I took a breath and used [God Step].
In a single moment, I sensed multiple presences which were all rather familiar. I walked over to see what was happening, and well they were all gathered across a bonfire. Ceylon was right next to Faral, Ila, and Meika, then there was the old man sitting off to the side kind of alone, while Jake and Giselle sat somewhat close together.
As soon as I stepped nearby Jake turned in my direction and nodded at me. It was enough for everyone else to notice my presence, Faral regarded me with a small nod, as did the two adventurers, Ceylon nodded at me slightly awkwardly. The old man just watched me and flashed me a smile, Giselle snorted and Jake just looked pensive.
“Well now that you’re here,” he began. “We discussed what we wanted to do but after talking with your companion I kind of feel like we are just endangering her.”
Giselle sighed. “I told you, she can just be taken away by Faral, isn’t she the literal Dragon of Wind? I can literally see it with [Appraisal].”
Jake sighed. “Why didn’t you say so before?”
“Well, dunno I just didn’t feel like it.” She shrugged.
I blinked and just decided to take a seat next to Ceylon. Jake and Giselle began to bicker as a small sigh left me, though it was enough for everyone to stop talking. Then I turned to Ceylon.
“Are you sad?”
She paused before shaking her head. “No, I’m not.”
“Ceylon,” I turned to her. “Please.”
She lowered her head and sighed. “Yes I’m sad, but I don’t think I have any right to be.”
“Why are you sad, is it because we are cutting the leveling short?” I asked and got a reply I didn’t expect.
“I thought I’d get to spend time together with you, but I suddenly found out it was too dangerous for me to stay around…” She hesitated. “So it’s… saddening in that sense, but you should do what you have to do.”
“I see.” I nodded before turning to the rest of the people. “Let’s stay around and level Ceylon for a day or two before going to destroy the necromancer.”
Jake and almost everyone nodded, except for Giselle who raised her brow questioningly. She seemed to think about it for a few moments before a laugh left her.
“You know what? That’s actually a great idea. We can extend it to multiple days and even go to stay the nights at towns!” she said gleefully.
“It’s just meant to be a one or two-day thing.” I shook my head.
“No, you don’t understand.” Giselle grinned. “This is a great plan to psychologically torture that necromancer.”
“Torture?” I asked, raising my brow.
“That is right, torture.” She smiled. “Imagine how stressed out he will be when we constantly come to threaten his home without acting on our claims and then leave?”
“Right…”
That seemed almost cruel…
“Well, we don’t have to kill him in the end,” Ceylon said to me. “Perhaps it’s not a bad idea to just enjoy ourselves…”
“Right, I guess we can do that.”
Giselle laughed. “This will be great! I’m sure Viktoria will get a lot of levels from this!”
I blinked. Wasn’t the spider named something else?
Jake facepalmed, and that night we left the dungeon to stay in town as we had planned.
As for the necromancer?
I had stopped caring.




Chapter. 34: Rejection

That night things devolved.
The Hero of Necromancy spent his time gathering an army only to realize the intruders upon his domain had left and yet was too skeptical to act upon his plans. Something was brewing and he didn’t know what, his favorite lich had died at the hands of the white woman. He didn’t see her fight, he didn’t monitor his domain, all because he had been preparing for their impending assault upon his lair.
But that never happened. Instead, the intruders had vanished without a trace, and he was left to figure out why. Something was coming and he wasn’t sure what it was yet, but one thing was for certain. He had to keep preparing for a battle between heroes so that he could come out on top of this.
He had been saving his resources and mana for a long time, but now it seemed that he had to use it. As for future hero battles? He didn’t have the headspace to worry about those things.
Still… The Hero of Necromancy didn’t think this was a bad thing. He just had to make them suffer…
Perhaps if he gained enough experience from killing another hero he could use it to grow his army…
That at least was a hope of his, but that remained to be seen. For now, he had to focus on using his resources to create more undead. Undead capable of hindering a hero, and that was tedious, but he was going to see to it.
He didn’t know what the intruders were planning, and it didn’t matter. He just had to prepare for the battle of his life, and that he would do.
* * * * *
Elsewhere a bloodied battle came to an end, one that would have easily destroyed multiple countries but it occurred in the middle of the ocean, and the victor was none other than the Dragon of Nature.
“Any last words?” he asked.
The sea had been split, and all the water surrounding them was elsewhere as they stood on dry land. The Dragon of Earth groveled, bleeding on the ground as a cacophony of roars echoed through the air. Flying figures loomed over him, and looking down was the traitor.
The Dragon of Earth couldn’t believe the insanity of what he was witnessing, but it didn’t matter. He would never understand the wretched or unstable mind of the Dragon of Nature or why he was going to such lengths, but deep down he knew that this wouldn’t be the end of things.
That unhinged plan was going to backfire and with it, the dragons could potentially come to an end. As kind as that woman was, something like this certainly wouldn’t be tolerated, not from the entire race.
Gritting his teeth he hissed.
“You really are signing up for a death sentence…”
The Dragon of Nature sneered in response, speaking coldly. “She may be a hero, but regardless of her strength, the might of our race is nothing to be taken lightly. She will fall, and she will regret her actions.”
The Dragon of Earth inwardly shook his head. The Dragon of Nature was foolish, but for now, he had to leave and escape; and more than anything he had to warn Arc.
“Well, not like it concerns you.” The Dragon of Nature narrowed his eyes. “You won’t be here for much longer; that I’m sure of.”
The Dragon of Earth let out a small sigh as mana gathered at the maw of the Dragon of Nature shining in a green light.
This was it.
This would be their last encounter.
The Dragon of Earth began to chant his skill as the bells of death echoed ever closer. Finally, the Dragon of Nature spoke.
“Goodbye.”
And it fired.
“[From The Earth I Was Born, & To It I Shall Return].”
At that moment, the Dragon of Earth exploded into thousands of rocks, and just like that a silence swept over the land. The dust scattered like ash, and yet no system notification came. It didn’t take long for the Dragon of Nature to realize what had happened.
Gritting his teeth he turned to the dragons in the sky.
“Find him and finish him!” he commanded.
The dragons heeded the command and soon set off to find the traitor. And just like that, a silence descended as the waves began to rescind back to where they once were. All while a single dragon stood there.
It was the Dragon of Nature, and there was nothing but anger and frustration in his mind. He had been foolish; he should’ve finished him off without words, he should’ve been cold, but instead, the Dragon of Earth had used a skill he himself had never seen before.
And now it was only a matter of time before his plans went south.
He turned to the sky and gritted his teeth as he himself too took flight.
The Dragon of Earth had to die before the news got out…
* * * * *
That night, Ila bid farewell after we forced more food upon her. All to do her report to the relevant authorities of the Adventurer’s Guild. Though she did warn us that we shouldn’t take too long with our plan, due to the fact that more people would get involved in about three days' time.
I appreciated her words, and she had promised to not say anything. But as far as whether that would be upheld or not, I didn’t know and to some extent, I didn’t care too much. All she knew was that Faral was a dragon, and I guess my name.
But the fact that I was a hero or other stuff was unknown knowledge, so I didn’t worry too much. Well if a memory crystal was used it would be a different story… But I didn’t think that would happen. And then, there was what happened over at Miri-Sunre, which hopefully wouldn’t make it out of the country.
At least not past vague rumors anyway. There were rumors of the Hero of Frost already, so perhaps things would be mostly fine in the long term. At least that’s what I hoped.
My thoughts had wandered off for the dinner and soon we found ourselves in our respective rooms. Malz had insisted on sleeping with Ceylon and I but had been denied. In the end, Faral and Malz shared a room along with Meika, while the old man stayed alone. Jake stayed with Giselle elsewhere.
And now, I was alone with Ceylon who just turned to me.
“Are you alright?”
“I think so,” I said after a moment. “I’m just slightly worried about the fact that I’ve been drawing so much attention, and admittedly don’t seem to care?”
I hesitated.
“I feel like this might come back to bite me.” A sigh left me.
“You mean, Ila seeing us for example?” Ceylon asked curiously.
“Yeah, I guess so,” I agreed. “I feel like I’ve been very relaxed about all of that lately. I mean, I even said I was the Heroine of Frost over at the Miri-Sunre Republic…”
“You did what?” Ceylon paused.
“I fought in the arena, did I tell you that?” I asked massaging my head.
“No, you did not…” Ceylon said with a weird tone.
“Right… Sorry, I didn’t tell you,” I meekly apologized.
“It’s fine…” She breathed. “So I guess you became a bit of an urban legend.”
There was some silence in the room before I just nodded.
“I guess so…”
And then, there was only silence. We sat across one another, both of us looking at the ground. I felt awkward and admittedly somewhat uncomfortable. I wasn’t good at socializing, that was no secret, and while I felt closer than ever to Ceylon to some extent I felt shame. Shame due to the fact that I hadn’t told her the whole story. Perhaps…
“Arc…” Ceylon began. “I don’t think you should worry too much, but if the worst comes to worst then you should be more than strong enough to defend yourself.”
“I guess so, but the problem is them coming for you,” I said, shaking my head.
“Well, that’s why we are trying to make me stronger.” Ceylon smiled. “So that that isn’t a problem.”
I smiled lightly. “I hope that it isn’t in the future, but yeah I guess I can’t help but worry.”
And then, the conversation stopped. A few seconds ticked by as I saw Ceylon thinking about saying something before she spoke in a whisper.
“Well, we can always elope…”
“You mean like to marry?” I raised my brow⁠—
“No!” She stuttered. “I-I meant like run away you know? Not something romantic, I mean I think I feel very affectionate towards you Arc…” She trailed off and met my gaze. “I mean, I think you’re very good looking but I could never really see you that way or stuff…”
I blinked.
Did Ceylon just reject me…?
“D-Don’t get me wrong!” She stuttered. “I really really like you Arc, just not like that⁠—”
And I couldn’t keep it to myself any longer as I just began to laugh. It was silly, there was no way Ceylon had just rejected me⁠— the notion was so ridiculous! I didn’t even have any kind of those feelings for her or anyone for that matter.
“Arc?” Ceylon asked in shock.
I wiped a tear from my eye. “It’s just…” and I chuckled. “If anything I should be the one rejecting you…”
And I started to laugh again as Ceylon just stared at me weirdly. A few seconds passed as I realized her face was somewhat red with embarrassment.
“Sorry, I guess I misunderstood…” she said in a whisper.
“It’s fine,” I smiled. “It was pretty funny, and don’t worry Ceylon.”
She blinked. “R-Right…”
Somehow she was still embarrassed but I didn’t mention it. It was just a funny thing and that was all. The thought of asking someone out had never even crossed my mind in all my years alive, but then again, I guess I had never been in the right space of mind to do so.
It was just a peculiar and funny thing that happened.
“Well, ignoring that,” I said with a smile. “I guess I’ll just deal with things adequately regardless of what happens.”
Ceylon nodded. “And hopefully I’ll be able to help you along the way,” she added.
I smiled at her. “I hope so too.”
“Yeah…”
And then there was silence as I decided to lie down on the bed. Ceylon followed suit and we both just stared at the ceiling. Seconds and minutes passed as I just relaxed before finally there was a shuffling of the bed sheets.
“Hey um…” Ceylon called out to me.
“Yeah?”
“I hope I can stay around you for a very long time, Arc,” Ceylon said in a heartfelt manner. “As weird and clingy as that sounds…”
“I hope so too, it too would make me happy.” I smiled.
I really enjoyed the sweet and rather bubbly atmosphere going on. It was something that rarely happened, so the times that it did it was… enjoyable to say the least.
“I think we should sleep…” Ceylon interrupted my thoughts. “Thank you again, Arc.”
“Yeah, you’re welcome.” I smiled as I shifted on the bed. Then after a brief moment, I spoke. “Goodnight Ceylon.”
She smiled at me. “Goodnight Arc.”
And just like that my odd night came to an end, and soon after I fell asleep. Except, instead of a dream I couldn’t remember, I dreamt of a dreary and rainy night. One of the moments that marked me back on Earth…
The day in which my family disowned me.




Chapter. 35: Memories Best Forgotten

I could remember it like it was yesterday.
It was so vivid, that the memories themselves brought me heartache. They were memories I didn’t want to recall, things that were supposed to be distant, and yet here there were…
The rain was pattering, hitting against the cold window as the droplets clouded the glass. The hazy vision of the outside would normally bring me comfort but this time it made me feel trapped. The relaxed atmosphere felt like the calm before the storm. I didn’t know what I was doing or what I was feeling.
In the end…
I looked down, feeling the envelope within my fingers. My black hair hung low and disheveled, I hadn’t really slept for days. Not like I could.
Because I had gone against my parent’s wishes…
I turned to look back at the window, I had been feeling uneasy for days. But I hoped I believed that my decision would be something that would be approved of. Something that I could hopefully look back on and smile on, and eventually my parents would be proud of me…
But I didn’t know…
I had worked so hard for this dream of mine. One that I understood would be unpleasant for my family, that was why I had tried my hardest… That was why when I first received the acceptance letter to my dream school I had been overjoyed, but now… I wasn’t so sure.
“I also have a full scholarship, but will that be enough…?” I asked with a sigh.
My soft voice echoed through the room, and before I even noticed it my hands were shaking. I was nervous… very nervous. I had made the decision that today at dinner I’d relay the news to my family, but now I felt like backing off.
I turned to see my room, it was normal; there was nothing that even hinted at my decision, but deep down I knew that’s what I wanted to do in life…
I walked to a drawer next to my desk and opened it, only to see rolls of cotton paper, splashed and filled with color. I took a deep breath before taking them all out, taking my sketchbooks out, and taking my small clay sculptures out from the very bottom.
I stared at the desk, at the watercolor artworks; portraits, buildings, nature. I stared at the clay models, and finally, I flipped through the sketchbooks filled to the brim with art studies and sketches.
I wasn’t perfect…
Far from it…
But it was my dream…
The question was…
Would it be accepted?
I had worked so hard for it, but in the end, I didn’t know. I didn’t know what to think of things, I had been accepted, my portfolio had been reviewed and praised, and a professor even expressed interest in hiring me when I went to tour the college…
But would all of that be… enough?
A long breath left me as I began to put away everything that was on my desk, and while that was happening I heard knocking at my door. I hurried, and luckily, I closed the drawer before the entrance opened.
And there, I saw my mother. She was shorter than me and yet had a rather stern gaze as she looked at me.
“Arc, I know your break just started but you cannot let yourself go like this,” she said, her tone harsh. “Your sister is already starting her master’s…”
“Right.” I nodded. “Yeah, I know sorry.”
“This is what’s best for you.” With those words, she closed the door and her voice echoed from behind the door. “We will have dinner soon.”
“Right, I’ll get ready…”
I called as I received no reply and a very long sigh left me. In the end, I was nervous. I was supposed to have applied for law schools and would be getting my results soon; except I had done none of that…
In the end, I applied to several art colleges and ended up being accepted to my first choice. I had been granted a scholarship too. But I felt nervous.
Shaking my head I left the room and headed to the bathroom, beginning to tidy myself up by washing my face and brushing my hair. The person looking at me in the mirror was rather average, with black hair and black eyes. There was nothing outstanding about me, and perhaps that was for the best.
I didn’t like to draw attention after all.
As I tied my hair back, I couldn’t help but wonder if I was making a mistake.
All of my life I had done my best to please my parents; to make them proud, but it almost seemed like it was never enough. If I wasn’t compared to my sister, I was compared to the kids of my mother’s friends or anything really. Nothing was… ever good enough.
So perhaps, I wanted to believe that if I showed great initiative in trying for my dreams, good things would come…
But that, I didn’t know.
Shaking my head, I dried my face and got ready for things. Wore presentable casual clothing, applied very light makeup to hide the bags under my eyes, and made sure to take the envelope with me…
And soon, I found myself at a table with both of my parents. We ate in silence for the most part, but that was until my father regarded me, his graying hair evident as his sharp gaze met mine.
“Arc, have you received any letters yet?”
I was… nervous.
This was the time I had been waiting for…
I got strange looks from both of my parents and nodded.
“I have been accepted to my dream college,” I smiled weakly as smiles festered upon my parent’s faces. “But it’s not what you guys think…”
They blinked as I took a very deep breath and raised the envelope from beneath the table. And with shaking hands, I handed it to my father who was the first to receive it. His expression was odd as he opened it and began to read both letters inside.
There was a silence before he handed it to my mother, who quickly began to read. However, I could already see a terrible frown on my father’s face.
“So you got a good scholarship, that is good,” he said gravely. “But I can’t believe⁠—”
“It’s fine,” my mother said, shaking her head. Her tone was solemn. “We talked about this.”
With those words, my mother handed me the envelope with both letters inside and my father just nodded. Though his expression was a mix of anger and what seemed to be disappointment. My heart was trembling, but it had gone… okay.
Things were… fine.
We continued to eat in silence and once dinner finished my mother stood up and turned to me.
“Arc, there is something I need to discuss with you.”
I gulped. “What is it?”
“It’s of great importance.” She nodded and began to walk. “Come with me.”
“Right…”
I followed after her as my father uttered something beneath his breath. And soon, I found myself standing inside of my mother’s office. She grabbed an unmarked folder and placed it inside a portfolio. Then she guided me to my room.
“You should grab your phone.”
“Right… what do you want to discuss?” I listened to her instructions as I grabbed it off the table.
She nodded and ignored my question as she exited the apartment holding the black portfolio. The sounds of the rain became muted as we entered the elevator. And once the button to the lobby was pressed, seconds of silence passed before finally she spoke.
“Arc, you turned 18 last week.”
“I did…” I nodded.
“You’re old enough to make your own decisions,” she said solemnly. “That’s why we won’t stop you, if that’s what you want to do then, you should do that.”
I blinked at her words, my heart slightly fluttering. “Really?”
“Yes.” My mother nodded.
And then the elevator door opened and she walked with me down the hall and to the outside. The electric door buzzed as we left the building and finally, my mother stood next to me in the rain. I didn’t understand what was going on, but… I was a bit happy.
“Arc, hold this, you’ll need it.” My mother passed the portfolio as I just blinked. “That’s for you.”
“Right, what is it?”
She didn’t answer my question as she turned to look at the street.
“Arc, in spite of our actions, I hope you’re successful in life.” With that, she turned around and grabbed the door, the electronic keycard within her hands. “Goodbye Arc, we cannot enable your dreams.”
And she entered the building as I blinked. The door closed and I was left standing outside. I watched in disbelief, as I saw my mother enter the elevator without giving me a second look. And just like that, she had left.
There were no screams, there was nothing. But as the minutes passed by I realized what had just happened. I was in disbelief, but as I realized that they weren’t picking up my calls and that the portfolio contained my legal documents the truth settled in.
They had abandoned me…
All over the choice I had picked for my future…
And worst of all, there had been no warning or nothing…
It had been just… cold blooded…
* * * * *
Ceylon had been putting it off for quite some time, but finally, she was going to figure out why her notification said Tier Advancement and not Class Advancement…
Taking a deep breath she selected the notification and⁠—
Another one soon came.
[ Tier E has been upgraded to D ⁠— You are now D Tier! ]
And just like that it was over.
There weren’t a myriad of options like she expected, there was nothing. It ended just like that… She was now D Tier, some notifications of new skills soon followed. But it wasn’t what she was expecting…
Where was the class upgrade?!
Well her class was unique so maybe she was asking too much…
A sigh left her and she flipped in the bed, turning to look at the room. She didn’t know what she was feeling, and perhaps it didn’t matter. She had been nervous, and it was unfounded…
Ceylon shook her head and turned to look at the ceiling when she heard a very quiet sniffle. She blinked and sat upright only to see Arc asleep, but then, she heard the sound again⁠— and it continued before it turned into quiet sobbing.
Then Ceylon saw Arc turn in the bed, and that’s when she saw it.
Arc was crying…
Without hesitation, Ceylon got off the bed and hurried⁠— shaking Arc awake as her eyes snapped wide open. She looked disoriented, and for a moment the tears streaming down her face didn’t stop, but soon she refocused.
“Ceylon?”
“Arc, are you alright?” Ceylon struggled to find her words. “You seem… hurt.”
“Right…” Arc touched her wet cheeks, there was hesitation before she shook her head. “I think it’s best we don’t talk about this.” A sigh left her. “The past is best forgotten.”
Ceylon was hesitant, but she still spoke.
“If you ever want to talk… well I’m here.”
“Yeah, thank you.” Arc weakly smiled. “Could you…” And she shook her head. “No never mind, you should go back to sleep.”
“Will you be fine?” Ceylon asked hesitantly.
“I’ve been fine since then, so… yeah.” Arc nodded slowly. “I just need some… peace of mind that’s all.”
“Right…”
After that Ceylon returned to her bed and tried to sleep.
* * * * *
In the end… there was no point in remembering the past.
I stared at the ceiling in silence.
Those events had already passed.
The room was quiet, and while I knew Ceylon was still awake and worried about me, I tried not to think about it.
I had tried to reach out to my family for a very long time, and yet every time I got something I was hurt.
My mind was… a mess, but at the same time, I found solace in knowing that all of that life ⁠— everything had been left behind. It was all in the past.
All those memories…
I smiled to myself, feeling some sadness.
All of those attempts to regain their approval.
I closed my eyes as I felt them well up with tears.
All of that life… It was all best left forgotten.




Chapter. 36: Ruminations

This time I managed to sleep without worrying about things. I awoke in a tired and weird mood, a solemn one that just focused on the peacefulness of things around me. I felt… weird, but I didn’t let it get to me.
Ceylon on the other hand gave me a weird look, one of concern but one that I decided to not pay any mind to. In the end, I wasn’t going to explain those things to her. Perhaps, she had a right to know of my past, but at the same time, I wasn’t really ready to just share it as a story, right how everything brought… heartache.
With that we went about our day, eventually reuniting at the traitor’s graveyard. Though Faral had stayed behind with Meika.
And now, we were there along with Ceylon, Jake, Giselle, and the old man who was a bit out of place in comparison to all of us.
It didn’t take long before I directed everyone to go help Ceylon with her stuff and as soon as they left; I sat there in silence.
I stared at the black sky, taking in the ashen clouds; the dreary surroundings; the stale air; and the dry ground beneath my feet. Everything. I made sure to just let my emotions slowly simmer as a long breath left me.
I didn’t want to admit it but the weird feeling I had was…
Loneliness.
I stared at my pale hand, at my white hair, and producing an ice mirror I examined my face and even my clothes. It was… almost alien. I didn’t think I was going through some period of denial or dissociation, but it was still odd.
I rubbed my fingers together and with a mere thought, frost mist began to come from them.
I had attained unimaginable power.
And well that was cool and all. I was in a new world now, a world away from all of those worries. But at the same time, the realization that hardly anyone could relate to my experience made me feel so detached and disconnected.
A sigh left me, slightly exasperated.
“What a stupid dream.”
I waved my hand and an undead zombie some meters away exploded⁠— a spike of ice taking his place before it quickly dissipated and melted away. To some extent, I was angry that I had remembered all of that. After all⁠— that was in the past, and not in the five years of training had I even thought about it.
So why now?
It irritated me, and my feelings also didn’t help. Finally, I turned to look at my hands. I didn’t exactly want to be vulnerable but perhaps I had to talk to Ceylon about my feelings…
Eventually…
While perhaps she wasn’t the most qualified person to hear me, she was probably the only person in the world who would genuinely listen to me as a person right now. And I really valued that. Though…
I shook my head. “These feelings are pretty annoying aren’t they?”
My question rang in the air for nobody to answer as I looked at the sky.
All I could really do for now was relax.
* * * * *
Ceylon was worried about Arc, but unfortunately, she couldn’t really broach the subject ⁠— nor knew how to. All she could do was focus on getting stronger and traveling along with the old guildmaster, Jake, and the strange heroine of spiders whom she barely knew.
And so that’s what she did, she received assistance in various ways all to slay undead and level up. Whether it was stabbing them through the eyes, having their limbs chopped off, and stabbing them in the chest repeatedly⁠— or the occasional one-on-one without any interference. Ceylon welcomed everything.
Ceylon was grateful towards Arc and she wanted to show it, and the only way to do so for now was to keep on killing.
Though the undead seemed a lot more scarce even in comparison to the day before…
* * * * *
Necromancy.
The art of creating life from the remains of the living. An art that was considered wretched across many regions of the world, a twisted thing that he dominated. He was the Hero of Necromancy, crowned by the System itself; it wasn’t a fate that he chose, but one that had chosen him.
He had long accepted it and had long gotten past any emotional hang-ups.
This was his destiny.
The Hero of Necromancy had once tried to bring peace and stability to the world, but unfortunately, any attempt at doing so was treated as evil. He didn’t know when or why it happened, but eventually, he realized that he wasn’t in this world to bring peace or change it in any meaningful way.
He was here for one simple reason and that was for him to indulge in his fantasies, whether they were twisted or good in nature; it didn’t matter. The nature of his power was antagonistic, and while that had given him troubles in the past, now he was embracing it.
That said, there was an obstacle that prevented him from reaching his current goal.
His eyes narrowed, staring at the two floating visions in front of him.
The dragon woman was missing, but the Heroine of Spiders and the S Tier adventurer were present, and then there was the white-haired woman who was just relaxing…
He didn’t know how strong she was, but she had killed the Lord Lich just yesterday and she seemed wholly uninjured ⁠— let alone interested.
Was she a hero?
The Hero of Necromancy didn’t know what to think of things, but one thing was for certain ⁠— this peculiar group of people was in the way of his plans to conquer Draliz.
And unfortunately, he couldn’t get his plans in motion until then…
Shaking his head, he dismissed the visions⁠ ⁠— the misty windows to the outside world evaporated as he turned his attention to the army of undead behind him.
There were even SS Tier undead there…
That said, that wasn’t enough. Even if he got rid of these people, the Hero of Necromancy understood that this challenge would be one of many. Just like him, other heroes were probably after Draliz too. It just made sense. It was the most unstable country at the moment, and for that reason alone everyone wanted a piece of it.
Which is why he had to keep preparing.
He turned to a gigantic skull on the ground.
He never thought he would be using it any time soon, but now here he was.
It was the skull of a dragon, and with it, he could revive the might of an SS Tier being.
And so he spent that day focusing his efforts.
“By the dusk of tomorrow, it shall be complete…”
With that, he began his efforts and final preparations to dispose of the adventurers and begin his conquest of Draliz.
* * * * *
The day ended, though when I met up with Ceylon she had a weird expression, Jake and Giselle had already set off to return, and the old man lingered around
“Is something wrong?” I asked.
“In the past two hours, we’ve only found two undead…” She sighed. “Will I even be able to reach C Tier by tomorrow?”
“I don’t know,” I said simply. “But try not to stress about it, there is no rush.”
She chuckled. “Yeah, it’s a bit silly to stress about reaching C Tier in two days when the average person takes more than a year…”
“It is,” I gave her a small smile. “Now let’s go.”
I held out my hand to her and turned to the old man who was looking into the horizon.
“Come grab me too, or you will be left behind.”
The old man meanwhile continued to look.
“Something is brewing on the horizon, and I don’t think⁠—”
“Yes, I’m very sure the necromancer is preparing something,” I said, shaking my head. “After Giselle and I threatened him, it’s no surprise.”
He chuckled and turned around. “Looks like my wisdom isn’t required.”
And soon later we all left the Traitor’s Graveyard for the day, returning to the inn. We greeted Faral, but in the end, everyone went to their rooms.
I ate with Ceylon, and while I enjoyed the food it was but a distraction to whatever internal turmoil I had. And unfortunately, my companion seemed to notice it.
“Arc, that… dream is still bothering you, right?”
“It is.” I sighed. “I don’t want to talk too much about it, they were just memories of my family.”
“Right…” Ceylon nodded and abstained from asking questions.
“I just remembered how they mistreated me, that's all,” I smiled bitterly. “Right now I feel sad, whereas before my only reaction to that was spite.”
I shook my head.
“It’s just dumb.”
“I…” She closed her mouth before nodding to herself. “I’m here if you want me to listen to your past Arc, I can’t claim I’ll exactly understand but, it’s the least I can do…”
I smiled. “Thank you, Ceylon.”
She smiled back at me and we continued eating in silence, and soon after we both went to sleep. Though, all I did was once more stare at the ceiling.
I was…
I didn’t know.
In the end, I didn’t think I should think about things so I decided to sleep.
* * * * *
The next day soon came, and we set off towards the Traitor’s Graveyard. Faral seemed uninterested in it, so she was left to her own devices training Meika, and perhaps that was for the best.
It didn’t take long before we found ourselves back in the dungeon. Though Giselle just looked around.
“Well, I suggest we go fuck up the necromancer at nightfall.”
“Sure,” I agreed without hesitation.
“Well, I’ll follow whatever Arc does so…” Jake shrugged.
Meanwhile, the old man seemed to stand there somewhat taken aback. “So are we just going to brigade the lair of a possible SS Tier being?”
“Sure why not?” The Heroine of Spiders asked.
“Because I think only Arc and you are SS Tier and we are talking about a necromancer.” He pointed out hesitantly.
“Well, that’s just irrelevant details.” Giselle shrugged. “Also I’m S Tier.”
There was a pause before the old man spoke again. “That’s worse…”
“Meh, live and let live.” She waved in dismissal. “Besides, Arc has agreed so we’ll be doing that today.”
“Right…”
The old man turned to me but I just nodded in agreement to what the Heroine of Spiders had said. A sigh of defeat left him and finally, I turned to Ceylon, who was just watching our discussion.
“Are you worried?” I asked.
“I am… a bit, but more about you…” she said hesitantly.
“Right…” I trailed off. “It will be fine.”
I turned to the old man and the others. “Today I’ll spend the time with Ceylon, you all should focus on the impending battle.”
I was met with nods, except for Giselle who let out a grunt and made sure to say how boring that would be. But I essentially ignored her and let them do their thing, meanwhile, I took Ceylon along for leveling up.
That said, there really weren’t many monsters, so we mostly wandered and walked.
Hours passed, and after killing a monster Ceylon made a question.
“Do you know what will happen after we return?”
I paused before shaking my head. “I do not. I guess, I expect people to seek revenge for the Hero of Flames, I believe he should still be injured. As for how the ceremony or election for the new king will work, I’m not sure either.”
“Right, but it will be fine right?” Ceylon asked worriedly.
“If the Dragon of Water is to be believed, then yes⁠— and given he’s my slave I don’t think he’s willing to make a mistake in this regard.”
“That is… comforting.” Ceylon acknowledged after a pause.
“Well, as it can be.” I shrugged. “But, everything should be alright. Your family will be the new rulers…” I took a breath as my voice became cold. “That I will make certain of.”
There was a silence as Ceylon nodded.
“Thank you…”
With that, our interaction ended as we continued trying to level Ceylon up, though it wasn’t going particularly fast. Unfortunately. But we still tried to enjoy each other’s company and chat about what we could chat about; it seemed that we didn’t know each other that well unfortunately, but we still managed to enjoy conversation; whether it was about what a fun way to kill the undead we were fighting was, or just other stuff.
Hours passed, and soon night came.
“I guess, that’s it?” Ceylon asked, sweating. “I think it’s best if you return me to town.”
I thought for a moment, but ultimately nodded and extended my hand. “Yeah.”
She grabbed it with a smile and moments later we left. It didn’t take more than a few minutes for me to drop off Ceylon with Faral, and with that, I found an isolated place to use my skill once more.
Hopefully, everyone would be waiting and ready to act, while I didn’t know what to expect things were surely going to be interesting.
We were about to attack a necromancer that had had multiple days of preparation…
That was… somewhat exciting.
Though if he begged for mercy I still felt inclined to spare him. After all, I initially was against killing him, and to some extent I still was ⁠— the undead, however? Those were another story entirely.
With a smile, I used [God Step].
The world blurred and a moment later I stood back in the Traitor’s Graveyard, on our reunion spot⁠— and the ground next to me exploded.
I turned in surprise only to see the shadow of the Emera Spider rise from the smoke, and soon I began to sense multiple strong presences. Then⁠— an undead flew across my vision as a familiar voice spoke.
“Well, you certainly are a bit late to the action.”
I nodded at Jake’s words, and soon I turned to look ahead where I saw undead of various shapes and sizes, and all of them were SS Tier.
[Lord of the Crypt. Tier: SS]
[Shadow of Nightmares. Tier: SS]
[Unhallowed Watcher. Tier: SS]
I stared at all of them as I felt some excitement. Jake himself was wielding my ice spear in hand, and soon after Giselle emerged next to us, forming out of a pile of small spiders.
“Well he certainly prepared a lot more than we thought⁠—”
And at that moment a deep roar shook the land, an angry voice echoed throughout and an explosion occurred in the distance.
“Intruders, interlopers ⁠— you people had the chance to leave, but instead you chose to defy me…”
The voice of the necromancer rang in our ears as a weird shadow towered behind the curtain of smoke.
“And now y’all will die. Two heroes dare to defy me, and yet only one amongst you is SS Tier…” I could hear the anger in his voice. “Insolence!”
And with a gust of wind, the smoke cleared as I saw a skeletal dragon flying in the air, at the top of its skull stood a robed figure, and the system confirmed my suspicions.
[Hero of Necromancy. Tier: SS]
As for the dragon…
[Undead Dragon of Darkness. Tier: SS]
It wasn’t something I expected.




Chapter. 37: The Darkness Within

Faral was training someone that had been placed under her care. Even though she looked like a normal human to those who watched her; in reality she was the Dragon of Wind. A dragon of legend, a mythical creature whose mere name commanded respect.
However, she didn’t care about any of that at the moment. Her status was irrelevant in the eyes of the person she was currently serving; Arc. But even if her status was relevant, it wouldn’t change the duty she had right now.
And that was⁠—
Faral kicked, and the adventurer woman blocked though she went sliding back. The woman, Meika, was a panting mess.
Training Meika.
It was something Arc had asked of her, and Faral didn’t mind complying. To some extent, she was growing fond of the woman, though fortunately or unfortunately, Meika didn’t actually know anything, whether it was Faral’s identity or anything about Arc.
Sure, Faral was extraordinarily strong in the eyes of Meika and was treated as such, but to some extent she found herself missing the… reverence she had from the elves.
Well… I suppose I can’t have everything…
Faral shook her head as she lowered her guard. The training session was over, one look at Meika and she could tell. She was on the brink of collapse.
Faral clapped her hands. “We are done here.”
“More…” Meika breathed. “I can keep… going.”
Faral gave Meika a look, and the expression on the woman’s face was tired but her eyes were eager and waiting for more. It was oddly nostalgic, but unfortunately, this time around it was best to rest, her instincts told her so.
“No you can’t,” she said with a tone of finality.
“Right…” Meika let out a sigh and nearly collapsed at that moment.
Faral shook her head and turned to look at the sky, she didn’t know how she felt about the current life she was leading but decided she wouldn’t let it affect her either⁠—
And a creeping feeling ran through her spine. Wrongness. It was something that shouldn’t be there. It was as if a dragon had been born, but also different. Forbidden.
A prickling feeling ran through her arm along with the cold air of the surroundings.
Something… was wrong.
She didn’t know what happened, but the world suddenly felt different.
“Faral…?” Meika asked between pants.
She blinked. “It’s… nothing.” A breath left her. “Let’s just go back.”
Meika seemed concerned but didn’t voice her worries. Faral didn’t really know what was wrong either, so she tried to put the weird feeling to the back of her mind.
* * * * *
Elsewhere, many dragons had similar reactions, but one in particular was confused.
Malz, the Dragon of Shadows, was confused.
“The Dragon of Darkness has been resurrected?” She tilted her head. “But it’s like… not even a real resurrection… that is…”
And she trailed off as a sense of worry hit her. It was happening in the same direction that Arc had left in…
* * * * *
The dragon before me was the Dragon of Darkness, or what were the decayed remains of it…
Its skeletal figure covered the dark sky, its whole body was covered with rotten tissue that hung from its bones; a decayed creature of legend. Its red floating eyes stared straight ahead⁠— or more specifically at me. I could feel its gaze bearing down on me, almost like a primal hatred, but I decided to ignore it as I looked up towards the Hero of Necromancy.
“Well?” I asked. “Not attacking?”
While I couldn’t see his face through the robe, I could certainly hear his displeasure as he replied.
“I’m just admiring the fact that I overprepared for such weak people,” he sneered and raised his hand, commanding the three undead before us, raising his hand. “Kill everyone but the Heroine of Frost.”
After his command, they dashed. I blinked in surprise as Giselle and Jake immediately engaged in battle.
“You’ll regret this!” The Heroine of Spiders screamed as two undead went after her and the spider.
Meanwhile, Jake raised his spear and flashed me a smile. “You can deal with him.”
“Sure…” I agreed as I quickly stood alone on the battlefield.
The other undead pushed my two companions far away, and the old man⁠— he was ill-suited for the occasion so he had quickly run away. However, I didn’t blame him, I would’ve done the same in his position.
So, here I was, standing before the Hero of Necromancy and his flying dragon⁠— which landed before me with a majestic aura of death and famine.
“Not running?” the Hero of Necromancy asked.
“I see no reason to,” I shrugged. “Just waiting for you to attack.”
“And if I don’t?”
There was a pause as I raised my brow. Confusion blared through my mind.
“I thought you were intent on killing us?”
“Perhaps your friends, but you?” He placed his hand on his chin pensively. “I haven’t spoken to a hero in so long. How is Earth like, now?”
“Shit,” I answered simply. “So you just want to chat before fighting me?”
“I suppose so,” he said as he sat on the Dragon’s Skull. “In reality, I’d rather not fight you, so unless our goals collide I’m inclined to negotiate something.”
“Right…”
I was… confused. This guy was just weird. Wasn’t he insulted and annoyed just a few moments earlier? I mean… in a sense I was weird too for just entertaining him, but this was just⁠— I didn’t know.
“Well, what are your goals?” I asked.
“I shall conquer Draliz⁠—”
“Therefore we can’t negotiate.” My cold voice reverberated through the air as an ice spear appeared within my hand.
“Wait, wait, wait,” he said in a rush. “Let’s just talk first, indulge me for a second.”
I closed my eyes for a moment, deliberating whether it was worth it. I hadn’t actually spoken with any heroes⁠— perhaps the Hero of Shadows, but I had been intent on killing him as soon as he showed up…
A sigh left me. “I guess I can⁠—”
And at that moment, the Undead Dragon of Darkness swiped, blackness engulfing my vision as I barely managed to dodge through [Quick Step]. My eyes grew wide for a split second before annoyance settled in.
The Hero of Necromancy stood up from afar and clicked his tongue.
“You’re one of those battle freaks.”
I didn’t reply as I raised my spear. Now I was more annoyed than ever, but I was facing two SS Tier beings, not just one, so I couldn’t exactly go for it.
However, I still braced myself for a bloodied battle.
* * * * *
The Hero of Necromancy had never met the Heroine of Frost before, but she was weird. Everything about her was weird. She wasn’t inherently blood-thirsty yet had the same battle senses as some of the most violent heroes he had encountered across the years.
He didn’t understand, and unfortunately, he had missed his chance to dispose of her. For some reason, however, he found her existence jarring. Perhaps it was the modern clothes she wore. But on Earth, he had nothing and yet she still adopted fashion from that place?
It was ridiculous.
The woman was ridiculous. And for some reason, she still decided to fight him and the dragon he had resurrected.
Was she insane?
What kind of hero thought they could win a two versus one? It was almost disrespectful, but the Hero of Necromancy chalked it up to her being delusional and inexperienced. She had probably arrived in Arlas not too long ago and had yet to find an SS Tier hero, which was just great. It meant he could get some rather easy levels from killing her⁠—
Though revival skills were always annoying.
He shook his head and immediately began to attack.
The Undead Dragon of Darkness manifested his powers multiple times. But they were easily repelled by the Heroine of Frost⁠— it was odd. She wasn’t exactly attacking, and she was just defending. It was irritating, and it was infuriating⁠.
The Hero of Necromancy kept pushing to attack, but nothing seemed to work. Numerous S Tier undead joined the battle, he summoned arms to hold her down and she broke right through them with a swipe of her spear.
Wasn’t she a mage?!
At that moment, the Hero of Necromancy realized⁠— she hadn’t been cocky, she just didn’t consider him a threat. Which was still just as stupid in his eyes.
He watched as numerous attacks failed to even touch her, all while biting on his nails.
He didn’t understand her…
But he couldn’t let this go on.
He had to show her her place!
Gritting his teeth, he slowly knelt in his place and touched the skull of the Undead Dragon of Darkness; while the dragon wasn’t as strong as it was in its prime it surely would have an effect on the heroine and put her in his place. He was sure of that, and with glee, he immediately muttered under his breath.
“[Fall].”
At that moment, the Heroine of Frost paused and parried numerous arrows. A mass of darkness was now surrounding her lower body, locking her in place and making her helpless to what was about to happen.
A small grin crept upon his face, now came the second SS Tier skill⁠—
“[Darkest Claw]!”
The arm of the Undead Dragon of Darkness was wrapped in a pitch-black mass and a moment later it struck⁠—
The ground exploded. Undead died. Bones flew. And the sky itself became nothing but an expansive abyss as reality itself seemed to lose color. The ground had fractured and dirt was sent flying.
At what he just witnessed, the Hero of Necromancy couldn’t help but grin to himself, she was probably in a critical state. He watched with glee as the smoke curtain cleared and⁠— she was standing there, a single cut on her cheek with a drop of blood streaming down.
“Are you done?” She asked, wiping the blood off her cheek as she stared at him. “This is disappointing.”
Her blue dead eyes bore into him, and at that moment the Hero of Necromancy paused. It reminded him of those people, it had been decades, and yet their gazes were seared in his mind.
He stared back at her as his heart began to pump with anger. He hated that gaze, he hated the way she was looking at him.
“Well, anything else?”
And that⁠— made him snap.
“What the fuck is your problem?!” he screamed. “You have the same gaze as those people.”
“Those people?” she asked with a frown.
“Yes, those people!” The Hero of Necromancy continued. “You all look at me as if I was trash, all of you, my employer, my family, my fucking everything⁠—” He felt angry and he wanted to kill her now. “I’m a hero, how dare you look at me in such a way.”
The Heroine of Frost sighed.
“That is because you really mean nothing to me.”
Her response made something… break within him.
“Of course, you wouldn’t get it.” He said emotionlessly. “You must’ve had quite a great life back on Earth, didn’t you? Look at your clothes, you must miss that place. Ridiculous.”
“I don’t miss it,” she snorted. “I told you it sucked.”
“No, you’re just an antsy young adult who is probably rebelling against their parents and even blames them for what happened to you during training,” he scoffed.
“Blame them? I don’t blame them for anything, and watch your words,” she said more coldly than ever.
The Hero of Necromancy chuckled to himself. “Let me tell you something. Whatever it is that your parents did, they did it because they love you. So get over it.”
And there was no reply as the woman looked down. The wind grew colder as the Hero of Necromancy just shook his head. He didn’t even know why he was wasting his time like this. But it didn’t matter.
“You really are a brainless kid.” He sighed. “But it doesn’t matter…” He trailed off as he felt his heart rage at her gaze just before that. “Because I will fucking kill you⁠—”
“Whether you beg or cry, I won’t care.” She interrupted.
The voice coming from her mouth was laced with nothing but venomous anger. Then she met his gaze. The Hero of Necromancy paused seeing the emotion within her now somewhat red eyes⁠.
What he was seeing unsettled him.
It was hatred in its purest form.
And it was all directed at him.
“I hope you’re ready to die, O’ great hero.”




Chapter. 38: Hero of Necromancy

Blake didn’t know how he had found himself in this mess.
Not at all.
He was standing right before the Traitor’s Graveyard, a small army was surrounding him.
He was a Commander inside the Elite Dark Knights of Draliz, a special branch of the government that helped deal with their problems, and yet he found himself doing something for the Adventurer’s Guild. Well within reason.
The request had been escalated beyond belief and somehow, the Elite Dark Knights had gotten involved. Multiple S Tier undead had been reported by a single surviving adventurer⁠— out of a hundred that entered the Traitor’s Graveyard only one of them had made it out alive. It had been a dire situation.
The woman had come in with the shocking news and even delivered a Memory Crystal herself that showed proof; the only reason she had been able to survive was due to the fact she had a rather special class.
Word got around, and the Adventurer’s Guild decided to ask for help from the government.
And now, here they were.
Blake was here along with other Commanders and one of the Generals from the Elite Dark Knights ⁠— an A Tier individual. Everyone involved in this operation was at the very least B Tier, but unfortunately, that wasn’t enough.
In the end, three S Tier adventurers had been hired and expedited to this location, and now as the Elite Dark Knights they were supposed to spearhead the charge towards the Traitor’s Graveyard, the problem was…
“Alright, everyone let us wait for the scouts to set off,” the General said.
However, without listening the three adventurers walked forward. One was a man with no shirt or protective equipment other than a winter jacket that didn’t reach past his ribs. He was known as the Silver Wolf, and his name was Narg
Another adventurer was a woman dressed in black clothes and wearing a helmet that fully covered her face. She was an assassin, and she was said to be one of the best in the continent. The Steel Shadow, Canti.
And finally, there was a burly athletic man with a skin-tight shirt and baggy pants, on his back, there was a gigantic hammer that was just as big as his stature. He had a grandiose beard but otherwise looked to be in his early twenties. He was known as the Insurmountable Hammer, Hanz.
“What do you people think you’re doing?” the general asked.
All of the adventurers were S Tier and all of them had different replies.
“You don’t tell me what to do,” the Steel Shadow snorted.
“Adventure is calling,” Narg grinned.
“Relax, I’m just going to test the waters,” the Insurmountable Hammer waved dismissively.
And then, they set off much to Blake's and the other’s dismay. In the end, they didn’t know what to expect, but Blake had a bad feeling.
* * * * *
Everything was wrong…
It was a feeling of impending doom that the Hero of Necromancy had never experienced. It was as if the world had drained of color, suddenly everything became harder; breathing, concentrating, staying calm, existing…
Just…
What was going on?
The Hero of Necromancy found it hard to move under her cold and anger-filled gaze. What was she so angry about anyway?! Had his words been that hurtful even though she was just a kid?! It was nonsense.
Gritting his teeth he forced himself to move, but it felt so hard. His body felt so much heavier, but he still dragged himself to do it. He wouldn’t be losing here, not now, nor ever. Not against some newbie heroine; even if she was a battle prodigy, she was a kid. Someone who had much less life experience, someone who didn’t understand true pain, and someone who didn’t deserve to be on his level.
Still…
Why was it so hard to move?
He slowly raised his hand as he pointed at the woman, and she spoke, shaking her head.
“You know, my parents did something unforgivable to me but even then I still deep down hope they recognize their mistake…”
“Shut up! [Darkest Instability]!”
The Hero of Necromancy immediately made the Undead Dragon of Darkness use yet another one of its skills.
The Heroine of Frost just stood there and looked up at the Hero of Necromancy. The air around began to slowly distort, making the calm and unsettling expression of the heroine even more unnerving. The air was beginning to darken and compact around her before she finally spoke.
“Though not like it concerns you⁠—”
And the air compacted before⁠— exploding. Rupturing like a bubble of darkness and purple lightning. The earth shook from the explosion as the undead dragon was forced to back off from the shockwave. Several undead died at that moment. The Hero of Necromancy stared ahead with a frown.
It was an SS Tier skill, and in fact, it was the strongest SS Tier skill the Undead Dragon of Darkness knew, but now he was aware that the Heroine of Frost was much more durable than he thought.
And so with narrowed eyes, he raised his hand for the next command. Numerous S Tier skeletons raised enchanted bows, all aimed at the crater down below. Seconds of grueling silence passed before the smoke began to clear.
First, he saw her legs, then slowly he saw her body, some blood stains littered her jacket, and finally her⁠— her face had some blood, but her expression was unchanging. It was still just as unnerving, as piercing, as hateful⁠—
“Die!”
He commanded and all of the arrows were fired. Then, an ice sword appeared within her hand, and with a flick, flashes exploded. His eyes widened as he ducked and a moment later a salvo of arrows flew over his head and into the sky, piercing through the clouds themselves, leaving nothing but an icy trail.
The Hero of Necromancy frowned and jumped away from the undead dragon and immediately commanded the lumbering skeletal monster to attack.
With a hollowed and harrowing roar, the dragon swept its gigantic claws at the woman, but she muttered something under her breath and a screech echoed in the air. The Hero of Necromancy watched with wide eyes as a gigantic mass of ice hit the undead dragon and then flung it into the air.
The mass quickly grew limbs and a body, resembling a weird monster that the Hero of Necromancy somehow instinctively recognized.
His heart skipped a beat.
The Overlord of training from the frost world.
And then, the beast jumped and with a swing of its wide arms it hit the dragon out of the air with an explosive volley of destruction. Bones exploded into the air and with a cry of pain, it was shot far into the distance as two colossal titans engaged in battle.
The Hero of Necromancy blinked, shocked that his trump card and what he had thought was his advantage had been taken out of the equation in a matter of seconds. He stared at the Heroine of Frost, who was just looking right at him.
At that moment, the Hero of Necromancy realized that he had fucked up. He was a summoner, not a physical fighter⁠.
“W-Wait⁠—”
And Arc appeared before him before a fist drove right into his face.
* * * * *
After the scouts returned they had ventured into the Traitor’s Graveyard. And an hour later they heard a roar shake the land, an S Tier Emera Spider had already been spotted which put everyone on high alert. Blake didn’t even want to be there, but he had no choice…
Still…
They had heard a powerful monster roar and they were still going right in…
It was suicidal but for now, they had to trudge forward until they met something they couldn’t face. Unfortunately, if they let this threat go untouched perhaps things would go very badly. While Blake thought they were ill-suited for the occasion, three S Tier adventurers against four S Tier undead if not more⁠— they had all brought Light affinity artifacts and things in order to help the adventurers accomplish the goals.
Except they had gone off and done their own thing…
Blake suppressed a sigh, things should still be fine so long as they rendezvous⁠—
And an explosion in the distance shook the land. Everyone paused and so did Blake, then a moment later a gigantic object landed right next to them; it was Hanz’s hammer. Blake looked back only to see chunks and things flying in the air, and a single thought crossed his mind.
Hanz, the Insurmountable Hammer died just like that…
* * * * *
The Hero of Necromancy felt pain like never before.
He was certain his nose was broken from that punch alone, but still he didn’t falter. He landed on his back and clapped his hands.
“[Necromancy: Cocoon].”
At that moment, a mass of bones immediately encased him giving him enough protection to think about his next move. It wasn’t a fancy skill but it was enough just for a small amount of respite⁠—
And it was broken right through, the Heroine of Frost grabbed him by the neck and slammed him against the bones. A rattling and shocking pain shot through his body, he spat blood as he felt something within him snap.
“You’re going to kill me⁠—”
“That’s the point,” her cold voice echoed in his ears, and then⁠— she headbutted him.
The Hero of Necromancy squealed in pain as the world around him spun. His heart was rushing, his blood was flowing, and his life was⁠— fleeting. He was dying, he was certain of that. He didn’t understand how she could piss her off this much, most heroes would offer to spare other heroes, but not her!
And another headbutt landed on his face.
The Hero of Necromancy screeched, wincing in pain as he remembered a skill he hardly used. But now he had to even if it would weaken all his summoned undead, it didn’t matter.
“[Strength of the Dead⁠—]!” And he was hit once more.
A wave of miasma swept from his body and across the land, and a moment later it came back as he was shoved against the remaining bones into the ground. In a single moment, the Hero of Necromancy felt his body be filled with great strength and vigor.
He would easily overpower an SS Tier warrior with this, now he just had to hit her.
The Hero of Necromancy turned only to be hit in the face. The world around him spun as he landed on the ground pathetically. It hurt just as bad as before, if not worse. But still, he was stronger, he just had to get one good hit in!
Taking a deep breath, he prepared himself on the ground as he heard her step so ever closer.
He just needed one good hit…
He relaxed and waited.
The Heroine took another step⁠—
Now!
And he swung, his fist driven right at her face. She raised her palm to stop it but it certainly wouldn’t be enough, not with his current strength⁠—! And it hit her palm, making a dry clapping sound.
The Hero of Necromancy blinked, and a moment later the heroine twisted. His wrist made an awful cracking sound as he screamed in pain.
It didn’t make sense!
* * * * *
Her name was Canti, otherwise known as the Steel Shadow, she was an assassin known for her skill and lethality and right now she was… tense.
Hanz, the Insurmountable Hammer, had died in an instant. She had seen a woman fighting a skeleton, and as soon as he tried to help her, the skeleton killed him with a single explosion of magic. She didn’t understand the strength of things but she decided to look elsewhere, and that’s when she saw a spider fighting an undead⁠— she ignored it.
It was an Emera Spider, it wasn’t her business right now.
Then she found… Jake, the Weapon Master. He was going toe to toe with another undead, but when she tried to join in Narg, the Silver Wolf stopped her by calling out to her. And after a short explanation, turns out Jake was fighting an SS Tier undead…
It didn’t make sense to her!
Nothing made sense.
Normally she was a figure of authority but now she couldn’t do anything!
She had wandered with Narg, the Silver Wolf thinking if they should run⁠— they saw an ice golem and an undead dragon fighting in the distance. The whole battle was surreal, but when they were about to return they heard screams of agony and pain.
Was this a place where she could make an impact? Canti thought to herself.
So they had to investigate, only to see a white-haired woman beating up a robed man.
* * * * *
“H-How?”
The heroine didn’t respond as her other hand grabbed his head. An emerging pressure quickly grew through his skull.
“You know I’ll just revive right?!” The Hero of Necromancy called out in anger and fear.
“I know,” she answered simply. “I’ll just kill you again, don’t worry.”
Her response made the reality finally settle within him.
She was hellbent on killing him…
She raised her arm as a sword of ice appeared.
“Don’t worry I’ll make it as painful as possible⁠—”
“Don’t!” A voice called from a distance.
The Hero of Necromancy paused only to see a woman dressed in black with a helmet and a strangely dressed man. They were…
[Steel Assassin. Tier: S]
[Wolf of Silver. Tier: S]
Adventurers.
“You can’t kill him!”
“Why not?” The Heroine of Frost asked coldly, and then she stabbed.
The Hero of Necromancy screamed as the bones within his arm were broken and slowly frozen over. A dull pain went through it as the sword was mangled within his extremity.
“Listen you cannot kill him,” the woman said now more exasperatedly.
“I decide what I want to do.”
And at that moment the Hero of Necromancy lost his arm and before he knew it an unbearable pain shot through his other arm as it was severed in a blink. His body felt so cold, and it was in so much pain. He could feel needles prickling through his skin as he unleashed screams.
“I’m telling you to stop!”
The Heroine of Frost shook her head and turned to him.
“Are you ready for your last words?”
And all the Hero of Necromancy could do was gulp in fear.
* * * * *
Canti the Steel Shadow didn’t know what was going on but she had to put a stop to this. She grabbed her daggers, but Narg grabbed her wrist looking at the white-haired woman.
“Don’t do anything, she’s way stronger than the both of us…”
Canti tensed but quickly turned as she watched the woman hold the man by the head. Now he was missing both of his arms, and she had just asked for his final words. Canti couldn’t stand by and just watch. She was amongst the strongest S Tier adventurers, the gap between abilities surely couldn’t be that big.
All she had to do was stop the execution after all.
But even then, she was angry at her lack of control, why wasn’t the white-haired woman listening? But before she could say anything the man at the woman’s mercy spoke.
“I’m not, let us negotiate…”
The white-haired woman raised her sword. “No⁠—”
“Wait!” Canti called, and the sword stopped before the man’s throat.
The sight made her gulp, she hadn’t been able to perceive the blade⁠— but that didn’t matter…
Instead, she collected herself and spoke as clearly as she could.
“Don’t kill him, I’m Canti, the Steel Shadow, an S Tier adventurer. We must interrogate him first, so if you don’t mind I’ll take it from here…”
It was the most sincerity she could offer.
“What makes you think that will make me change my mind?” The white-haired woman asked, turning to her.
And then, she squeezed.
The head of the man exploded, and blood and brain matter burst forth for everyone to see.
Canti paused.
She had killed him… against her command.
At that moment, she felt angry. More than just angry. She had tried to negotiate with the woman at all costs and yet she refused every single attempt, and now she dared to disrespect her?! She couldn’t tolerate that.
“You…” Canti shook in anger reaching for her daggers. “You’ll regret that…”
The white-haired woman cocked her head, looking at her in disdain.
“Make me.”
At that moment, something snapped within Canti. In an instant she used all the movement skills at her disposal, she heard Narg call out to her to stop, but it was too late. In less than a blink, she was on the back of the white-haired woman.
[Quick Assassination]!
And she stabbed forward, only for the woman to catch one of the daggers with her fingers and the other shatter in the air with a sword blur.
Canti’s eyes widened as the cold gaze of the woman bore into her; the other dagger shattered and then she was slammed into the ground.
“Do you have a death wish just like the Hero of Necromancy?” Her cold voice echoed. “I’m happy to oblige.”
Hearing the word hero made Canti’s blood drain from her face, it could only mean that the white-haired woman was also…
A hero…




Chapter. 39: Inner Peace

The Hero of Necromancy gasped, he rose from the main crypt as his body reformed from the ashen bones surrounding him. His head was pounding, it was the worst headache he had had in centuries.
What the fuck had happened⁠—
And it all came rushing back. He groaned with phantom pain coming from his arms, his head was pulsing as if his brain was banging against his skull. It was unbearable. A notification soon came, something about his skill being consumed but he didn’t give a shit.
His entire body hurt so much, he screamed and flailed ⁠— he didn’t know why it was happening. He wasn’t supposed to feel any of this, but yet he was for one reason or another. He didn’t understand it⁠— it didn’t make sense.
He had died, this was his new body and yet he was in so much pain.
The Hero of Necromancy continued thrashing. At first, he had wanted to run away, especially given how the Heroine of Frost had looked at him, but now⁠— after suffering this pain, this humiliation. His mind eventually began to veer; it began to change towards other goals and feelings.
Feelings of revenge, of resentment, of anger. He wanted vindication, to make the Heroine of Frost suffer, but more than anything to show he wasn’t someone that would go down just like that. He wasn’t weak, not enough to allow something like that to happen to him.
Gritting his teeth the pain subsided as he hit the ground with his banging fists. The bones beneath his feet trembled ⁠— rattled with each of his anger-filled punches.
He wasn’t going to let it happen.
Feeling more anger than ever he began to cast his SS Tier skill.
“[To Create The Ultimate Lifeform is My Desire; Be Born From My Creations…]”
His voice echoed through the chamber, all while a miasma permeated the entirety of the Traitor’s Graveyard. Soon, he would make her regret her actions.
He was sure of it.
* * * * *
Narg the Silver Wolf had heard the white-haired woman loud and clear, and what was implied given the situation was more than obvious. They were standing before a hero… That in itself was incredibly unusual, the problem was that Canti had offended the already angry hero, and she had done so quite badly.
Narg panicked, he didn’t want yet another S Tier adventurer to die just like that⁠—
“Any last words?”
The heroine’s cold voice snapped him from his stupor. He didn’t have time to think, he just had to act. He watched as the woman raised her hand and an ice spear appeared.
“Hero!” Narg called out to the woman who turned to him.
Her gaze gave him pause, an oppressive aura gripped his heart as the entire world seemed to be drained of color. Such was the might of a hero. But Narg, the Silver Wolf suppressed the urge to run and continued speaking.
“Please spare my foolish companion, she has no manners. If there is anything we can do to make up for it, we will.” He knelt, his head lowered. “Please…”
He was gritting his teeth. While Canti wasn’t exactly his companion, nor Hanz ⁠he still felt fairly close to them. The life of an S Tier adventurer was lonely, if he could avoid it, then he’d like Canti to survive.
That was why…
“I’ll do anything⁠—”
“Fine,” she interrupted. “Only if you beat up your friend yourself.”
Narg blinked.
Had he heard right?
“Are you telling me to hurt her…?” Narg asked, unbelieving his ears.
“Did I stutter?”
And then there was another pause, silence loomed in the air. The heroine was fully serious, and failing to comply meant that Canti would die… Narg wanted to save her, and to do so he would have to beat her up ⁠— a sincere beating that would placate the heroine before him.
It was… insane.
But at the same time…
Narg looked at Canti, the woman was on the ground definitely conscious but not daring to move a single muscle. However, at that moment he saw the subtle movement of her head giving him a nod.
He could save her…
His heart began to skip. It was immoral and almost wrong. The heroine was insane for requesting this, but the woman was in a position of power. What could he do…?
Narg stood there frozen for some moments, gathering the courage to agree to the heroine’s request, but before he could agree the woman let out a small hollow chuckle.
“Relax, I’m just joking.” Then she tilted her head. “Though I guess this is probably the first joke I’ve made since coming here…”
A sigh left her, much to the surprise of Narg before she turned to him.
“Look, I’ll be honest, my mood is shit, take your companion away and never speak of me even if you see me again,” the heroine said.
“Right… I can certainly do that…” Narg agreed.
It wasn’t a big request at all actually. He suspected that a lot of his fellow S Tier adventurers had met heroes in the past but never spoke about them… So, if he was included in this unspoken club, it certainly wouldn’t be a big deal for him.
With that in mind, he nodded more fervently.
“Under no circumstances shall I disclose your appearance or the fact that you’re a hero.”
“Did I ever say I’m a hero?” The woman raised her brow.
“No…”
“Just never speak of this encounter.” She shook her head. “Not a huge request.”
With those words, the woman let go of Canti and then stepped away. As soon as she did, the Steel Shadow disappeared and reappeared right next to Narg. Though a moment later she grunted and had to lean on his shoulder from some injury.
“Okay, the two of you should go now. Something troublesome is about to happen,” with those words, the white-haired woman turned away. “Then I can finish the deal.”
“Something troublesome…?” Canti asked after a pained breath.
And then the earth began to rumble, Narg blinked as he realized the whole world around him was shaking. It was trembling, heralding a bad omen that was about to come. The bad omen he had been warned about.
In a hurry, he grabbed Canti’s wrist. A bad feeling was brewing deep down and he didn’t want to find out about it⁠—
The earth exploded. A hundred meters forward, everything was torn apart as a cacophony of roars echoed through the land. Numerous red lights shone through the curtain of smoke as a sigh left the woman before them.
“Why does it always feel like it’s just slapping SS Tier skills against one another and finding out which is stronger…”
Meanwhile, all Narg, the Silver Wolf could do was stare ahead in horror as the smoke cleared. He saw a human hydra, one of many heads and amalgamations of undead, a gigantic being of twisted horrors. One that was the strongest he had ever seen.
“Heroine of Frost, prepare to meet your demise!”
It called out in anger.
“Whatever.”
With those words, the woman stepped forward as a beam of darkness struck the spot she was standing on, and Narg and Canti were thrown back as a battle of SS Tier beings truly began.
He rolled across the dirt ground, blasted away by the shockwave sent by the attack. He didn’t want to understand it or comprehend it, but it was already implied⁠— this was a fight between SS Tier individuals. And he was now involved whether he wanted it or not.
He slowly stood up, avoiding flying debris and dirt as Canti did the same. They just stared in surprise as the gigantic mass of bones and the hero battled. They saw flashes of ice and blue, they saw darkness and red auras being thrown around, it was all unfolding at lightning speeds that they struggled to follow.
“I can’t believe I offended an SS Tier individual…” Canti gulped. “Especially the Heroine of Frost…”
“Right… she is a heroine…”
Narg stared in disbelief as he slowly digested the facts. He had come face to face with a hero, and one that he had never heard about before.
She was the Heroine of Frost.
Of course, he had heard the rumors of the Hero of Frost⁠—
And he paused.
“I thought there could only be one hero per element…?” he asked, confused.
“There can only be one,” Canti affirmed and grabbed his hand. “More importantly, let us make distance now.”
The world blurred a moment later, Narg suddenly found himself hundreds of meters away from the battle. Though even from a distance he could still see the fight just as clearly, his great vision allowing him to even see the rather detached expression on the heroine’s face.
“I think we should be fine.” Canti breathed.
“Hey,” Narg called. “If there can only be one hero per element, then how come there are rumors of a Hero of Frost, but we are seeing the Heroine? There are even eyewitnesses for the Hero of Frost…”
“Right, the Heroine of Spiders was slain wasn’t she?” Canti asked now with a serious tone. “That seems odd… Does that mean that one of the heroes is an impostor?”
“Possibly…” Narg the Silver Wolf murmured under his breath.
He looked onward, watching the fight unfold. He doubted this woman’s strength was fake, but multiple people confirmed the feats of the Hero of Frost as well.
So what was up with that?
Still, the heroine was going toe to toe with an incredibly strong SS Tier being…
With a frown, he watched as the Heroine of Frost jumped into the air with an ice sword⁠.
She was so strong⁠—
And the heroine was smacked. The thunderous clap resounded through the air as she was launched through the air before hitting a spot hundreds of meters away with a cloud of dust. The hit made Narg’s jaw drop from the strength he had witnessed. For a moment he was concerned.
Was she still alive?
But before he could think about anything else, Canti grabbed him by the hand and a moment later they vanished before they could continue watching the fight.
* * * * *
I had felt so angry.
But now my mood was closer to being grumpy, if not closer to feeling nothing. I didn’t want to deal with anything, nor the ongoing situation. In fact, I wanted to do nothing. But I couldn’t, instead I was just stuck here, fighting the Hero of Necromancy that had said something that crossed so many lines that I had instantly snapped.
But now, I just stared at the sky.
The warmth of my blood all over my body embraced me. I didn’t want to move, nor did I feel like moving, or even fighting. I didn’t want to die, but the thought of that happening didn’t even cross my mind. It was just… everything was just…
I wanted to sigh but I didn’t. I didn’t blame myself for what had happened to me in the past, and if I could help it, I just wanted to forget all about it again. I didn’t feel hurt, I didn’t feel sad, I didn’t really feel anything towards those memories that had made me tear up just the day before yesterday.
Bygones would be bygones, and that would be the end of the story.
I knew for a fact that I would never return to Earth, it was probably impossible due to the almighty System being corrupted and broken. So in the end, it’s not as if I’d ever see them again. There was no real problem anymore, I was far away from all of that, in a different world even so it didn’t matter.
A long breath left me.
One that I found particularly relaxing as I stared at the night sky. Very slowly my eyes shut, and my body felt warm, the aches of pain somehow I found to be particularly relaxing. I was free from all of that, so perhaps it was best for me to just embrace it. Their actions had been shit, and that was the end of the story.
I did hope they would come to regret it or some stuff, but for the most part, it wasn’t worth my thoughts or even my emotions.
“Oh well…” I let out a breath.
Perhaps I just needed some emotional release or something but I didn’t care all that much. The ground surrounding me was shaking, and yet my heart was at peace. I could hear my supposed enemy approaching but I just didn’t care.
Finally, the shaking stopped as I felt an overwhelming danger permeate my surroundings, but in spite of my senses, I didn’t really care.
“So you have given up?” The Hero of Necromancy asked. “Pathetic, to think that’s everything you could amount to.”
His voice echoed in my head but I didn’t really care and I just lay there in silence, not bothering to reply and just waiting for him to attack. As for whether I’d defend⁠— well, I’d do whatever I felt like doing. I might’ve been relaxed but I wasn’t planning on dying.
* * * * *
The Hero of Necromancy couldn’t believe his eyes.
The woman that had made him feel genuine fear was now lying on the ground, bloodied and waiting for her demise. It didn’t make sense. She had been so angry when he died, but now she was like a shell of her former self. Her expression even looked peaceful.
The sight made him feel angry, resentful even.
What was the point of bothering with all of this if she was going to be like that? It didn’t make sense, and it made him angry.
“Is that all?” he hissed his question. “You will just roll over and die? Is that why you got so angry, just to die?”
His questions, however, simply fell on deaf ears, something that he found upsetting and yet didn’t know how to deal with. All he could do was grit his teeth in anger, he understood that something had happened in the heroine’s past, something that was probably on the same level as his own mental struggles.
But now she looked so peaceful.
And it angered him. Why? Especially after being so angry. Why? It didn’t make sense, how could she experience such an emotion and just take it in stride? He stared at her, he didn’t know for how many seconds, but his teeth felt like they were on the verge of shattering before he realized.
It didn’t matter.
His gargantuan form towered over the small heroine, this was the peak of his power, and it would continue like that until he ran out of mana ⁠— it would last days. He would get rid of this woman and then go on with his goals, that’s what the Hero of Necromancy needed to do.
“Goodbye then, it is a shame you’re wasting your life like this, but just know that I will come after you once you revive.”
His grave tone didn’t really affect the woman, so he readied himself.
“For what it’s worth, you’re not to blame for your past.”
With those words, he let out a sigh and raised the arms of the being he was controlling. He would kill her now⁠—
And a long breath entered his ears. “You know, you’re really annoying.”
The heroine stood up.
“You could’ve just said some shit about how I deserve what had happened and I would’ve been fine with it, or you could’ve apologized and I would've been fine with it. But instead, you chose to tell me the obvious.” She shook her head and turned around. “I’m leaving, do what you want. Try and take over Draliz and I’ll fight you tooth and nail, but otherwise, I can’t be bothered.”
The Hero of Necromancy couldn’t believe it.
Her attitude was… grating. And now she was acting as if there was no fight or no conflict⁠— he still was going to fucking kill her⁠— he very much intended to do so and yet she wasn’t registering that?!
“I’ll take over Draliz.” He gritted his teeth. “That’s why I must get rid of you first.”
“Good.”
The world seemed to grow cold as her nonchalant voice echoed. The Hero of Necromancy noted the shift in attitude as the heroine turned to him, now her face fully serious.
“Then I’ll just dispose of you now.”
Seeing it, he couldn’t help but grin.
“Bring it on then!”




Chapter. 40: From Bones to Dust

Giselle felt happy but also conflicted, staring at the notification she was seeing before her. She had killed the undead she was fighting, it grew weaker so she had managed to slay it.
Now the problem was…
[ You have ascended to the true Tier of Heroes: SS. ]
She had become SS Tier…
Sure she had gotten some cool new shiny skills, and normally the occasion would’ve made her extremely happy, but right now she felt bitter. It was bittersweet. The reason was very simple; extremely so.
Arc had been looking for SS Tier monsters to slay, her spider was injured and hadn’t felled its opponent. So, it was basically a slowdown in the plans as a whole. The Emera Spider would take at least a week to recover… And that would’ve been somewhat okay, but the problem was that Giselle leveled up.
She became SS Tier before the spider she was supposed to prioritize and nurture. The mere thought made her slightly sick in her stomach⁠— it’s not like she was actively trying to do so or anything.
She just fought for her life and came out on top…
Still, she had to explain this to Arc, hopefully in a way that wouldn’t be terrible and hopefully it wouldn’t lead to her demise. While Arc seemed relaxed and laid-back Giselle wasn’t willing to test the waters, especially not after the beating she had been given in the past.
Giselle turned to her surroundings for help only to find nothing, finally, her shoulders slumped.
“This sucks…”
“Hey!”
A voice called out to her in the distance. Her ears perked up in confusion only to see a group of soldiers heading her way. She tensed⁠— what the fuck was she supposed to do?!
“You must be a survivor!” the leading figure called.
Giselle tensed before hurriedly nodding. “Right, yeah I am!”
In no time the soldiers arrived and she found herself being stared at by a bunch of people, but the leading General or whatever was the first one to speak.
“You should evacuate now⁠—”
“It’s fine,” Giselle interrupted nervously. “We should look for other survivors first, it’s best to do that…”
The man thought about her proposal before finally nodding.
“Very well, let us go.”
And just like that they departed.
Minutes later, they found Jake, who was immediately recognized as his famous adventurer self. Then, after some of her nagging, they ended up venturing further and met the two S Tier adventurers that had set off.
They immediately recognized Giselle but thankfully they said nothing. However, as the status report was given, attention was drawn towards the monster in the distance. Everyone was tense but it seemed to be waiting for something.
Giselle⁠ — if she was honest ⁠— wanted nothing to do with the situation, but she still kept her mouth shut. The General was quick to instruct the present soldiers to set up a teleportation spell circle that would be used for evacuation. Giselle had never seen it before but she didn’t question it⁠; it wasn’t as if she ever interacted deeply with the society of Arlas or anything.
And so everyone relegated themselves to waiting for what was happening with the monster, and a moment later a white figure rose⁠.
Arc.
Giselle tensed, the S Tier adventurers tensed, Jake watched with curiosity and the soldiers did too except for one. One of the Commanders seemed to pause and whispered her name softly.
Giselle heard it but she said nothing instead deciding to watch the unfolding situation. There was some dialogue, but it quickly ended as Giselle watched Arc raise her hand in an instant and call⁠—
“[Judgment of the Ice God]!”
A whisper only a few people heard⁠— and a moment later a spear of ice fell from the air, striking the gigantic being of bones with an explosion. And then an ice pillar struck the monster⁠— sending it flying.
* * * * *
Finally, I will be able to teach her a lesson…
That was what had been crossing through the Hero of Necromancy’s mind, but now he couldn’t help but blink as he found himself flying through the air. He could feel the great undead he inhabited cracking, and twisting. So much power was coursing through it and yet it had suffered damage from that⁠?!
Ridiculous!
Bone wings sprouted as the Hero of Necromancy fully delved into embracing the being he controlled and becoming one with it. He stabilized himself in the air and looked down into the distance at the heroine he was fighting.
He wasn’t going to lose.
He watched as the woman held a spear of ice in her hands, she was muttering things under her breath as the ice subtly shifted color. But it was just a spear⁠— against him, a being that was in the SS Tier, it wouldn’t do that much damage. So the idea was ridiculous.
The Hero of Necromancy sneered, it wouldn’t do anything. Yet the woman still believed it would be enough to even damage him in a decent way? That was pure delusion⁠—
And the spear was thrown. A white ray of light immediately hit the Hero of Necromancy before the whole world went white. Pain rocked his body and, in a blink, he hit the ground of the Traitor’s Graveyard. His surroundings were caved in, flakes of frost rained from the air, and when he tried to move the Hero of Necromancy…
Couldn’t.
His body, his feet, the bones⁠— everything was bound by ice.
It didn’t make sense, the heroine had just used a spear and some skills, and yet he had been felled?! It just didn’t make⁠— the Hero of Necromancy struggled to no avail. What was happening?!
He had fought her toe to toe and even overpowered her. But after she rose from the ground everything changed⁠— how? The Hero of Necromancy wanted to deny it but this was undeniable proof. Perhaps she had used an SS Tier skill to strengthen herself and enable this⁠…
In that case, he had to do the same.
The Hero of Necromancy could feel the heroine approaching.
Soon he would put her in her place. That he was sure of. The Hero of Necromancy closed his eyes, hearing the approaching footfalls of his adversary. Much like him, she was an SS Tier hero, and much like him, she too had her own trump cards. He had already used two, the Undead Dragon of Darkness, and his SS Tier skill for the body he was inhabiting.
But there was more…
However, was it worth it to halt his plans for Draliz over it?
The Hero of Necromancy gritted his teeth and made a decision.
Damn right, it was!
If he killed the Heroine of Frost, everything would be fine. He could always conquer Draliz in the future, but this grudge had to be resolved first. Otherwise, the Hero of Necromancy was sure he wouldn’t be able to live with himself.
Gritting his teeth he prepared for the right moment.
The perfect time to attack.
* * * * *
A lot of eyes were on me. Bystanders. People I didn’t know.
It was a situation that I normally would’ve found distressing but right now I didn’t. It was just something in the back of my mind that⁠— well didn’t matter all that much. Nothing really mattered that much, Ceylon was safe with Faral so I didn’t have anything to worry about.
My footsteps echoed across the ashen land, something was about to happen, and I knew that for a fact, and yet I didn’t really pay it that much mind. I didn’t pay anything all that much attention if I was being honest. My only objective was getting rid of the Hero of Necromancy and that would be the extent of things.
As for what happened after?
We’ll see.
I closed my eyes for a moment and took a deep breath as I readied myself, lightly raising my hand to start my attack. And at that moment I heard a deep bellow of primal anger, shouting the name of a skill.
“[Burn Through My Bones Until There Is Nothing But Ash]!”
And the ice in front of me exploded with a flash of red. The air itself changed color as the earth quaked. My eyes immediately narrowed and I brought my hand down without hesitation⁠—
[Frost Lightning].
The crackling white struck and the ground reverberated all at once. Then, it broke⁠ with a flash of red⁠— the gigantic monster came my way at lightning speed, I barely managed to conjure an ice sword before it struck with its deformed fist.
I felt the shock travel through my arms and the ice sword let out a painful crack, nearly shattering from the single hit alone and sending me flying. The world blurred around me, all while I realized the Hero of Necromancy had grown stronger yet again, and that I would have no choice but to use my SS Tier skill.
A breath left me as I began with the first word in my mind.
[Frost…]
Immediately the temperature within the air dropped, and yet the Hero of Necromancy rushed. The undead being shifting into a gigantic worm was enough to threaten my life, but I continued casting.
[Stasis…]
I made an ice shield as the worm struck me into the ground. The strength was enough for my bones to creak and my internal injuries to rupture once more, making me cough up blood.
But it didn’t matter.
[Eternity…]
The worm came my way, opening its gaping maw as the voice of the Hero of Necromancy echoed in the air, the joy obvious.
“I shall finally put an end to you! Heroine of Frost!”
The ground was breaking apart from the red aura, everything was splitting as all my danger senses blared, and in a single moment, the worm reached me. Swallowing me whole as I finished my incantation.
* * * * *
The Hero of Necromancy felt whole satisfaction, the crushing of bones and mangling of his prey. That was it, he was victorious and obviously, the Heroine of Frost didn’t have a comeback. She was dead.
The Hero of Necromancy was sure of it, he turned already knowing where the heroine would revive⁠—
And that’s when he noticed, the world seemed frozen. The Hero of Necromancy paused for a second, observing with confusion.
What⁠—
And everything exploded into white as his body was ripped apart.
* * * * *
It exploded.
Arc had been swallowed, and from one moment to another the gigantic worm of bones exploded with flashes of white. It was as if judgment had befallen from above, white lightning⁠— white spears. It all eradicated the monster in just a single moment, and Giselle had seen all of it. The chunks of bone flying, how everything seemed to come to an eerie calm, and how her heart warned her of danger.
The fight had ended just like that.
Giselle swallowed watching the white-haired girl standing there looking at the sky. There was blood all over her body and yet no injury was visible. It was awe-inspiring, and it was terrifying.
All it took was a single attack.
Though in spite of the fight being over no one dared to move, it felt impossible to do so as if an undetectable force was stopping them from doing so. However, that didn’t last long. A second later, the effect disappeared as the white-haired woman shook her head to no one in particular.
* * * * *
All it had taken was to use my SS Tier skill.
The control of frost it granted me had allowed me to chain multiple skills at once⁠— overlay them for total destruction. And the result was…
[ You have vanquished the: Hero of Necromancy, from the world. Tier: SS. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
Nothing.
Not only had I gotten a notification for killing the Hero of Necromancy, and levels too. It hadn’t been enough. I had gotten no new skill, no nothing.
It was slightly disappointing but I decided to not think too deeply about it.
I shook my head and got ready to go, but at that moment someone screamed for my attention.
“Halt!” I turned only to see the familiar Elite Dark Knights, a man with a decorated cloak was looking right at me. “We’d like an audience with you, Heroine of Frost!”
I paused, surprised at what he was requesting, and for a moment numerous things flashed through my mind. The idea of telling him to fuck off, the idea of leaving, the idea of asking what happens if I refuse, but in the end, it wasn’t going to go anywhere.
A sigh left me.
“Fine.”




Chapter. 41: Unexpected Connections

Blake couldn’t believe his ears. He was familiar with Arc, the eccentric hero that had deceived him once before by telling the truth. He had been doubtful in the past, and even for weeks after the battle of Mount Arlais, he had second-guessed the events that took place. What he saw in the forest; the ice that wouldn’t melt; the fact that she herself had ice powers.
And now, everything had been confirmed by mere coincidence. The lie, or rather the truth that Arc had told was now out, and it was deeper than Blake had ever imagined.
The white-haired girl was a hero.
She was known as the Heroine of Frost.
In the past, she had been so uncooperative with him that Blake was certain she would the General’s request, except… she didn’t. She had agreed with a reluctant sigh, almost as if she was too tired to deal with what was going on.
Of course, Blake couldn’t understand the woes of a hero, let alone their struggles. But it was all so strange to him. Even getting her to accept the Medal of Bravery had been a slight struggle. But now, Arc had agreed to an audience and Blake couldn’t believe it. And from the looks of it, Blake wasn’t the only one that was surprised.
Even the General had stopped, he looked ahead in silence as his brain parsed the reply.
A second passed and then the General nodded.
“Very well.”
With those words, the General gestured at the surrounding army. Blake paused, and a moment later everyone else began to advance.
It was happening…
They were having an audience with the Heroine of Frost.
The truth was, that Blake was nervous about what could potentially happen given what he knew of Arc. She was too eager to start fights in his opinion, any small disagreement would lead to a tense confrontation.
However, he tried to not think too much about that as they approached the hero. Instead, Blake took in the tension around him. He could see some of the Elite Dark Knights trembling, and it was all because of the simple reason that it was their first time meeting a hero; they had all heard fantastical tales about them during their upbringing ⁠— Of their strength, of their feats and of their unstable nature.
And finally, before long, they stood face to face with the white-haired woman. The General coughed.
“Heroine, I’d like to ask you about your connection to the Hero of Frost.”
Blake paused⁠— that’s right… He had forgotten. The Hero of Frost had saved one of the towns of the Black Forest, Ranedale along with his mount, the Dragon of Flames. But now, Arc was the Heroine of Frost.
It didn’t make sense…
And looking around, everyone seemed just as confused, except for Jake the Weapon Master, and his companion. Even the other two S Tier adventurers were observing like hawks.
So, what would the answer be…?
They all stared at the Heroine of Frost, who raised her brow.
“The Hero of Frost?” she asked. “I’ve never heard of him before, sorry.” Then, she shook her head. “Any other question?”
The General blinked and then quickly composed himself.
“Yes, what are you doing in this place? Did you come after the necromancer?”
Everyone waited, listening attentively for what was about to be said, but in the end, the Heroine of Frost shook her head once more.
“I didn’t come after the Hero of Necromancy, I was just here to help a friend level up.”
“Friend?” The Commander’s confused voice rang.
“Not going to answer that.” She frowned. “Any other question?”
This audience was… Blake felt awkward about the entire thing. But still, the Hero of Necromancy…?
“Wait, doesn't that mean you just slayed a… hero?” The General was baffled.
“Yeah, and he kept talking about destroying Draliz.” The woman sighed. “Can I just go now?”
“No wait!” The General hurriedly pleaded.
The Heroine of Frost crossed her arms, now clearly annoyed.
“What is it?”
“If you’re telling the truth about slaying the Hero of Necromancy I’d like to invite you to celebrate your accomplishment.”
“An invitation…?”
The General nodded and hurriedly continued.
“Yes, an event⁠— a party in your favor,” the General said, his tone somewhat desperate.
Even though the General’s behavior was weird, Blake could understand it. Making the acquaintance of a hero was the opportunity of a lifetime, however more importantly⁠— having a hero on Draliz’s side would be ideal for the country.
“Party?” Arc shook her head. “I don’t like parties. But if you’re insistent…” She pondered for a moment looking at the sky. “Then how about a dinner?”
The General paused and a moment later, both of them immediately nodded.
“But, I have conditions,” she added, her eyes narrowing.
* * * * *
In the end, I had taken the General aside and essentially interrogated him about things. And well, I had arrived at a deal where most of the Elite Dark Knights would have this memory somewhat suppressed⁠— I didn’t know how it worked but he reassured me that he’d do anything in my favor.
Which, well, was nice I supposed.
And now, I had returned to the town, finding Ceylon at the inn we were staying at. Jake and Giselle had gone their separate ways, taking the two adventurers with them. The General had left along with the knights, all in order to fulfill my requirements.
The dinner was going to be today, so unfortunately I wouldn’t be able to spend the rest of the day with Ceylon today. As much as I disliked that idea ⁠— I didn’t want to drag her around. I explained the sequence of events to her and all she could do was blink.
“So now, quite a few people in the Elite Dark Knights know your identity?” she asked as if making sure.
“Yeah.” I nodded.
“And that’s why I can’t come?” She raised her brow.
I scratched my head. “Yeah…”
“That…” She blinked again. “Arc that makes no sense. Them knowing I am affiliated with you won’t make a difference.”
I paused hearing her. “Well, do you want them to know you’re affiliated with me?”
There was a brief silence before she sighed.
“Arc, so long as I’m with you. I don’t really mind. It’s not as if the whole world will know.” She shook her head. “The Elite Dark Knights take their promises very seriously so it’s not something to worry about.”
I listened to Ceylon’s words, and ultimately nodded, agreeing with her.
“Alright.”
There was a small silence and Ceylon stood up from my side. She took a step forward, and with a turn she clapped her hands smiling widely at me.
“Now with that out of the way we should go clothes shopping for dinner.”
“Go clothes shopping…?” I blinked, sitting on the bed. “You know I don’t do that…”
Ceylon paused and then slowly nodded.
“Yeah, maybe you don’t need to change your clothes but at least could you let me see you in different clothes…?” she requested softly.
“I…” I was hesitating. But… “Sure… that’s fine.”
I didn’t know how to feel about it, but even in spite of my mood I still cared a lot about Ceylon. I wanted to see her happy, and if I was honest the request wasn’t really a huge deal.
“Thank you.” Ceylon smiled, extending her hand. “Let’s go then?”
I nodded, softly grabbing onto it.
“Yeah.”
◇ ◇ ◇
We quickly found clothes for Ceylon, and the rest of our shopping consisted of Ceylon telling me to try certain clothes. Which I agreed to. They varied from long flowing dresses that showed a lot of my pale skin, to even scholarly clothes. All in all, it was an… entertaining experience, and it seemed to make Ceylon happy so that was fine by me.
I knew that I also had to find my own selfish reasons to be happy rather than derive them from Ceylon, but this was fine for now. I had a lot of thinking left to do, and unfortunately, I had some things to take care of before that.
Namely the dinner.
Which we set off to not soon after.
◇ ◇ ◇
We arrived at the next town over, Bristlethorne, it was also where Jake and Giselle were staying. But we weren’t there for that, instead, we headed to the fanciest and most luxurious restaurant that we could find. There the receptionist immediately greeted us with a smile and made us enter.
And then I realized⁠— the entirety of the restaurant was empty. It was all devoid of people except for a single table that had a man with graying hair and another younger-looking man. They both stood up and the older man greeted me as soon as we reached the table.
“Welcome Miss Arc, I’m the General of the Elite Dark Knights, Faum,” he said with a nod. “This person here is Blake, a Commander in the Elite Dark Knights and the person that awarded you your Medal of Bravery.”
I blinked. “Oh, I see. And the other knights are…?”
“They have been dealt with.” Faum smiled as if it was not a big deal. “Your comfort is of utmost importance to us after all.”
I nodded and then he turned to look at Ceylon.
“Who are you, Miss?”
“I am Ceylon, Arc’s friend.” And she bowed.
“Oh Ceylon Arlow, yes.” He nodded. “I remember now. Why don’t you two take a seat, there is one person who is yet to arrive. However, don’t worry their identity has not been disclosed to them,” he reassured.
I sat down, and Ceylon did too. But I was still confused.
“Right, but who is this person and why were they invited?”
“Oh, they are the first daughter of the Orow family.”
Ceylon blinked. “The Orow family?”
“That is correct⁠—”
And a snort echoed through the restaurant. I blinked only to hear an annoying voice at the entrance.
“You’re telling me this entire place has been rented by the Elite Dark Knights? Preposterous.”
There was a pause before I heard the receptionist reply. “Unfortunately so, sir.”
There was a woman with the man, but she seemed almost… embarrassed?
“I’m not a sir, I’m Edwan Rowan from the Rowan family,” he declared. “And I’ll put your restaurant out of business if you don’t let me in right at this very moment.”
He snorted.
“Look there is even a boorish woman with white hair there.”
He pointed at me, and at that moment I heard Ceylon stand up.
“I’ll deal with this.”
I blinked only to see her striding up to the entrance. The man immediately turned to her, disdain evident in his face.
“What do you want, commoner?”
“I’m not a commoner, I’m Ceylon Arlow and you’re⁠—”
“Oh from the Arlow family? That shame of a noble house?” He sneered. “How dare you talk to me that way⁠—”
And Ceylon swung⁠— and the shining butt of the spear hit the man across the face like a golf club. The noble was sent back, fainting as he hit the ground. And then there was a silence as Ceylon breathed, vanishing the spear back into the Storage Ring without a word.
She turned to the receptionist.
“Please dispose of him.”
“Right…”
And with that, she returned. The nobleman’s date had disappeared, not like I thought too much about it as I turned to my friend. I was concerned.
“Are you alright…?”
“I…” She sighed. “I know I shouldn’t have hit him, but he insulted you and my family. I don't think I can allow that, I just felt such anger at that moment that I couldn’t help it…” she trailed off.
“Right…” I nodded. “I appreciate it, Ceylon. Thank you for standing up for me.”
She paused. “You’re welcome, Arc.”
We shared a small smile with each other and at that moment we heard footsteps approaching. I turned in the direction of the entrance only to see a woman coming our way. She had neatly combed deep purple hair and an elegant dress, her piercing golden eyes met mine, and shortly after she took a seat.
“Sorry, I’m late. I’m the daughter of the Orow family, Iris. I’m here to do business with you Arc.”
I blinked. “Business with me?”
She nodded and met my gaze.
“The Hero of Spirits wishes to strike a deal with you, the Heroine of Frost.”




Chapter. 42: Odd Negotiation

I raised my brow. The General of Elite Dark Knights immediately turned to me, speaking in a hurry.
“I swear I didn’t speak to her about any of this.”
“No, you didn’t.” Iris shook her head before turning back to me. “So, what do you think, Arc?”
The situation was certainly not one I expected. This woman ⁠— this noble ⁠— was meant to be a guest, but instead, she had come representing a hero. The Hero of Spirits⁠, a hero I had never heard of before.
“What is the deal?” I asked.
Ceylon just stared at the noble warily, meanwhile, the other knight, Blake, seemed confused at what was going on. But the reactions of the surroundings didn’t seem to matter to Iris as she continued speaking.
“It’s simple, he wants to negotiate for you to fulfill his request.”
“Fulfill his request?” I slightly tilted my head. “Can you get to the point already? I’m not going to agree to negotiate if I don’t know what it is.”
Iris paused as she stared at me, for a moment I saw her golden eyes flicker ever so slightly as her pleasant smile twitched, but she recovered moments later.
“Well… it’s simple enough.”
She tilted her head pensively, pursing her lips. There was a brief silence before she nodded.
“He wants you to leave Draliz.”
I blinked, slightly confused.
My mind processed what had happened so far for what it was⁠— an envoy of an unknown hero had come my way. The Hero of Spirits already seemed to know my identity for some reason, which was bothersome and had even made it known to me.
Did he want to ensure I wouldn’t interfere with his plans of taking over Draliz?
I frowned, I certainly couldn’t do that.
“If he wants to take over Draliz he can forget about it.”
“Oh is that so?” Iris asked in surprise. “Could it be that Miss Arc is planning on rigging the elections of the new king?”
Her question rang in the air as both Elite Dark Knights turned to look at me with surprise⁠. My eyes widened upon hearing her ridiculous claim.
“No…?” There was a pause before I continued. “I don’t even have the means to do that even if I wanted to; Draliz is my current home, why would I leave?”
Iris, the noblewoman raised her brow for a moment before thinking.
“Well, see, he just wants you to leave. The reasons for why you want to stay aren’t that important,” she said tilting her head. “He’s willing to pay for travel expenses and anything else⁠— cater to your needs, you know?”
I listened to what she was saying and chose to ignore her incredibly casual wording.
“Well, why does he want me to leave?”
“That is…” She frowned looking at the table. “Are you sure you want to know?”
“Why wouldn’t I be sure?” I raised my brow.
“Well, I mean what if I tell you and you regret it?”
“Then it will be my own responsibility to deal with?” I asked, confused.
The mood was strange around the table. The General and Commander just stared as the noblewoman and I went back and forth, meanwhile, Ceylon seemed to be rather confused by this point. And well, it made no sense to me either. She had kept eye contact with me the entire time though sometimes her eyes would tremble.
And they were trembling right now…
A moment later she nodded.
“Well, it’s not that the Hero of Spirits wants to take over Draliz, it is more so that he wants to help someone take Draliz over.”
“Ah.” Then, a moment later I continued. “I understand.”
“So will you leave?” Iris asked.
“No.”
The noblewoman blinked. Her deep purple hair rocked back and her eyes momentarily widened before she asked.
“Did you just say no?”
“Yeah,” I agreed. “I have no reason to leave Draliz, so I hope the Hero of Spirits can understand that.”
“Right…” She swallowed. “How about not interfering with the selection?”
“No.” I shook my head.
“W-What…?” The girl paused. “Then how about⁠—”
“Enough.” The General coughed. “I’ve let this topic run on for long enough. You cannot discuss such a crude topic in front of the Elite Dark Knights. The elections shall be fair, the only determiner to the new king is wealth.”
Iris frowned and glared at the General but ultimately nodded and crossed her arms dropping the topic. That said, from that point onward she looked fidgety and unsatisfied. Still, I tried not to let it bother me as I carried on with the dinner.
It uneventfully passed, but I didn’t quite get to enjoy my food due to the odd behaviors coming from the woman. Namely giving the General and me side glares, which were largely unpleasant. After that we all went our separate ways, but not before the noble from that one family called out to me.
“Arc, are you sure you cannot reconsider the request?”
I stopped in my tracks and turned to look at her. She was standing at the entrance of the restaurant. Her eyes were almost shining under the darkness of the night, but I met them without care and shook my head.
“Unfortunately, no.”
And with that we left, leaving her standing there. Minutes passed, and Ceylon looked behind in skepticism before asking me an odd question.
“Are we being followed?”
“No, why?”
Ceylon shook her head. “That woman, Iris Orow⁠— she was odd, very odd.”
“You mean the way she spoke? Yeah, it was odd,” I agreed with Ceylon immediately.
“No, not that.” She frowned. “It was the way she made me feel… When she asked if you were sure I got agitated, almost as if I’d actually regret hearing what was being said.”
I blinked, raising my brow. “That is…” and I trailed off giving it some thought.
It seemed like she was doing it on purpose… Perhaps she had a skill to influence people in such ways?
That seemed plausible.
“But why would she think it would work on me?” I tilted my head.
“Maybe because she’s related to the hero? Perhaps he gave her something…” Ceylon suggested. “He did seem very adamant about you listening to his request.”
“He did…” I tentatively agreed with Ceylon.
I continued to think as we returned to the other town. And shortly after we went to sleep.
* * * * *
Iris Orow, she was the first daughter of the prestigious Orow family that held the title of Grand Duke. Her upbringing had been nothing but good, but unfortunately, things had changed years ago.
A sigh left her as she inwardly channeled her thoughts towards the person that began everything.
The Hero of Spirits.
Feeling nervous, Iris relayed her thoughts and what had happened during the dinner but contrary to expectations a simple reply came.
‘As expected.’
That was all. She had failed her master’s request, but somehow and in some way the man was unfazed. Considering his past record, Iris found it hard to believe. But still, it’s not like she understood the mind of a hero.
Arc had been a reasonable interaction at least…
Even if her expressions throughout the dinner had been rather odd, especially when she was eating food. But it’s not like Iris had any room to judge, she had been rather brusque with her language in the dinner.
“Not like I can control it…” A sigh left her.
The more time that passed the less she felt like herself. As for why that was the case?
She didn’t know.
* * * * *
That morning we returned to Rivas.
Meika had been rather confused by the whole ordeal but Faral had managed to convince her to not ask questions, so transporting her was rather… uneventful aside from knocking her out. The ex-Guildmaster joined us just in time; I had forgotten he existed.
If I was honest, I kind of felt a bit bad given the developments. Meika didn’t know anything about what was going on, but now a couple of adventurers were aware of things. Whether it was Ila seeing Faral’s dragon form, or the other two that had learned that I was a hero.
I didn’t know what to make of things, and perhaps I wouldn’t really think about anything. Instead, it was probably better for me to focus on what I wanted to do. As time passed keeping my identity as a hero secret was slowly becoming a lot less important. Mostly due to the fact that the other heroes seemed to have their own agenda.
That thought alone made me wonder.
Maybe I should just stop caring…
Then I shook my head.
It was too early to tell.
“Arc, are you alright?” Ceylon asked, bringing me back to reality.
I paused. We were currently just sitting in the living room of her family home alone. We were relaxing and perhaps thinking about what to do but nothing came to mind.
“I’m fine, I just don’t really know…” I tilted my head. “Well yeah, is there anything to do until the selection for heroes?”
“Well, I don’t think so…?” Ceylon thought for a moment. “But given what Iris Orow said, perhaps it’s best to begin investigations on certain things⁠— perhaps the elections could be tampered with…”
I thought for a moment. I wanted to believe it wasn’t easy to tamper with such a process, but at the same time in a world of heroes and magic, I wasn’t so sure.
“Right, I think we should definitely look into that…” I paused. “Perhaps we should travel to the capital?”
“Already?” Ceylon paused in surprise.
“I mean why not? Unless you want to level up some more?”
And she blinked before shaking her head. “Leveling up can wait. I’m already D Tier.”
“Well, that means that B and such isn’t particularly far away right?” I asked, smiling. “A longer lifespan does not sound bad.”
“Right… let’s not think about that for now.” Ceylon shook her head. “I want to feel like I’m earning this through my own hard work…”
I nodded. “Alright.”
Ceylon pondered for a moment before nodding. “We should head to the capital. We can come back here if anything is needed.”
I nodded in agreement.
And just like that, our departure plans began. However, as soon as it became known almost every single person insisted on coming with the exception of the Dragon of Water. Which meant, Malz, Regis’karr, Faral⁠— they were all coming with us. The old man had left in order to expand his horizons, but Meika would probably be coming along.
With so many people I couldn’t help but wonder if things were alright.
But I decided to keep my intrusive thoughts to myself and instead focus on looking forward to the trip.
* * * * *
That day the Dragon of Earth arrived at an unknown continent. He had barely managed to avoid the attention of other dragons. It had been a difficult journey that had just started, but it didn’t matter for he had one single duty that was of utmost importance.
To warn Arc of the impending betrayal…




Chapter. 43: Revelations

The trip was rather uneventful, however the rumors of the Hero of Frost had seemed to reach a new high. Everyone in town seemed to be talking about him, the hero that had saved the city of Ranedale.
It was something that I made sure to note in case I had to do another public appearance ⁠— hopefully, however, that time wouldn’t come.
Though…
I frowned thinking about things. I had a hunch that I would need to intervene during the election of the new king. Whether it was to deal with the Hero of Spirits, or even finish the deal with the Hero of Flames… I didn’t know, but it wasn’t something I wanted to deal with. Even though I'd probably have to deal with it eventually…
A sigh left me.
“Is everything alright Arc?” Malz asked as we stood in a forest clearing.
“Yeah, I just don’t want to deal with the future.” I shook my head.
“I think I understand, but I hope I can help you then.” She smiled. “I’ll be around.”
“Thank you.”
Meanwhile Ceylon also squeezed my hand through a handkerchief and then smiled at me. Then moments later, Faral transformed before us though⁠—
“W-What…” Meika gasped in horror.
Faral had insisted on revealing her identity to Meika, which I didn’t know how to feel about. But I had allowed it so long as mine was kept secret. The poor adventurer girl seemed to be trembling from seeing the legendary dragon.
“W-We have to run, Faral has turned into a dragon.”
“I’ve always been a dragon,” Faral replied, shaking her head. “No need to panic, Meika.”
“S-She spoke!”
Just as the adventurer was about to panic, Regis’karr placed his hand on her shoulder with a sigh.
“Meika, this is something that Faral wanted to show you; she’s the Dragon of Wind.”
The girl’s eyes grew wide as she looked ahead in awe.
“T-The Dragon of Wind…?”
* * * * *
Meika couldn’t believe her eyes.
Faral, her mentor was…
Faral, the Dragon of Wind.
A being of legend. A dragon. A being that was known for their power and command over their wind. And this same being, this same dragon, this legend had been teaching her how to fight… it was… incredibly hard to believe. But, well, it’s not like she had attained her help easily, it was actually due to the fact⁠—
“Wait doesn’t that mean that the Water Paladin is actually the Dragon of Water…?” she processed. “That is… doesn’t that…”
And she trailed off remembering the names of the others. Immediately she turned to Regis, the noble-looking boy. They had had brief encounters so far through small interactions given they were related to Faral.
“Is something wrong?” he asked.
“You are… Regis’karr the Dragon of Flames…” Meika gulped and immediately turned to the black-haired girl in the distance. “And you must be Malz… the Dragon of Shadows…”
She was met with a smile, while Regis’karr said nothing. But Meika just couldn’t comprehend what she was seeing. How come she had met three⁠— four of the legendary Grand Dragons? It was… impossible…
And then there was…
Arc.
Her eyes landed on the white-haired woman. Their gazes met. Arc was at least an S Tier individual from what Meika could tell, but at the same time, she had never heard that name before. In the past, she was able to accept the situation, but now she couldn’t help but ask.
“Who are you…?”
It just didn’t make sense.
Arc blinked. “Just a normal person.”
Meika wanted to call bullshit, but she stopped herself. She didn’t want to pressure Arc out of all people, because after all she seemed to be the leader of everyone here. Which only left one answer.
Arc was…
The Dragon of Frost…
Meika gulped realizing that everyone but Ceylon was a dragon. Which could only mean that now she was… stuck with the dragons. She didn’t know much about them, but given she had just realized all of this information and the rather limited and secretive interactions it could only mean one thing…
Meika felt the color drain from her face.
* * * * *
Was she alright?
Meika seemed to be shaking looking everywhere in a panic. I was… worried. In fact, even Faral seemed to have worry in her eyes, but a moment later a sigh left her. One that sounded rather defeated.
“Thank you for teaching me…” She paused. “I never thought the Dragon of Wind herself would tutor me…”
It was… awkward, but Faral just nodded in acknowledgment, and shortly after we set off towards the capital of Draliz.
Vaelith, the Capital of Commerce, the heart of Draliz, and the place where bartering was most common⁠— or so that’s what Ceylon told me. It was the biggest city in all of Draliz, and I was looking forward to it.
The world blurred around us as Meika looked around with amazement but also her face seemed to carry a hint of worry. Faral had used her SS Tier skill so getting to the capital wouldn’t take long. In the end, I tried to not think too much about it as hours passed.
* * * * *
Meika regretted things.
She regretted her actions and binding herself with Arc and the others. And it was all because now, she was stuck ⁠— bound with the dragons who could potentially have nefarious intentions… Meika didn’t know what to do, but she felt like she had to distance herself and free herself. And then maybe report the group to the Adventurer’s Guild in order to execute pre-emptive measures.
Though now she had to gauge what was happening. Maybe she was overreacting, maybe knowing this information would change nothing in her relationship with Arc and the others. But now knowing, she had finally realized how out of depth she was. She was completely out of place.
But she tried to not think too hard about things, instead, she just had to follow her preservation instincts and that’s what she planned to do.
A sigh left her, and before she knew it, Faral was already making a landing.
They were riding on the Dragon of Wind⁠— it was said that one couldn’t ride a dragon unless the dragon deemed them to be superior. Which could only mean that Arc was so above Faral that anything she said was a command.
It once more made Meika wonder what she had gotten herself into.
She shakily landed on the forest ground, and soon after they set off to the capital.
Meika had never been to Vaelith before, but instead of admiring she decided that she would focus on the issue at hand. She’d stay alert, all to determine her future⁠—
And Meika paused and so did everyone as they made it up a hill.
She had heard the rumors but seeing it in person was something else…
A circular moat surrounded the city, it expanded like a grand lake all around. White porcelain-like bridges connected to the city in the center. Tall pale walls that commanded respect; towers intertwined them for maximum protection and then past the town lay a grand citadel along with a grand castle.
It was a spectacular sight that was only enhanced by the great sunny weather, the sparkling water, and the surrounding lush forests. This was Vaelith. A place that wasn’t often visited by adventurers due to the fact that there were no monster requests. The surrounding lands had long been culled of their sickening plague, and now all that was left was peace.
Only the strongest of adventurers came to this city, and now she was here.
Meika swallowed, and then everyone descended down the hill, but she still took the time to admire it before catching up.
Everything else was uneventful, from crossing the gate to finding an inn, that was until.
“Well, I want to explore around and see some restaurants, so…” Arc tilted her head. “I guess everyone should do what they want.”
“Sure,” Regis’karr readily agreed. “Then I’ll see what I find.”
Faral nodded and turned to Meika. “Let us continue your training.”
Meika swallowed and had no choice but to nod. However, her heart felt heavy. She didn’t know what to expect from now on. Faral was the Dragon of Wind, and she herself had chosen to reveal that identity.
Shortly after, they all left the inn going their separate ways.
Meika didn’t know what Faral’s intentions were, but she still went along with it. She didn’t even know where they would be sparring, but suddenly the forest didn’t seem like a good choice, so she decided to voice it out.
“Actually, we can just go to the Adventurer’s Guild… I heard there is an arena in Vaelith’s guild.”
Faral paused. “That sounds more convenient.”
With that, they set off to the guild, asking questions along the way to find it. It didn’t take long before they found themselves in front of an incredibly large building. It was the largest Adventurer’s Guild Meika had seen. She couldn’t help but gulp before walking inside along with Faral, and they were met with…
An almost empty guild. There was only a small group of adventurers present that were dressed in shining armor; probably A Tiers, or so Meika assumed. But she ignored them, simply returning the nods they gave as a greeting and immediately headed to the first receptionist she saw.
Faral followed close behind given she herself wasn’t an adventurer.
“How can I help you?” the nice lady behind the counter asked. She was rather pretty if Meika said so herself, but she didn’t stare for too long as she coughed.
“We’re looking to use the arena…?”
It was in a whisper-like tone.
“Oh, are you from outside Vaelith?” the receptionist asked with surprise. Meika nodded, and the woman continued. “Well, it’s not quite an arena but more like a large field⁠— however you can certainly use it, so long as you are at least B Tier.”
Meika blinked and immediately nodded, handing the adventurer badge to the receptionist.
The woman examined it and with a smile, she made her way out of the counter.
“Follow me please.”
Meika listened to her command and Faral just trailed behind. They entered a hallway that was filled with doors and paintings, and soon after they found themselves before a pair of grand doors.
The receptionist opened them with a card of some kind and swung them open before handing Meika her adventurer tag back. And then, they stepped into the open field. Stones lined its entrance in a circular radius showing exquisite patterns, and the rest was a grassy plain that was fit for fighting.
“This is adequate,” Faral commented. “Let’s go, Meika.”
Meika watched as Faral stepped far into the field and she couldn’t help but just watch. It was… the same as all her previous training, nothing was different. It was odd…
Had Meika just been imagining things?
She looked at her mentor who raised her brow with mild concern, and that’s when Meika finally realized⁠ that the new information she had learnt didn’t really change anything.
A small sigh left her.
“I really am dumb⁠—”
And the door swung open as a man in black and red armor stepped into the field, a gigantic greatsword resting on his shoulder as he grabbed it by the handle.
Meika’s eyes grew wide seeing the man.
He stepped forward and looked at Faral.
“Hey you, you look strong.”
This man was.
Lars, the Red Blade, an S Tier adventurer.
“Submit to me or die.”




Chapter. 44: Knowledge Of Old

Regis’karr had been having a lot of free time lately. If he was honest, he felt unneeded around Arc, his position having been replaced by Malz, the Dragon of Shadows. He was at a point where he could consider her a friend, talking in their free time here and there, so he didn’t resent her for replacing him or anything.
Instead, Regis’karr had long thought about his feelings and he had come to a realization. The reason he felt replaced was because he wasn’t putting in any effort to be in that position, to begin with. He had attained the protection he wanted; if any hero came his way he was sure that Arc would assist him and that had been enough for him.
Of course, needless to say, he wouldn’t hesitate to help Arc with any conflict she herself had.
But was he really alright with this status quo…?
⁠That, he didn’t know. He thought that Malz was a much more fitting travel partner than himself, and at the same time she was stronger too; needless to say, she was a better bodyguard to Ceylon than he himself could be.
Still, Regis’karr had given his word and would commit to that duty, which is why he had given Ceylon a tool to summon him just before leaving. One that hopefully wouldn’t be needed with Malz around. But now, after all of that, he was alone.
Alone with his thoughts, and his own things to do.
Again, he felt unneeded, but maybe he’d get over things⁠ and if he didn’t then he’d take action to change things. It was pointless to feel down and continue to feel like that without intending to do anything to change it. That was ⁠— in Regis’karr’s opinion ⁠— the marks of a pathetic person.
He shook his head as he walked down the street.
He wasn’t exactly out of place with the humans, everyone in this city seemed so much richer to Regis’karr which also roused his interest. He had some money on his person, so perhaps he could get himself something nice. But well, first he had to see what he could even get to begin with.
Regis’karr ended up walking towards the busiest of streets and eventually found shops, from clothing to equipment, from potions to healing herbs for minor ailments. He saw everything, of course, the quality wasn’t all equal but Regis’karr found himself window-shopping here and there.
It had been such a long time since he had come to the capital of Draliz. In comparison to the one in his memory, the entire city looked completely different. Everything was so new, so much more advanced, so clean…
It was a completely different impression from what he had in his mind, and Regis’karr couldn’t get enough of it. Everything intrigued him, his knowledge was clearly outdated so he used this chance to refresh himself and more importantly, learn new things.
Regis’karr had barely explored the world in the past few decades if not centuries, but now thanks to Arc he was here, exploring; learning⁠— and broadening his horizons. It was truly an enriching experience.
Of course, his joy brought some attention. Some were curious glances and others were looks of disdain, but Regis’karr did not care as he explored the busy streets. What humans thought of him was none of his concern, what he was after was knowledge. And perhaps even, compare his existing repertoire to the current times.
Unfortunately, however, comparing his current knowledge about things to the current times wasn’t as easy as Regis’karr thought.
First, he had ventured into an alchemy shop, and when he asked about some ingredients he was met with…
“I’m sorry, but I’ve never heard of Varmeth Essence in my life, are you sure that’s the right ingredient…?”
Regis’karr frowned. “What about Luminous Ambrosia?”
“Lumi what…?” The man blinked. “We don’t have any of that here, I’ve never heard of such ingredients…” And then, he frowned. “Boy, are you sure you’re not being tricked?”
Regis’karr paused for a moment⁠— perhaps the ingredients he was asking for were just too rare…? Shaking his head, he quickly composed himself.
“Fairy wings?”
His voice rang through the clerk’s ears. The man’s grayed hair stilled for a moment along with his eyes, and then he took a breath.
“I do know of such an ingredient, but not only is it considered to be almost extinct, it also wouldn’t be sold here,” the man sternly said. “Has someone put you up for some kind of prank?”
“No… no one has.” Regis’karr shook his head. “Sorry, I guess it must be a bit awkward. I’ll take my leave now.”
The man raised his brow. “So you came to just bother me without even intending to buy anything?”
Regis’karr winced and then nodded. “Right, that’s not very kind of me is it?” He bitterly smiled. “Can I have your cheapest potion?”
And that’s how the interaction ended.
Regis’karr walked out of the store holding a rather average vial containing red liquid. He stared at it, at the whirling liquid within the F Tier health potion, and he couldn’t help but think that it was quite mediocre.
Regis’karr could somewhat tell from the chunks of ingredients whirling inside the liquid⁠— he could himself make a better F Tier health potion, it probably wouldn’t be too hard either. It’s not as if he was an alchemist, he was just the Hermit of Draliz. A person known by their vast knowledge, it was natural that he’d know alchemy.
He wasn’t a master of it or anything of the sort, but he did feel like he could do a much better job. Regis’karr fiddled with the vial in his hand before stuffing it in his pocket.
“Maybe this shop was just not it…”
Regis’karr shook his head and decided to give the benefit of the doubt to things. He couldn’t assume every single potion technique was worse just because a single shop had given him a bad result, so he walked around intending to explore different shops and see what they had to offer.
He weaved through the crowds and quickly found a different shop, this one looked slightly better; fancier. The trims of the building were clean and had been recently painted, the windows sparkled and the potions on the shelves were devoid of dust.
Surely this one will be better, Regis’karr thought.
He pushed through the door as a bell resounded, and the clerk immediately turned to him. It seemed to be a young woman with red hair⁠— he didn’t pay too much attention to her as he strode to the counter.
“Could I see your lowest Tier of health potion?”
“Oh.” The person blinked. “Sure.”
With those words, the girl left to search for it. She asked if a relative had been cut or lightly injured, and well, it made sense. No other Tier of mana potion would be used in such a mundane way.
And minutes later the girl came back with a potion.
Regis’karr took it and compared it with the one in his pocket, only to pause…
It was the exact same potion. The ingredients whirling in the liquid looked slightly different of course, but to his vision it was the exact same potion.
“Is something wrong?” the girl asked, concerned.
“Ah, no it’s nothing…” He did feel kind of bad. “I’ll take the potion.”
“Sure!”
And just like that he bought another potion.
Perhaps he was being overly nice to the humans in the alchemy shops, but he also didn’t want to draw too much attention to himself. Besides, he wasn’t acting as the Dragon of Flames nor as the Hermit, but as Regis’karr the human.
So, he at least planned to be nice.
But still…
Regis’karr gripped the two vials of health potions in his hand.
Surely alchemy hasn’t degraded right…?
The notion seemed almost impossible to him, but somehow his heart was telling him that that was indeed the case.
Still… he needed more evidence…
◇ ◇ ◇
Regis’karr made sure to visit every single alchemy shop he could find, but every single one was the same damn result.
He couldn’t believe it…
He hadn’t continued to buy potions, refusing to do so simply because the potions weren’t any better than the ones he had in his hand. A lot of alchemists called him unreasonable, but he couldn’t continue to keep wasting money, but the last one said something interesting.
It was a middle-aged woman.
“So you’re looking for the highest quality potions…” She tilted her head. “I shouldn’t recommend competition, but the Artol Shop is the best one in all of Vaelith.”
That’s what she had said.
And so Regis’karr had set off to find that very same shop, it took asking for directions a couple of times but eventually, he found it.
It was… grand.
He stood at the centermost plaza of the capital city. It was a bustling place with hundreds of passersby, and before him lay a grand shop. Intricate vials of different liquids lined the windows, the inside was lined in velvet carpet and dark woods, inviting a classy atmosphere that Regis’karr was well aware of:
Opulence.
He stood for a few moments admiring the shop before taking a deep breath.
“This place has to be better right…?”
He hesitated, but after a few moments of deliberation, he stepped inside. There was no bell as he entered, just a calm and refined atmosphere. People around seemed to be admiring the potions, whether they were adventurers or butlers for noble families, it didn’t make a difference.
And then, there was the clerk, an old man with rugged clothes that did not fit the atmosphere at all.
Regis’karr went straight to him and hesitated, if the potions weren’t any better here his fears would be confirmed.
“What do you need help with boy?”
“Could you show me the lowest Tier of health potion you have?”
“F Tier?” The man raised his brow. “We don’t make them anymore but I think I have some in stock, hold on…”
With those words, he went to the back and a minute later returned with a dusted box.
“They were made years ago, but I still assure you they are all to my quality standard.” He grinned. “How about five gold for the whole box?”
Regis’karr ignored the business proposition and opened the box only to…
Sigh.
They were better but not the best that could be achieved within F Tier. Still, perhaps the alchemists didn’t focus too much on the lowest Tier but the highest they could produce⁠—
“Is something wrong?”
Regis’karr shook his head. “Nothing. I’m also interested in seeing the highest-grade health potion you have.”
“Boy, do you mean S Tier?” the old man asked, now interested. “I cannot show it to you unless you provide some proof of wealth.”
Regis’karr nodded and slammed a coin pouch full of platinum coins. They were all somewhat old but did the trick for the man to nod. However, just as the old man was about to turn around, Regis’karr asked:
“How good is this S Tier potion compared to the other S Tier ones in the world?”
The old man grinned. “I can assure you that I’m among the best alchemists out there.”
With those words, he left.
Regis’karr let out a long breath, unsure of what to expect. But if the man’s words were to be trusted then he shouldn’t be too disappointed.
Minutes passed and finally, the old man emerged from the back room holding a rectangular suitcase. He set it on the counter before carefully opening its silvery clasps with satisfying clicks. And finally, a potion was pulled out.
Its container was of intricate design, with its neck twirling as if it was a delicate flower while its bottom was rounded with designs except for circular windows that allowed one to see the liquid inside.
Regis’karr stared at the rich red-amber-colored liquid; it almost looked like honey, and [Appraisal] indeed confirmed what it was.
[ Health Potion. Tier: S ]
It was indeed an S Tier potion which could be considered to be commendable, except when Regis’karr gazed into the container he saw it. A small pile of black remains at the very bottom.
“Are those impurities?”
“Well given the grade, I think it’s impossible to not have impurities.” The man shrugged.
“That’s… isn’t this the bare minimum for a potion to be S Tier…?” Regis’karr asked, disbelieving of the sight. “Any more impurities and this would downgrade to A Tier, even though the ingredients used are more than sufficient…”
The man frowned. “I’m quite certain that the number of alchemists that are able to make S Tier potions in the world is less than ten, I’m sure I’d know what I’m doing.”
“That still doesn’t change my statement?” Regis’karr raised his brow. “In fact, doesn’t it mean that those less than ten alchemists can barely make an S Tier potion?”
“Barely able to make an S Tier potion?” The old man scoffed. “I’d like to see you do better, if you’re just going to waste my time like that then you’re banned from my shop.”
Regis’karr sighed. “Now you’re just taking offense to the truth, and yes I can do better, would you like me to show you?”
“Ridiculous. You, a kid out of all people? Trying to teach me alchemy?” The man scoffed. “Dream on.”
That statement made Regis’karr feel some level of anger as he replied back.
“I’m not a kid, and I think I’m more than qualified to do so.”
“Did your parents tell you that?” The man huffed as he put the potion back in the suitcase. “Get lost⁠—”
“Parents?” Regis’karr shook his head. “Nothing of the like, you just refuse to accept the truth. And you know what? I challenge you to an alchemy battle.”
The man paused as he was about to head into the backroom and Regis’karr continued as he pulled out a badge. It was the Token of Amity. It had been ignored in the past but at this moment he didn’t care. Arc disrespecting him was one thing, but a random alchemist was something entirely different, and he’d ensure the man was thoroughly humiliated.
The old man immediately turned and came in his direction as he continued to speak.
“I, the Hermit of Draliz, challenge you for the entirety of your shop to an alchemy battle, if I lose I shall offer you subservience…”
Everyone in the store had been looking at them, and now⁠—
Howling laughter erupted.
“Is this kid serious?”
“Claiming to be the Hermit? That has to be punishable by the law.”
“Someone arrest this kid.”
But it all fell on deaf ears as the man approached and grabbed the Token of Amity off of Regis’karr’s hands, and after just a single close inspection the man took a very deep breath, his eyes closing.
“These conditions are not something I can agree on.” His shoulders slumped as he handed the token back apologetically. “Instead I’d rather offer something that is much more fair⁠—”
“Something fair?” Regis’karr thought before smiling. “Well since you’re such an experienced alchemist how about we wager our lives? I’m sure you won’t have any trouble winning after all.”




Chapter. 45: The Red Blade

Lars, the Red Blade. He was an S Tier adventurer, one whose fame made him very much recognizable. Or rather, a better word for him was: infamous. An infamous adventurer that was known for seeking challenges, someone who wouldn’t take no for an answer.
Normally, it would be something worth panicking about, but right now Meika was… panicking for the man. He had challenged the Dragon of Wind herself. A legendary creature, and now Meika’s mentor. A being that was at the peak of power in the world.
It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that the man was walking right into his death. Thankfully Faral raised her brow in amusement and confusion. Before finally shaking her head. Then she turned back to Meika.
“We should resume what we were about to do.”
And the ground next to her shattered. Her head snapped in the direction only to see Lars, the Red Blade gritting his teeth with an awful frown. The veins on his forehead seemed to be on the verge of exploding. The man had graying hair and a rather old appearance, but now he looked like an enraged demon.
“You dare disrespect me like that…?”
Meika blinked, realizing that this man had no clue who he was facing. Then, dust exploded as she saw a red streak head in Faral’s direction. Meika had to spare the man; without hesitation, she screamed.
“Stop!”
Dust billowed and a blade loomed over Faral’s head, stopping just before hitting her. Faral, the Dragon of Wind did not even react to what happened, but Lars, the Red Blade turned towards Meika.
“What?” he asked in a gruff voice.
“I heavily recommend you stop what you’re doing,” Meika said, gulping. “Faral is not someone you’d want to fight…”
In response, the man sneered. “I’ll choose who to fight.”
And he disappeared, reappearing by Meika’s side.
“Not only am I agile.” He appeared to her other side. “I’m also lethal.”
Meika gulped, feeling the blade loom over her neck. Faral was now frowning but had yet to say anything. The blade was removed as the man let out a breath.
“Let me mind my business, girl…”
With those words, he slowly walked towards Faral and then teleported. In a single blink, his figure formed, his gargantuan blade already swinging down towards the Dragon of Wind⁠— and it exploded.
Lars the Red Blade was thrown, his figure streaked through the air before landing off in the distance crashing with an explosion of dirt. Meika winced from the earth-trembling impact. A cloud of dust loomed on the spot.
Just like that, Lars the Red Blade had been defeated, and to some extent, Meika was grateful to Faral who decided to simply blow him away rather than actually fight him. Faral turned to Meika.
“Now that he got his lesson, we should begin.”
Meika enthusiastically nodded, pulling her sword.
“Let’s do it.”
And the dust in the distance cleared with an explosion of red light.
* * * * *
Lars couldn’t believe it.
He had been blown away before he could even register it, and now, his mouth tasted of blood. Now, he had a broken rib. Now he had been injured. Lars didn’t understand what kind of powers the woman had used, but he wasn’t planning on underestimating her any longer.
He had consumed his own blood, his own life force to make himself stronger. It was an S Tier skill. His muscles were filled with power; with the strength to crush any opponent. He had fought Jake the Weapon Master to a standstill, why would a random S Tier woman be any stronger than that?
Lars could feel his blood evaporating as the grass around him seemed to be turned to coal without burning. Almost as if his surroundings were drained of their life. This was his skill.
This was.
[Crimson Life Fury].
A skill that came with his class, [Crimson Swordmaster]. But that didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he could enact his revenge⁠— show the woman that she was beneath him.
Lars looked ahead only to see the green-haired woman already looking at him. Now her expression had a hint of what he perceived to be wariness; a slight frown was aimed at him.
“Good… that’s what I expected.”
He grinned, hefting the greatsword over his shoulder, and then he leaned forward, his left hand touching the ground.
It was time…
Lars felt his muscles bulge, his legs were ready to explode with all the tensile energy that was being accumulated.
He just had to use all of his strength, and then she would be the one on the losing end.
Lars let out a long breath and his eyes narrowed, meeting the woman’s gaze⁠— now! The ground beneath him shattered, the world around him blurred, and in mere fractions of a second, his sword was already swinging upon the woman.
And she⁠— raised her hand; the sword struck her palm and a single drop of blood streaked down.
Lars blinked as he realized he could hardly pull his sword back. Then with a frown, the woman pulled⁠— Lars was yanked forward and then was punched in the stomach. He felt his organs shift and he spat blood as he was sent flying away.
His mind whirled.
She had overpowered him?
And he hit the grassy ground, dirt exploding everywhere. Once more, he was bleeding, once more, he felt something else inside of him being broken, once more, he was injured.
It didn’t make sense.
He was at least fifty percent stronger than before, and yet, he had been dealt with in a similar fashion⁠— both times, it had been effortless.
Was this reality?
Lars shook his head only for the woman to turn to him holding his sword.
“This is yours?” He nodded and then white almost invisible streaks passed⁠— flickered all over the sword. A moment later it fell to pieces as if it had been delicately sliced. The metal clanked to the ground as the woman’s eyes narrowed. “Consider that a warning.”
Lars blinked.
He couldn’t doubt his eyes. His A Tier sword had been eviscerated before him in a single second, and yet that made him all the more excited.
He had to best this woman.
He had to prove superiority.
He couldn’t lose…
Lars gritted his teeth seeing the challenge before him. He had to be faster⁠— he had to be stronger⁠— he had to be better.
He stood up, his bones creaking as his body protested from the injuries he had suffered, but he didn’t care. Not when he had a challenge to overcome. In this regard, he was just like Jake⁠— they both saw something to surpass and wouldn’t stop at anything to do so…
“[Berserk].”
The aura around Lars’ body intensified. This was just the beginning but he had to see⁠— he had to test how deep the ocean was. His legs tensed, and then, he used a skill.
[Blink Step].
He appeared behind the woman and threw a kick⁠— she blocked. Dust around them exploded and then without hesitation, the woman threw him off balance before kicking him herself.
Lars bled and rolled across the ground as he was launched with supersonic speeds before hitting a rock and shattering it. This hit was much worse. His body wasn’t responding.
The world around him darkened as he asked himself.
Was this the end…?
And everything went dark, then moments later he saw a red light.
* * * * *
Meika’s heart was rushing.
The ground shook as if an earthquake had passed. The rock Lars had hit had shattered into thousands of pieces. In fact, if the man wasn’t S Tier, Meika was sure he’d be dead. But even then, she wasn’t so sure.
She looked at Faral who was looking in that direction with a frown of annoyance. Her lessons had constantly been interrupted, so Meika didn’t blame her. But even then, she couldn’t help but wonder if it had been too much.
It was rather… brutal after all.
Faral turned back to her. “Now we can resume.”
Meika hesitantly nodded, grabbing her sword as she adopted a defensive stance. But Faral shook her head seeing her.
“This time you will be attacking⁠— land one hit on me and you will win.”
Meika nodded, taking a deep breath of nervousness. This was the first time she would go on the offensive… Her eyes slowly narrowed as her senses sharpened, and she rushed.
No skills were used, no nothing was used. She simply ran to Faral wielding her sword, and swung down. Her mentor effortlessly side-stepped, but it was something Meika had expected⁠—
Tensing her muscles she flicked and⁠—
Red exploded. The atmosphere became the color of blood as the ground itself shook. A menacing aura overcame the land as Meika’s sword struck Faral’s arm. No blood was drawn, no satisfaction was had, no nothing except for the surprise she felt from a gust of wind pushing her away.
Meika went flying as she watched Faral with wide eyes⁠— and the ground exploded around them as another battle began.
Lars was back.
* * * * *
This was it…
This was true strength…
The true ability to dominate…
Lars hit forward and the woman flinched. She was constantly being pushed back, overwhelmed by his raw power. He had done it⁠— he had decided to sacrifice five years of his life for this power, and now it was all paying off.
His wounds had healed. His mind had cleared. And his ambition had been sharpened.
This was the best decision he could’ve made.
Lars made sure to pressure the woman as he screamed.
“Submit!”
Hearing those words she would frown but would abstain herself from doing anything. Lars found it strange but ignored it as the environment around him got razed and destroyed. He felt overwhelming power, and he could even tell.
The woman was beginning to show signs of bruising on her arms⁠— it was working, it was⁠—
And suddenly he felt danger⁠— Lars got out of the way and the wind passed.
The earth got split and a ravine was immediately formed as everything in a straight line was sliced right through.
This power wasn’t enough…
“Three more years…”
With a whisper, Lars felt reinvigorated as he felt something within him get lost. His skill grew stronger as did his crimson aura. The green grass turned black in an instant as he attacked again at the woman, this time she was pushed back with even better ease.
She counter-attacked and while he was pushed back with broken bones multiple times, he always came back. He was an indomitable berserker who would wear her down⁠— that he was sure of⁠— and a kick connected.
In an instant, the air was blown out of his lungs as the world blurred around him⁠— the wind resistance non-existent as he flew for what felt like forever before he hit the edges of the training field. The ivory wall had cracks running along its surface now.
So strong…
Lars let out a very long breath and immediately muttered with spite.
“Five more years…”
At that moment all of his injuries were healed, and in a single moment, he was stronger than ever⁠— even stronger than Jake the Weapon Master. Using a combination of pure physical prowess and skills he crossed the field in a mere second and arrived at where the green-haired woman was standing.
She wore a deep frown, one that indicated her worry, and yet she simply raised her hand and brought it down⁠—
The ground beneath him collapsed as Lars let out a screech of pain, it was as if the world was bearing down on him. It was different from gravity⁠— rather a force was squeezing him against the ground.
W-What was going on?!
He tried to flail as the ground continued to break, and then a sigh brought him out of his thoughts.
“You really can’t see it can you?” the woman asked. “You never stood a chance.”
“How can you be⁠—” Lars grunted. “So certain?!”
The woman shook her head before meeting his gaze with disdain.
“I’ll give you certainty, but if you choose to keep fighting your life will be forfeit.”
Lars wanted to argue but the pressure got so overbearing that all he could do was glare at the woman who just frowned.
“Human, be grateful I’m kind.”
With those words, she began to shine and a moment later her figure distorted. At first, Lars didn’t know what he was seeing but as the seconds passed his eyes widened in horror. Then finally the transformation ended as a creature stood before him.
A dragon.
And not just any dragon but…
The receptionist that had just opened the door to the arena gasped, collapsing to the ground.
“The Dragon of Wind…”
Lars felt the pressure around his body lessen as he made his decision. He closed his eyes and whispered.
“Fifty more years…”
And a system notification appeared.
[ Limits of Crimson Life Fury exceeded: Cannot reach SS Tier ]
[ Skill has forcefully come to an end ]
Lars’ eyes widened for a moment.
“You have to be kidding me⁠—”
And he fainted, leaving the poor receptionist to deal with the dragon on her own.




Chapter. 46: Alchemy

Regis’karr wasn’t even mildly concerned about the prospect of losing. The old man had barely been able to produce an S Tier health potion, and Regis’karr was well aware that it had nothing to do with the quality of the ingredients, but instead, it had to do with the old man’s skill.
And in his opinion, it was a bit of a shame in comparison to the alchemists of old, but well, Regis’karr could surmise that knowledge had been lost so it only made sense that the quality had also downgraded. Or well, he had hoped that the current ways of alchemy were better than the old ones, but in this case, the new ways were worse.
Though, none of that mattered. He wasn’t going to show his techniques in order to impart knowledge and guide the helpless humans to what was correct, instead, it was all to crush the helpless old man that had dared disrespect him repeatedly, and by extension shut up the humans that had laughed at him.
Of course, after his declaration, some chuckles had come his way but they quickly stopped given the serious atmosphere.
The old man was looking down with a grim face before finally he swallowed and nodded.
“Fine, I’ll engage in an alchemy duel with you…” The man gritted his teeth meeting Regis’karr’s gaze. “All I ask is for you to forgive my daughter should she try anything.”
Regis’karr raised his brow, he wasn’t planning on murdering the man in cold blood, but for the sake of an act, he chuckled.
“Sure, I’m quite benevolent.”
The man didn’t even dare to huff as he simply just nodded. There seemed to be genuine fear in his eyes as the customers finally realized the seriousness of the situation. The tension in the air was palpable.
“Is this kid really the Hermit…?”
“He has to be! Look at Artol’s reaction…”
“Why is the Hermit a young teen? Last I heard, wasn't it an old man?”
The question was met with nothing but agreement, however, Regis’karr paid it no mind as he turned to the old man. Artol, he assumed, was his name.
“So? How do you want to do this?” Regis’karr asked with impatience in his voice. “Or would you prefer for me to take your life as is?”
The old man shook his head.
“No, do follow me.”
With those words, he gestured Regis’karr to move past the counter and into the back rooms of the establishment, much to his amusement.
Regis’karr didn’t know what had gotten into him. Perhaps it was the fact that he had let go of any pride just to be with Arc, but right now he didn’t feel the need to stop or even the slightest bit of remorse. It was as if he was finally getting a part of himself back, a part that he was missing.
Of course, Regis’karr knew better than to act like an entitled brat now. He had his common sense intact, but right now he judged that he could truly do all of this without a problem. After all, even if his identity got around he’d be able to deny it or even slightly alter his appearance outright, so it was none of his concern.
With a smile of enjoyment, he watched the alchemist walk in silence.
* * * * *
Artol’s heart was palpitating, he could feel a constant sweat on his forehead that didn’t seem to stop.
He had offended the Hermit of Draliz…
Of course, at the start, he felt like his opinion was fair, and even now, he felt that there was no way for him to know the snobbish kid had been the Hermit, but that only served to remind him to be humble. It was the mistake of his life and one that he wouldn’t be able to mend.
He had to create a better potion than the Hermit, and he was sure it wouldn’t be happening.
So it could only mean one thing…
He was living his last moments.
“Is something wrong?” the Hermit asked.
Artol shook his head. He didn’t know what sort of reaction he’d get if he mentioned he was contemplating his mortality. Instead, he focused on the situation at hand. The fact that they were about to have an alchemy competition, and the winner would take the loser’s life.
He had heard tales of warriors and adventurers that would surpass their own limits during times of peril, and at this moment he couldn’t help but wish he would too overcome his own limits.
Artol had to try his best. He had to surpass his masterpiece, all in order to survive.
As for why the Hermit had chosen to bet his life? Well, it was simple, the Hermit was confident there was no chance of him losing. Artol didn’t even think the Hermit would follow up on his word should he win, but at least his own life would be spared.
He wanted to refuse the duel, but the Hermit was also a figure of great power. Not only could he take his life, but the Hermit could also go after his family, which is why he had no choice but to accept the duel.
With a heavy heart, he pushed a pair of doors where he arrived at a lesson hall. One with two tables in parallel facing each other, and watching the tables were lines of benches so that people could observe.
This was the place where he gave alchemy lessons, and today would be the place of his death.
There was equipment on both of the tables, now all that was left was the ingredients and picking the potions.
“We shall do our thing here, which potion would you like us to make?”
The Hermit smiled. “A health potion.”
Artol smiled bitterly, already expecting it.
Of course…
His lips trembled as he spoke.
“I shall gather the finest ingredients at once⁠—”
“You seem to be misunderstanding,” the Hermit interrupted.
Artol blinked as he watched the young man smile at him with a grin.
“We shall be making an F Tier health potion.”
* * * * *
Regis’karr couldn’t help but wonder if it was too much.
He could see the continuous change of expressions of the man before there was a sigh of resignation.
“I shall go retrieve the ingredients.”
And with those words, the old man left.
Artol was one of the most respected alchemists probably in the world⁠— if his claims were to be believed. But now, he was under Regis’karr’s thumb, the man’s emotional state at the tip of his fingers.
Regis’karr felt great.
He was more than well aware that what he was doing was morally wrong, but he wasn’t a human⁠— he was a dragon. Dragons had their own ways of doing things, and the most important aspect of it all was pride. His pride had been touched, and unfortunately for the old man, he wasn’t willing to let it go.
So with a smile, he waited.
It was a shame though, because Artol was actually an S Tier alchemist, and yet he could barely produce an S Tier potion.
Regis’karr found it strange, but he decided not to think about it.
Though perhaps if he felt bad in the future, he could educate the man with proper alchemy techniques. 
* * * * *
Artol had gotten the ingredients with a heavy heart.
First was dried wheat stalks, the quality didn’t matter too much. It was simply used for its essence and also the symbolism of prosperity.
Then there were their seeds which carried a similar meaning. After were the wings of a Gong Butterfly which boosted the effects of the ingredients and elevated them to what would be considered a potion versus a medicinal concoction.
There were also a myriad more, some helped with mixing the ingredients and others were for flavor⁠— not like flavor mattered but Artol was willing to give anything a try.
He brought them all in a tray, and the first impression from the Hermit he got was… confusion.
“Are all of these necessary for a health potion?”
“I think so…” Artol trailed off, now no longer sure of his knowledge.
“Well, I suppose any ingredient is allowed so long as the end result is F Tier,” the Hermit said simply. “So I’ll take what I shall be using.”
With those words, Artol watched as the Hermit grabbed wheat stalks, their seeds, and three butterfly wings⁠— then he walked off to the alchemy station on the other table.
Artol blinked⁠— wouldn’t using only that barely qualify the final product as a potion?
The sight made him slightly more sure of himself as he picked the same ingredients and extra ones, first was Forestwart to fully mix the ingredients, then there was Sabreye Tooth, an ingredient that would tremendously boost the effects of the potion, and finally there was the Essence of a Boar ⁠— it’s fully treated blood; it would ensure the potion was F Tier.
It was an overkill process to make the potion but Artol didn’t care.
And not long after, the duel began, except there were no witnesses, just a silent room. At least, he himself had the [Appraisal] skill so the Hermit wouldn’t be able to lie.
First he ground the wheat stalks with a mortar and pestle, and soon the seeds joined in too. Artol was extremely focused as he made the finest of all grains that he could, and by the end of things with the use of his skill [Perfect Grinding], the end result looked closer to sand.
But that was when he looked over to the Hermit and he saw a⁠— blast of flame. It was instantaneous but the wheat and seeds had been burnt inside the mortar.
What was he doing…?
However, the Hermit paid no mind as he moved to the next step.
Artol decided to shake his head and continue. He immediately turned on the burner and filled a flask with water and the ground mixture, then fastened it to the distillation station where the quick process began of extracting the pure essence of the wheat.
The Hermit seemed to be doing the same thing so he simply focused on himself.
Artol believed in himself.
He grabbed the mortar once more and threw the Forestwart⁠— they looked like brown flakes. He quickly began to press them before adding the Sabreye Tooth, and once it was beginning to look like coarse dirt he added the Essence of a Boar.
Artol watched as the concoction became akin to a thick paste⁠— it was the first time he was doing something like this but all of his instincts told him he was going in the right path.
He strained the paste and got half a vial of dark red liquid, he had long stopped paying attention to what the Hermit was doing, but soon he would be done with the potion.
An F Tier potion didn’t have many steps, but thanks to his skills he had done each one perfectly⁠— even having the right temperature for the most concentrated distillation.
Artol grabbed the distilled now golden liquid and poured it into the flask before finally grabbing three Gong Butterfly wings and stuffing them into the vial.
This was the final step of it all.
With a deep breath, he put the cork in and violently began to shake it, [Blend of the Alchemy God] came into play. His hand blurred and immediately the liquid became white as it got mixed in less than a second.
The potion was done…
Now he just had to let it rest.
With a sigh, he set it on a rack and waited. Though the Hermit at that moment called out.
“What, are you not done yet?”
Artol shook his head. “No, now it just needs to set.”
The Hermit raised his brow but didn’t say a word.
Artol was nervous; the whole process had happened so fast that he was still thinking about it, but as a minute passed his masterpiece was revealed to him and his doubts disappeared.
He saw the F Tier potion, it was a watery red that seemed to be perfect. It was… his best product.
He smiled and turned to the Hermit who was holding a vial in his hand. The contents were… rather lackluster, it was a pale red liquid with stuff in it⁠— it was disappointing.
Artol for a moment couldn’t believe it, but soon his disbelief turned to anger as he raised his voice.
“You dare try to imply your alchemy is better than mine when you show me this?!” he bellowed.
His voice boomed across the room, so much so that people quickly arrived. Employees, adventurers, and even his own daughter all stormed into the room as Artol felt uncontrollable anger.
“I have made the best F Tier potion in the world and you dare insult me?!”
His screams echoed.
He couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe that the Hermit would be such a heinous⁠— such a disgusting thing. He wanted to punch the teenager.
Artol looked at the Hermit who had nothing but a small smile.
“Anything you have to say for yourself?!”
People were gasping seeing the sight, but in reply all the Hermit did was grin wide and speak with utter calmness.
“The potion is not complete. Watch.”
And his hand turned into flames. Artol winced as the vial was instantly carbonized with a burst of fire.
It had been so hot that he took a step back. Some of the adventurers lightly jolted at the sight. However, all Artol could think was:
What kind of potion would need something like that…?
“Now look.”
And the Hermit passed his hand through the vial; the layer of darkness was quickly removed as a golden liquid was revealed. Artol blinked⁠— his potion was a bright red but this one was akin to honey and when he used [Appraisal] on it he couldn’t help but gape.
[ Health Potion of Ancient Times. Tier: F ]
Impossible…
He turned to his own potion.
[ Health Potion. Tier: F ]
The difference was even told by the system itself.
At that moment he collapsed on his feet as he looked at the Hermit who grinned wildly.
“Now about your life.”
At that moment the whole room exploded into a ruckus. Some pleaded. Others tried to rush in their direction only to be stopped by a wall of flames.
For a moment Artol felt as if he had entered hell itself, and he was meeting its warden. The Hermit with a wicked smile, spoke.
“I’ll spare it. Hope you learned your lesson.”
The Hermit chuckled, the fire was dismissed, and just like that, he turned around and left.
And all Artol could do was blink as he trembled in his spot, he felt relief wash over him as he looked down only to see a pool of liquid beneath his legs.
Oh.
* * * * *
Regis’karr laughed to himself as he played with the old man’s potion. He had decided to pour his out for a little trick, but he still got to keep something that he considered quite good for a potion. In fact, it was barely worse than the one he had made.
“So, alchemy isn’t as doomed as I thought, interesting.”
Regis’karr mused to himself as he stepped into an alley. Unfortunately, he’d at least have to change his clothes so that he wouldn’t be recognized as easily⁠.
“Oh well⁠—”
And something hit his legs. He lost balance as he looked down only to see a bola, and then came the Mana Suppression Cuffs and a bag was thrown over his head. Regis’karr blinked as he realized.
He was being kidnapped.




Chapter. 47: The Might of a Dragon

Lara was shaking. She couldn’t believe her eyes. She was looking right at the Dragon of Wind. A being she had only seen in books, a being whose existence had been regaled as a kid when she was but a child. And now, such a being was standing there before her.
She didn’t know what faction dragons were allied with.
At least, she didn’t remember anything about them hating humans or the like, but still. As she stared at the green dragon and met her eyes, she couldn’t help but tremble. It was like a prickling feeling all over her body; it felt as if an apex predator was staring right into her soul. It was…
Terrifying.
Lara stood there, trembling, not daring to move from her spot. She was too terrified about what would happen if she did⁠. Unfortunately, Lars the Red Blade had fainted in a battle against the foul beast⁠— or rather in his battle against the green-haired woman.
Lara had seen the identity of the Dragon of Wind; when she first saw the woman Lara thought she had an elegant air to her, but that was all⁠— she never imagined that person was actually the Dragon of Wind, and now, she didn’t know what to do. It was… scary. It was… terrifying⁠— soul-sucking.
She just stayed there, her legs on the ground. There was nothing for her⁠— and as she remembered the poor adventurer that had entered the arena. Lara looked over only to see her standing nearby.
“Run!” she called. “While you can⁠—”
And she shook her head. “I wouldn’t run from my mentor, but more importantly.”
The adventurer approached and knelt before her, their gazes meeting. Lara stared as the green dragon loomed in the background, unsure of what the current situation was. She turned to the black-haired adventurer once again and met her green eyes.
“Yes…?” Lara asked in a gulp.
The adventurer smiled. “Can you not speak to a single soul about this?”
Lara blinked. “I can try…?”
And her shoulders were grabbed as the adventurer gave her a very serious gaze.
“You must.”
“Right…” Lara gulped looking at the dragon behind who gave her a death glare. She gulped. “I will keep it a closely guarded secret.”
With that, the Dragon of Wind returned to her human form. It was as if nothing had happened except for the marks of a grand battle. The tension had died down now, and finally, Lara could breathe a sigh of relief and digest what was being said. The adventurer went to check on her master, and all Lara could do was shake her head.
Her heart was still very much rushing and looking at the field… She really wasn’t looking forward to explaining the events that had transpired to the Guildmaster, but it wasn’t as if she had an option.
That said…
She really was going to have a lot of trouble explaining how an S Tier woman had shown up out of nowhere ⁠— one that wasn’t even an adventurer from the looks of it.
Lara was sure she’d get reprimanded.
A sigh left her as the Dragon of Wind and her student were walking past her. But that was when she came up with something⁠— something that could perhaps save her a lot of trouble and even perhaps boost her resume.
Lara was nervous, but she had to do it.
She took a very deep breath and turned towards the exiting figures.
“Faral, would you like to become an adventurer?
And at that moment, the Dragon of Wind paused.
* * * * *
Faral couldn’t help but wonder if she had heard that right.
To become an adventurer.
She turned to the person that had called.
That would certainly save her a lot of trouble. That said, she had made a mistake by transforming, but she didn’t want to kill the adventurer who kept coming after her⁠— and at the same time she had to stop him somehow. However, she had failed to predict the possibility of eye-witnesses⁠. Thankfully, it had just been one.
The same guild receptionist that had guided them to the arena.
But now, she had asked Faral to become an adventurer; again this would certainly save her a lot of trouble, but also would link them closer together. Faral didn’t want to do anything that could draw attention to Arc or be detrimental in some way. At the same time… perhaps it could even be beneficial.
She frowned in deep thought.
To accept or not to accept. It wasn’t an easy decision. Even though she herself was interested in the proposition on an individual level, she couldn’t let that sway her. What mattered was; potential consequences and potential returns. And that was why she couldn’t make a decision so easily.
And so her eyes narrowed.
* * * * *
Lara jumped.
W-What was that gaze?
At first, the Dragon of Wind’s expression had been neutral, but it had progressively gotten worse and worse. And now, it was a very deep frown ⁠— an almost wrathful expression, one that made Lara quake in her feet.
Had she offended the Dragon of Wind with her proposal? She didn’t understand why such a reaction, it had been an inoffensive question⁠— and it clicked. She hadn’t specified any type of rank, perhaps even in the Dragon of Wind’s eyes adventurers were nothing but savage hooligans.
Wait…
Didn’t that mean…?
Lara’s eyes grew wide.
She had deeply disrespected the Dragon of Wind?!
At that moment, she felt her face grow pale as her legs began to shake. She had just signed a death sentence. Dragons weren’t inherently hostile to humans but if there was anything that Lara had understood was that stepping on a dragon’s pride would automatically mean…
Death.
Lara spoke in a hurry.
“Please forgive me⁠—”
“Alright.” The Dragon of Wind nodded.
Lara paused, that was so quick⁠—
“I’ll become an adventurer.”
What?
Lara was floored⁠— what had just happened. She was still shaking, and she didn’t understand anything, but all the Dragon of Wind did was raise her brow.
“Is everything okay?”
Lara nodded. “Everything is… fine. I’ll go talk to the Guildmaster about it.”
With those words, she left making sure to not mention the situation that had just transpired moments earlier.
* * * * *
Faral had made her decision and ultimately it had been a weird one.
It certainly would only be beneficial for Arc, but it was still a weird thing.
Well…
Realistically speaking, the worst that could happen could be dealt with, so Faral wasn’t too nervous. And so she firmly settled in her decision.
* * * * *
Ceylon Malz and I were spending time together, I did feel a bit guilty about leaving Malz behind when I went to the Traitor’s Graveyard so I made sure to give her a bit of extra attention.
And if I was being honest with myself; I was enjoying it quite a bit.
Though while all of this was happening I couldn’t help but wonder:
What were Regis’karr and Faral up to?
* * * * *
Regis’karr had for better or for worse decided to wait. He didn’t want to tarnish the image of the Hermit by breaking out⁠— if someone realized he had been kidnapped his image would be forever tarnished. At the same time changing his appearance was hard with no mirror present, or even changing his clothes. So all he could do was wait.
He wasn’t concerned for his safety, and at the same time, Regis’karr was more than strong enough to survive whatever was thrown at him, so all in all it was a trivial thing. Moreover, he could use this chance to thoroughly teach these peasants a well-deserved lesson. He wasn’t going to kill them, however, he was certainly going to make them pay.
And so with utmost patience, he waited.
He waited as he heard the kidnappers speaking with the guards, he waited as he heard the sounds of people passing and the sounds of the forest beginning. Regis’karr was in no rush as minutes passed, but once they were far enough he made his decision.
First was… pushing.
Regis’karr felt his whole body well up with power as it began to glow within the sack. The Mana Suppression cuffs immediately shattered.
Then came the explosions⁠—
The land shattered as Regis’karr immediately transformed into a dragon and what he saw gave him pause. Around him were about five S Tier adventurers murdering the kidnappers, then, they all turned towards him.
This was bad…
And they all attacked as Regis’karr was forced to engage in a battle he didn’t want to have.
* * * * *
Verrel had listened to her receptionist heavily emphasize the fight that had occurred between this woman and Lars the Red Blade, where Lars had been thoroughly defeated even though he kept trying to fight to the death.
Verrel was familiar with the man’s antics and even though it had been hard to believe once he made use of a surveillance artifact it had been more than clear. Lars was out cold, blood pooling around him from overexerting himself. Of course, there were no records of the fight⁠— not after adventurers kept complaining about their skills being shown off without their consent.
Verrel wished he could’ve seen the fight, but unfortunately, he hadn’t been a witness. He was a Guildmaster and as such he had his own responsibilities to deal with. He couldn’t spy on adventurers⁠— the only reason Lars had entered the arena with others present was due to the fact he had forced himself into it.
He had ignored what Lara had said, and she had to start protocols only to arrive as the fight was climaxing; Verrel believed all of her words, and that’s why he had prepared himself. He was about to recruit an S Tier adventurer, one that… might be hard to convince.
He had given Lara the go-ahead and now…
His door was being knocked.
Verrel took a deep breath.
“Come in.”
Following those words, the double doors of the room were pushed open by Lara, the receptionist. A moment later a green-haired woman walked into the room. Her features were refined and for a moment, Verrel couldn’t help but be surprised that he never so much heard of such an individual.
Their gazes met and she took a seat, and after a moment Verrel spoke.
“I’d like to offer you the position of an S Tier adventurer.”
Contrary to expectations she nodded, but immediately spoke.
“I’d like to make a business proposal.”
“Business proposal?”
Verrel blinked in confusion as strands of mana became visible. Suddenly, a sense of nervousness hit him, cold wind began to blow.
What was happening?
The woman’s eyes narrowed and the mana and wind began to coalesce as something began to form. The atmosphere quickly grew heavy as his eyes slowly grew wide.
“Yes, a business proposal as…”
This feeling…
He had been an adventurer long ago, and he knew what he was feeling… 
Death.
The wind exploded as the mystical form of a green dragon faced him and roared before his face⁠— the entirety of the office exploded with a gust of wind; papers and pens flew as he was pushed into his seat.
His surroundings billowed around him. As he realized who was before him⁠— there was no need for her to finish her statement. Deep down, Verrel just knew.
It was the Dragon of Wind.
Faral.




Chapter. 48: Adventurers

Regis’karr’s eyes widened as he cast his skill.
[Cradle of Flames].
In an instant, he was surrounded by a flaming orange dome. It flickered by the attacks of the adventurers as Regis’karr wondered what to do. Killing the adventurers was more trouble than what it was worth⁠— not only that but he’d also be weakening humanity as a whole if he did so.
It was no small amount of S Tier individuals all things considered.
At the same time, now he was in the position of the monster ⁠— the threat to the world that had to be felled ⁠— and he didn’t know how to get out of it. After all, he couldn’t transform back into a human, could he?
Regis’karr nodded to himself; he didn’t want to deal with this situation after all. It was something that was rather annoying all things considered.
His bubble of flames flickered, all while he returned to his human form. Regis’karr didn’t know what was happening outside, but he didn’t need to. Even though his bubble was constantly being attacked he did not care as he became his usual red-haired self.
And then⁠— it exploded.
Flakes of incandescent flames flew through the air as Regis’karr blinked. [Cradle of Flames] didn’t last anywhere as long as he expected, but that was alright.
The adventurers paused and he smiled at them; the group consisted of five S Tier adventurers. One archer, one mage, one swordmaster, one ax-wielder, and one battle alchemist? Regis’karr couldn’t help but pause at the last one; that was a rare profession if he ever remembered one.
The adventurers all stared at him warily before the swordmaster narrowed his eyes⁠— the curved twin swords within his hands spun and clicked. Sparks flew as he called⁠ out, rushing forward.
“I’ll slay you dragon!”
Regis’karr blinked and quickly ducked as two sword flashes flew over his head. He raised his brow in confusion as he realized this was slightly too troublesome.
Regis’karr backed off from the man as another slash came his way.
“I don’t want to fight you guys, you know?” he said. “I’m a victim here too.”
But it didn’t matter as the man attacked once more, and soon the other adventurers raised their weapons too. There were no words being said, but Regis’karr still attempted to dialogue for he believed it to be a waste of time to fight.
“Look, I was kidnapped⁠—”
An arrow whizzed by his ear.
“So I had to break out⁠—”
A potion flew by and narrowly missed him, hitting the ground and immediately melting it.
“I’m not hostile⁠—”
An ax swing nearly beheaded him, and soon a barrage of attacks came. Regis’karr kept trying to plead his case, but it fell on deaf ears. At the same time, he didn’t want to fight the adventurers⁠— for various reasons really. But just when he was considering running away a vial broke in front of him⁠.
Vines exploded from the ground, bursting forth and binding his feet. Regis’karr lost balance and he turned only to see the swordmaster holding both of his swords; they shone in an iridescent light.
[Iridescent Twinning Slash]!
And everything exploded.
* * * * *
Brotunn let out a sigh of relief seeing the explosion.
The earth had been torn asunder, two deep gashes followed the lines of the crescent slashes; vines and chunks of rock were still falling from the air, and in front, there was a cloud of smoke.
They had been fighting a dragon.
Brotunn had never expected to meet such a creature in this way. They were just participating in an important quest from the Adventurer’s Guild, but somehow and in some way it had ended with such a fantastical encounter. Though, of course, on the job they only had one mission and that was to complete their request.
And so they fought the dragon.
It had been hard but it had finally been felled.
Brotunn let out a sigh before he smiled.
They had killed a dragon.
There was a sense of anticipation as they all waited for the system notification. Brotunn could see it all around: the joy, the excitement, the exhilaration. Now they were about to be rewarded⁠—
“Wait,” Sara, their scout, called. “It’s not… dead yet.”
At that moment, they all tensed. Rammus, the dual-wielding swordsman, stepped forward. His class was a rare one called [Stellar Twinswordsman], so he was the main vanguard of the party.
Rammus braced himself and⁠— a laser hit him.
Brotunn blinked as the red beam engulfed everything with its crimson light, and a moment later trees collapsed and erupted into flames. He turned in a hurry only to see Rammus combusting as he screamed.
Fuck⁠—
Brotunn threw three healing potions his way, immediately striking the man and saving his life⁠.
Then a sigh echoed through the land. Brotunn turned only to see the dragon in his human form shaking his head before scoffing.
“I told you all to leave me alone, I told you all that I didn’t want to fight, but instead you all chose to try to slay me, you all chose to fight me, you all chose to try to kill me,” the dragon spat in anger. “And now, I will give you all the fight y’all so desired.”
Traum let out a huff and readied his ax⁠. Brotunn had faith in him given the man was an [Oathbreaker] granting him tremendous physical abilities. In a single moment, Traum rushed and swung down his weapon but the dragon slipped⁠— evading as a whip of flames was conjured.
It hit forth and immediately wrapped onto Traum, burning his flesh immediately as screams of agony resounded.
Just like that⁠—
“[Everfrozen]!”
“[Superior Deathboom]!”
At that moment an explosion of frost and dirt engulfed the dragon. Sara and Mael had used their strongest skills, which was enough of a gap for Brotunn to do something⁠— he immediately threw potions towards Traum in an attempt to save him and restart the fight but⁠—
“[Purgatory Flames].”
And two pillars of flames erupted right behind.
Brotunn heard screams as the potion melted mid-air, and when he turned he realized that his surroundings were burned. It was as if the forest had turned crimson as if the land had been lain to waste⁠— it was akin to an armageddon that they had brought upon themselves.
The dragon stepped forward and Brotunn realized he was shaking.
They were all S Tier adventures, he himself was a [Battle Alchemist], the only one in all of Draliz⁠— and yet it wasn’t enough?
Dragons were S Tier to SS Tier, there was no way that they had picked a fight with an SS Tier dragon⁠—
And Brotunn paused remembering the appearance of the dragon in his mind. It seemed familiar⁠— and he knew why. He felt his heart skip a beat as he realized.
“Y-You’re the Dragon of Flames…?”
The dragon shook his head.
“Too late for realizations now.”
Brotunn’s eyes went wide before he too was engulfed in flames as he fell down screaming.
* * * * *
Regis’karr sighed.
The flames around him extinguished as ash began to rain. Some patches of grass were left untouched, but several trees were burned and the immediate vicinity had been carbonized. At the same time, he had warned the adventurers and he had been quite generous with the treatment he had given them.
Life-threatening injuries were a generous thing⁠⁠— he could’ve easily killed them after all. Now that he had taken care of that, Regis’karr couldn’t help but wonder.
What should he do?
He was surrounded by the corpses of the people that had tried to kidnap him. There was also the fact that there were gravely injured adventurers, and then there was also the wagon that he had been transported in.
He turned as he saw a dozen eyes staring at him; all of the people present were practically kids.
Regis’karr let out a loud sigh.
“Fuck, I need Arc’s help, don’t I?”




Chapter. 49: Negotiation & Pondering

I sneezed.
Ceylon turned to me. “Are you alright?”
“Yeah, it’s just…” I trailed off in confusion as I lowered the meat skewer from my hand. “An odd feeling…”
Malz raised her brow. “What is this strange feeling, Arc?”
I frowned. “I don’t know… also I think it’s the first time I sneeze in… years?”
“Is it?” Ceylon raised her brow and Malz just smiled.
“It was cute,” she said.
I ignored her comment and just continued to think. It kind of felt like… someone had said my name? Or rather⁠— maybe not that; it wasn’t a feeling I could ascribe to anything. It wasn’t something that I could even describe; it was just a sudden urge to sneeze from something.
“Huh…”
I blinked before taking a bite of the meat. It was lukewarm but it was enough to make me forget about whatever that had been. In the end, even though I probably had some stuff to do, it was better for me to focus on my own things.
* * * * *
Lara couldn’t help but let out a sigh.
She had answered a lot of questions from Faral to the best of her ability, and now it seemed that the Dragon of Wind had made a decision before going into the Guildmaster’s room.
And all she could do was wonder:
Had I made a mistake?
* * * * *
Verrel was a Guildmaster, and right now he was… sweating profusely.
However, the woman before him, Faral, was simply in her seat waiting for a response. Though calling her woman wasn’t quite right. Verrel gulped⁠— he was hosting the Dragon of Wind in a negotiation; it was something he never expected, not even in his wildest dreams, but here he was. And for better or for worse he had to deliver.
He took a very deep breath and asked.
“What is the business you wish to discuss, Miss Dragon of Wind.”
“Faral is fine.” She closed her eyes before nodding. “As far as I’m aware the Adventurer’s Guild is a neutral organization with no ties to any particular country or territory. Is this correct?”
Verrel blinked before nodding.
“Yes, that is correct.”
“Is it also correct that the Adventurer’s Guild will take responsibility for any disasters caused by the guild?”
Verrel hesitated for a moment before gulping.
“That is also correct…”
“Very well, then the business I want to mention is rather simple.” Faral took a breath. “I will offer my services as an adventurer ⁠— on my own terms of course ⁠— however, my real offer is a one-time request.”
“A one-time request?” Verrel asked, raising his brow.
“That is correct, the Adventurer’s Guild can enlist my help a single time, it will be unconditional so long as it is a single request⁠— any branching consequences or follow-ups shall not be dealt with.”
“So you mean that if we ask you to take down a monster⁠—”
“I will take down the monster, no questions asked, yes. Consider it a favor from me.”
Verrel processed it, taking Faral’s words fully in. What she was offering wasn’t something small; especially considering that every single Grand Dragon Elder was a being in the SS Tier. The Tier of Heroes. That’s at least what he knew. So given that something like that was on the table, he couldn’t help but grow nervous as he made his question.
“And what is it that you want from the Adventurer’s Guild?”
“I’d like for you people to send a small team of S Tier adventurers to a faraway land. They must be completely trustworthy, for if this request were to fail or go wrong…” Faral’s eyes narrowed. “Then I shall raze Vaelith to the ground and attack any countries that are affiliated with the Adventurer’s Guild.”
Verrel gulped.
“That is⁠— I don’t think you can⁠—”
“The Adventurer’s Guild will take responsibility for disasters caused by them.” Faral tilted her head. “Is that not it? Anyway, not like it’s too relevant, I don’t think the Adventurer’s Guild would dare play with something like that.”
“Right⁠— I’m sure we wouldn’t…” Verrel gulped. “That said, your request must be escalated to the higher-ups in order to be evaluated. Would you be willing to wait until then?”
Faral frowned for a moment before speaking. “I won’t become an adventurer until then.”
“I can accept that…” Verrel took a breath. “I must know more about your request, what is the land and what will they do there?”
“It will be a welfare checkup on an entire race,” Faral said simply. “And the destination is Ivyfall.”
“The… desolate misty forest?”
He felt some confusion before Faral shook her head.
“That is all the information I’m providing for now.”
Verrel nodded. “Then⁠—”
“Then we are done for now.” Faral stood up. “Use the adventurer named Meika to contact me; B Tier.”
Verrel made a mental note of things as he watched the woman leave the room. Though, he didn’t dare to relax until the door closed.
Then, a very small sigh left him.
“What a weird request… it sounds rather easy, but if it’s a request from the Dragon of Wind it can’t be anything but simple.”
He shook his head as he grabbed a pen and paper from the ground. Verrel began to redact the occurrence; he was going to send the scroll to the Adventurer’s Guild’s headquarters.
“Hopefully, they will agree to it…”
* * * * *
In the end, Faral had to reveal her identity.
She needed to know if the elves were safe. She was their guardian, their protector, and for the first time in years, she wasn’t present. Ivyfall was in a bad position geographically, or rather it was an advantageous position for neighboring countries that wanted to go to war. The politics had been shifting for decades now, but the more time that passed the more unsettled Faral felt about leaving her home.
It wasn’t like in the past, where she’d feel concerned⁠— no. She had a brewing feeling that the place she was supposed to protect was in danger, that was why she wanted so badly to know what was going on.
At the same time, she didn’t want to ask Arc for permission to do so. Perhaps it was out of pride; she had already lowered herself to a servant and now she would be begging for the opportunity. Even if it wasn’t literally begging, thinking about it felt humiliating.
Faral shook her head as Meika caught up to her.
“Is everything alright?”
“From now on, you shall come to the Adventurer’s Guild on the daily, make your name known even if it's through random chitchat,” Faral said.
Meika blinked.
“Oh alright.”
And with that Faral decided that was enough time off. She’d just go find Arc instead.
* * * * *
The day passed and Faral had found us soon enough. The adventurer that accompanied her was nowhere to be seen but I paid no attention to that. Rather, Malz was…
“Hey, can’t you go away?” she asked Faral.
“I have no reason to.”
“Come on now, let me spend time with Arc alone,” Malz urged almost with a friendly tone.
“Ceylon is there so it won’t make a difference.” A sigh left the Dragon of Wind.
Malz crossed her arms. “Well it is different, Ceylon is like my little sister or something.”
“Am I?” Ceylon asked, completely baffled.
“I’m not going.” Faral shook her head. “I’m just minding my own business anyway.”
Malz had been rather attached to me all day, and now it was bordering on possessiveness. I didn’t quite get it, but I just let it happen. I think I enjoyed it, but I simply focused more on enjoying my day as a whole before needing to start investigations in regards to the Hero of Spirits.
So, in short, I still paid no mind to whatever Faral and Malz were talking about, and that was what was supposed to happen until…
A message appeared in my mind, written in a strange runic alphabet that I could somehow read.
Those that are present with Arc, inform her that I require her urgent help outside of Vaelith. ⁠— Regis’karr.
I blinked.
Could I just understand every single language as if it was English?
Faral and Malz turned to me at the same time, but before they could speak, I nodded.
“I know, Regis’karr’s message, right?”
Faral nodded, but Malz blinked.
“You saw it…?”
“Yeah?” I raised my brow.
“Huh, I believe it only reaches the Grand Dragon Elders within a certain vicinity.” Malz tilted her head. “Did you receive it due to having draconic blood?”
“Maybe?” I shrugged. “I still feel pretty human though, or as human as I can feel anyway.”
With that, the topic ended before we decided to set off in search of Regis’karr.
It was a slight interruption to my plans, but not something that mattered too much.
◇ ◇ ◇
At least that’s what I thought…
I found myself standing in a charred forest. Ceylon was staring at heavily injured and unconscious adventurers. They were for lack of a better word; burnt to a crisp. Malz was confused and Faral just observed our surroundings, meanwhile, I was looking at a wagon in the distance filled with kids.
Then finally, I turned to Regis’karr as a small frown settled on my face.
“What made you think I can help with this…?”
He hesitated. “Well, you’re wiser than me in human things so…”
I shook my head. “Sorry, I’m just as lost as you, but I’m not going to deal with whatever disaster you got into.”
With those words I turned around as Regis’karr winced, completely lost on what to do⁠— that was until Faral spoke up.
“I think… I may be able to get some help…”
I raised my brow. “With whom?”
“The Adventurer’s Guild.”
I blinked and began to listen to how she had made contact with them. And even exposed her identity to them for some private reasons, though I was constantly reassured that her connection with me wouldn’t affect me much. In the end, all I could say was:
“Make sure to clear up that no one else knows you’re the Dragon of Wind and that it’s a matter of utmost secrecy, Faral.”
A sigh left me and then, she left to seek help.
* * * * *
Verrel had experienced many things throughout his life, but a Grand Dragon Elder asking him for help was nothing he expected; especially not for her to plead for her identity to be kept secret⁠. However, that wasn’t the end of it⁠—
He never expected to scream as he was carried in the claws of a flying dragon.
The trip was short-lived but it had been terrifying. Verrel didn’t want to experience it again. But he had readily agreed just to be in the Dragon of Wind’s favor. Finally, after taking some breaths to stabilize himself from the supersonic flying speeds, he joined Faral to see the problem.
And the first thing he saw was…
An eclectic group of people.
First was a red-haired boy, worry present on his face. Then there was a strangely dressed woman, one whose beauty was hard to compare⁠— black clothing and long black hair. There was also a noble girl, and a woman that was clad in white, he didn’t think too much about her until their gazes met.
Verrel couldn’t help but pause for a moment, but he was brought back to reality by the sounds of whispers in the distance.
He turned in the direction only to see a wagon full of children and teens.
“Is that the… thing you require help with…?” Verrel asked in surprise.
“Yes, to rehome them or find their parents,” Faral said simply.
“Right, I’ll see what I can do, but before we go back let me take a look at the situation.”
With that, he approached the wagon and the kids who at first shrunk back. But after some words of reassurance, some began talking; however instead of talking about the kidnapping process they spoke of something else.
“I’m scared…”
“The red-haired boy is a dragon…”
“One of the adventurers called him the Dragon of Flames.”
Verrel blinked, turning in confusion at the red-haired teen.
The Dragon of Flames…?
Faral had said⁠—
Verrel paused as he noticed a group of adventurers on the verge of death and, worst of all⁠— he recognized it as the S Tier group; Nightling.
What?
* * * * *
In the end, the Guildmaster left along with Faral, however, I had overheard the conversation at the wagon and couldn’t help but sigh as I turned to Regis’karr.
“You turned into a dragon for everyone to see?”
“Well…”
And I just shook my head as I decided I didn’t have the energy to deal with things. At this point, the fact that I was a hero seemed to be spreading left and right regardless of what I did. Mostly with the Hero of Flames to blame. It wouldn’t surprise me if the Adventurer’s Guild found out soon enough without me doing anything.
A sigh left me as I realized.
Maybe people knowing I’m a hero isn’t a terrible idea.
But I wasn’t too sure yet. 




Chapter. 50: Draconic Troubles (Part 1)

The Dragon of Earth’s vision narrowed as he processed a message from Regis’karr.
Arc was in Vaelith.
The Dragon of Earth didn’t know where Vaelith was, but now he had a destination in mind. He just had to make it there before the Dragon of Nature. While he didn’t know if the Dragon of Nature was aware of the information, it didn’t matter, all that was important was making haste.
And so, he set off on his journey to find Vaelith, all while trying to avoid the surveillance of other dragons looking for him.
* * * * *
Time passed and fortunately, nothing more happened; however, Regis’karr began to dress in different clothes which I found weird. Faral seemed to be waiting for something. And during that time, I went to visit the Dragon of Water and brought Ceylon along, all to look into the Orow family.
After all, even though I had tried to relax upon arriving at the capital of Draliz, Vaelith, there were still things that had to be taken care of. Mostly in relation to the new hero in the picture; the Hero of Spirits. I didn’t know what to expect of him, or how strong the man was, but it was best to be cautious.
Malz didn’t know anything about the man, but the Dragon of Water did have something interesting to say.
“The Hero of Spirits? He is but someone who lives through borrowed strength, one of those weak heroes that have a fraction of the power that another hero possesses. Surprised he’s picking a fight with you.”
That was what he had said. I didn’t know what to make of it other than he was implying the man was basically Giselle with the Hero of Arachnids. There existed a step above the Hero of Spirits, though by the time I surmised that I was already back at Vaelith. So in the end, I’d only ask him once I saw him again; probably after the ceremony.
After that, the Arlow family had mobilized its resources to look into strange things happening to the Orow family, and now all that was left was to wait. And that’s what I intended to do until Meika out of all people showed up at my doorstep⁠— or inn room.
“Arc, we have to talk,” she said.
I raised my brow. Ceylon was out with Malz, so I didn’t think twice before telling her to come into the room to see what she wanted.
The woman seemed panicked, almost weirded out. Meika was an adventurer, and even though I had seen moments of emotional weakness from her, this was… different. Her black hair was messy and her green eyes seemed to be trembling; as if she was deeply shaken.
I closed the door only for her to stop right next to me as she hesitantly spoke.
“Arc, ehem, Dragon of Frost.” I raised my brow. “I thought you’d be the one I should mention this to, but…”
“But?” I urged, completely confused as to what she was going on about.
“There have been reported sightings and casualties in relation to dragons as of recently.” She breathed. “I thought you may want to know.”
“Uh huh…” I blinked. “So?”
“So?” she asked, almost panicked. “Aren’t you a dragon yourself; do you not care about your kin slaughtering the humans or something?! No⁠— what am I saying, why would you even care.”
She spun, grabbing her head in frustration, all while my mind pieced together what was happening.
“So you’re saying that the dragons are…”
“Two dragons attacked a group of adventurers near Vaelith, and…” she trailed off.
“Right…”
I wasn’t particularly interested in trying to fight the dragons, but I could acknowledge that it was indeed a problem. However, I had to keep in mind that Jake and other S Tier adventurers were still around; not every dragon was SS Tier either, so there was no need to act. Nor did I want to act. It wasn’t exactly my business after all.
She turned.
“Anyway, you have to help.”
I awkwardly shifted. “I don’t think that’s my responsibility…”
“It probably isn’t but don’t all dragons listen to the commanding dragon?! You have Malz the Dragon of Shadows, Regis’karr the Dragon of Flames, and Faral the Dragon of Wind all following after you. Can’t you put a stop to the other dragons?”
“That is true, but⁠—”
“If things continue this way a conflict with a hero will occur, I don’t want Draliz to be turned into an active warzone.” She shook her head.
“A conflict with a hero?”
“That is right.” Meika immediately nodded. “Apparently one of the dragons claimed to be looking for the Hero of Frost.”
I blinked.
My mind processed what that meant, and I couldn’t help but recall a particularly angry dragon.
“That is not… good.”
“It isn’t!” Meika exclaimed.
“Come with me,” I spoke quickly. “I need to find these dragons as fast as possible.”
“And then will you get them to go away?” Meika asked hopefulness in her voice.
“No.”
I shook my head and opened the door.
“I’ll drag information out of them.”
Meika swallowed but in the end, accompanied me. She was confused, and at the same time, I didn’t bother to explain anything. I just left a card of ice with writing on it for Malz and Ceylon to find; essentially saying I left on urgent business and that I’d be back later today.
With that, we quickly left the city, not even bothering to grab a request from the Adventurer’s Guild like Meika tried to convince me to do so.
We stood right outside of the city gates as I turned to her.
“So in which direction were the dragons seen?”
She blinked. “You can’t possibly be thinking about transforming into your dragon form right here, right?”
“Which direction?” I repeated myself.
Meika swallowed. “Northwest.”
I nodded and grabbed her hand.
Meika winced⁠ and I used my skill⁠—
[God Step]
And in a single moment, we disappeared.
* * * * *
Meika felt sick⁠— she never expected being transported by a dragon to be so overwhelming and underwhelming at the same time. Of course, she had experienced riding Faral, and she hoped the experience to be similar but instead, she was being teleported around like some type of cargo as she struggled to give directions.
And by the time they were near the spot of the dragons, she felt like fainting. Arc gave her a pitying look but said nothing⁠— the woman didn’t even dare to offer a helping hand. At first, she was nervous to confront the leader of the dragons, but now Meika didn’t really care.
She wanted the dragons that were terrifying Draliz to be dealt with, yes, but she also couldn’t help but wonder if she had come to the right person. Perhaps asking Faral would have been the better outcome.
Instead, however, Meika had told her mentor she had urgent business with Arc, so she had left just like that.
It was… unfortunate.
Arc was already quite a few steps away as she turned back.
“You coming?”
Meika took a breath and began to advance, though she felt dizzy. It was hard to walk. But somehow, and in some way, she managed to do so. She accompanied Arc through the forest and no words were spoken, but resentment was beginning to build up within Meika, until finally she had enough.
“My first impression of you was that you were nicer.”
“Ha?” Arc raised her brow. “I’m nice.”
“Given how you’re treating me, I don’t think so.” Meika shook her head. “Come on, you could’ve at least tried to give me a hand when I’m evidently on the verge of throwing up.”
“Right.” Arc seemed uncomfortable. “I know Faral fancies you, but I’m just not like that⁠—”
“It’s just basic human decency.” And Meika stopped. “Right, you’re a dragon.”
Arc shook her head.
“If you wanted an apology you could’ve just said so. The only reason you’re here is so I can find the dragons faster.”
Meika paused. “Sorry, I guess⁠—”
“But, sorry for treating you like that,” Arc interrupted with a sigh.
Something seemed to be on her mind, but Meika decided to not inquire about the woman. Asking for a dragon to know how to properly socialize was a bit unreasonable, let alone teaching them how to care for others⁠— well that wasn’t true. Meika had seen Arc care for Ceylon. It was as if the woman just couldn’t care for anyone else.
Which Meika found weird but decided not to think too much about.
“Still, I never imagined you were the Dragon of Frost.”
Arc shook her head but said nothing, however at that moment the forest rustled and two looming figures appeared before them. Meika immediately shivered⁠— they had come out of nowhere! They were the dragons! One had a weird black sheen and the other one was pale white.
“Oh, one of them is SS Tier and is the Dragon of Space. Huh.” Arc tilted her head looking at the black dragon.
The two dragons immediately gazed at her.
“You’re just a dragonkin and you dare to claim you’re the Dragon of Frost?” The pale one sneered. “Ridiculous.”
“It’s not a problem if I kill one right?” Arc asked Meika.
Meika froze. “N-No, but why would you kill your kin⁠⁠—”
“You must be delusional,” the black dragon sneered. “You stand no chance at killing any of us dragonkin⁠—”
“[Frost Lightning].”
Her chilly voice cut through the air and like a smite from a divine god, a pale white flash of light struck the weaker of the two dragons. Flesh and bones flew through the air as the ground trembled. Meika just gaped⁠— realizing that the S Tier being that had just stood there was now… no longer.
The dragon had died just like that.
The black dragon quaked. “You, I will kill you⁠—!”
“[Frost Lightning].”
And a second smite came.




Chapter. 51: Draconic Troubles (Part 2)

The Dragon of Space reeled as the vortex closed. Part of his body had been frozen, and now he was in a different space. He was a Grand Dragon, one of the strongest ones there were. But he didn’t understand; he didn’t understand how the Dragon of Bones had been killed just like that, but it had happened. And if he didn’t expect that attack, the Dragon of Space may have even been fatally wounded.
It was ridiculous.
How could a mere dragonkin possess such a power?! It didn’t make sense to him. He had heard the Grand Dragon Elders had been in the process of recruiting a hero, but he already knew that the Heroine of Frost had been the one to betray the dragons. That she had claimed herself to be the ruler of all dragons, but she was a traitor.
A traitor that had taken the flesh of the Dragon of Frost and consumed it to further her power. The person that had used arcane magic and almost blown up the Mount of Dragons. It was that despicable person⁠—
And it clicked.
He watched the white-haired dragonkin through the dimension between space and the void.
This woman that had been pretending to be the Dragon of Frost was actually the Heroine of Frost⁠— the culprit they had been searching for all along. And that realization, that thing, made him incredibly angry.
The Dragon of Space immediately channeled his mana and immediately ripped through the dimension in front of him; charging as the air around distorted⁠— he was going to tear her in two!
And she turned, bringing her hand down.
“[Judgment of the Ice God].”
* * * * *
Meika winced at the explosion of ice in front of her. The dragon that had vanished had suddenly reappeared tearing through the air itself. But now, it was gone once more. As if it he had never been there.
Meika found it hard to believe as Arc made an ice spear in her hand.
She didn’t understand why the Dragon of Frost wasn’t turning into a dragon and ending the fight once in for all⁠— wasn’t she the strongest of all dragons?! Meika couldn’t make sense of it; why would a dragon fight with weapons rather than with their body⁠— I mean, she certainly would feel more comfortable fighting with what she was used to.
Though then again, the other dragon had called Arc a dragonkin for whatever reason.
Did that mean Arc wasn’t the Dragon of Frost? Meika found it doubtful, after all⁠— so many dragons followed after her, it was the only thing that made sense.
Meika remained alert, but if she was honest she was so afraid that she had decided to focus all of her hopes on Arc, and the fact that nothing made sense was sending her into a deeper panic.
Once more, Meika focused on the spear, Arc was now enhancing it with normal skills⁠— why normal skills? They were fighting another SS Tier being and Arc dared to use something like [Deadly Edge], an A Tier skill on it?!
What would that do on that Tier level?!
And a rift opened⁠—
Arc threw the spear.
“Heroine of Fros⁠—”
With a flash of light, a yelp echoed through the air as the rift immediately vanished. Meika blinked, utterly confused at what had just happened. The exchange had lasted just a single moment, but it had definitely injured the dragon. How…?
More importantly:
Had Arc just been called the Heroine of Frost?!
A sigh left the white-haired woman.
“This is really annoying, just come out⁠— [Wrath of the Ice Queen].”
Another noise echoed as a full rift tore open. From within, a scintillating⁠— fracturing, figure erupted as it screamed the name of a skill.
“[Space and Time They Are All⁠—]”
“[Stasis].” Arc pointed and the dragon paused mid-air. “[Glaciation]”
And a blast of ice exploded, hitting the dragon in a single instant as blood burst through the air. A harrowing cry echoed through the air; traveling as Meika just blinked.
What was…
What…?
A moment later, Arc disappeared.
Meika blinked as she realized she was left alone, and all she could do in the meantime was to process her thoughts.
* * * * *
The Dragon of Space didn’t know what was happening. One moment he was using his SS Tier skill, the other he was thrown across the forest as his body bled all over. It didn’t make sense. What had even interrupted his skill⁠— even if he himself had a skill with that capacity, his needed to be deemed “stronger” by the System in order to take effect.
Did it mean the Heroine of Frost had just used another SS Tier skill to overcome him so easily?!
Something like that was… ridiculous⁠—
And the Dragon of Space let out a shrill cry as a spear stabbed into his chest. He opened his eyes only to see the heroine already standing there. Her piercing gaze met his as he struggled.
“Traitor!” he called. “Just kill me already just like you did the Dragon of Frost!”
“I will,” she said coldly. “But first I want answers.”
“Answers?!” the Dragon of Space roared. “You dare ask for answers? What kind of answers could I even give a traitor!”
She frowned. “I killed the Dragon of Frost because he tried to poison me, not only that but he used arcane magic or whatever it was called.”
“That is nonsense, you’re the one that used arcane magic!”
The heroine seemed to pause; she had been caught red-handed, the Dragon of Space was sure of it. But instead, she shook her head.
“Let me guess, the Dragon of Nature said so.”
The Dragon of Space paused⁠— although he shouldn’t be too surprised at the fact that she knew who was leading the charge against her.
“Let me go, traitor! If you have any sympathy for us, that is!”
“I will if you tell me what the Dragon of Nature said.”
“As if I’d ever betray my people, just know that your time will come; just know that all of us dragons hate you,” the Dragon of Space hissed. “Now die⁠— [Space and Time⁠—]”
Time seemed to cut off and a moment later a flash of white came⁠— one that ended his life for good.
* * * * *
Things were…
Annoying.
That was what I had deduced.
I shook my head looking at the system notifications from the two dragons.
[ You have defeated: Dragon of Bones. Tier: S. ]
[ You have defeated: Dragon of Space. Tier: SS. ]
And that was it. Unfortunately, I hadn’t gotten any levels. Perhaps the level disparity between me and the Dragon of Space was too wide already. I opened my status for the first time in a very long time just to confirm my suspicions.
[ Status: Hero. Name: Arc. Level: 168. Tier: SS. Attributes: Unavailable. ]
When I first arrived in this world it was 150, but now it was eighteen levels higher. It happened so fast. If SSS Tier was a normal Tier then it would be at level 175, unfortunately I didn’t think that was the case.
Still…
“So not any SS Tier will be sufficient now?” I asked the air, shaking my head.
Though, even if that realization was bothersome, the more annoying thing was that the Dragon of Nature seemed to be launching a full-on rebellion⁠— one that included all the dragons. That notion just made me shake my head.
If they all came for me my life would surely be at stake. After all, I wasn’t delusional enough to think I could kill the entirety of the dragons.
For now, I just had to do something that I deemed productive; maybe a future investment. And I had a decent idea of what I wanted to do given the circumstances.
I used [God Step] and appeared before Meika.
She turned in my direction.
“You, you are the Heroine of Frost aren’t you?!”
I blinked and a sigh left me.
I really didn’t care.
* * * * *
Meika couldn’t believe it!
Arc’s identity had been exposed and all she did was roll her eyes. And now, she was looking around the ground. It didn’t make sense to her; what were the woman’s priorities?
She gritted her teeth, and at that moment Arc turned to her grabbing a piece of dragon flesh. It was covered in dirt and lightly frozen over. It looked repulsive.
“Eat,” she said.
“What…?” Meika blinked.
Was that seriously being asked of her right now?! What kind of request was even that?
Arc’s eyes narrowed and Meika shivered.
“Eat it or I will kill you.”




Chapter. 52: Flesh of Dragons

Meika trembled as she stared at the chunk of flesh within Arc’s hands. It seemed to even be freezing from her touch. Was she seriously expected to eat that thing…? Meika hesitated for a moment but as she looked up, she saw the Heroine of Frost’s cold eyes and immediately realized she was serious.
Meika took a deep breath and stepped forward, grabbing the frosty flesh off the woman’s hand. She was shaking⁠— she really didn’t want to eat such a disgusting thing. Even as an adventurer, she had her limits⁠. She couldn’t imagine anyone eating raw dragon flesh, and yet here she was.
“I-Is one bite fine…?” she asked nervously.
“One good bite, yes.” Arc nodded.
Meika swallowed.
It was just a one-time thing… She just had to take a bite and it would be over. She would be safe from the heroine. Then hopefully, she could take shelter with Faral. Hopefully, her mentor would allow her to stay away from Arc…
Taking a deep breath, Meika raised her hand holding the frozen meat and⁠— bit.
She tore off a chunk and forcefully swallowed as she immediately felt like gagging. A weird texture passed through her mouth as if she was savoring the scales of a fish⁠— it traveled down along with the bite and disappeared deep into her stomach as she began to feel odd.
“There… I did it, it’s fine now right…?”
In response, the Heroine of Frost nodded at her and Meika breathed a sigh of relief. Though something was wrong… she felt as if her whole being was changing, and then it began. She collapsed on the ground as a sharp pain erupted around her body.
Arc raised her brow with curiosity, and yet Meika didn’t know what was happening until a notification came:
[ You have ingested a blood biotoxin of draconic origins. ]
[ You’re now in the process of becoming a Dragonkin. ]
Her mind whirled as she processed what she was seeing.
A… dragonkin…?
Then, she fainted.
* * * * *
At first, I had worried about giving Meika the flesh of the Dragon of Bones instead of the Dragon of Space, but after she lost consciousness I knew it had been for the best. Though, I still made sure to take a piece of flesh of the Dragon of Space along — freezing it for future preservation.
I had been slightly worried about Faral's reaction but it turns out it was unfounded. The first thing she did after seeing the both of us was give me a nod of approval. She even seemed slightly happy at seeing Meika in such a state.
Now, we were gathered at the feet of the bed; all of us including Regis'karr and Malz.
We all watched Meika undergo slight changes in her appearance, such as her nails growing or even her skin developing a slightly paler complexion. They were all the changes I would have gone through if I hadn't interfered with the transformation process after consuming the flesh of the Dragon of Frost. However, they were slow. Painfully so.
Upon asking Faral about it she did say it was normal and I was the abnormal one, so in the end, we waited.
However, contrary to expectations, a day passed; two days passed, three… four.
It quickly became a week.
I spent that time going around with Ceylon and uncovering things about the Orow family, but not much had been found other than odd behaviors and mannerisms in their finances ⁠— they seemed to be buying salt in large quantities ⁠— but it was so out of my depth that I didn’t really understand anything.
Aside from the fact that none of its public figures were seen often, there was nothing much to investigate. However, a message had reached us from the Dragon of Water.
Through Thomas’ help, he found out that the Orow family had deep involvement with the ceremony and election of the new king. Which, given the dialogue I had had with Iris, it didn’t surprise me. After all, she herself had suggested rigging the elections…
So the elections were probably going to be rigged…
With that in mind, I had left Malz and Ceylon to their own devices for a bit.
Shaking my head I stepped into the inn only to find Faral coming towards us. I thought she was supposed to be checking on Meika.
“Where were you?”
She blinked. “Oh, I was becoming an adventurer.”
“Becoming an adventurer?” I raised my brow.
She nodded and showed me her adventurer tag⁠— except it was pitch black with golden engravings. I blinked reading what it said.
Name: Faral. Registered in Vaelith Branch. Tier: S+
I paused for a moment. “Why is there a plus?”
“Oh, because I’m stronger than most S Tier adventurers I guess?”
“Right…”
I did remember she had exposed her identity to the Adventurer’s Guild and done other things. I didn’t know the extent of things, but I did think it was best I didn’t get involved too much. Not like I cared too much about it at this point, but if I could avoid it then I would.
Faral stowed it again, and with that, our interaction ended as we headed back to check on Meika.
I had offered Ceylon to eat a part of the Dragon of Space but she had instantly refused, so after that in regards to dragons I had also looked into the sightings and casualties. Though after my scuffle with the Dragon of Bones, and the Dragon of Space the casualties had greatly reduced across all of Draliz. At least based on the information I could gather.
So, with that taken care of, I could focus on the situation at hand.
Looking into what was going to happen during the ceremony and also, seeing how strong Meika became after the fact.
Faral and I opened the door only to find the adventurer awake, sitting on her bed.
She looked almost the same, except parts of her skin had visible scales. Then she turned; her pupils were now akin to diamonds rather than circles. She met my gaze, a mixture of emotions passing through her. Finally, after a moment, she spoke.
“Why?”
“Because you needed to grow stronger,” I explained simply.
She took a breath and nodded, then looked down and saw her rather sharpened nails and then felt around her head pausing as she massaged a spot on her hair. If I was honest, the changes had been overall subtle; if no one paid attention, Meika looked human, and also she had undergone positive changes in her appearance making it more youthful in general.
“Did you know about its effects?”
“I didn’t know about the extent of the physical ones, but the strength and attribute changes⁠— yes.” I raised my brow. “Do you hate it?”
“I don’t, but it will take some getting used to.” She sighed. “I would have been on board if you just explained what would happen rather than order me to consume it.”
“Right…” That had been rather, shitty of me. “I’m sorry.”
She shook her head and turned to Faral. Her countenance rapidly changed as she looked rather apologetic.
“Mentor…” Meika swallowed. “Now I'm part dragon… is that… acceptable?”
“It is fine, Meika. If your training continued, I can’t deny that I’d consider doing the same thing Arc did.”
That reply made Meika pause and then slowly nod.
“So, it’s just expediting part of training?”
“You could say that,” Faral said simply. “Now it won’t be an issue for the future.”
“I see…” Meika nodded and slowly smiled. “That is nice…”
I raised my brow and she turned to me, her smile widening.
“Thank you, Arc. For the opportunity.”
I blinked. “Right, you’re welcome.”
Shortly after, Meika and Faral set off in the name of training. Some special training it seemed. I didn’t choose to tag along since I had things to do.
After they left, I headed back to meet with Ceylon and Malz; the meeting point was the Orow’s family residence. I had no idea what Regis’karr was even doing, or where he had disappeared to, but I didn’t pay too much attention to what he was doing as of late.
Whether he was doing something important or just doing some research⁠— I didn’t really care.
Instead, I took in the scenery of Vaelith.
Unlike other cities of Draliz, this one was cleaner and the people seemed to be overall more wealthy. Which either gave me looks of scorn or⁠— people would stop to ask me what kind of fabric my clothes were made out of. It was a rather weird experience.
The architecture in particular was rather colorful in spite of the rather white appearance that was portrayed when we first arrived. It was… nice.
I liked Vaelith.
Though perhaps it was too civilized for me. Then again I never enjoyed the outdoors; I much preferred to stay inside and do my own thing⁠— which was weird given my goals, but I liked the repetitiveness of a routine.
Which unfortunately was much easier said than done.
I shook my head and carried on, and just a few minutes later I arrived near the Orow’s residence, where Malz and Ceylon were waiting.
“So, how did it go with the transformed girl?”
“Meika?” I asked and Malz nodded, confirming her question. “She seems to be doing fine, not many physical changes.”
“Shame, I was hoping she’d grow a tail and gigantic horns.” Malz smiled. “That’d be very endearing after all.”
“I don’t think that’d be good for her.”
Malz said nothing and Ceylon spoke to me.
“Ignoring that, something interesting happened,” she said, taking a breath.
I raised my brow. “What happened?”
“Oh, it was…” Malz tilted her head. “The guards around the property began to behave rather strangely. They all… coordinated?”
“Coordinated?” I asked in confusion.
“Yeah.” Ceylon nodded. “They basically acted in unison, their actions all the same. It almost felt as if an outside force was controlling them⁠—”
“Like robots,” I surmised.
Ceylon tilted her head in confusion and Malz thought. “Just because I’ve heard the term before doesn’t mean I understand it.”
“Right⁠— machines,” I corrected and got more nods.
“Yeah, like machines…” Ceylon pursed her lips. “It’s just weird… We’ve been here for quite some time and not a single soul has entered or left the house. All that happened was… the guards all rushed inside in a rather soulless manner and now there is silence.”
I nodded, confused about what was happening as well.
“So I guess now we just wait?”
My question was met with nods as we turned to look at the residence. There was some silence and I frowned. Something was clearly off, but as I just stared I couldn’t help but ask.
“I wonder how long it will take⁠—”
And at that moment the residence exploded⁠— a flaming torrent of fire erupted into the sky as ashes immediately began to rain.
* * * * *
The Hero of Flames was finally beginning to recover.
Things were going smoothly with the ceremony. Thankfully no one dared to try to go after Arc, so he could forget about that for now and instead focus his energies on taking over Draliz.
That said…
Jaye frowned as he rested on the bed. The injuries inflicted by the Heroine of Frost were still there, paining him. The Hero of Spirits had interacted with the Heroine of Frost. The extent of their interactions wasn’t something Jaye knew but he would have certainly preferred if there had been no contact.
He grabbed onto his chest.
“So in the end, I may have to fight her to the death…”
He shook his head and closed his eyes.
In the end, he’d have to clean up after the Hero of Spirits, though thankfully all the man had to do was stay alive a week longer…
Then, everything would be taken care of.




Chapter. 53: Hermit, Dragon, and Investigator

Regis’karr had woken up that day and chosen violence.
Not literally, but figuratively. He had decided that he had enough of not doing anything. He didn’t actually enjoy exploring Vaelith, especially after he’d still get recognized even after changing his clothes. It was all annoying.
Regis’karr wanted to be of use, he wanted to help Arc. While his knowledge was extremely outdated, he had managed to gather enough and piece enough information to find out what Arc was after. Of course, he had also asked Malz about things; as well as Ceylon. And now, armed with enough information he had decided to act.
The task he had set out to do seemed rather simple.
Find out the location of the Hero of Spirits and the extent of his powers. As for other things; he also wanted to find out what the Orow’s family connection to said hero. And for that, he had to visit their residence and gather all the information he could obtain.
Of course, he wasn’t planning on breaking in or anything, instead, he just went to the residence in order to have a meeting. It was in the early morning, all to avoid the prying gazes of as many people as possible. That’s why Regis’karr had set off in the early morning.
He had traveled for what felt like an eternity, mostly distracted by his own thoughts. Regis’karr didn’t quite understand what he wanted to do; part of him wanted to be around Arc once more, but another part of him didn’t even want to be here ⁠in Vaelith or anywhere near Arc.
At the same time, he didn’t know what else to do; or where he even wanted to be. When he thought about other things he could be doing all Regis’karr could think about was to wrap himself within the comfort of his hoard, sleeping his time away. Which, while it was an appealing thing, he didn’t exactly approve of.
So in the end, he had focused on the situation at hand and what his heart was telling him to do.
He traveled through the modern streets of Vaelith. The city had truly changed, but now that he had traveled its streets multitudes of times the splendor and freshness of the city had long been lost. Instead, it was a boring trek that soon came to an end.
Regis’karr eventually found himself standing before the gates of the Orow’s residence, where a guard met him. Though a single look was all it took for the guard to cough.
“What does the Hermit want with the Orow household?”
Regis’karr was glad that he was recognized by the guard, even if normally he’d find that fact rather annoying. But this time it was working in his favor rather than against him.
“I wish to have a conversation with the head of the Orow family.”
The guard paused, but his face hardly changed as he answered. “I am afraid I cannot⁠—”
“It concerns the prosperity of the Orow family,” Regis’karr added.
This time the guard’s face shifted to a more serious one. Then he called for a different person to stand in his stead and he headed inside of the building. By this point, the sun was barely rising on the horizon, so it was incredibly early.
Perhaps this would be something he’d regret, after all⁠— what kind of family head liked to be woken up only to be told their entire lineage was in danger? But it didn’t matter too much, he wasn’t there for friendly relations anyway.
And so, Regis’karr waited and a couple of minutes later the guard came out.
He opened the gate gesturing for Regis’karr to come in.
“Arcturus Orow has invited you inside; the Patriarch of the Orow family requests your presence.”
Regis’karr nodded and he followed the guard inside. He was met with an extremely fancy residence, one lined with gold and rich crimson colors. It was a pretty sight to behold. An opulent sight for the eyes to feast on. One that showed the vast wealth across the place.
He observed with a careful eye and saw absolutely nothing of note⁠— nothing new anyway. And so, Regis’karr focused on meeting the patriarch. He was taken to the second floor, where the guard stood before a pair of dark double doors before promptly knocking.
It rang for a moment before a voice replied.
“Come in.”
And just like that, Regis’karr was ushered inside.
He found himself in a white office with golden linings; it still gave a feeling of opulence, but it was more light and much more uplifting. It was as if stepping into a sacred space. There was a small table with two couches at the entrance, and at the end of the room, there was a desk with two chairs facing it. Behind the desk, there was a man.
White hair, purple eyes, and a black outfit. There were bags under his eyes as if he hadn’t slept for a long time, and yet the man smiled.
“Welcome to my humble abode, Hermit of Draliz.” He gestured to the seats before him. “Make yourself at home.”
Regis’karr nodded and walked without words, taking a seat he made himself comfortable before meeting the man’s gaze.
“So, what concerns the prosperity and potential fall of Orow?”
Regis’karr let out a breath. “I’ll just get to the point.”
He met the man’s gaze and spoke.
“The Hero of Spirits.”
There was a pause. It was as if time had stopped flowing. No sounds were made. The peaceful atmosphere of the office had halted; it was as if a pin had been dropped.
Regis’karr looked ahead, at the man before him; he observed his frozen expression and couldn’t help but wonder what the reaction would be⁠—
And the man laughed.
“Is that what you wanted to inform me, Hermit of Draliz?”
“Yes.” Regis’karr nodded gravely. “Which is why I hope you can cooperate with me in order to find his location.”
“There is nothing to find.” He shook his head.
“What do you mean?” Regis’karr raised his brow.
And the man just gave him a knowing smile.
Regis’karr paused, a weird feeling welled in his heart. His instincts immediately told him one thing and one thing only. However… Regis’karr didn’t want to believe it. He used [Appraisal] and a moment later, he had his answer.
[Hero of Spirits. Tier: ???]
He was already before the Hero of Spirits…
“So dearest Hermit, Dragon of Flames, Regis’karr,” the Hero of Spirits began. “After being told to not interfere in Draliz, what brings you here?”
Regis’karr gulped, feeling the bloodlust that began to permeate the room. The light atmosphere of the office immediately became dark as the white walls seemed to dim.
Regis’karr had to be careful. He didn’t want to fight a hero in the middle of Vaelith⁠; even though he felt like heroes often underestimated him. Rumors of him being S Tier had circulated for many centuries, and unfortunately, they were true. But that didn’t mean he didn’t stand a chance against those in the SS Tier; not at all.
Regis’karr took a breath.
“Well, the answer is simple really.” He chuckled, somewhat nervously. “Another hero threatened me into moving, and I know I stand no chance against them so I figured I should listen to their orders.”
The Hero of Spirits raised his brow. “So you stand a better chance against me and the Hero of Flames?”
“Well, the Hero of Flames is injured.” Regis’karr smiled amiably. “So, in short: yes.”
At that moment the air stilled and Regis’karr’s eyes narrowed. The temperature in the room rose by several degrees as he coldly spoke.
“You’re much easier to deal with than the other hero.”
There was a pause and the Hero of Spirits let out a chuckle.
“Well, you sure love getting on my nerves.” The man smiled.
And at that moment the door burst open. Dozens of other people rushed into the room as Regis’karr’s eyes widened. Their eyes were hazy, almost lost as if they didn’t focus on anything. But all of the people rushed at him, servants and maids alike. Different weapons were swung⁠— knives were thrown and Regis’karr had to duck.
The Hero of Spirits laughed.
Regis’karr found it ridiculous, he was being attacked by normal people out of all things⁠. They wouldn’t be able to injure him even if they tried⁠— and a sword was swung his way, Regis’karr barely dodged amidst all of the chaos but it still grazed him, drawing blood.
That was⁠—
“Will you be okay with killing innocent humans I wonder?” the man smiled. “Or you can try to attack me and stop it, but I wonder how that will turn out?”
Regis’karr gritted his teeth and swiped his hand. A torrent of flames immediately hit the Hero of Spirits and⁠— everyone in the room ignited ablaze. Piercing shrieks echoed in his ears and Regis’karr snuffed out his flames at that moment. The people within the mansion were all burnt⁠— blisters visible on their skin as they collapsed to the ground.
“Your power is…”
“That is right. I can transfer damage to those I have possessed. Of course, if I so choose. It’d be quite the shitty power if I got someone important killed after all.” He grinned.
Regis’karr’s eyes narrowed.
“So you’ll be the one rigging the election.”
“That is right.” He nodded. “I’m still shocked you dare to interfere after the Hero of Flames and the Hero of Shadows warned you.”
“I’ve explained my reasoning, and neither of them are present at this moment. You must be their goon.”
The man shook his head, clicking his tongue. “Goon is quite the bad term.” He flicked his finger and one of the servants ⁠— like a puppet ⁠— threw a knife from the ground.
Regis’karr stepped aside as it struck the ceiling.
“I prefer the term partners.” He wagged his finger.
Regis’karr frowned, the situation was… kind of shit, if he said so himself. He wasn’t exactly against killing, but the notion of doing it by accident was a bit sickening even for his draconic standards.
Still… if the Hero of Spirits engaged in battle with him then he’d have no other choice.
“I see…” Regis’karr nodded slowly.
The air was as tense as ever. Even though the Hero of Spirits seemed laid back, the aura he was exuding was a different story. But even then, Regis’karr took his chance to get out of the situation. It was most definitely a stupid chance, but his mind couldn’t think of anything else, and so he spoke:
“I think I’ve found out enough, I shall leave now. Not very keen on killing humans just because you hide behind their lives.”
With those words, he turned and at that moment, the Hero of Spirits coldly called out to him.
“Hide?” the man sneered. “There is nothing to hide, it’s not like I can let them die anyway.”
Regis’karr blinked and realized something while hearing the man’s words. Something that made him smile right away. He didn’t want to fight but… if innocents weren’t a problem then he really couldn’t help himself.
Wouldn’t the Hero of Spirits be even saving them?
“What, cat got your tongue?”
He smiled and began to mutter under his breath.
“[My Fire, My Heart, My Soul…]”
“What are you muttering under your breath now?”
It was the first time Regis’karr was using his skills in human form, and while he didn’t know what would happen he didn’t care as he continued. Feeling the warmth welling within him.
“Hey⁠—”
“[Unleash an Everlasting Purgatory].”
And at that moment everything exploded as the mansion was consumed whole. Uncaring for any casualties.
It was time for him to fight a Hero.




Chapter. 54: Herald of Crimson

The Hero of Spirits spat blood as the world burned around him.
He couldn’t believe it.
Crackling echoed in his ears, the wooden foundations of the grand house turned to cinder; the red wool and furniture; even the marble was melted by the ravaging flames. They were hot. Extremely so. Sweat trailed down his forehead as he felt a heat rising within his chest. It was as if he wanted to cough, but more so curse⁠— shout in anger.
He couldn’t believe that the puny submissive Dragon of Flames had dared to do this…
And he was livid.
He had to save all of his servants and other less important people under his control died right then and there⁠— he hated it, those that didn’t need to be protected weren’t and even then it wasn’t enough. He had to take the brunt of the attack too. It was so anger-inducing⁠— so utterly annoying that he felt as if his teeth were about to crack.
“Youu…” His deep voice resounded. “Lowly S Tier… you dare try to fight me?!”
The temperature rose and the braising flames increased in intensity, cooking and burning the surroundings. The Hero of Spirits gnashed his teeth.
“Show yourself!”
And at that moment a burst of fire came his way, the voice of the dragon’s human form echoing through the air.
“Less talking and more fighting!”
Then, a flaming whip struck him and he was launched into the rubble. The Hero of Spirits gritted his teeth and at that moment he heard the voice of the dragon echoing.
“[Let My Soul Be The Fuel, Let My Mana Be The Wind, And Let My Being Be The⁠…]”
Such a long incantation…
The Hero of Spirit’s eyes widened for a moment as he realized what he was hearing. The fires around him cleared and the Hero of Spirits saw Regis’karr pointing a shining finger at him.
He had to defend⁠—
“[Shield of Spirits].”
The air distorted and a white translucent barrier and a moment later the voice of the Dragon of Flames echoed in the air.
“[Flames Of Destruction]!”
The surroundings exploded. Everything became a fiery hell as the land was shaken once more.
* * * * *
I raised my brow as I saw the surroundings enter a panic.
The entirety of the Orow residence had gone up in flames. It had happened in a single moment, and it didn’t even take me more than a second to realize that Regis’karr was the one who had caused everything.
And now he was fighting someone. I couldn’t get a proper good look at his opponent, but I did hear and feel Regis’karr’s skill right before another explosion of flames engulfed the property.
How he emphasized each part of it⁠— building up towards something greater.
It was… reminiscent of my SS Tier skill.
“[Flames Of Destruction]!”
And I blinked as everything exploded into a fiery hell. Ceylon stumbled back, holding onto my jacket as I just stared. My thoughts immediately got to work as a simple realization clicked in my mind.
I could learn from this…
So, I continued to observe as the fires refused to spread and people kept shouting and screaming. A mass panic was forming and I didn’t really know what to do about it. I didn’t exactly want Regis’karr to be the center of attention, but I also wanted to let things play out.
I frowned for a moment before turning to Malz.
“Can you make the battle less… prevent people from prying on it?”
She paused. “Well, maybe? But it won’t be any less attention-grabbing than the wall of flames we are seeing. They just won’t be able to see inside.”
“You should do that.” I nodded.
Ceylon pulled on my jacket. “Are you sure we should be doing that? I can’t help but feel that doing this in the middle of Vaelith is…” She paused. “Has a lot of ways of going badly.”
I nodded but smiled. “I know that, but… I really want to see how it plays out.”
“I’ll do it then.” Malz nodded and with a very elegant flick of her fingers, she called. “[Dome of Shadows].”
At that moment, a line of darkness spread all around the property and Malz pulled me forward. We approached the line of darkness as people kept pointing at the fire, but oddly enough as we walked through the shadows no one looked at us.
And finally, upon entering it⁠— darkness burst forth. Like tentacles they intertwined amongst themselves; tendrils of darkness that built upon each other as the surroundings were encapsulated in darkness. The noise from the outside was completely muted and the only thing I heard was the crackling of the fire.
“Looks like outside forces are intervening!” the man called.
“Who cares, now: burn⁠— [Fire Maelstrom].”
And a tornado of flames erupted. The surroundings began to burn as the fire spread and reached a new form of incandescent orange. But I didn’t pay it too much mind, instead, I stepped forward to get a better look at the area, and there, I saw him.
A rather aged man, but more than anything he was the⁠—
[Hero of Spirits. Tier: SS]
The person I had been looking for.
I didn’t quite know everything yet, but I felt like it was better that I got rid of him when I had the chance. So, I made an ice spear and began to mutter skills under my breath; however, I really wasn’t in any rush. After all, I wanted to see what Regis’karr had to show first.
* * * * *
Fighting a hero…
Regis’karr hadn’t done it in forever. He had almost forgotten how thrilling it was. And how⁠— dangerous it was.
Regis’karr narrowly dodged as a formless wave of energy missed him. The wood next to him erupted as a crater formed⁠— disintegrating everything that was present. Though, now he was a lot more relaxed.
After all, they were encased and away from the public. Regis’karr didn’t understand where the dark dome had come from, but one thing was for certain ⁠— it was a neutral element that wasn’t going to interfere with his fight ⁠— so with a smile, he transformed into a dragon.
His magnificent form swept through the surroundings, breaking through rubble as his flaming tail collided with the Hero of Spirits. The man grunted and was thrown against the ruins of a wall⁠— breaking through them with a grunt. Regis’karr really didn’t care. The people that had once been in the mansion were nowhere to be seen, and so he fought with all he had. This time intending to kill the hero.
“[Consumption of the Crimson Flame]...”
Strength exploded within his body as the flames in the surroundings immediately ignited with fury. An unstoppable heat that threatened to kill anything in its immediate surroundings.
Now he just had to⁠—
And the Hero of Spirits crashed against him. Regis’karr threw up blood as he was sent tumbling backwards, hitting the black walls of the dome as they trembled and threatened to break. His vision blurred as he felt nothing but confusion. He raised his head only to see the Hero of Spirits walking towards him, a giant hammer in tow.
“Runei, the greatest master hammer user of all time,” he spoke simply. “I have now taken his strength and I shall use it to kill you,” the Hero of Spirits said coldly.
“So you are… possessed?” Regis’karr asked, rising once more.
“You could say that, but it is none of your business.”
With those words, the Hero of Spirits charged once more, swinging the great hammer as he called.
“[Grand Slam]!”
* * * * *
His summoned spiritual hammer hit the ground⁠— the dragon had transformed into a human but even then the hit roared through the air⁠, breaking through the ground and sending a blast of air. The Dragon of Flames got thrown multiple meters away, as the Hero of Spirits smiled.
Normally, he wouldn’t use the strength of the spirits due to certain limitations. But right now it didn’t matter. He knew that he just had to kill this pest and everything would be over.
Well, there was the issue of the other hero that had shown up…
Perhaps it was the Heroine of Frost?
The Hero of Spirits shook his head. Deciding that it wasn’t something worth thinking about for now. Perhaps he’d talk about it with the Hero of Flames to determine the next step, but for now, he had to dispose of the pesky dragon.
With a smile, he turned only to be hit by a torrent of fire. But he brushed it off with a swing of his hammer. The Hero of Spirits was truly unstoppable now, for he had the skills of the same Master Hammer user and his strength. A titanic being who stood deep into the SS Tier and had been felled during the age of oblivion.
Now, he was him.
With a grin, the Hero of Spirits stepped forward, and raising his other foot, he stomped.
“[Titanic Pull]!”
The ground shattered and the poor Dragon of Flames was brought forward; the body of the boy was pulled towards him and with a smile, the Hero of Spirits tensed his muscles.
“[All-mighty Swing]!”
“[Cradle of Flames⁠—]!”
The barrier of fire was immediately shattered by the hit as the dragon got hit. The Dragon of Flames’ arm twisted the wrong way as he was thrown through the air once more as he began to chant something in the air. The Hero of Spirits smiled and at that moment he used a very standard skill.
“[Flash Step].” In a single moment, he appeared behind Regis’karr. “Into [Demolitioner of⁠—]”
“[And So Your Soul Shall Burn to Eternity]!”
And Regis’karr swung his other arm, hitting him square in the chest as he felt his innards⁠— burn.
At that moment, the consumption of his being started.
* * * * *
Regis’karr hit the ground hard.
He rolled, pain all over, as the Hero of Spirits screamed. White flames enveloped him. Ones that incinerated the ground into ash without even igniting⁠ as if decaying the environment. It was his masterpiece.
It was a skill he had the idea of for centuries now, but it wasn’t until recently that he decided to actually try to make something out of it, and this was the result. The result of many days of countless thinking. Sure, he only thought about it now and then, but now in battle, he had perfected it.
Just like Arc.
His name was Regis’karr, the Dragon of Flames, the Creator of the First True Flame, the Herald of Crimson, and one of the Grand Dragon Elders. And he had triumphed over the Hero of Spirits.
Regis’karr breathed as he slowly stood up.
He could feel his arm slowly mending but it would be unusable for at least two days. It hurt. He never expected for the Hero of Spirits to redirect damage taken or some other gimmick like that⁠— but it had happened.
Perhaps he had been overconfident thinking he could easily take an SS Tier hero?
Well, it didn’t exactly matter now, for the fight was truly over.
There was nothing that could stop his skill. Not unless the Hero of Spirits had the ability to stop mana itself, which wasn’t going to happen.
So, he watched as the man screamed and toppled over. Rolling on the ground trying to extinguish the flames that would only end once his soul was burnt. Of course, the skill was far from infallible but…
Regis’karr’s eyes narrowed.
This was enough.
He watched until he stopped and the flames extinguished.
It was over…
Then, a small gust of wind passed and the man slowly stood up.
What…?
Regis’karr blinked as the Hero of Spirits chuckled⁠— a spectral spear appearing within his grip. The man slowly walked towards him and all he could do was stare in confusion.
He still had mana remaining but… he didn’t know if he could win against that…
The man appeared wholly uninjured, which just made Regis’karr gulp.
The Hero of Spirits chuckled. “What, surprised?”
There was no response as the man continued.
“Unfortunately, the spirit of Runei, the greatest master hammer, is no longer. But it doesn’t matter.”
The Hero of Spirit’s eyes narrowed.
“I’ll just kill you using Murnel’s spirit instead; the Frenzied Spear⁠—”
And at that moment a shining ice spear hit the Hero of Spirits, impaling him in an instant.




Chapter. 55: Of Great Importance

The Hero of Spirits stared down with wide eyes.
A spear of ice protruded out from his chest. A sharp pain spread through his body as he coughed up the blood building up in his throat. His⁠— heart had been stabbed right through. It was… How? That was the only thing in his mind as his vision grew dizzy.
He raised his head only to see the Dragon of Flames looking at him with the same kind of surprise. It wasn’t a premeditated attack or even something that had crossed the dragon’s mind based on that look. Which only meant…
The Hero of Spirits coughed as he turned towards the veil of darkness in the background. And a moment later a familiar person stepped out of the black void in front. His eyes grew wide as he realized just who it was.
Arc, the Heroine of Frost.
He never expected to encounter her here⁠— but at the same time. It made sense. After all, the Dragon of Flames was the mount of the ‘Hero of Frost’ according to rumors. Not expecting her to defend its poor pet when it was about to be slain had been foolish of him.
The Hero of Spirits turned towards her.
“So you’ve come to defend your property, eh?”
“Property?” The woman raised her brow, confused. “I don’t really know what you’re talking about, but no. I’m here to get rid of a problem.”
He smiled.
“Then that must be me, but do you really have what it takes?” he asked, a self-satisfied grin present on his face. “I can guarantee you that you don’t.”
“Well, you don’t seem to be doing well.” She shrugged. “Unless you have a way to heal, you’re in a very bad spot already.”
His smile deepened.
“Are you sure about that? I can summon any kind of soul to assist me⁠—”
“Yes, I’m sure.” She raised her hand. “[Frost Lightning].”
The Hero of Spirits felt danger as he looked above and a smite from the heavens fell on him. A crash of white hit him. Everything began to hurt as the frost spread all around his body, the Hero of Spirits couldn’t believe it. She had decided to attack him without respecting him! And she had the gall to think that that would be enough to kill him?!
He had to teach her a lesson, though she was already raising her hand once more.
He grunted, speaking through his frostbitten lips. “[I Shall Embody The⁠—]”
“[Judgment of the Ice God].”
Her chilly voice cut through the air as a gigantic spear fell from the air. The Hero of Spirits got hit square as his body tore apart; reaching critical danger in a single instant. But that wasn’t all she immediately called out another skill.
“[Wrath of the Ice Queen].”
Multitudes of spears stabbed through him all at once, and the Heroine of Frost spoke as she conjured a spear.
“So you’re just going to let one of your lives be gone like that?”
He gritted his teeth as his body bled all over.
“You will regret this⁠—”
And a spear pierced through his head.
At that moment, silence descended.
* * * * *
I shook my head staring at the man falling over.
He was undoubtedly dead, and yet, I was convinced that it wasn’t the end of it. It had been too easy⁠. The entire situation was extremely weird. Seconds passed and I found myself frowning as I stared at the bleeding corpse of the Hero of Spirits.
There was no notification, but there was also no movement whatsoever. I frowned as Regis’karr finally recovered enough of his wits to stand up. Upon doing that, he just stared at the ground looking at the corpse.
Ceylon and Malz eventually came over, joining us to look.
However, the one to break the silence was Regis’karr.
“You haven’t gotten a notification, have you?”
“No.” I thought, now bothered. “[Appraisal] doesn’t even give a result looking at the corpse.”
“It does not,” Regis’karr agreed with me. “And I have a feeling that… that wasn’t even the real Hero of Spirits…” he trailed off with hesitation, but it was enough for me to press.
“What do you mean?”
“Well, when I fought him. I used an attack that should have burned his… soul I guess?” Regis’karr shifted uncomfortably. “But he immediately recovered, instead the spirit that he had embodied had been destroyed.”
“Right, he did say something like that in regards to the spear.”
I placed my hand on my chin, quietly thinking to myself. The Dragon of Water had said that his strength was borrowed, which I could see. After a few seconds, I turned to Regis’karr.
“What other abilities did he have?”
He frowned. “He could transfer damage received to those he possessed. That is all. He saved himself from my skill by letting a different spirit be consumed. Also, it seems that if he embodies someone he gains their physical attributes.”
“I see.”
That seemed troublesome…
He could dodge damage by letting others take it⁠— yet he was dead right here⁠—
And I paused.
“Don’t tell me…”
“What?” Regis’karr asked.
I blinked, having a realization that I hoped wasn’t the truthful one because it would be really annoying. But all of my instincts were telling me that I had hit the nail on the head⁠.
“Could he have switched bodies…?”
There was a brief silence before Regis’karr nodded.
“Possibly.”
And then, there was further silence as the fact that killing the Hero of Spirits seemed nigh impossible dawned on everyone. Regardless of how many times he was fought against⁠— he’d come back. That was…
A sigh left me.
“Bullshit…”
That’s what it was.
Malz awkwardly coughed. “If you’d allow me to interrupt…” She gathered our attention. “Normally such skills can be… ‘cut off’ by lack of a better word. Arc’s SS Tier skill should be strong enough. Though considering he wasn’t worried about anything like that, he must be very confident.”
She frowned.
“Which means⁠—”
“Which means even if I use my SS Tier skill solely for the purpose of stopping him from escaping, there is a chance he can still escape.” I completed the sentence for her and in response, I got a nod.
In the end, the situation was discouraging at best and anger-inducing-helplessness at worst. Not something I particularly enjoyed thinking about; or even wanted to think about for that matter. In the end, I didn’t know what to do other than to just leave and think about things another time.
Well, there was something I wanted to ask about, but that could wait.
“Let’s leave.”
I got nods of approval, and without even prompting it at this point, different parts of me were held. Ceylon grabbed my hand as did Regis’karr, and Malz seemed to hesitate before holding my shoulder.
Finally, a few moments later I used the skill.
[God Step.]
I knew running away from the crime scene wasn’t going to be a doable solution forever. Especially during the selection of the new king, but that time could wait.
We appeared in a distant place at a random alley. There were some kids playing who immediately ran away upon our arrival. I paid it no mind as I looked towards the street which seemed relatively peaceful; though rather empty. However, in spite of the rather calm ambience, the sky was gray from the ashes.
Finally, now that we had a break I turned to Regis’karr who seemed confused.
“So, why were you inside the Orow’s residence?”
He blinked. “Oh, that is…”
And he shrunk back clearly not wanting to talk about it. Unfortunately, I needed the answer so I prodded.
“That is…?”
“Well…” He shifted before taking a deep breath. Then, he looked upwards meeting my gaze. “I made the decision that I wanted to help you; so I decided that I’d find the Hero of Spirits for you.”
I blinked. “Oh.”
“Unfortunately, I wasn’t exactly expecting to encounter him right inside the mansion so… one thing led to another.”
“Right. I see.”
I thought for a moment still processing that Regis’karr had gone out of his way to do something for me⁠— whereas in the past he had just done his own thing unless asked. It wasn’t something I expected from him.
“Thank you, Regis’karr.”
He blinked. “You… called me Regis’karr?”
I paused. “Yeah?”
There was a surprise in his face before he smiled with a chuckle.
“You have always called me Regis.”
And he smiled at me, clearly satisfied with that. Ceylon at that moment decided to pipe up.
“When she got your message she also referred to you by your name Regis,” she called with a smile.
“Oh.” He smiled. “Thank you for telling me, Ceylon.”
She smiled in return, and just like that the atmosphere had mellowed out. Though, now I didn’t exactly know what to do⁠— or rather. This was a good opportunity, but first I wanted to eat something.
“Let’s go to a restaurant.”
Everyone paused before I got unanimous nods, and well; minutes later we found ourselves in a rather empty restaurant. It was one of the fanciest in Vaelith and yet there was no one. Malz, Ceylon, and Regis’karr were relatively covered in ash but they paid it no mind as the server gave confused glances across everyone.
Finally, after the orders were taken we could relax.
Regis’karr seemed rather awkward, and considering he was never really taken along when I’d go out to eat with Ceylon it made sense.
“Regis’karr,” I called.
He stiffened. “Yes?”
“I have something very important to ask of you.”
And he froze.
* * * * *
Something important to ask of me?
Regis’karr couldn’t believe it. Arc was… asking for something. He couldn’t remember the last time it had happened⁠— ah when he slept for a month… He felt discouraged for a moment before noticing Arc’s serious gaze upon him. That made him stiffen once more.
“What is it?”
Regis’karr didn’t know if it was an extremely important task or something that was just a test for him to see if his change was truthful. But he didn’t care. Whatever the request was he’d fulfill it, regardless of the truthful importance of it. Though [Truth Divination] did tell him that Arc was telling the truth and the task was indeed important.
He felt nervous as the seconds ticked by before finally she spoke making a rather simple request⁠— something that wasn’t even a task.
“I’d like you to show me your strongest skills; all of them.”
Regis’karr blinked. “Pardon?”
* * * * *
In a distant forest, a newly born dragonkin stood before a cave with her mentor standing by her side.
“This is… an A Tier den.”
“That is right.” The Dragon of Wind nodded. “And you shall be clearing it without my help.”
“Right…” Meika nodded somewhat nervously. “I think I can do it⁠—”
“However, there is a condition.”
Meika paused, suddenly feeling nervous as she turned to see her mentor’s stoic face.
“You cannot be injured.”
She paused, having a bad feeling.
“And if I fail?”
“Well, it’s simple, if you fail…”
Her mentor, Faral, took a step forward and stared into the cave before turning back to her. Wind from the inside blew as a cacophony of roars echoed.
“I will stop being your mentor.”
And Meika gulped.
* * * * *
Elsewhere, a certain hero sat and laughed in a dark room. It was none other than the Hero of Spirits.
“I wonder what kind of reaction they had!” He smiled to himself. “Even if Arcturus is dead, Iris can lead the Orow family. Though not like I can possess her if I want things to go without hiccups. So I’ll have to be in my body or a random body huh…?”
He thought before smiling to himself once more.
“Well, it doesn’t matter. Draliz will soon fall on my hands.”
He stood up.
“I just have to get rid of the Hero of Flames.”




Chapter. 56: Display of Knowledge

Meika gulped, confused and shocked at what Faral had just said. She wasn’t even sure if she had heard right. She looked down only to realize she was slightly shaking.
“You are… joking right?” she asked.
“Do I seem like the type of person to make jokes?” Faral asked.
Meika let out a breath, the answer very much clear in her mind.
“No…”
Her mentor nodded. “I understand this trial seems out of reach, but Meika, you’re a dragon now.” Faral turned to her. “Which is why there are expectations to fulfill.”
“But these expectations are… nigh impossible.” Meika took a deep breath. “It is unreasonable…”
“Unfortunately, my mind is set,” Faral said simply. “If you want to continue to be under my wing, then this is the only step.”
“And if I fail?”
“I will no longer be your mentor,” she explained once more. “That is all.”
“So my changes…” Meika shifted. “Are they permanent?”
“They are.” Faral agreed. “But I hope I can continue to teach you regardless, however, I do want to make sure this is a worthwhile endeavor. Even though I’ve never mentioned it; I have a great responsibility on my shoulders.”
Meika listened to her mentor and slowly nodded.
She didn’t know how she felt about things. Meika wanted to keep arguing, but she understood that it would go nowhere; that Faral, the Dragon of Wind had made up her mind. So, that just left her with accepting reality; accepting that things weren’t going to change and that she just had to make the best out of things.
That said…
Coming out uninjured?
That was something that was nigh impossible, at least she felt that was the case. It wasn’t as if she was using her class during training with Faral. Not at all. Though training had been an incredibly valuable experience that should help her. The question was whether she could actually execute or not.
Meika took a deep breath.
Perhaps thanks to her class, she had a chance…
She wasn’t a warrior, or anything like that thankfully. Though at this point Meika was confident in filling the role of one. Instead, she was a [Rogue Swashbuckler], a class that mainly specialized in nimbleness and backstabbing; yet not an assassin. She preferred to use a sword rather than a dagger due to the extended range.
Still, to think she never used her class during training…
But thanks to that, she had grown a lot stronger. Not using her class for anything had made her much stronger. Her class wasn’t even meant to take hits, to begin with… Meika of course, was still nervous but thinking along those lines gave her a false sense of confidence that she intended to use.
She was a dragonkin⁠, she was the disciple of the Dragon of Wind, and she was a [Rogue Swashbuckler]; all of those factors calmed her nerves as her eyes narrowed looking into the cave.
“So, are you ready?” Faral asked.
Meika hesitated but nodded after a moment.
“I am.”
“Good, then go.” Faral smiled. “I shall await your victorious return.”
Those words gave her even more confidence as Meika began to walk into the cave, now more ready than ever. It was all or nothing.
Meika grabbed a stone from her pouch and attached it to her shoulder as it began to produce light.
She didn’t even know what kind of enemies awaited her inside of the cave, but it didn’t matter.
She just knew one thing and one thing only.
Kill them before they can react.
⁠◇ ◇ ◇
Meika traversed for a minute and she saw her first enemy⁠—
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
She blinked⁠— she had [Appraisal] now?
The twisted creature hissed at her, it was something that resembled a horse but with a curved and spike-lined back. Horns sat atop of its head, and on its back, a large tail with a balled and spike end resided. She had never even seen this monster before, or heard of it, but one thing was for certain.
It was A Tier.
An entire Tier higher than her. A beast that wasn’t easily killed. But she had no choice.
Meika gripped onto her sword with great strength, her muscles bulged and the beast’s spiked back rattled. The harrowing sound echoed before it immediately spun and shot⁠— a salvo of projectiles was immediately fired in her direction but Meika just gripped her sword tighter and called.
“[Flash Step].”
In a single moment she appeared behind the Krutal Ibak, her feet already recoiling as she jumped into the air. Her sword was at the ready as she called; her weapon already shining as she felt stronger than ever.
“[Momentum Blow] and⁠— [Backstabbing Slash].”
And she swung⁠—
With a flash of light, she hit the back of the monster and blood exploded across the room; the crescent slash flashed over the ground as the rock broke; all while a shriek echoed inside the cave. Meika landed on the ground as she blinked in confusion.
Entrails were splattered; the monster had been cut into two halves as she processed what just happened.
Then, the system notification came.
[ You have defeated: Krutal Ibak. Tier: A. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
…
Finally, she understood what had just happened. The remains of the A Tier being were around her, its two halves perpendicular to one another as she just stood between them.
She had killed the Krutal Ibak in a single hit.
Sure, she had used [Backstabbing Slash], an attack that would do a tremendous amount of damage if it was in the blind spot of the opponent. Not only that, but her class also offered the passive skill [Sweet Spot] which essentially doubled that damage. But even doing essentially four times the damage of [Momentum Blow]…
Killing an A Tier being in a single hit…?
It seemed ridiculous.
And yet, it had happened.
She stared at the blood on the ground before looking at her hands. Her skin had become slightly paler, not only that but she had scales too. She stared at her rather sharp nails as she closed her fist.
“I guess I really am a dragonkin now…” She sighed. “What would my parents even say if they saw me?”
She had no answer for that.
She turned to the depths of the cave, where the blue light of the Fire Stone didn’t seem to reach.
There more A Tier enemies awaited her.
She had easily disposed of the Krutal Ibak, so Meika felt hopeful and confident. However, that didn’t mean that she had to let her guard down, and so she activated the skill [Sense Danger]. She was sure that this challenge wasn’t as unreasonable as it seemed.
Meika took a deep breath and just as she was about to step forward⁠— she ducked.
A volley of spikes flew overhead and a moment later a cacophony of roars echoed through the tunnel. The ground began to shake as she took a deep breath.
Of course, it couldn’t be easy…
And then, she saw the stampede that was coming her way; a dozen of them.
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
…
* * * * *
In the end; I had dragged Regis’karr to a faraway place. I decided to make Malz stay along with Ceylon; even though that had upset the both of them. But I didn’t pay it too much mind as I instead focused on my biggest priority.
I turned to Regis’karr as we stood on top of a mountain.
“Alright, show them to me now.”
He shifted. “I’ve been thinking about it… and I don’t think I can attack you just like that Arc…”
I raised my brow. “Who said anything about attacking me?”
Regis’karr paused. “You don’t want me to fight you?”
“No.”
I felt some level of annoyance at the fact that Regis’karr had made such an assumption, but thinking about things perhaps it made sense. After all, I was known as the ‘battle junkie’ by him and probably by a lot of people too. So, I let out a breath as I decided to properly explain.
“I just want you to use your skills, the ones that have sentences of incantations. If you explain them it could be helpful; but in summary:” I met his gaze. “I just want to observe.”
He blinked.
“Okay, I can do that. Any skill you’d like to see first?”
“No.”
Regis’karr nodded in response.
“Okay, then let’s do the first one I ever used against you.” Regis’karr began. “The incantation is; My Fire, My Heart, My Soul, Unleash an Everlasting Purgatory.”
I nodded and he coughed.
“Normally, skills have much different incantations; such as Malz’s: My Crown, My Reign & My Darkest Behest… but mine are different.” He shook his head. “Mine focus on building a concept rather than making a statement as do a lot of other SS Tier skills.”
“Okay.”
That was interesting enough for me to be even more interested. Which he seemed to notice so he carried on with his explanation.
“As the skill I mentioned, first it focuses on my flames; I’m the Dragon of Flames. Then my heart; arguably the hottest part of my body. And then, there is my soul; what gives me life and what is attuned to the flames. All of them are combined to…”
He coughed awkwardly.
“Unleash an Everlasting Purgatory…”
“Couldn’t the end be, Unleash the Strongest Flames, or something?” I decided to ask.
“Well, while I did make the skill… it’s not as simple as that…” He shook his head. “It needs a certain visualization that I couldn’t achieve with anything else; a certain concept. Much like SS Tier skills.”
“I see. Is this skill SS Tier?” I asked.
“Ha, no.” He chuckled. “It’s at the peak of S Tier. But as the Dragon of Flames, it gets slightly boosted to be able to cause actual damage to those of the SS Tier.”
“I see.”
And then I began to think.
I didn’t expect Regis’karr to be so talented in magic or anything, or learn anything. But it seemed I was wrong. His skills were… peculiar. Not only did they have the longest incantations I had ever seen, but they were also considerably more destructive than anything in the S Tier. It was… interesting.
At the same time, it was somewhat similar to my own skill, [Frost, Stasis, Eternity and a Prophecy], where it didn’t necessarily state a concept, but rather it built upon each word to make more.
So, in comparison to other skills I couldn’t learn from such as Playground of Frozen Nightmares, Regis’karr’s repertoire was something I found interesting.
“Alright, now use the skill.”
He nodded. “Is it fine if I aim it at the sky?”
I thought for a moment before shaking my head.
“You cannot, especially not with a bunch of dragons running around.”
“What’s this about dragons?” Regis’karr asked. “I do remember hearing something but⁠—”
“I’ll explain later.” I sighed. “For now, don’t finish your skill or something. Let me see the build-up part.”
He nodded.
Regis’karr pointed in no particular direction as he began. “[My fire…]” His voice rang clear as the mana gathered around his body. “[My heart…]” The effect amplified. “[My Soul…]”
It coalesced for a few moments before he lowered his finger and it dispersed. Regis’karr let out a deep breath before he coughed and⁠— I saw blood.
“Was that good?” he asked.
“Yes, but why are you bleeding?”
He chuckled. “Well, surely you can’t force the system to build something greater and interrupt it without repercussions. The power that was being built up, erupted within my body for lack of a better word.” He smiled. “That was my discovery.”
“Your discovery?”
“That is right.” He grinned, now proud. “Across all the land, no one else that I know has created an S Tier skill this way. A skill that uses the very concepts of the System to grow stronger.”
I nodded. This time taking him much more seriously as I found myself gaining a newfound respect for Regis’karr.
“Show me and explain to me the rest of the skills, you can fire them into the forest if you want.”
He nodded and continued to explain his other skill, all while I paid him my utmost attention.
With this, I’ll be able to create an SS Tier skill…




Chapter. 57: Important News

The forest, the mountain, the air; everything was burning. He had shown me his skills multiple times, though he had refused to show me his last skill due to the fact it could only attack people. But everything else was shown multiple times before finally; I had enough.
“Well… hope that was… helpful…” Regis’karr said, between breaths.
“It was. Thank you.”
I didn’t know how sincere my voice sounded, but he gave me a weak smile. One that was enough to think about things.
“Where are we anyway?” Regis’karr asked.
I looked at our burning surroundings. “We are in Mount Arlais. Since it has been sanctioned off to the world, I figured it was a good place to come to.”
“Right… I suppose it is,” he said awkwardly. “So, with everything you’ve learned do you think you’ll be able to create an SS Tier skill? That’s what this is about, right?”
I turned to him as he looked at me expectantly, but ultimately I shook my head.
“It helps but, I think I’m missing something.”
I frowned, thinking as my thoughts simulated different skills, and something; a tiny thing, seemed to be missing. But I couldn’t quite put my finger on what it was⁠—
“Like the thrill of battle perhaps?” Regis’karr suggested, half-jokingly.
Yet, in spite of that, I nodded. “Perhaps it is that.”
“Right…”
He awkwardly stood there for a few moments, not really knowing what to say or do. The forest burned around us, ashes rained, and time seemed to slow down for a moment before he finally asked.
“So… what now⁠—?”
And a message appeared in front of me; a piece of floating parchment.
I blinked in surprise as my eyes refocused on its contents, reading the curvy almost serif-styled writing.
Arc,
I have called to you to say I have found important information,
It’s in regards to the Hero of Spirits,
You should come to see me,
Bring Ceylon along, her father wants to see her,
⁠— Dragon of Water.
I blinked. It wasn’t something I expected. Still, part of me questioned why he hadn’t just told me the important information in the letter; perhaps he had used it as an excuse to get me to bring Ceylon along for her father⁠— that I didn’t know.
“I guess that’s what happens now,” Regis’karr said from my side.
“It seems to be…”
And then I remembered there was something I had intended to check out. It was related to what Arsha, Ceylon’s mother, had told me about the Institute of Magic. Or rather; I had tried to check it out. But upon arriving there and talking to the receptionist she was rather brief.
“I’m sorry but the institute isn’t open to those without an invitation; at least not during these tumultuous times.”
So… that was that.
Maybe, I could go see Ceylon’s family and ask her mother about that; perhaps I’d get an invitation, or perhaps I wouldn’t but either way, it was an extra reason to go back.
“So what does it say?” Regis’karr called my attention again, evidently curious.
“The Dragon of Water wants to see me; he has information in regards to the Hero of Spirits.”
“Oh.” The Dragon of Flames nodded and thought for a moment before raising his brow. “Right, before you go can you explain to me what was happening with the dragons?”
I blinked processing for a moment, deliberating on whether to give the information to Regis’karr. But ultimately, I decided to tell him about it.
“The Dragon of Nature has told all the other dragons that I was the one to use arcane magic; all to kill the Dragon of Frost. Apparently, I am a traitor too.”
“Wait…” Regis’karr paused, but I continued.
“And so, now all the dragons seem to be looking for me. They want… revenge.”
I watched as Regis’karr took a step back, multiple emotions flashing through his face; the news had been brief. His eyes were slightly shaking before he hurriedly shook his head.
“I’m sorry Arc, I-I intended to come along with you from now on but…”
“You want to find the Dragon of Nature?” I asked, raising my brow.
There was a pause and he shook his head. Then he began to pace back and forth, each of his light steps echoing through the mountain ground.
“Well, this is…” He took a breath before gritting his teeth. “It’s not that I want to find him Arc…”
I raised my brow as Regis’karr grabbed onto his head with increased frustration, holding his red hair as he faced the stone floor. It was the first time I had ever seen him react like that.
I watched as the motion continued before he pressed his hands against his head, letting out a very exasperated sigh of frustration.
I raised my brow and he turned to me, his red eyes meeting mine.
“If the dragons come for you, then the only thing that will happen is…”
“War,” I answered simply.
Regis’karr slowly nodded. “Indeed, war between us and the rest of the dragons, and regardless of the outcome it shall be catastrophic for… all of us. I do not want my kin to die; not like this; not… deceived and led astray.”
“Right…”
I watched as he shook his head in frustration.
“Which is why, I’ll leave and try to prevent this disaster… it’s… what I have to do.”
He turned away from me as he began to glow, transforming into a dragon. His voice rang with a deep growl:
“It’s… what I must do.”
His wings extended as I stared at the Dragon of Flames. I didn’t know if I was feeling shocked or confused, but one thing was for certain. I also felt some level of concern.
“Regis’karr,” I called.
He turned to me regarding me with mixed emotions in his eyes. Perhaps he thought I’d stop him, or do something but instead, I simply voiced what was in my mind. Our gazes met.
“Don’t die.”
He nodded very slowly, his emotions seemed to reach some level of calm, and then; he took flight.
Dust billowed all around me, and a few moments later I was alone.
“Now, onto the Dragon of Water’s situation.”
I shook my head and also left the mountain through the use of [God Step], vanishing before any prying eyes could get to us. Though, by the time I had returned to Rivas people were talking about it.
“Perhaps it's the dragon announcing its return to Mount Arlais.”
“Thank the System that the place was closed off to the public.”
“Thankfully, rumors say the Hermit is now roaming Vaelith.”
I did raise my brow at the last one but I didn’t pay it too much attention. Instead, I went to see Ceylon and Malz, who I found rather quickly thanks to my ice crystals. They were sightseeing or well, Ceylon was asking Malz about other heroes, though Malz immediately snapped in my direction as soon as I entered the same street as them.
“Arc?”
Ceylon also turned in my direction and immediately came over seeing me. Malz followed behind me as she was the first to ask.
“How did it go with Regis’karr?”
“It went well, but now… he’s gone.”
“Gone…?” Ceylon asked.
“I guess I have some explaining to do.” I shook my head and motioned for them to follow. “Let’s talk while we eat.”
And so I dragged them to a restaurant.
◇ ◇ ◇
Upon explaining things, Ceylon gasped and there was a reaction I didn’t expect from Malz.
She sneered. “Well then, let the dragons be fools; if they die it is none of my concern.”
“Aren’t they your kin?” Ceylon asked, almost baffled.
“I never really saw eye to eye with a lot of Grand Dragon Elders, but we are amicable. However the dragons… well not so much. I’m just indifferent towards them. Sure, I did…” She coughed. “Push Regis’karr to bring you to our side and slay heroes but…”
She trailed off before sighing.
“That was just in the name of pleasing the Grand Dragon Elders, even if I do still think a lot of heroes are better off dead. But well, of course, that’s not the case for you Arc.”
“Right…”
“Anyway, what I’m saying is that, if the dragons decide that you are their enemy then they too are my enemy.”
I nodded watching her serious face and, in the end, I couldn’t help but smile.
“Thank you, Malz.”
“Still…” Ceylon started. “Aren’t dragons all about kinship?”
“Somewhat?” Malz asked. “But Arc, in my eyes, is as much of a dragon as all of those dumbasses who think she’s a traitor.”
And in response, Ceylon slowly nodded.
Shortly after, the food was brought and we ate peacefully; no interruptions to be had.
* * * * *
Then hours later, we arrived at Rivas, the City of Workshops. It felt nice to arrive so fast, but at the same time, rumors were already spreading.
“Did you hear? A dragon was spotted heading west.”
“Wasn’t it red? Might it be the Dragon of Flames?”
“What if Mount Arlais burned as a warning to us…”
Of course, Malz and Ceylon heard them as well. Malz didn’t seem to care too much, but Ceylon’s face would slightly twitch upon hearing things. I felt a bit bad, but there wasn’t much I could do; not for now.
So, in the end, we headed towards Ceylon’s parents’ house. The residence of the Arlow family. The guards seemed confused to see us but we were quickly let in. However, people quickly left to inform Ceylon’s parents of our arrival.
Not like it mattered too much, as we immediately headed towards Thomas’s study. The same place I had initially confronted him about mistreating his daughter.
We opened the door only to find none other than the Dragon of Water seated behind the desk.
“Welcome, it seems like you’ve made haste for me. Sorry for that.”
“Is it something you could’ve said over text?” I asked.
“Yes, but I want to offer my expertise too,” he said with a slow nod.
I almost wanted to ask what he could offer, but I abstained myself given he had some credibility. So, I asked:
“Well, what did you want to say?”
“First I wanted to say that the head of the Orow family is the Hero of Spirits.”
Malz sighed. “We already know that.”
He blinked. “How did you find out?”
“Regis’karr did,” I said simply. “And the house of the Orow family went up in flames.”
“Right…” The Dragon of Water frowned. “This… still shouldn’t impact the other information, however. I assume you are all familiar with the power of the Hero of Spirits then? The ability to possess?”
“Yeah.” I nodded.
Regis’karr had briefly mentioned it, or more so implied it but I had committed it to mind.
“Well, he will be orchestrating the ceremony of the king’s selection.”
“We know⁠—”
“But.” He interrupted. “He will also be the presenter and the announcer of results so that means that we will know where he is.”
“Right…” I nodded.
“I theorize he should be hard to kill, I believe he can transfer bodies, but you can certainly put a stop to that with your SS Tier skill so long as that’s your only intention⁠— to trap him.”
“Are you…” Malz blinked. “Suggesting he dies in the middle of the ceremony?”
The Dragon of Water nodded very slowly meeting all of our gazes. “He’s a thorn in your side, and that naturally also extends to me; which is why I devised a plan for him to exhaust his first life. Then, he can be killed by all of us.”
“I’ll finish the deal,” I said after a short breath. “So what’s the plan?”
He went under the desk and pulled out a box, and opened it for all of us to see, revealing blue marbles.
“Arc, you will store your skills in these.”
[Skill Fluidity Capsule. Tier: S]
I blinked. “What are those Skill Fluidity Capsules?”
“They are made by me. They can store skills and unleash them at a later time.” He smiled. “You will store your strongest offensive skills, and when the time comes you will use your SS Tier skill and kill him at once during the ceremony. However, the capsules must be in close proximity to the target…”
He trailed off before sighing.
“That’s the part I haven’t figured out.”
“Will the…” Ceylon started, “Hero of Spirits be inside the reception before the ceremony?”
I turned to her and raised my brow, wondering what she was thinking about.
“Very likely,” the Dragon of Water said.
“Then…” Ceylon took a deep breath. “One of Arc’s sculptures will be at the reception, we can…”
My eyes widened as Ceylon completed her sentence.
“Use it to kill the Hero of Spirits.”




Chapter. 58: Disciple & Mentor

At first, I had almost said no to Ceylon’s proposal. But I knew I couldn’t value my art above killing the Hero of Spirits and my other goals. So in the end, I accepted. Though, I felt upset as the meeting ended.
Ceylon wanted to say something to me but she was dragged out by her father in the name of an important discussion, though she still managed to apologize to me for what she had proposed before that.
I understood that she didn’t intend to cause hurt, and I also understood that it wasn’t as if there were many options to begin with. So in the end, I was upset but I intended to go through with it.
With heavy thoughts, I left the mansion carrying the case with the orbs that the Dragon of Water had provided me. Malz tried to follow after me but I used [God Step] to escape. And then I found myself here.
In the ice workshop where it had all begun.
The old man came out of his office in shock only to see me.
“Arc?”
“Old man.” I turned to him. “If you could destroy one of your ice creations to ensure a great future for those you care about, would you do it?”
He blinked. “Of course, I would.”
“Why?” I raised my brow.
“Because they can be remade, even if I love them.” He shook his head. “And even if they cannot, art brings and gives joy; if doing so would bring future joy in the future then I’d destroy it in a heartbeat. Of course, perhaps I’d feel heartbreak but in the end, I’d be happy knowing I made the right decision.”
“I see…” I nodded. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, Arc.”
With that, I left, using [God Step] once more, leaving the old man confused in his shop.
* * * * *
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
…
Wasn’t this too much?
Meika didn’t know if she could do it, even if she was a [Rogue Swashbuckler], an extremely nimble class. It was probably the best class for Faral’s conditions, and yet right now everything was looking… bleak.
[Rogue’s Step].
Her feet danced along the ground, evading multitudes of spikes as she tightly held her sword in reverse grip. The Krutal Ibaks charged at her, and she evaded. The tunnel was full of danger, everything she saw, everywhere she turned, it all was trying to kill her. She didn’t know what to do, but Meika knew she had to do something. She had to start taking out the monsters.
Just how…
All her surroundings were a messy blur of danger, one that she barely evaded thanks to her active [Sense Danger]. It guided her to small pockets of safety, it guided her through evading and helping her avoid any kind of injury even if minimal.
Still…
Meika activated [Carry Momentum], one of the momentum-based skills from her [Rogue Swashbuckler] class. The more she moved, the more energy⁠— the more momentum she built the stronger her attack was.
Her sword began to shine with each and every little step. Building energy with each evasion. Becoming stronger and sharpening. Meika danced through the cacophony of attacks, an asynchronous waltz that had no end in sight.
Her blade grew brighter; it grew sharper; it grew faster. She moved and moved, dodging and readying herself for the perfect opportunity as soon as it would show itself.
Meika took another step and⁠— the blade flickered.
The skill was coming to an end, and yet she had no opportunities to attack.
There had to be something right?
She evaded again, a careful and calculated movement that would leave anyone who saw it in awe.
Anything.
Meika side-stepped.
She just needed an opportunity…
The blade flickered again and she saw it⁠— a gap of danger. A chance. Meika lunged forward and regripped her sword, pulling it back as all her muscles tensed. And when she stood between all the danger she saw it⁠—
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
[Krutal Ibak. Tier: A]
…
Six Krutal Ibaks lined up in front of her.
“[Backstabbing Slash]!” She screamed and swung.
The golden blade exploded forward with a crescent light. An instant flash of death passed through the cave as blood exploded. Organs burst, halves collapsed, and crimson splattered all around.
Then she landed and rolled away as numerous spikes missed her.
System notifications flashed through her mind, but she paid them no mind as she turned to the rest of the A Tier monsters. Meika knew she was close to her class advance, she knew that once she was done with this, she would achieve it; but that didn’t matter now.
All that mattered was clearing this challenge so she could continue studying under her mentor’s wing. That’s what she wanted to do, and the thing she cared about.
Meika gripped onto her sword as the danger seemed to be a lot less present and stepped forward.
[Momentum Slashes].
She hit forward and sliced through the neck of one of the monsters. Then swung again, making it two, then⁠— three; she carried forward quickly making it four, then five⁠— each hit dealt proportionally more damage to each monster, and finally she swung upon the sixth one.
Her sword hit the cranium of the monster and⁠— shattered it.
Instantly killing it.
Meika turned only to see the fifth monster die, leaving only four remaining. Meika didn’t hesitate to step forward and slash⁠— she used an eclectic selection of skills. One was killed by bludgeoning, the other was hit by her fist, another was slashed through the throat and the last one was⁠—
“[Backstabbing Kick]!”
Its spine snapped as the monster hit the ground with a thud. Dust billowed beneath as she wiped the sweat off her head.
Meika took a step back and paused; not from danger or anything like that. But from amazement. All around her lay slaughter. No surface was untouched or uncovered from the killing. The dozen monsters had been slain at her hands.
She was a B Tier adventurer; she was a B Tier individual, and yet she had killed twelve A Tier monsters alone.
She looked down at her blood-stained hand.
Just what had she… become⁠—?
And notifications came.
[ You have defeated: Krutal Ibak. Tier: A. ]
[ You have defeated: Krutal Ibak. Tier: A. ]
…
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
…
[ Class Advancement Available. ]
And just like that, she had obtained it…
She honestly never thought she’d get to A Tier in a lifetime, and yet she had done it in the span of less than an hour. She was B Tier, and now she had an advancement after slaughtering so many of the A Tier monsters.
It was ridiculous.
B Tiers shouldn’t have that kind of power.
And yet…
She did…
Meika closed her eyes tightly, coming to a realization.
“I cannot… disappoint Faral, not with this kind of strength.”
Then, she opened them feeling a surge of danger coming from the depths of the cave. It was subtle; almost intentional in order to trigger her senses. And then, she saw it. It slowly stepped into the blue light of her Fire Stone.
It was reminiscent of the Krutal Ibak, but also bigger; it had spikes lining up its entire body and crimson eyes that stared right at her. Meika knew what it was; it was the boss of this place.
[Great Krutal Lune Ibak. Tier: A.]
Meika raised her sword and it⁠— charged at tremendous speeds. Her eyes went wide as she used [Blink Step] landing somewhat far away. The monster was…
Just as fast as her?
Then its rattling sounds echoed and dozens of spikes were thrown at her; some that she couldn’t dodge. Meika grunted and charged forward, using a skill to speed herself up. And she swung⁠— she parried multiple spikes as the rest missed her.
Her eyes narrowed. The monster was just as fast as her however… it was weaker than her.
The spikes didn’t carry enough power, not enough to endanger her. And so, she charged forward. She immediately used [Carry Momentum], sprinting at incredible speeds towards the beast. Her blade shone brightly⁠— She was going to kill it.
In a single moment the distance was crossed as she raised her blade of blinding light, and at that moment the monster let out a terrible snarl. Meika’s eyes widened as all the spikes on the monster’s body rattled at once. At that moment all of her danger senses flared as she realized she was staring at death.
But⁠—
[Blink Step].
She didn’t care!
“[Momentum Blow] and⁠— [Backstabbing Slash]!” She shouted.
The spikes shot like bullets and she slashed as a blinding light covered the cave.
Everything exploded; blood splattered, spikes shattered, rocks scattered. In a single moment, she had killed the animal as the cave began to collapse. Blood filled everything but a single system notification was all Meika needed.
[ You have defeated: Great Krutal Lune Ibak. Tier: A. ]
…
And just like that she had won.
Meika smiled and a rock fell next to her.
She had done it.
She immediately sprinted out of the cave, running as fast as she could. Her skill-enhanced body carried her forward. A sprint to the end quickly began as she dodged falling rocks and also struggled to keep herself going as her mana was now almost non-existent.
Then, at the end, she saw the entrance and it was about to collapse⁠—
[Blink Step].
Meika appeared just past the entryway of the cave before the rubble fell.
She panted, as she struggled to not cough blood. The sun fell upon her as slow and methodical steps approached. They were her mentors. She quickly gathered herself and looked up only to see Faral already standing over her.
“You have come out victorious,” she mused.
“I did.”
“But.” Faral instantly stuck a finger into Meika’s mouth and flicked⁠. “You have failed.”
Meika fell to the ground, coughing in confusion.
“How did I fail?”
“Look, you are injured,” Faral said, showing her finger with a slight smear of blood. “Therefore you have failed.”
Meika’s heart dropped.
“I-I can explain, that was from exhausting my mana to leave the cave⁠— I had won without injuries, and even then that’s an injury I gave myself!” she pleaded.
Faral shook her head. “Rules are rules, unfortunately.”
A ball formed in her throat.
“You can’t be serious… right?” Meika gulped. “After all of that training, you’re just ditching me over a self-caused injury? You’re joking right?”
“I am.”
Meika’s head whirled. Was that a yes to being ditched or to⁠— And Faral chuckled.
“Of course, I’m joking.” She smiled. “You did great my disciple.”
Meika blinked, slowly processing as confusion welled within her.
“You… are you really joking?”
“Why wouldn’t I be? Casting you away over something so small?” Faral shook her head with a smile. “That’d be ridiculous. Here.”
She proffered her hand, and Meika took it, receiving help to stand.
“You… that was a joke…?” she asked.
“Well, who said I couldn’t joke?” Faral chuckled to herself. “Now let’s go, you need some rest.”
With those words, the Dragon of Wind began to walk away. Meika gulped and a moment later followed after her mentor. And it finally clicked within her that she indeed had passed.
“Mentor, your jokes are terrible⁠—”
And a system notification came, one that made her pause.
[ You have been offered two unique classes. ]
[ Five class choices available. ]
“They aren’t,” Faral answered happily before turning to her and pausing. “Meika?”
“Two unique A Tier class offerings…” Meika blinked, turning to her mentor. “That is… unheard of, isn’t it?”
It was… amazing.




Chapter. 59: Life Through Ice

[Skill Fluidity Capsule. Tier: S]
I observed the dime-sized blue orb under the sunlight. I was standing before a vast ocean; my emotions were rather weird for some reason. I didn’t know if it was due to pride; pride of using someone else’s tools to accomplish my goals. Or if it was due to, I guess… also pride; just the artistic kind.
I had traveled far, as far as I could from everything; past the Dark Forest and at the edge of Draliz.
A place where I could have solace.
As stupid as it was, I found the situation oddly grating, perhaps it was due to the fact that I was clinging onto the very little of me that remained from back on earth. All I had was ice carving and perhaps an artistic eye; of course, I had decent knowledge about art, such as typography styles and the like, but…
Well, the ice was mine. In a weird and twisted way, destroying it felt like shattering a part of me I never wanted to. Perhaps it was due to the fact that my ice itself was SS Tier, so the idea of the sculptures breaking never even crossed my mind. To me they were meant to be everlasting; untouchable things that would withstand the sands of time and perhaps…
Carry my legacy?
I didn’t know if my thoughts were even logical, I was honestly kind of mentally ill with loose screws here and there. But I functioned, in my own ways of course.
I shook my head and finally fixed my gaze on the orb.
It shone in the sunlight with a deep blue; as if it was made of glass. Its outer perimeter was a deep dark azure, and veering towards the center it looked like the ocean itself, shimmering with different colors as its insides distorted with every little movement. It was like a small marbled gem. Akin to a sapphire with refractions that occurred inside, firing iridescent colors towards the outside.
Such a beautiful thing was the Dragon of Water’s creation, but not one that was made for show or art purposes, but instead, it was a tool made for the sole reason of executing its purpose.
If I made an ice sculpture whose only purpose was killing the Hero of Spirits I’d certainly feel different, but instead the sculpture I had made was born to be shown; something I wanted to be admired and appreciated.
“So I guess it comes down to purpose for me.” I fiddled with the marble before gripping it into my hand. “Well, I guess I’ll just have to change my mentality…”
I sighed and placed mana into the orb, driving it right into it as I imagined casting a skill in my mind.
“Just use a skill, casting the skill from the orb itself. It shall consume mana but it won’t be fired. Instead, it will be stored. A niggling feeling will remain, one that will allow us to activate the beads.”
I slowly raised my hand, following the instinctual feeling as I threaded the mana in the air. A mist of frost formed around my hand, and I brought it down.
“[Frost Lightning].”
And nothing happened. I felt the shock travel through my hand before stopping there. Though something did indeed feel different, as the Dragon of Water said; it was like a trigger in my mind. Well just as much as the ice crystals I made in the past were. Very easy to forget but also just as easy to notice if I thought about it.
I lowered my arm and opened my palm only to see the blue marble; it had changed to a light blue and its surface was lightly coated in frost, though there were also very obvious cracks running through its surface.
“I guess… it makes sense since it’s only S Tier.”
My skills were forcibly made into SS Tier, even ones I gained after becoming an SS Tier hero. So it was kind of impressive that the skill capsules could still hold onto them. Though, even if the skills were SS Tier as classified by the system, actual SS Tier skills were more destructive.
“So I guess my skills are SS Tier in name⁠—” And I tilted my head. “But I had managed to use [Stasis] to interrupt the SS Tier skill from the Dragon of Space.”
I didn’t quite have the capacity to think about it, but based on my surface-level thoughts I concluded that they were indeed SS Tier skills though their power was varied.
Finally, I turned to the ocean as the sounds of the sea trickled into my ears.
“Now I test it.”
And I paused, turning to look behind me at the thicket of bushes. They rustled for a moment before a rather aged and gruff man came out. He wore simple clothes and a bucket along with a fishing rod⁠— and he paused seeing me.
[Fisherman. Tier: E]
He blinked. “What are you doing here?”
“The more important question is; why is a fisherman fishing near the Black Forest?”
“I live here!” he said in a gruff. “No matter, it’s not like the beach is anyone’s property. I'll do my own thing and you’ll do yours.”
“Sure.”
With those words, I turned back to the ocean, now mildly annoyed that my solace had been disturbed. I paid some attention to the fisherman as he approached the edge of the sea and reeled his fishing rod back before throwing the lure far deep into the waters.
And then, there was silence as the bobber of the rod floated quietly on the waves of the sea.
“Are the fish here nice or is there any other reason to come here?”
“It’s not that they are nice.” He adjusted his shoulders. “It’s that this spot is peaceful. As you get old nothing is more valuable than peace of mind.”
“I see.”
He regarded me with his gaze. “What brings someone as young as you here? As you pointed out it’s relatively dangerous. The only thing that keeps us safe is that the monsters dare not venture past the dirt of the Dark Forest if they can help it. This place is too far out for them.”
I nodded.
“I wanted to be alone with my own thoughts.”
I turned to the bead on my palm, observing it quietly. It seemed stable.
“I understand.” He thought for a moment. “If you won’t be here all day I can just leave and come at a later time.”
“It’s fine.” I shook my head. “Things are fine like this.”
To be honest, I didn’t know why I was indulging in small talk with a random fisher⁠ — the first fisher I had met in this world no less ⁠— but I found it rather relaxing to take my mind off things. In the end, I was here for one thing and one thing only and that was to test the skill capsule, not to think about everything else.
Though if the fisherman was around I couldn’t really test it.
Displaying my power in front of people like that was…
And I sighed.
I guess I didn’t really care all that much. Not after my identity had probably already spread like wildfire amongst the heroes.
In the end, it didn’t really matter. I was just going to test the capsule and go on my way.
“I’m sorry but, you probably won’t catch anything today.”
“Why is that?”
“Well, all the fish will probably die,” I explained simply.
He blinked and then laughed. “Lady, even if you are an S Tier adventurer you don’t have the power of the ocean.” He smiled. “It’s a free thing.”
I smiled at him. “Let’s test it then.”
And I cocked my arm back before throwing the bead with a decent amount of strength. I wanted it to reach deep waters.
The bead flew, like a shining coin in the air one that could barely be seen with the naked eye. And the fisherman chuckled at that.
“Is that a skill? It’s an interesting one for sure.”
“You could say that.”
And then— the water in the distance ruptured and a gigantic whale-like animal came out. Reminiscent of a narwhal except it had multiple horns like a spiked hedgehog.
[Killer Martal. Tier: S]
“Ah, it’s a Killer Martal, one of the greatest and most aggressive predators of the ocean.” He smiled. “A mighty beast. It is said no one has ever slain one.”
“Oh, that is a good test subject then.” I nodded and pointed my finger in its direction.
“Test subject?” he asked, baffled.
And at that moment the bead reached the perfect spot, lining up with the monster, and I called.
“[Frost Lightning].”
There was a brief pause before a shining light exploded from the sky⁠— the clouds turned black and a terrible thunder resounded. Like a judgment from a greater force, it struck the so-called mighty beast in a single moment with a booming sound.
The world at that moment turned white as part of the sea froze over⁠; like a plague, it spread instantly and even reached the shore freezing the bobber of the fisherman as he just gasped.
“By the ice god! What is that?!” he gasped before turning to me. “We must leave at once; something is not right here.”
“What isn’t right?” I tilted my head. “I did it.”
“You did… it?”
And I snapped my fingers as all the ice in the ocean shattered at once. A killing notification arrived along with it. Then, along with that, the expression on the fisherman’s face turned to one full of fear.
“You…”
“Well, thank you for the talk,” I said simply. “But now I will leave.”
He blinked.
“Wait⁠—”
[God Step].
And I vanished, leaving the fisherman there to sit with his conflicted thoughts.
◇ ◇ ◇
Later, I found myself arriving inside a special warehouse.
I had had a lot of time to think.
Security was all around me, but inside the chamber, I found myself in I was alone. Alone for me to do whatever I pleased with my own creation.
A lot of time to ruminate.
A single light shone over it. Over an ice sculpture that depicted a horse readying itself to charge for battle with an armored knight on top. Its armor had intricate designs and the horse had a fierce expression as if it was about to give its life for the cause it was fighting.
It was a sculpture that started with a vague idea but it came to life once I finished it.
And now, I was here to defile it and make it lose its valiant purpose. I was going to put the skill capsules inside and ruin it all. All to kill the Hero of Spirits.
A lot of time to make a decision that gave me closure.
I sighed as I stepped forward, holding one of the skill capsules in my hand as I stood before it.
“He can store skills using water…”
I breathed before looking at the sculpture.
And I had found it…
I smiled.
“Then why can’t I do the same with ice?”
From what I had observed, the skill lived inside of the water as if it were alive; the water serving as its vessel. The skill inside was in a constant state of moving, but also contained; constricted by the confines of the sphere. So why couldn’t I do the same with ice?
It was my creation, a life-like vessel to hold the life of my skills.
So why couldn’t I do the same?
In fact, it wasn’t that complicated. Not when my art was already the perfect vessel that wanted to be animated; because it wanted to be more; something worthy of admiration. The simple fact that I had made it; that I had created it made it so. It was my art, and I wanted it to be memorable.
And now, I wanted the sculpture to come alive, for the horse-rider to finish its noble mission of saving those he wanted to protect by slaying the great evil.
It was my will.
I was the Hero of Frost.
And I wanted my art to evolve into something greater.
I raised my hand to the air.
Something that would be awe-inspiring.
Then I slammed it down, hitting the chest of the horse as I called.
“[Judgment of the Ice God].”
And nothing happened as the sculpture flashed for a moment before calming down; only a quiet dim light within the ice remained.
“It really was that simple wasn’t it?” I smiled. “And there is room for so many more skills.”
With a smile I began to cast as many offensive skills as I could into the sculpture; preparing the perfect death trap for the Hero of Spirits.




Chapter. 60: Ceremony (Part 1)

Today was the day.
The day of the ceremony. The week had passed by in a blink, I had spoken with Ceylon’s mother after changing the ice sculpture I had made. Apparently, I wouldn’t be able to access the Institute of Magic for some time; though I didn’t even know why I cared about it all that much. I did intend to check it out in the future, but for now, that was the end of it.
Now, my priorities lay in today; the day that would determine what my future would be like in a very significant manner. Sure, logically speaking I was a hero, and for that reason alone I would never truly struggle to thrive in the world of Arlas. But even then, I wanted for my plans to go as smoothly as possible.
I didn’t care to have rulership over Draliz; unlike other heroes.
Instead, I cared for ensuring Ceylon would have a bright and worry-free future; I cared for ensuring that the Arlow family would be long-lasting so that she could be happy and focus on what she wanted.
If Draliz didn’t fall under my hands, there was a chance that that would never happen. There was a chance that the future I desired would never come to fruition. Which was why I had to make my plans succeed.
I didn’t know what exactly to expect. In the end, I knew only one thing and that was I’d have to fight the Hero of Spirits and most likely, the Hero of Flames as well.
Today I’d have to fight two heroes.
I was clasping my hands together and looking at the ground with a grim face. Something about knowing I was about to fight two heroes that day made me feel rather dispirited. It wasn’t something I wanted to deal with. And unfortunately, Ceylon seemed to notice as she slowly got up.
“Arc?” She raised her brow. “You’re up early…” She paused. “Are you alright?”
“I have to fight the Hero of Spirits today; I’ll also most likely have to fight the Hero of Flames right after,” I said, closing my eyes. “It’s a weird feeling.”
“Knowing that you may…” Ceylon paused trailing off.
“Knowing that I may die today, yes,” I admitted. “But also knowing that your future and other things depend on me winning this.”
Ceylon paused, looking at the ground. Her messy golden frills of hair hung low for a few moments before she took a deep breath.
“Worst case scenario we can just move outside of Draliz you know?”
I raised my brow. “But what about the established family wealth?”
“My family too can probably restart in a different country in the worst-case scenario. We’re businessmen Arc, even if nobles we are primarily traders.” She breathed. “So you shouldn’t worry about that.”
“Right…”
I frowned. She said that but…
“Arc, let me remind you that my father wanted to get rid of all of our family’s wealth and restart our lives, not only that but I also proclaimed that I wanted to follow you; so I’m over all of this nobility stuff.”
Then she nervously chuckled.
“That said, of course, I’m nervous about like; moving elsewhere and having my family targeted by some hero organization due to you.”
I paused. “Right⁠—”
“But you have Malz, Regis’karr, Faral, you have other dragons; you have Jake and Giselle. With all of that, I don’t think you should be worried. It’s not just you against the world after all.” She smiled weakly.
There was another pause in my mind as I finally just nodded, accepting what Ceylon said. My messy emotions calmed as I felt a burden lift off my shoulders.
So it was fine if I failed…
Of course, I wasn’t planning on failing, but knowing that the world wasn’t doomed if I did certainly helped quell my nerves and made me feel better in general. It was… a lot less pressuring.
I guess I just wasn’t used to having people rely on me, or relying on people either.
“Did that…” Ceylon hesitated. “Help?”
I raised my head. “It did.” I smiled lightly. “Thank you, Ceylon.”
She paused before smiling to herself. “Yeah… I’m glad I could ease you a bit.”
I nodded.
“But.” She started.
I raised my brow, and she met my gaze with utmost seriousness. There was a brief silence as I wondered what was so important, and finally, a moment later she spoke:
“You’re not allowed to die, under no circumstances.”
“Right, you do know⁠—”
“If you have to run then run,” she said hurriedly. I blinked and a moment later Ceylon shook her head. “I just don’t want to know that you… are no longer in this world because of me.”
I nodded very slowly, feeling rather uncomfortable. I didn’t know how to exactly answer her; it wasn’t as simple as saying I’ll run; I wasn’t able to guarantee it anyway. I didn’t want it to be a lie.
A sigh left me.
“I’ll escape if things go sideways… I’ll try to at least.”
“Thank you.” Ceylon nodded slowly.
And then there was silence before I finally decided to stand up and stop feeling sorry for myself. In the end, all I had to do was win against those losers.
“Alright, we should get going⁠ to the ceremony,” I said.
“Yeah.”
With a nod, she began to get ready.
Ceylon’s parents had come over to Vaelith for the ceremony, so we’d reunite with them. I didn’t know what kind of relationship Malz or the others had with them but they’d also be coming. Also including the Dragon of Water, who was still very much my slave.
It was still the early morning so there was some time until the meeting.
The election of the new king was an all-day event that would end at midnight, and it would begin just a few hours from now. What was meant to be an exciting celebration for people was something I was dreading.
And so, I just waited for time to pass.
◇ ◇ ◇
Before long, the fated time arrived.
I had time to indulge in breakfast although it wasn’t as enjoyable as usual. Not at all. Then after that, we headed towards the citadel; the upper part of the city and where the castle resided. We were in Vaelith, the heart of Draliz; a country whose politics were through commerce before anything else.
The streets where we found ourselves were completely covered in exquisite and intricate patterns that screamed luxury. The walkways and railings were lined with marble. And before long we stood at the foot of a long white bridge that led to the castle; one that was surrounded by great white walls.
It was almost like a city within a city.
There, we met Ceylon’s parents and the others at the end of the bridge. We stood at the wall’s gate entrance. Where we were…
“I’m sorry but you can’t go in.”
Declined by the guards.
Thomas paused. “I’m the Grand Duke, Thomas Arlow. My title has just become official three days ago; I understand that there is no official invitation but if you check the records⁠—”
“No invitation, no entrance for the family,” the lead guard said. “Turn around or be arrested.”
There was a pause as he hung his head and then, we just were there, standing a few meters away from the entrance to the ceremony.
Now what…?
That was the question everyone had in mind, and I thought I had a solution.
“I’ll get us all in⁠—”
“We’ll get arrested.” Ceylon sighed.
Until Ceylon shut it down.
So now, after that, we were left discussing things unsure of what to do or how to move forward exactly. Faral and Regis’karr weren’t around, but Malz and the Dragon of Water were.
“I think, even if we aren’t present so long as our plan is executed we should still be able to rule Draliz.” The Dragon of Water crossed his arms. “So all that’s left to do is for Arc to sneak in and do what she needs to do.”
I frowned but nodded.
And soon, there was unanimous agreement given we had nothing else to suggest. That was until a familiar voice called out to us.
“I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation. Need a hand?”
I turned only to see someone that I didn’t expect. It was Iris. Iris Orow, the same person who was with the Hero of Spirits and tried to negotiate in his stead. And now she was trying to do something nice?
I frowned. “What do you want?”
She smiled. “I want to have a private conversation with you, Arc, not as the representative of a hero, but…” Her smile fell. “As me, Iris, as the new head of the Orow family.”
“How can I trust you⁠—”
“Oh please, my father is dead and had already been taken over by the Hero of Spirits, have some sympathy.” She snorted. “It’s related to him, I’m no longer in his possession. Would the Hero of Spirits talk about himself like this? Or even allow me to say anything against his name? He’s a trash human who possesses people because he’s too afraid to die.”
She spat.
“In fact, I’m hoping you kill him.”
I blinked⁠— everyone did.
“So, let’s get you all into the reception and you, Arc will come with me.” She turned and tilted her head, most specifically towards the two dragons. “I think it’s best if you two don't come. Or at least don’t interfere with any hero fights that could happen.”
Malz snorted. “Arc would kill me if I intervened.”
The Dragon of Water just pointed to his collar and that was the end of things.
After that, we headed towards the gate and just as we were about to be stopped Iris displayed a deep purple card that caught everyone’s attention. That was enough to shut everyone up. And shortly after, we were through.
What came after the gate was an ever-expansive green garden full of trees and flowers, and a few hundred meters away resided an intricate yet surprisingly small castle. It had tall towers and white ivory walls; its design reminiscent of those in fantasies with high ceilings and yet it reminded me of impressive gothic cathedrals. Mostly towering outer columns that formed arches.
It was quite the sight to behold. One that I seemed to take in a lot more than the rest of the people.
We walked through the path all the way to the castle where we were greeted by a large reception and a party that was occurring. Above the entrance there was a doorway that led to the outside⁠; far above the sky overseeing the entirety of Vaelith.
It was the place from where the result would be announced for all the city and country to hear through amplification magic.
I stared at it for a few moments before we went inside. Everyone was aware of the plan with the Hero of Spirits so they were strictly instructed to not be near the ice sculpture. And if they could help it; keep others away.
However, as soon as I entered, Iris grabbed onto my hand.
“Now as promised, we’ll talk alone.”
I frowned. “Ceylon is coming⁠.”
She frowned in response but ultimately nodded. “If it’s what will make you listen then, fine.”
With that, she took us to a different place in the palace where we found ourselves in one of the booths overseeing the entire grand hall. In the distance I could see different flower arrangements and tables to the side and right in the middle there was my ice sculpture. It was a dazzling sight that many people stared at and admired.
It honestly made me feel great.
“You made the sculpture, didn't you?” Iris asked from behind.
I turned to her. “I did.”
“It’s beautiful,” she said with a small smile as she leaned against the railing. “I never thought a… hero would have such artistic ability.”
“Well, I was an art student before all of it so…”
“Art student?” She tilted her head. “So you studied to do that?”
“I suppose so.”
Ceylon meanwhile was just looking, not really saying anything which I didn’t mind.
Iris whistled.
“That is certainly impressive.”
“I don’t know about that.” I shook my head before turning to her. “What did you want to talk about?”
She sighed. “It’s in relation to the Hero of Spirits, he has… well for lack of a better word destroyed the Orow family and I want revenge. I thought if I listened to him he would let go of my father but…”
Her expression turned grim as her fist tightened.
“Well, I guess it didn’t happen…”
“Right.” I felt awkward. “Sorry it’s⁠—”
“I know you killed my father.” Iris sighed again looking back at the grand hall. “He told me himself in an attempt to get me to continue being by his side, but I decided against it. The reason he didn’t possess me is because he cannot be bothered to take care of Orow’s affairs right now⁠— also he’s aware he can do it at a later date against my will.”
She gripped onto the railing with evident anger. There was a silence before finally, she turned to me once more.
“So that brings us here. I want you to kill the Hero of Spirits,” she grimly said. ”I know you deeply want the rulership of Draliz so I’ll hand over the Orow family to you⁠— the family who is set to rule this land.”
“That was the plan already.” I shook my head. “In fact, I was already going to kill the Hero of Spirits.”
Iris slowly nodded, not expecting things.
“I’d like to help.”
“I don’t know if you can help.” I turned to look at the Grand Hall. “There is not much anyone can do.”
“I can… help. Just tell me what to do,” she said resolutely.
“You may die.” I raised my brow.
“As if I cared.” She snorted. “My purpose is just being the head of the Orow family⁠, if you’re planning to kill him before the ceremony ends then there is no reason for me to be alive in the first place.”
I didn’t say anything but Ceylon gave me a look that told me: don’t do it. But I just shook my head.
“Do you want revenge that badly?” I asked, now much more serious.
She met my gaze with utmost seriousness. “There is nothing I want more than revenge.”
I nodded. 
“Then bring the Hero of Spirits next to the sculpture when you have the chance.”
The Grand Hall looked quiet, but I knew that soon it would become a frozen hell.
One that would kill the Hero of Spirits.
* * * * *
Meika stared at the floating notification in front of her.
A week had passed.
[ You have been offered two unique classes. ]
[ Five class choices available. ]
And now after much deliberation.
It was time for her to change the fate of her life for good.
After a deep breath, Meika opened the notification.




Chapter. 61: Ceremony (Part 2)

The Hero of Flames rose from his slumber deep within one of the castle rooms. Pain was still very much present in his body, but he knew that he could no longer rest.
“So, in the end, you’ve made your move,” he whispered. “Guess that in the end, our battles are fated.”
Slowly he rose from his bed and looked into the darkness of the room.
“The Hero of Shadows was banished, never to be seen again…” He shook his head. “It all started with him, and now it all ends with me. Or so you think.”
He stood with a limp and grinned to himself.
“But I promise you, our battle will be much harder than you ever thought. Arc, the Talented One.”
* * * * *
“Sculpture?” Iris tilted her head. “You mean the ice one?”
“Yes, the ice one.”
“The one in this Grand Hall?” She asked, confused.
“Yeah.” I raised my brow.
And then she grinned. “I’ll make sure to not step near it then⁠, Heroine of Frost you really are—” And she laughed. “Just kidding. Bad joke eh?”
I was frowning at her and she chuckled to herself.
“Sorry, sorry, I guess there is a time and place.”
Ceylon sighed and shook her head in disapproval as she took a seat. Clearly exasperated at the entire thing, and to be honest I was more than ready to fight Iris.
“Do that again and you’ll die at my hands,” I warned. “Won’t be second-guessing your identity again.”
“Aye aye,” she said, not taking things seriously. “Just let a dying woman have a laugh.”
“Dying?” I tilted my head. “What are you ill or something?”
“Of course not.” She scoffed. “If you don’t get it already then I won’t explain it.”
“Well I get it but, you don’t have to do that. In the end, getting him near it doesn’t exactly mean dying along with him.” I shrugged. “So, yeah.”
She shook her head and said nothing as she looked into the Grand Hall. Out there, there was a massive red carpet; above us, there were golden chandeliers with pieces of glass that refracted the light in beautiful ways, and right down below us there were tables and chairs where different nobles socialized and made connections.
The atmosphere made me feel out of place, all things considered, even if we were in a private room with some chairs, a table, and wine for ourselves.
Iris turned and took a seat near Ceylon, but unlike her, she immediately grabbed the wine and poured herself a cup before turning to me.
“Would you like some?”
I deliberated for a moment, but in the end I nodded. “Sure.”
I took a seat, next to Ceylon as a glass of wine was offered to me. And then there was silence as we both took sips.
Right now, we were just killing time until the Hero of Spirits showed up to the ceremony or rather the reception. The results wouldn’t be announced until a few hours passed so in the end, I just sipped quietly hoping for time to pass faster.
All things considered, my hands were tied until then.
I didn’t even like wine…
I smelled the cup and winced.
“Don’t artists like wine?” Iris asked in confusion.
“I guess I don’t.”
I sighed and then we sat there in silence.
◇ ◇ ◇
Minutes soon turned into literal hours as a single bottle turned into two empty ones. Ceylon seemed tense so she didn’t talk, and Iris was just vacantly staring at the ceiling as she drank her life away. The passing of time came to a crawl as I finally decided to get up and leave the room just to refresh my mind.
In the end, the waiting was too much even for me.
However, that wasn’t the only reason I left.
Someone was outside the room.
I closed the door behind me before promptly shaking my head; I wasn’t even surprised.
A person was leaning on the wall next to the door. A man of red hair, and red eyes. He was taller than me by about a head. And I was relatively familiar with him, just not in a good way.
[Hero of Flames. Tier: SS]
“Do you want to fight now?” I asked.
“Not yet,” he said, turning to me. “How about we negotiate?”
I looked him in the eye, he didn’t even seem worried, and why would he? It’s not as if I was going to fight him right here, at least not without having a way to ensure Ceylon was safe.
“Negotiate how?”
“From what I’ve researched, everything you’ve done so far is in the name of protecting the Arlow family, and of course to protect yourself.” He smiled. “I can offer that.”
“And how can I trust you?”
“I see no reason to deceive you, one of the strongest heroes in all of Arlas.” He met my gaze. “My offer is sincere, and my conditions are simply to not meddle with the result of the ceremony.”
I frowned. “Are you serious?”
“Extremely so, yes.” He nodded. “Do not interfere with us, and in turn, you’ll have everything you want. We won’t force you to join anything; it shall be a cease-fire. We’ll pretend we don’t exist to each other. Not only that but the Arlow family shall remain as Grand Dukes.”
My frown intensified as he extended his hand.
“So what do you say, Arc?”
“What is your name?” I asked.
“Jaye.” He smiled.
I met his gaze, and the temperature seemed to drop but also increase all around us.
“Alright, Jaye, here is the deal. You tried to kill my companion. I do not know if you have any kind of bottom line, but that was my bottom line, and you crossed it. Perhaps if you never did it, I’d be shaking your hand right now.”
He raised his brow.
“So you mean⁠—”
“I mean to say: go fuck yourself,” I hissed. “If you were the Hero of Spirits coming to negotiate then perhaps, I would’ve considered it on the condition that you got cast away.”
He blinked. “You really are an interesting person.” And then smiled. “You’ll regret this; as for your companion? Well, we’ll see if you can keep her safe.”
With that he got off the wall and turned, walking away with a slight limp. He was still injured from our battle it seemed.
“Next time if you get to escape you’ll become paraplegic, and the worst case scenario is death.”
“I doubt it will go like last time,” he said without looking back. “Goodbye for now Arc.”
I scowled and he disappeared with a burst of flames. My annoyance now was more than ever. I turned to open the door back to the room, only to see it open on its own. Iris came out as I raised my brow.
“Why are you⁠—”
“The Hero of Spirits has made his appearance,” Iris said, completely sobered up. “Get ready for your plan.”
I blinked and nodded as I walked back into the room.
I didn’t expect the Hero of Flames to come to negotiate, but it seemed like he had no choice. But now because of his actions, all of his plans would come crumbling down. And it all started with killing the Hero of Spirits.
I looked at the ice sculpture.
The plan was now in motion.
* * * * *
The Hero of Spirits was hosting the reception with his main body, realizing that he fancied no one enough; it’s not as if he was in any more danger than if he was possessing someone. Ultimately, his spirit just had to migrate before the death of the body.
And so, he didn’t worry much.
Of course, he more than well knew that there was a plan in motion to assassinate him, the Hero of Flames had warned him as much. But he certainly gave the frost girl too much credit, at least he felt. Even if she had an SS Tier skill to properly kill him he could still leave before it was done casting.
He was essentially immortal.
And so, he strode with confidence into the Grand Hall as he spoke, his voice amplified. The ceremony would end in an hour.
“Ladies and Gentlemen of Great Families, today we have gathered here to witness history. The selection of a new king of Draliz. One of the greatest countries there is.”
He spoke with confidence as he walked forward, grandly gesturing. All of the nobles present stared at him, giving him their utmost attention. He wore the clothes of a nobleman, and right now he was embodying one.
“Today we shall have a new ruler, one that shall herald a new era of prosperity. One that shall be the friend of heroes and one that will lead Draliz to greater heights.”
At that moment the quiet atmosphere exploded into murmurs.
“Did he say heroes?”
“Heroes? The beings of legend?”
“That is impossible.”
The Hero of Spirits grinned as he gestured to one of the private booths.
“In order to prove it, we have a special guest in the form of the Heroine of Frost.”
At that moment a light from one of the chandeliers lit even more brightly attracting everyone’s attention to where he had signaled. And there, at the railing stood a pale and white woman who had a cold demeanor, and she had a deep frown.
“She may seem angry, but trust me, she’s elated to be here. I’m sure we have those with [Appraisal] in the audience.”
“It says [Frost Mage. Tier: C].”
He paused and the Heroine of Frost simply spoke.
“I don’t care anymore,” she spoke for everyone to hear before turning to the Hero of Spirits. “You’ll die tonight.”
He chuckled.
“Well, isn’t she charismatic?”
At that moment numerous members of the audience began to gasp in surprise at her words. The Hero of Spirits chuckled to himself; it didn’t really matter if Arc exposed herself or not. Instead, he continued his speech.
“Of course, everyone here is a special guest. The presence of a hero doesn’t change that!”
He grinned.
“Tonight we shall witness history!”
And people cheered even if confused. That was enough for him as the voice-enhancing magic wore off. Now, he’d enjoy himself in the reception for some time before moving the ceremony along.
“Hey!” a familiar voice called out.
The Hero of Spirits paused and turned around only to be hugged by a familiar woman. Iris Orow, the daughter of the Orow family and current head of it.
“Iris.” He blinked. “Why are you here? Didn’t you tell me to go fuck myself last time?”
“Well, I changed my mind.” She chuckled, showing her flushed cheeks at him. “I got myself a bit lost in drinks and well… I couldn’t stop thinking of you.”
The Hero of Spirits blinked.
She was drunk, but also…
Iris was a beautiful woman…
“Well, I suppose forgiveness is in order if you’re willing to work for it.” He smiled.
“Of course I am.” She grinned. “There is nothing more I want than a man who is as strong and as dependable as you, O’ grand hero.”
Her sultry words stroked his ego like no other. The Hero of Spirits was slightly skeptical of the entire situation, but… so long as he remained alert there was no problem. And so, he grinned.
“Well isn’t that just amazing?”
She smiled and finally separated herself grabbing him by the hand. “Then let’s go for a dance?”
The Hero of Spirits nodded and followed along.
Soon they held hands and headed towards the center of the room. Where it was most devoid of people. The dance started slowly with methodical steps. A simple one-two that the Hero of Spirits indulged in, feeling the butt of the woman.
And it continued, slowly growing faster and the lights of the room shifted to them.
The dance became quicker as the tempo increased, little spins were added and they quickly became the center of attention as the floor cleared. He didn’t remember how long it had passed since he danced, but the Hero of Spirits enjoyed all of it.
It quickened as everyone stared at them, and finally, with one last twirl, they finished. Iris was clearly sweating, but she smiled wildly.
“As expected of you,” she chirped with a rather hungry gaze. “You should head out and I’ll follow right after you.”
The Hero of Spirits smiled.
Everyone was staring at them, it’s not as if they could do something indecent in front of all the people. The ice sculpture that had once been the center of attention was now nothing more than a backdrop. He had a slightly bad feeling about it, especially given the Heroine of Frost’s gaze, but he just had to avoid it, it was about two meters away from him and he wasn’t going to go any closer.
He waved at the people and⁠— he was tackled.
“I really can’t have enough of you!” Iris exclaimed as he lost his balance and was launched towards the sculpture.
His eyes widened as he looked at Iris who⁠ was grinning at him. Then his eyes shifted to the Heroine of Frost who showed surprise before raising her arm, her eyes narrowing with a frown.
So it’s a trap…
A shame⁠—
“[Die].” A chilly voice echoed.
The sculpture fractured and a moment later time stopped as the Hero of Spirits froze in his place. He saw the crevices of the ice shining, threatening to completely burst apart, and as he tried to move his spirit he realized.
He was already in an SS Tier skill…
And the sculpture shattered as dozens of cold lightning strikes and explosive spears engulfed the Grand Hall.




Chapter. 62: Ceremony (Part 3)

An eerie silence descended upon the room as a cold gust of wind blew, shifting the newfound mist across the Grand Hall. The temperature had dropped by numerous degrees to a freezing cold. The once ornate space was now filled with ice shards and in the middle, there was a large cold monolith with multiple clusters and overgrowths of ice.
A testament to what had just happened moments prior.
Everyone had seen it; the white flashes of lightning, the raining spears, and the chilly unforgiving explosion that had destroyed everything. And now all there was left were the remaining flakes of ice and the grand monument from where everything had come.
The Hero of Flames closed his eyes. For a moment he felt nothing but burning rage but it quickly died and became nothing more than a calm when he accepted what had happened.
“So, the Heroine of Frost is really but an insane fool.”
He turned to look at one of the private booths, where Arc had once been, but now only one person remained there. That woman’s companion. He could kill her. He most certainly could take revenge. But, it wasn’t as simple as he wanted it to be.
After all, the ceremony depended on the Hero of Spirits. Less than an hour remained before the results were announced. If the man were to die, everything would go down the drain. So unfortunately, he had to stop Arc from killing her target.
He was the Hero of Flames, and he was also Jaye, and during the battle against Arc he hadn’t been able to use his full potential, but that would change today. He’d get his revenge from the previous battle.
He shook his head as the nobles within the room finally seemed to understand what had happened.
“The Heroine of Frost has just…”
“The host was killed…”
“I knew heroes were untrustworthy…”
There was a growing panic in the hall but no one dared to run and escape the castle, feeling as if they were hostages within the space. But the Hero of Flames didn’t pay it any mind as he turned to leave. Except, a person got in his way.
Someone wrapped in bandages and with a slave collar.
Jaye immediately frowned.
[Dragon of Water. Tier: SS.]
And then, a goth woman stepped forward. One whom he was familiar with.
[Dragon of Shadows. Tier: SS.]
Both were blocking his way.
He scoffed.
“So both of you have come to get in my way?”
“Less ‘get in your way’, and more like will kill you,” Malz said, snapping her fingers. “[Shadow Teleportation].”
The environment shifted and they found themselves in a different place within the castle. An isolated area that had no souls or people nearby.
So this was their plan?
“[World of the Abyss].”
The woman’s voice echoed and at that moment the environment became a world of shadows as a gigantic lumbering dragon emerged in the distance; purple lightning thundered all around as the Hero of Flames smiled to himself with some frustration.
Pests were getting in his way of protecting the Hero of Spirits.
“Fine, then I’ll just have to kill you all!”
He screamed as flames erupted all around him.
* * * * *
The Hero of Spirits gasped for air as a notification blared in his mind.
[ Cycle of Samsara has been used. ]
[ Cycle of Samsara has entered a cooldown of: 19 Years, 364 days, 23 hours and 59 minutes… ]
[ You have leveled down. ]
…
He had died.
He looked at the cooldown and all he could do was scream as he slammed his hand down on the cold ground of the castle basement.
“Fuck!” He gritted his teeth as he slammed again, the stone shattering. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”
What kind of bullshit party trick was that? A statue that deployed an SS Tier skill? Since when were skills like that?! It was an utterly ridiculous proposition and yet it was exactly what had happened! Had he really underestimated the Heroine of Frost that much?
No. It was all bullshit, that’s what it was!
She probably had gotten lucky with some type of special one-time-use artifact. Those existed all around Arlas due to the corruption of the System. Perhaps she had even dared venture to the broken world below ⁠— the woman was certainly insane enough to do that ⁠— and she had gotten her trump card.
But now it had been expended.
Still…
“I’ll make you fucking pay!” he screamed inside the room. “If you hear me, I’ll destroy you!”
Then a blue light ignited. The Hero of Spirits paused as he saw the boots of someone in front of him, he slowly raised his head to see the familiar woman. Arc, the Heroine of Frost, a blue flame at the tip of her fingers.
“Oh, I hear you.”
The Hero of Spirits blinked. “How did you find me⁠—”
And her knee hit his face. Digging through and breaking his nose as he was thrown against the ceiling of the basement at supersonic speeds. The wall shattered as he coughed blood, feeling his body rearranging as he went past it. He broke through rock and dirt; billowing onto the outside world as he rolled through the castle’s back garden.
The Hero of Spirits coughed blood, still barely comprehending what had just transpired a few moments ago. He was in danger⁠— no, he wasn’t in danger. He could always move to one of the people he was possessing, he knew that for sure.
Still, for some reason his heart was rushing, it was palpitating in fear as if he had encountered an apex predator, it was like… it was as if he was back in training!
Ridiculous!
He got up and at that moment the Heroine of Frost appeared at his foot and kicked⁠— his chin nearly broke as he was sent rolling down the small grassy hill. He wanted to go all out, but first, he wanted to make sure the ceremony concluded.
It was almost midnight, as signified by the shining moon over the lake that was next to him.
Though Iris Orow was dead…
He scoffed. So he had to figure out something.
Slowly he got up, his face bloodied as he looked at the Heroine of Frost, she was looking at him coldly holding a spear as she was about to throw it. The Hero of Spirits frowned.
“It’s useless⁠—”
And the weapon was thrown⁠. It blurred through the air before it pierced through his stomach, launching it right into the lake down below and immediately freezing its surface, pinning him on the spot.
The Hero of Spirits coughed.
“You think I won’t be able to run before you cast your SS Tier skill?! There is no way you can repeat the bullshit from before.”
“Oh, but I can,” she said coldly. “[Detonate].”
And a crystal ball at the end of the spear shaft imploded. Crystal dispersed as the sky became slightly bluer⁠— and that was everything that happened.
The Hero of Spirits laughed. “Seriously, that’s your… grand plan⁠—?!” He coughed blood. “It failed!”
“If you think so then try to switch bodies, Sir Unkillable Hero.”
The Hero of Spirits frowned and tried to move his spirit only to pause.
The same thing happened last time…
At that moment the ball of contained anger within him exploded forth once more.
“How did you do this⁠—”
And he was punched across the face as the spear broke from the ground. He was sent rolling across the frozen lake, the foreign object still embedded into his abdomen as he kept on leaking and throwing up blood.
The Hero of Spirits at that moment realized he was in dire straits, immediately using a skill in order to be able to fight back.
[Spirit Avatar⁠—] At that moment an expansive list of names appeared in front of him; one he had seen tens of thousands of times and was more than familiar with. And from within, he picked the perfect choice in a split second. [— Farol, the Runic Druid].
In a single moment, his body shifted ever so slightly as he was filled with new knowledge. In a single instant from his own blood, he drew on the ground as he called.
“[Rune Full Heal]”
His body began to recover as quiet steps approached.
“How you say?” the Heroine of Frost asked. “It’s simple really, I have a skill with a very long and yet poetic name. It consists of four parts, frost, stasis, eternity, and of course, prophecy.”
The Hero of Spirits blinked as an incorporeal staff appeared in his hands, he slowly stood up as his wounds began to close.
“What are you even saying?”
And another spear appeared in her hands as she slowly approached.
“All I had to do was isolate two parts of the SS Tier skill and store them in the statue and a piece of ice.”
“You can do that?!” he cried.
What kind of bullshit was she describing?
That was the equivalent of splitting [Spirit Avatar] into a [Spirit] and a [Avatar] skill. He couldn’t believe it. Still, he growled as his finger touched his wounds⁠— his clothes were completely torn as he began to draw complex symbols around his skin.
Each and every single one making him stronger. Vines began to grow around his body as it was gradually strengthened. The Heroine of Frost was a mage with an awful habit of getting close and personal, and he was going to punish her for it.
He grunted as he held the staff, spinning it just like Farol, the Runic Druid.
The man had been an iconic figure in the age of oblivion, being over level 180, and now he was embodying his very existence.
The Hero of Spirits smiled as he began to walk towards Arc, he took out the frozen chunk of spear and threw it away. Even if he didn’t have escape options, it didn’t mean he was a pushover.
He grinned, watching the heroine muttering useless skills under her breath. They weren’t strong enough for her to engage in melee range but she still did it, and she’d regret it.
The Hero of Spirits tensed and once she was a mere few meters away, all of the muscles in his body exploded with power, multiple runes shining as he jumped and slammed down his staff upon the woman.
She raised the spear shaft to block, but it would be wholly ineffective!
The staff hit and⁠— the ice around caved as she didn’t budge. His eyes widened as the staff was deflected away and she stabbed. The spear shaft immediately hit his shoulder, piercing right through and obliterating it.
The Hero of Spirits screamed in pain as he was launched, and driven right into the ground.
He held onto the cold surface of the ice spear trying to move it in any possible way he could. The runes of his body enhanced his strength more than normal, he was also embodying the spirit of a level 180 being.
“You⁠— is your strength that of a level 175 warrior?!” he screamed. “How are you so strong!”
He thrashed as Arc raised her arm.
“Dragon of Frost,” she replied simply. “[Frost Lightning].”
And a white lightning fell on him as he screamed in pain. He could feel his muscles freezing over, his body itself losing life as he realized.
He was fighting a beast.
There was no holding back. There was no— nothing. All he had to do was try to kill her to the best of his ability!
And he had just the right ability to do it…
All he had to do was to draw from ancient strengths, and soon it would all be over.
* * * * *
[Frost Lightning] was certainly not enough to kill the guy.
I frowned as I raised my hand once more, ready to use [Judgment of the Ice God] but paused as I felt danger. I blinked and turned only to see a white gigantic fist⁠ colliding against my stomach. In a single moment, I felt my world spin as I was thrown across the lake, spitting blood as I landed on my feet.
Then more white ghosts appeared as a pained voice shouted.
“[Spirit Remnants of the Past, Bring Terror to the Land Once More].”
[Appraisal] was used and the sight I saw gave me pause.
[Archmagus of Fire. Tier: SS.]
[Herald of the Sword. Tier: SS.]
[Closest Brawler to God. Tier: SS.]
…
There were a total of five spirits, all of them SS Tier that radiated great danger. And from the crater on the ground, the Hero of Spirits rose, his wounds healing as he grinned wildly, pointing his hand at me.
“This is retribution, now pay for your mistakes!”
I frowned as I felt the mana within the air shift as a gigantic salvo of fireballs came along with a myriad of attacks from different SS Tier fighters.




Chapter. 63: Ceremony (Part 4)

Thrill.
That was what I always sought in every single battle.
I used [Quick Step] and dodged the explosions of fire, the vines, the thunder strikes, and the volley of arrows that came my way. The earth was torn asunder, the ground quaked, and the ice around me shattered.
But somehow, even though I was experiencing it now, it was different.
It wasn’t fear, I knew that for certain.
But… I didn’t know what it was.
At that moment, the Herald of the Sword rushed towards me, slashing with crescent and deadly strikes. I parried one⁠— two, deflected another one, and⁠— my arm was nicked on the fourth strike. Blood splattered onto the frozen lake. The ground beneath my feet shattered as I nearly lost balance, and I turned only to see a gigantic fist.
This time I raised my spear, but I felt it lightly crack within its shaft as I was pushed back. My boots slid through the frosty ground as I stared ahead and a moment later a barrage of arrows came.
Stress?
No, that wasn’t quite it.
I swiped, tumbling three down as they went past me and hit the icy ground, I deflected four in a single hit sending them away, and I blocked three with the shaft of my spear with an elegant spin, but even then⁠— an arrow grazed my cheek as blood was drawn.
I grunted as the air around me warmed, and I raised my view only to see a mass of flames coming at me. I frowned and immediately stomped on the ground, [Ice Creation] was immediately used and a grand barrier of frost was erected. The grand mass took the brunt of the attack as it immediately exploded; water vapor flying all around me.
Nervousness?
It was a similar feeling but… more reluctant.
The feeling was…
I frowned, looking at my five enemies. One was a physical fighter with gigantic gloves, another was a swordsman, there were two mages, one that used thunder and the other one that used fire⁠— and finally there was an archer. Every single one of them easily had the power to destroy my ice in an instant.
It was bothersome…
The feeling I felt was apprehension.
I felt apprehension about pushing myself and going for it with so much going on, with so many expectations and so many things to deal with…
And yet, I had to.
I fixed the fractures within my spear with the use of [Ice Creation] and began to enhance it with the most basic of skills that I knew.
I had to fight, I had to win this, I had to kill the Hero of Spirits. Not only was my life on the line, but I wanted to be proud. I wanted to fight for the future I envisioned and make it happen.
Which was why…
I took a step forward and saw the myriad of arrows coming my way, and instead of doing anything fancy, I called out, stabbing downwards.
“[Deft Thrust].”
The ground beneath me shattered and then I flicked upwards, throwing hundreds of ice pieces at supersonic speeds. Scattering the volley of arrows into nothingness as I pressed forward; at that moment thunder above me crackled and I pointed my hand up.
“[Frost Lightning].”
Two strikes hit each other as the air itself froze and crackled, then the heat increased as I turned, already flicking my spear.
“[Glaciation].”
A burst of ice wiped it out of existence and at that moment both of the warriors arrived before me, but instead of panicking, I stomped on the ground, and [Wrath of the Ice Queen] was used. Dozens of elongated spears stabbed through both of their forms and with a swipe and a spinning kick, I sent both of the spirits flying.
Then, I used [Quick Step] to appear right next to the archer. I grabbed onto their neck and slammed them against my knee, before turning and throwing them into the air, only to be hit by a burst of lightning. Simultaneously, I used [Frost Lightning] and [Judgment of the Ice God.
The lightning hit the Archmagus of Fire and the spear hit the Archmagus of Thunder. Both immediately exploded and evaporated, as their incorporeal forms shattered. Then I hit behind⁠— the butt of the spear hit the brawler as it pushed him back, and without hesitation I used [Frenzied Whirlwind], putting the spirit to rest.
And next came the Herald of the Sword rushing towards me. I prepared my spear only to find all of my body bound by vines. I struggled and my eyes darted to the Hero of Spirits in the distance as he smiled.
The Herald of the Sword reached me, and I spoke.
“[Everlasting Glaciation].”
And an explosion of ice engulfed everything, blasting the last of the spirits in a single moment. I cracked my neck as I turned to the Hero of Spirits whose facial features twisted in an ugly way. He took a step back.
“You know, y-your SS Tier skill will come to an end,” he said shakily. “You won’t succeed at this!”
“Oh, I thought about that,” I said, tilting my head as I took out another ball of ice from my jacket. “I can always just refresh it when it’s about to end.”
He took another step back, seemingly horrified, he stared at me with quaking eyes as he lifted his arms, backing off.
“P-Please have mercy on me,” he stuttered. “I-I⁠— or so that’s what you want me to say.” He scoffed.
The tone in his voice shifted in a single moment to a ridiculing one. He shook his head and met my gaze.
“You cannot kill me.”
I used [God Step] and appeared behind him. Stabbing my spear forward towards his neck, and at that moment, it was deflected⁠— a deafening clink resounded through the air as my eyes opened in surprise seeing a familiar white spirit.
[Herald of the Sword. Tier: SS.]
It slashed and I was forced to back off, and a moment later numerous figures began to appear.
[Archmagus of Fire. Tier: SS.]
[Archmagus of Thunder. TIer: SS.]
[Arlas’ Archer. Tier: SS.]
All of them were back.
The Hero of Spirits began laughing then he turned to me, his tone once more shifted to a cold one.
“The only one dying will be you, Arc.”
So that was why he was so unconcerned about things.
That was the only thought before a barrage of attacks came my way. First were thunder strikes, then fireballs combined with a volley of arrows, then came the myriad of slashes and the dangerous strikes I had to dodge.
Soon, I found myself just as far from the Hero of Spirits as from where I had initially begun, however, now I had expended some of my mana and I had wasted one of the frost crystals I had made. It was…
I frowned.
This battle was going to be so much harder than I thought.
And at that moment the Hero of Spirits started to laugh.
“What, did you think I was an easy target? Unfortunately for you, I’m not.” He smiled. “This skill has quite the long duration you see, so… why don’t you run?”
My frown deepened and I decided to say nothing. It wasn’t as if I could just use my SS Tier skill and instantly kill him⁠— I certainly could try, but it would most likely be a waste of mana, and by then I wouldn’t have a lot remaining.
Instead, I had to be conservative, at least if I wanted to be able to fight the Hero of Flames right after. Which made things much more difficult⁠—
I raised my spear to block the punch of one of the spirits; this time it was shining with a radiant light. It impacted and⁠— my spear was shattered and I was sent flying as I felt my wrists nearly break. I rolled across the icy ground this time with a much deeper frown.
They can use skills too?
And all the Hero of Spirits did was smile widely at me in response. It was annoying. I found everything annoying.
Was this the time for me to learn a new skill?
I frowned, now even more annoyed and more… apprehensive. Somehow my feelings were a mess rather than what they usually felt like during battle. Normally my only priorities were enjoying the battle, they were to push my limits, and to defeat my enemy. But now, all I felt was the urge to defeat the Hero of Spirits as soon as possible.
It was… very annoying.
I stood back up, remaking another ice spear and at that moment the brawler rushed at me once more. I ducked⁠— my feet slid across the ice floor as the punch narrowly missed. And then, I swept, and my leg broke the spirit’s stance and made it fall to the ground. Then, in a fluid motion, I stood back up and stabbed through the neck of the white figure.
It dispersed, dying for the time being.
I sighed and a barrage of long-range attacks came my way as I realized I didn’t have many options. I had to come up with a new skill, somehow or in some way, one that would destroy the Hero of Spirits in one swift motion, one that would put a stop to all of his attacks. But at the same time, I didn’t even have time to have a feel for it.
My SS Tier skill definitely wasn’t it. It could certainly stop the flow of things but it was very specific and centered, it also would consume an extraordinary amount of mana to do so. At the same time, I knew that in order to achieve that I had to follow what Regis’karr had shown me. I had to take his teachings in, but unlike in past battles, I had a sense of pressing urgency I didn’t know how to deal with.
I knew that I had to do something. That I had to call from my heart and my feelings in order to make something greater.
But the problem lay in my inability to think at this given moment. I didn’t have the leisure to do anything or tank attack, instead, I had to dispose of the Hero of Spirits…
I had to kill him and fast…
I frowned and then, remembered; remembered what had happened with the Hero of Necromancy. In that case, I hadn’t frozen anything but my own skills, and had stored them inside my SS Tier skill, pausing them in time until there was a horde of them ready to destroy the Hero of Necromancy.
Why couldn’t I do the same to him?
My eyes narrowed and he smiled at me.
* * * * *
The Heroine of Frost was too prideful. He knew that with utmost certainty. It was in her gaze, in her actions, in her mannerisms; any other hero in her position would’ve given up, but she hadn’t. Instead, she would seemingly grow more and more upset by the things that were like obstacles ⁠— except, they weren’t obstacles, they were death traps.
And that’s why the Hero of Spirits was certain of his victory. He was certain that the woman was helpless. Now she wasn’t even bothering to counter-attack, only dodging and using some skills sparingly. Granted, she was much stronger than he ever expected, but she was still very much delusional.
Still, he had to give her credit. She was the first hero he had seen that had the capacity of a mage and a close-range warrior without sacrifices ⁠— it was peculiar. Perhaps her defense was low? He couldn’t really tell.
Still, it was only a matter of time before the Heroine of Frost died.
He grinned as his spirits chased after her, this time using the skills in their repertoire. Sure they didn’t have their signature skills, otherwise the heroine would be long dead, but, this was great. The Hero of Spirits grinned, watching as barrages, torrents of fire, thunderstorms⁠— everything went after the Heroine of Frost.
She was thrown across the land like a ragdoll, quickly made to bleed and struggle. She was going to die, and he just knew it!
That said, she kept looking at him as if he was a pest.
Soon, she’d learn her lesson.
She was a pretty woman, perhaps he’d think of sparing her if the conditions were right.
The Hero of Spirits smiled to himself and then, the Heroine of Frost disappeared. He turned only to see her spear driving right into his head and⁠— the Herald of the Sword parried it. The Heroine of Frost slid back with a frown and he couldn’t help but chuckle.
“You cannot win, give it up.” His eyes narrowed. “Let go of your pride and run; else pay the consequences.”
In any other situation, he would’ve been hellbent on killing the heroine in question, but this time it was different. He couldn’t hyper-fixate on that. Instead, he had to focus on the ceremony, he had to make sure it went smoothly. That was the main reason he was willing to let bygones be bygones, however, the heroine didn’t seem to be very keen on that.
Her eyes just narrowed as a sigh left her.
“I didn’t want to do this but…”
And an explosion of things engulfed her. He heard her whispers and a moment later⁠— all of the magic around her froze, and she⁠… walked out of the explosion relatively unscathed.
The Hero of Spirits blinked.
“What have you done?”
“Oh, it’s just my SS Tier skill,” she explained, “and with it, I’ll kill you.”
He frowned and she lifted her arm. “[Frost Lightning].”
The Hero of Spirit winced expecting pain but instead, nothing came, the only change that happened was a white light appearing in the sky.
“That’s your… plan?” He laughed. “Scare me like that?”
She shook her head and he commanded his spirits to attack her. Once more the battle resumed, no different than before except she kept casting skills that didn’t really do anything. Sometimes the air would grow colder, and sometimes there would be even more light in the sky but otherwise, there would be nothing.
What was she even doing?
She barely dodged the punch of the Closest Brawler to God, and she did it again.
“[Frost Lightning].”
He frowned. “You’re just asking to die⁠—”
And he paused, feeling a crackle above him. It had been subtle, but it was there. And then, he had a moment of clarity as he realized what he was looking at above him.
They were the skills that she had been using, and they were… pilling up.
The color drained off his face as he screamed.
“Kill her!”
The Archmagus of Flames used [Armageddon], an incredibly strong skill. It immediately hit part of the lake and evaporated it with tremendous power, like a meteorite that threatened to extinguish civilization, and yet⁠ she dodged it, using another skill.
Next came [Thunder Maelstrom], and somehow the myriad of strikes completely missed her as they struck her immediate vicinity unleashing destruction upon everything.
“[Judgment of the Ice God].”
Then there was [Deadly Poison Rain], in a single moment thousands of arrows fell on her and yet she just made an ice shield that seemingly tanked everything without a single struggle.
“[Wrath of the Ice Queen].”
It didn’t make sense!
The Hero of Spirits grew panicked as he realized how many skills had been used⁠— how did she even have such a monstrous amount of mana considering every single one of her skills so far easily entered SS Tier?!
“Everyone defend me!”
The Closest Brawler to God used [Titanic Strike] and all the Heroine did was kick⁠— a piece of ice jutted next to the brawler and sent him flying like a useless sack.
At that moment a barrier of lightning and flames was erected, and the Herald of the Sword stepped in front of him readying his [Ultimate Parry] skill, even Arlas’ Archer stepped in front to defend with his body.
The Heroine of Frost stared at him, and she pointed.
“Now die.”
The Closest Brawler to God made it in time using [Greatest Wall], as his gauntlets grew in size.
Everything⁠ was used. The Hero of Spirits was sure of it. He would be safe.
A moment later, the tens of skills were unleashed. They rained like a deadly storm, immediately breaking through the defenses as if they were butter. And all the Hero of Spirits could do was watch as he had a realization.
This is going to be a painful death.
And all of the remaining skills struck him at once, eviscerating him.
* * * * *
I took a long and deep breath as I watched the crater on the ground, there was no ice remaining, just charred dirt and a trail of smoke.
I had stopped the ceremony.
I had used a lot more mana than I had liked, but now it was time for me to fight the Hero of Flames. I turned to see the quiet castle; I didn’t know what he was waiting for but it was time to seek him out⁠—
And a laugh echoed in my ears.
I turned only to see the Hero of Spirits in rags as he looked at me with a maniacal smile.
“I forgot to tell you; just like the other spirits, I also come back to life.”
Then, the rest of the spirits regenerated again.




Chapter. 64: Ceremony (Part 5)

So in the end…
I was most likely going to fail, huh?
A small sigh left me watching the spirits rushing towards me; in the end, I just had to fight.
* * * * *
The Hero of Spirits smiled, grinning wildly.
Things were going perfectly; or as perfectly as they could be. He never expected the Heroine of Frost to be able to kill him in the blink of an eye. It was an incredibly terrifying ability that not many heroes had, and especially not with such destructive power. The Hero of Spirits would’ve been terrified if it wasn’t for his own skill.
He was in pain sure, but he was still alive. Nothing was greater than that. He did fear death. But now, even if the woman had a skill that prevented him from moving his spirit it truly didn’t matter. The only drawback was the pain, but he was a hero, and like any other he had survived the System’s stupid training, so he could tolerate that much.
And so, all that was left was for the Heroine of Frost to die; it wasn’t as if she could fight back after all.
Though she could certainly try.
His eyes narrowed as the two archmaguses died at her hands. She had taken a hit from each, part of her clothes burnt and charred. If there was something to give her credit for, it was her tenacity. Any other hero would’ve given up ⁠in this situation — he would’ve given up ⁠— but her? She fought wildly, valiantly, and without fear and in spite of her dire circumstances.
And she was…
Smiling?
“You know.” She began, dodging a volley of arrows, some pelting her. “I feel like I won’t be able to stop the ceremony.”
He frowned. “Isn’t that obvious?”
“But, at the same time, I think this is a good opportunity.”
“A good opportunity?” The Hero of Spirits raised his brow.
“That is right.” She nodded and the Brawler Closest to God hit her. She blocked with a grunt as blood exited her lips, and then with a flick he was blasted away; shards of ice flying through the air.
The Hero of Spirits frowned and the heroine gave him a small smile through her bloodied lips.
“It’s a good opportunity to learn a new SS Tier skill,” she explained, “and more importantly, a good opportunity to kill you regardless; I doubt you won’t hold a grudge if I were to leave.”
Her words were…
Hilarious.
Her words were hysterical. The Hero of Spirits couldn’t help but laugh at what she had just said. It was absolutely ridiculous. Learning an SS Tier skill? That was absolutely unheard of. Also…
“Killing me? The only one dying will be you.” He chuckled, wiping a tear off his eye. “Well you’re right, I certainly would come after you after all is said and done.” His voice turned serious. “You’ve already earned my resentment.”
The Heroine of Frost did not reply, and instead, she disappeared, as another barrage of arrows came. The Hero of Spirits felt the familiar ambush and turned, he saw as the Herald of the Sword got ready to defend and⁠— was kicked. The spirit let out a rough shriek as it was sent flying; crashing into the frozen lake with an explosion.
His eyes widened and when he turned, a spear drove into his chest.
The Hero of Spirits grunted in pain as the heroine got on top and stomped. He coughed blood⁠— it was the first time a woman had been so aggressive while on top and he definitely didn’t like it. Still, if she thought he’d die from just this, it was completely wrong.
The other spirits had regenerated enough, and now it was time for their counterattack. Thunderclouds formed above with a reddish tint coming from an incoming meteorite. The Hero of Spirits smiled knowing the heroine was in trouble.
“You know, I wonder if it’s easier to kill you a bunch of times rather than come up with a skill.” She tilted her head.
The Hero of Spirits paused, and a moment later he was lifted without trouble, and he was flicked⁠— a punch traveled through his body as he felt numerous bones shatter. All from the might of the Closest Brawler to God, then the heroine flung him upwards and a moment later.
Lightning and the armageddon struck, killing him a second time.
* * * * *
I blocked another punch from the brawler and a moment later, he disappeared. Vanishing into thin air.
I blinked as I stood there, now more confused than ever. I didn’t expect the unrelenting attacks to suddenly stop or anything like that. But now, even the spirits had vanished, right after I had killed the Hero of Spirits?
That was…
I didn’t have a notification so that meant.
“You!”
A booming voice spoke in anger, and I turned in the direction only to see the Hero of Spirits standing in the first spot where I had killed him. His expression was ugly.
“You dare disrespect me like that!?”
He screamed and clapped his hands; the spirits were resummoned in a single moment. And I couldn’t help but raise my brow as I had a realization. If I killed him the spirits would vanish?
That was helpful.
I smiled and used [Quick Step] to appear next to him. I immediately flicked my spear, this time instinctively as I sliced off the arm of the Herald of the Sword with its tip. Then, I charged forward as the Hero of Spirits frowned⁠— and a moment later I was punched from my blindspot.
I was sent flying across the lake and rolling with splattering blood as I raised my brow. I was in pain, but also curious.
The Hero of Spirits himself wasn’t really fighting?
“You think you can just keep trying the same thing?!”
I stood up only to have a myriad of spells nearly kill me, I barely protected myself with barriers of ice as a deep breath left me. The situation was… bad. I didn’t have all that much mana left to begin with, but even then, I was hopeful.
I just had to keep trying.
And so I did.
I used [Avatars of Frost] immediately making them attack both the mages and the archer. Then, I used [Quick Step] appearing mid-air on top of the Hero of Spirits, he raised his head immediately with a frown. The brawler was too far away and the Herald of the Sword was nowhere to be seen.
And so I lifted my arm and called.
“[Judgment of the Ice God].”
The spear came from the air and immediately struck, and at that moment I saw a flash of light along with a clink. My eyes widened as the spear was⁠— deflected back at me.
It immediately struck me as I was sent flying, I barely managed to see the Herald of the Sword out of the corner of my eye as I hit the castle wall. My vision turned as bleary as much as it did bloody. In a single moment, I had suffered terrible injuries from my own attack.
I guess I had to come up with my own skill.
I hit the ground as blood began to pool beneath me; I was quite certain I would’ve just died if I hadn’t consumed the Dragon of Frost’s flesh sometime ago.
“So I guess I have to thank him, don’t I?”
I slowly stood up, quivering in pain, my blood dripped onto the grass as I stared at the smashed lake.
“Though first, I need to put a stop to everything, and I already have an idea of how to do it.”
The Hero of Spirits met my gaze and frowned in response.
* * * * *
He thought she died.
However, that wasn’t the case.
The Hero of Frost frowned. The Heroine of Frost was rather… inhumane. He had no other descriptor for all of her characteristics; whether it was her physical strength, her durability, her magic power, or even her mana capacity. None of it made sense to him. That fact alone was enough to slightly terrify him.
He didn’t know where she had come from⁠— or rather how she had become so strong so fast since arriving to Arlas, at least her presence had been known for at most two months. And in that timeframe, she had grown just as strong as him…? Stronger? It was a hard pill to swallow, but that only hardened his resolve.
The Heroine of Frost had to die, and thankfully; unlike other heroes he himself could skip the revival skill.
After all, without a spirit how are you supposed to revive?
And so, he commanded his spirits to kill the crazed heroine that kept trying to kill him, but unlike before she didn’t rush. Instead, she focused on dodging and protecting herself, she focused on recovering from her physical injuries as she deftly and elegantly disposed of any attacks that were thrown her way.
It was… infuriating.
* * * * *
My mind was elsewhere.
Unlike before, I knew what type of variant I wanted. I knew that I wanted to extract Eternity and Stasis from [Frost, Stasis, Eternity, and a Prophecy], the skill was a mouthful but each part served its own purpose. Frost taking control of all ice, Stasis freezing time itself, and Eternity manipulating things and making them last as long as I pleased, and finally, there was Prophecy; something that made the skill unstoppable.
The fight continued, as the Hero of Spirits grew more frenzied, commanding his spirits with greater vigor. But I paid it no mind as I was thrown around and made to bleed, the pain nothing but a small backdrop in my mind.
I wasn’t going to die. I knew that much.
I wanted to extract Prophecy and Stasis, I didn’t want to use my[Stasis] skill, a skill that consumed my mana for the time that it paused, but rather I wanted a different kind of skill…
I wanted a skill that would freeze things for a set duration.
A skill that would be able to override the SS Tier skill of the Hero of Spirits and more.
And, thanks to Regis’karr I had an idea of what I needed to do.
“Enough! Just accept your fate!” The booming voice of the Hero of Spirits pierced through my ear. “You shall die now. [Suppression of the Spirit]!”
At that moment I felt myself grow heavy and I got a notification.
[ Your spirit has been weakened, and your Strength and Agility have been halved. Cooldowns of skills have been doubled.
From the Depths of Frost has been disabled. You’re unable to revive. ]
My eyes widened from surprise and shock.
“What kind of bullshit is that⁠—”
And a moment later I was punched, I barely managed to block as I felt my arms nearly shatter. Then, a barrage of arrows came and I used [Quick Step]. I landed meters away only to see thundering clouds overhead. I frowned and tried to use [Quick Step] once more only for nothing to happen.
“Fuck.”
I cursed and immediately ran for it, I stomped on the ground with [Ice Creation] as a pillar erected and kicked me out of the way just in time for a rain of fire and thunder to strike.
The situation had become extremely dangerous in a single moment, and even though my heart was beating in fear, I also felt something else. A need to be better and surpass myself, and my previous limits.
What higher stakes were there than my life?
And this time, I was quite certain of the skill I wanted to make. It all began with what I wanted to build up to and then came specifying things. I knew it wasn’t as straightforward as that, but I had a feeling that I could do it.
And so I began chanting under my breath.
* * * * *
She had to die.
That was what the Hero of Spirits was thinking of, the woman was now talking to herself and he didn’t like it one bit. Even though there had been brief panic and urgency in her expression, now it was replaced by an eerie calm. And he hated it.
He had enough experience to know that this woman was a crazed battle maniac, one of those who would rather die before losing, and unlike them, she was much more skilled ⁠— much more talented and a lot stronger than a lot of them. It was a dangerous threat that had to be eliminated at once.
He bit his nail as he watched the Herald of the Sword and the Brawler Closest to God struggle to injure her, then came the arrows and the fires along with the thunder. Somehow and in some way she would have a way to dodge, whether it was through using an offensive skill with knockback, to rotating the cooldowns of them.
This woman was… too dangerous to be left alive.
The Hero of Spirits frowned deeply as he made his decision; every time he used his own spirit powers while his skill was active it would decrease the duration by quite a margin. But now, he decided he had to end her at any cost. His life wasn’t on the line; and the ceremony would see completion.
And so, he touched upon the runes of his body as he slammed the ground, still channeling the powers of the Runic Druid.
“[Binding Tree].” 
In a single moment, branches bound her feet and her eyes went wide as numerous attacks came.
* * * * *
Within flashing lights and surrounding danger, I had a revelation
In the struggle of death, I saw it.
The skill I wanted to do, and it all began with pulling the mana in the air.
* * * * *
And everything exploded.
The Hero of Spirits closed his eyes.
Did he get her?
A gust of cold air exploded and his spirits vanished, he felt his connection disappear in a single moment too as all the mana in the vicinity seemed to stop functioning including his own. He turned to the explosion site, only to see a bloodied Heroine of Frost slowly walk out.
“[As The Sculptor Of Ice, I Shall Capture The Perfect Moment, Because I Alone Am The Queen of All Frost].”
The Hero of Spirits immediately felt anger. “What have you done?”
Without reply the woman continued walking and an ice spear appeared in her hands. He tried to use a skill only to find it impossible to move his mana let alone his soul. He could still control the people carrying out the Ceremony thankfully.
He backed off, but in a single blink, she reached him and swung the spear like a club.
It hit him across the face and he was sent right to the ground, rolling in pain.
“I’ve frozen all of the mana. Though I have to say I never expected Regis’karr’s way of magic to be so malleable.” She tilted her head. “Thank you for that.”
“What are you saying⁠—”
And he was hit again as he rolled in pain, he came to a stop on his side as he faced the heroine who had a cold face.
“You’ve caused me a lot of trouble.” She sighed standing over him as she raised her spear. “So I’ll give you what you deserve: death.”
And she stabbed⁠… his shoulder.
The Hero of Spirits screamed as she twisted, breaking his shoulder bones.
“A slow and painful one.”




Chapter. 65: Ceremony (Part 6)

The Hero of Spirits screamed under my grip. I was… fed up for lack of a better word, and also in deep pain. Now, after my mind had calmed. I felt a sense of relief but also, a deep grudge for the pain I had endured. Also, there was the fact that Iris had died which just made me all the more annoyed.
She had chosen to sacrifice herself fully knowing it would kill the Hero of Spirits too. Was the Hero of Spirits worth as much as her? Definitely not. I did wish I could’ve prevented the tragedy, and I did try, but in the end, she died from the blast in spite of trying to lessen it.
Not only that, but he had been the one to push Iris to make such an extreme decision, ruining and controlling her life. He was the reason she had chosen to do that.
And the fact that he had exposed my identity too.
Sure, I didn’t care all that much anymore, but it should’ve been my decision. While I didn’t hate him for anything in particular it all compounded into great annoyance. Perhaps if he had stepped down from trying to take control of Draliz I would’ve let him go, but now it was far too late for me to listen to his pleas.
“Please, we can talk this out⁠—”
And I kicked; his shoulder snapped along with a splatter of blood as the spear gouged out of his flesh. He screamed in great pain.
“Too late for that.” I raised my head looking down at him. “It’s far too late.”
“Far too late?!” he screeched. “What did I ever do to you aside from almost killing you? You already killed me, mind you! It’s an eye for an eye at best!”
I shook my head. “We both know that you have to die in order for this Draliz conflict to be resolved.”
He bit his lip. “And what if I make the ceremony play out in your favor?”
“Well, I suppose I could let you live, but…” I tilted my head. “Wouldn’t the Hero of Flames come after you and kill you? I’d guess he has the skill to burn souls just like Regis’karr.”
He sneered, “As if he could kill me.”
“Still, nothing guarantees that the ceremony will go well; what if you turn on me as soon as we meet the Hero of Flames?” I asked, raising my brow. He shuffled. “What if decades from now you decide you want to be my enemy? What if you decide to take possession of Ceylon and hold her life over me to control her?”
“I’d never do that!”
My eyes narrowed, now annoyed. “I’m sure you would; that’s what you did to Iris after all.”
He paused. “That’s different⁠—”
And I hit his head with my spear shaft, he rocked back hitting the frozen ground with a bloody splatter. There was a brief silence as he groaned from the concussion, all while I just watched.
I was holding Iris over his head, but I was no saint. In fact, I didn’t want to explain my reasoning for wanting to kill him because even though I had a bunch of logical reasons, none of them actually weighed in my mind. I just knew I had to get rid of him for one reason or another; for the future I wanted.
I did lament Iris’ death, but I wasn’t doing things out of vengeance, and I wasn’t doing things to explicitly protect Ceylon either, or to prevent betrayal, instead, I was doing it because I knew I had to. But beating him like this brought me no satisfaction, in fact, it made me feel like shit to beat someone who didn’t want to fight anymore since my resentment or anger hadn’t reached a high enough point yet.
If it was the Hero of Flames, however…
I shook my head as the Hero of Spirits slowly stood up, gritting his teeth.
“You…” He bit his lip. “I won’t let you kill me!”
And he pounced with surprising speed, swinging his right hook at me. I easily dodged as he went for a left punch.
“I don’t understand how you became such a monster!” He tried to kick only for me to dodge again. “How your mana, endurance, strength, or agility are so ridiculously high!”
He stomped, breaking the dirt ground as rocks flew.
“I do not understand what you even are!” He punched and I side-stepped. “How could someone so strong come out of nowhere!”
And this time, I caught his fist with my hand as it made a dry clapping noise. “You know, your skills are terrifyingly and stupidly strong, so I could say the same thing. As for where I came from?” I tilted my head. “Well, I was an art major before all of this shit happened so; college I suppose.”
There was a second of silence before his head recoiled back.
“How did a fucking artist survive training?” He blinked in confusion.
“Beats me.”
And I punched.
* * * * * 
 
The Hero of Flames felt angry; and more than anything, he felt that time was running out. Even though the ceremony was rapidly approaching, there were less than ten minutes for the results to be announced to the whole city. He was sure that soon the fireworks would begin to explode at any moment and he was stuck here.
“[Fire Wave].” He swung his arm.
A ripple of flames engulfed the room, destroying the shadows and water alike; everything was full of steam due to the water in the room. And he was exhausted. Completely bloodied; he had a skill that he didn’t want to use but perhaps he’d have to in order to make his goals come to completion.
The Dragon of Shadows had already used her SS Tier skills, so all that remained was the Dragon of Water.
He just had to survive this and⁠—
“[Supreme Water Control]”
He vomited blood as it was taken out of his body against his will.
* * * * *
He rocked back as his nose became bloodied. And a moment later, the sky exploded. I blinked as I saw a beautiful sight: a single firework had gone off like a beautiful star. It was a sea-like blue at the ends with a beautiful white at the center, like a supernova.
“Are you sure you don’t want to negotiate?” the Hero of Spirits asked. “There are still a few minutes before the ceremony.”
“There is nothing to negotiate.”
And I twisted his palm, breaking his wrist, and then I pressed, bending his arm in an awkward angle as he let out a grunt of pain and was quickly forced into a submissive position, kneeling before me.
“You know, if you had backed off from this whole ordeal as soon as you realized I wasn’t going to budge you wouldn’t be in this condition right now.”
He spoke through gritted teeth, the pain evident in his voice. “So, you wanted me to be a cowardly dog? To back off as soon as I met another hero.”
“I suppose so.” I twisted harder as he suppressed a scream. “But it was to back off from me more specifically; I assume a lot of heroes heard of what happened with the dragons right? I don’t mean the recent movements but what happened just over a month ago.”
“The… frost dragon’s death?” He grunted. “What about it?”
“Yeah; that was all me. I killed him and his shitty arcane magic, all because he had the delusional idea of trying to make me submit.”
His eyes widened for a moment before I pressed harder, making him unable to speak in pain.
* * * * *
Fuck, fuck, fuck!
That was all his mind was processing.
FUCK.
The Hero of Spirits didn’t understand, he couldn’t fathom how he had run into such a hero. It was the equivalent of randomly meeting the Heroine of Water and having no clue who they were. If he had known the Heroine of Frost was someone of that caliber he would’ve immediately backed off.
She was an artist too?! He couldn’t believe any of the information thrown at him, but reality was different.
And now, he was biding his time, hoping that the Hero of Flames would come to rescue him. As for the keeper of order coming? It was ridiculous, that person would never show up. Even during normal multi-hero conflicts, he would take inaction. The Hero of Flames always warned against his presence, but from the looks of it, there was nothing to be afraid of ⁠— or hopeful of.
The Hero of Spirits gritted his teeth, thankfully the ceremony hadn’t been interrupted for he still had control over the relevant people; but that would all end as soon as he died. The Hero of Spirits felt like crying as he realized he had only one choice and one choice only. It was… humiliating.
“Break this if you’re ever in trouble.”
That was what the Hero of Flames, Jaye had said back then, handing him an orange bead. At the time he had laughed saying he’d never need it, but now. He needed it. He reached into his pocket much to the Heroine of Frost’s amusement and grabbed the fiery marble.
And tightening his fist; he broke it.
Now he just had to keep the ceremony going.
At that moment a myriad of fireworks exploded in the sky as the Heroine of Frost looked up, admiring them. There was a brief silence before she turned back to him.
“It seems that I’ll have to kill you now,” she said as an ice dagger formed on her hand and pressed it against his neck.
And all the Hero of Spirits could do was gulp and pray that the Hero of Flames would make it in time.
* * * * *
The Hero of Flames kicked the Dragon of Water away and looked through the vision in his mind. The ceremony was going smoothly, none of the possessed individuals seemed to be doing anything but their job. However, the same couldn’t be said about the other nobles who were too afraid and fearful to do anything.
Had he underestimated the Hero of Spirits?
Arc was strong, much stronger than he would’ve liked to the point he was sure he was going to have to use his strongest skill. A skill with an incredibly long cooldown, but perhaps; he didn’t need to do it. He turned back to the present, evading a shadowed spear from the Dragon of Shadows.
The battle was not in his favor, and he was in fact losing; he was considering using his skill to get to the Hero of Spirits, but it seemed like that wouldn’t be necessary⁠—
And something in his mind broke.
The Hero of Spirits had a revelation as he saw a scene within the icy lake outside, or what remained of it. There, the Hero of Spirits lay, defeated and at death’s door, completely bruised and unable to move, and Arc held a glinting dagger within her hand already in the motion of stabbing it.
He had to use his skill: Now.
“[Use My Life to Unleash Hell].”
* * * * *
Karin was in a deep haze, aware of her actions but not able to control them. She didn’t know if it was a dream or real life, but it didn’t matter. Ever since she was young, she had wanted to be someone important, and today she’d be broadcasting the results of the election of the new king of Draliz.
There were very few people that were more important than that, even amongst the nobles. And yet, here she was; from a middle-class citizen to the apex of the social ladder. She felt excited, thrilled even if it was just a dream. Though, soon it wouldn’t be a dream. She had landed that role and that’s when she had entered this haze.
It was such a long but wonderful dream that told her she’d see it to completion. She strode through the long halls, ignoring the ruckus that was down below, and soon, she reached the door to the announcing platform.
The amplifying magic was already set up, and now all that remained was to begin the announcement.
With an elegant gesture, she opened the door in spite of the fact that nobody was watching. She held an envelope in her hand that mentioned which family would now rule Draliz; all to keep the suspense even for her.
She smiled, standing in the cold wind, and a moment later the last of the three sets of fireworks went off. A brilliant spectacle of eclectic colors adorned the sky and she began to speak.
“Today, a new ruler will be selected by the rules of our sovereign nation: Draliz. This has been a tradition for hundreds of years and today it shall be no different.”
Her voice echoed for every citizen to hear.
“As is tradition, let us hope for another prosperous era with our new rulers!”
There was a silence as she opened the envelope, but she knew that far away all of the citizens were cheering. She couldn’t read the words, but somehow, she already knew which family had won.
With a smile, she opened her mouth.
“Let us welcome our new rulers⁠, the Or⁠—”
And the entire building rocked, Karin blinked as the haze cleared and she looked down at the envelope; she felt the wind surrounding her and she realized⁠—
This was reality…
No⁠— nothing made sense.
She pinched her arm only to wince in pain as she realized: it really was reality.
But the winners?!
She looked back down at the envelope only to see a completely different name from the one she was about to say.
She almost made an incredible mistake.
Quickly she collected herself and spoke once more.
“The Arlow family shall be our new rulers! Having acquired the identity of Grand Dukes just mere days ago, they have surpassed every other family in wealth; if that’s not a symbol of economic prosperity I don’t know what is!”
Her voice echoed across the land and finally; fireworks exploded in different parts of the city signaling the end of the ceremony.
She had finally done her job and fulfilled her dream.
* * * * *
Blood splattered onto the cold dirty ground as the Hero of Spirits fell down.
And at that moment, the wall behind me exploded; bursting into flames as the entire rear of the castle became a fiery red. I turned only to see the Hero of Flames standing mere meters away from me, his expression awfully ugly.
“You have done it! You’ve ruined all of my fucking plans!” He stomped as a raging inferno exploded all around the lake, melting all of the remaining ice. “And now I shall kill you and your companions will be next; I’ll kill all of your companions!”
I raised my brow. “I haven’t ruined them yet⁠—”
And a system notification rang in my mind.
[ You have vanquished the: Hero of Spirits, from the world. Tier: SS. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
…
“Now I've ruined them,” I corrected myself.
A moment later, a much-anticipated new skill notification came. Though, I couldn’t so much as revel in it because my mana was non-existent and now: I had to fight the Hero of Flames who seemed much more powerful than ever.
I frowned.
From the looks of it, I’ll probably die for the first time in my life.
Then he screamed, my heart skipping a beat along with it.
“I’ll make sure to give you a slow and painful death!”
And he clapped his hands as my surroundings exploded like an active volcano




Chapter. 66: Ceremony (Part 7)

I needed mana.
That was my first thought as my surroundings increased by hundreds of degrees to a scalding heat. My skin began to burn a second later, sizzling with aching pain. The heat was more dangerous than I ever thought.
I needed mana to shut down his skill but…
My eyes darted around. I also could feel that the flames from the skill didn’t come from mana but from something else⁠—
“So you’re part dragon now?” he asked. “Scaled skin, slitted eyes, pointy ears; curious how I didn’t notice it when we talked earlier.”
I frowned. “Are you not worried about the keeper of order showing up?”
“Of course not, he’s far too busy dealing with the Hero of Shadows,” he scoffed. “So, unfortunately, you won’t be getting saved today.”
At that moment, the ground next to me quaked; softly trembled and my danger senses kicked in. I side-stepped and lava erupted from my side. I winced from the pain as my coat began to melt. It was unbelievable; when did he get so strong?
“You know, I never thought that I’d be using this skill against you unless we had another confrontation with interlopers present.” He took a step, the flames reaching a higher peak. “But I guess things never go as we expect; I didn’t expect to have to use this skill, I didn’t expect my plans to be ruined, and I’m sure you didn’t expect to be in such a dire situation.”
My frown persisted as I took a wary step back, things were much more dangerous than I had ever anticipated. And worst of all, I knew that even if I had all my mana my skill would be wholly ineffective. Mana wasn’t being used here; it was something else. Something I couldn’t put my finger on.
And in order for me to win, I had to find out what that was.
As for recovering my mana? I’d think about it later.
I gulped, I did have some mana but not enough to do anything worth mentioning, let alone use an actual SS Tier skill. But right now, I needed time to find out what the hell was the Hero of Flames using to empower himself.
Though that was way too difficult.
I side-stepped two torrents of lava as my skin suffered further burning, my heart was racing.
And then, once I found out, I could modify my current existing skill. That thought seemed unreasonable in the past, but now I felt like I could do it. All thanks to the new skill I had learned.
[You have learned an SS Tier skill: (Passive) Innate Frost Affinity.]
[This skill allows you to see the intricacies of frost a lot more clearly, it does not improve upon your current talent or change your understanding of the element.]
It was an SS Tier passive skill, something that was always active.
And with it, I could optimize all my skills; or so I hoped⁠—
“That’s enough talking.” He cracked his neck. “Any last words for me?”
I summoned a spear and smiled. “Bring it on.”
In an instant, his face became full of anger, and at that moment a shadow passed through his face. A slit of blood formed before closing for a moment and he stomped the ground.
“Aren’t you lizards way too persistent?!”
With a scream, he flicked his arm and a barrage of flames was sent in the direction of the castle. A tall infernal wall that was one hundred meters tall was sent, threatening to melt through anything before it was split by a flashing blue light.
I blinked only to see the Dragon of Water bloodied along with Malz, both in their dragon forms and evidently injured.
“Sorry, I know you don’t want me to interrupt, but,” Malz began, “you really need help this time.”
I nodded, and a moment later skills began to get fired. The dragons were exhausted and even then, they fought on. They clearly weren’t going to be able to defeat the Hero of Flames but, they were buying me time.
Valuable time that I could use to figure out what was the fuel to his flames was.
And then came getting my mana back.
Then another explosion of flames occurred as I focused on examining what was going on.
* * * * *
Ceylon was extremely worried. At first, she had just been shocked by what happened, but after she became slightly worried for Arc, and now that the explosion had occurred her worry had skyrocketed. The nobles down below were panic-stricken and still too afraid to run, but Ceylon didn’t pay any mind and made her way out of the private booth, searching for ways to get out.
However, she was pulled by one of the nobles when she tried to exit the normal way, saying that they needed to do everything they could in order to keep the heroes happy. It was… so strange to her; everyone’s reaction was to be sitting ducks and she couldn’t understand it. Her parents too were just as restless.
“We cannot leave, if Arc was to… lose…” her father trailed off.
“If she were to lose, we’d be at the mercy of whoever other heroes there are here…” her mother said fearfully.
Even though they had a better grasp of the situation they too were too afraid. They were afraid of who Arc was fighting while the rest of the nobles were afraid of Arc herself. Ceylon couldn’t believe it. She hated it, she hated everything that was going on, and so she ran around looking for an exit.
Every normal exit was closed; she made sure to check everywhere she could, but she didn’t find anything! That was until she stumbled upon a door with ashes at its entrance.
She didn’t want to join the fight or anything; not as if she could. But she wanted to at least see what was happening. And so, she opened the door resolutely and walked into an ashen and stained room, only to see a flash of orange on the ripped wall.
This was where the explosion happened.
She made that connection as she rushed across the charred floor, and when she peeked out of the window she saw it. A sea of flames. Dragons fighting, and amidst all of it, she saw her best friend.
Arc.
And she was… in a terrible state.
Now more than ever she feared for what was about to happen to her friend.
* * * * *
I had stared at every flame, every little thing I could observe and as time ticked down to an end, I remembered.
Didn’t Regis’karr give the exact same feeling during our fight?
The Hero of Flames was consuming his⁠—
And the Dragon of Water screamed in pain, bringing my attention back to reality. Malz was now on the ground, lying unconscious. And soon, the Dragon of Water would join; for some reason, the Hero of Flames hadn’t killed either of them yet, something I didn’t take for granted.
Which was why I had to make the Hero of Flames angry.
The Dragon of Water turned in my direction and from his hand, a potion emerged.
[ Ancient Mana Potion of Immemorial Times. Tier: S ]
Why does he have that…?
My mind paused before he threw it.
And at that moment a myriad of possibilities opened up. I wasn’t completely ready to use the modified skill yet but I could do it.
I could win against the Hero of Flames.
“As if I’d let you.”
A geyser exploded and the potion was incinerated. It happened so fast that I was just left standing there. Then, the Hero of Flames kicked and an explosion of fire engulfed the Dragon of Water in a single moment. 
So in the end, the only way to recover my mana was…
And a wave of fire came my way as I was forced to use [Quick Step] to get out of the way.
To die.
I turned only to see a massive wave of flames. My eyes widened and I reflexively kicked. A spike of ice jutted, cutting through the flames just barely, and by the time they passed, it had melted. Part of my clothes along with it.
I was shocked but immediately corrected back to my plan.
“Are you even trying to kill me?” I spat. “Pathetic.”
“You!”
He screamed and a ring of fire imploded from his feet. My eyes widened and I summoned an ice spear, then I used [God Step] and I stabbed.
The Hero of Flames effortlessly dodged and kicked, I was able to block it but the shaft of the ice spear melted upon receiving the hit. I stumbled back and I still decided to reel him on.
“You know? You’ll lose in the end.” I grinned. “I just need to modify one of my existing skills and you too will die.”
“You speak as if it was easy.” He scowled.
“Well, for the Hero of Spirits, I had to create a new skill; but for you, I just need to modify it.” My grin became wider. “Even like this, I’m not phased.”
He clicked his tongue and a moment later appeared behind me. Then he grabbed me by the neck and slammed me onto the ground. It all happened in a blink. My skin constantly burned and he smiled.
“You really are one cocky bitch, aren’t you?”
“Well, modifying the skill isn’t that hard. I just have to change it to my will⁠—”
“And a narcissist too!”
He pressed harder and the ground began to melt. My body was much more durable than a lot of things in this world, but at that moment I felt as if I was about to pass out. Even then, deep down I was unsure if I was making the right move.
I didn’t actually know if upon dying my mana would be full, but I didn’t have any other choice. And so I continued to piss him off; all to ensure he’d come solely for me and ignore everybody else.
“Well, I was an art major after all⁠—”
And I was thrown like a doll. My position was humiliating but it didn’t matter. I knew I came across as the annoying brat who was putting up a strong front because in reality, I was afraid but even then I tried to think about the skill and other ways to annoy him.
The skill was rather straightforward, instead of mana I had to focus on his being and life, on the thing that was constantly burning within him⁠— whether I could grasp it or not it was a different story.
But when I looked up at him, I felt it.
A burning flame within him. And another realization struck me.
It was his soul that was burning.
That was why Regis’karr had been able to learn his other skill; however, it also meant:
I knew how to kill the Hero of Flames.
At that moment a smile crept up my face. Of course, there was a chance I was wrong, and of course, I had jumped through a fuck ton of assumptions to even get there. But, it didn’t matter. I was willing to risk it all.
I wanted to win this battle, and more than anything I still wanted to beat the shit out of him.
And now I truly felt like I was ready to start on that endeavor.
I stood up and faced him, smiling as I made an ice spear with my hand and waved at him.
“Well, what are you waiting for? You should kill me so we can have round two. Or are you as much of a pussy as the Hero of Shadows? Considering how I ruined your plans and how generous you’re still being, I think that’s a fair assumption.”
At that moment the temperature became high enough for my clothes to ignite in flames.
That did it.
He spat on the ground before pointing his hand at me.
“I’ll make you regret living. Arc.”
And an explosion of flames engulfed me and the entire lake along with it.
* * * * *
Ceylon gasped at the fire, and the ice crystal on her person shattered. Along with it, a realization came.
Arc had died.
And then, the Hero of Flames disappeared from his spot.




Chapter. 67: Ceremony (Part 8)

I had died…
I found myself in a world of white, a world that I hadn’t expected I’d ever return to. To my left lay the defeated Overlord, and to my right lay a spear that was dug into the ground. It wasn’t any normal spear however, it was instead the training spear. I was… back at home.
And then before me lay the all-familiar portal that I had seen before to leave. I didn’t really understand what was happening, but part of me wanted to remain in this place. Except, that couldn’t happen, I had people waiting for me, whether it was Ceylon, Malz, or even Regis’karr.
I had to return.
I stared at the icy plains one last time, and in comparison to the past, they felt dead and unwelcoming. A land that couldn’t foster life or see the birth of it, and somehow I had lived here for five years. It was the place I had called home, but now I wasn’t so sure if I could call it that. It was more like a nostalgic thing…
And I shook my head.
Thinking about this was useless, I had a place to return to. I smiled, trying to grab onto the training spear only for my hand to phase right through.”
“A shame.”
Then I crossed through the portal.
[ From the Depths of Frost has been used. ]
[ From the Depths of Frost has entered a cooldown of: 9 Years, 364 days, 23 hours, and 59 minutes… ]
[ You have leveled down. ]
…
4 levels lost. Now I was level, 171.
I opened my eyes only to see a very deep blue. Then, I pushed⁠— the ice around me broke as I emerged into the grand hall where the ceremony was being hosted. People gasped and the atmosphere around the room became tense as everyone warily backed off, all of their gazes were terrified of me.
However, I paid it no mind as the relaxation allowed my mind to connect all of the dots I needed rather easily. Everything I needed to understand on how to shut down the Hero of Flames was now at the forefront of my mind. Thankfully, I just had to modify the skill or things would’ve turned out a lot differently.
A deep sigh left me as I stepped onto the carpet and made an ice spear.
“[As the Sculptor of Ice, I Will Make The End Of Your Life Glorious…]” I began.
At that moment the Hero of Flames appeared, fire around me ignited and I slammed my spear down.
“[And It All Begins Now.]”
At that moment all the flames snuffed. The people around screamed. And I lifted the spear, spinning it between my fingers. The Hero of Flames blinked, and with a step forward I swung the butt of my spear, hitting him across the face.
He landed on his back, blood splattering from his mouth as people gasped.
“Hero of Flames, it is time for you to pay the price of attacking my companion.”
I stabbed the spear into the ground, and people began to mutter amongst themselves.
“That man is the Hero of Flames?!”
“I never thought I’d die from the fighting of two heroes.”
“They both look like complete opposites…”
I ignored the comments and allowed the Hero of Flames to stand up, and guard himself. He was gnashing his teeth in anger as he looked at me. I knew I was going to need to fight him a second time, but this time I was sure of my ability to win.
I stepped forward and the Hero of Flames threw a punch at me, but I stepped to the side, and with my already coiled fist, I hit him in the stomach, making him spit blood as he backed off, looking at me with a deep frown.
“You know, your identity could’ve remained a secret if you never killed the Hero of Shadows, Arc.” He growled. “But you insisted on being insane, and now you’ll kill me too?!”
I nodded. “In retrospect, I should’ve negotiated things, however, the reason I’m killing you isn’t due to incessant insanity. If it was that; you would be dead. You tried to kill Ceylon, and that is why I’m now going to murder you.”
“To care that much for a mere⁠ girl? She doesn’t even have a class!” he screamed and tried to swing at me.
But once more I evaded and this time punched him in the ribs as he was pushed back again. I followed up with a left hook across his face as he was made to take multiple steps back, one of his teeth flying across the room. Then, with another step, I swung upward hitting him on his jaw.
He fell back, bloodied as he was forced to stare at me with an indignant look.
“She has a class now,” I said simply. “Now that she has to worry about her life, that is.”
“And what does she mean to you?” he hissed, standing back up.
I blinked and then, I thought about his question except, a different question popped into my mind in reply.
What didn’t she mean to me?
Ceylon was the first person I met when coming to this world, and also perhaps the first person in my life that I had actually formed a connection with. Sure, the connection was odd and weird, but I didn’t care about any of that. I certainly wouldn’t hesitate to call her my sister. So, how was I supposed to act given the Hero of Flames had almost killed my sister?
From that perspective, all the resentment I currently felt was justified. In fact, I had to be angrier, she was pretty much the only family I had left. And some, red-haired dumbass that thought he could play God tried to take it away from me.
It made me so unbelievably angry. And now, this same person thought he had the right to even ask why I cared?
"She means everything to me," I said, punching.
My fist hit his forearms as he blocked, but he still winced from pain.
"Unlike you, I don't have any family to return to." My fist made him take a step back.
"Unlike you, I don't care for petty power." My punch broke his guard.
"And unlike you, I am not a little bitch!" Finally, my knuckles struck his face and broke his nose.
He pulled back holding his face as everyone stared in horror. Whispers traveled through the hall, some were about why we were fighting with our fists, others were questioning and wondering what I was saying, and finally, others who just wanted out.
But I didn't care. I didn't care for anything as I decided to let go of all restraint. I immediately rushed and kicked, hitting his ribs as they broke. The Hero of Flames was launched to the side and hit a pillar.
I used [Quick Step] and immediately appeared next to him. Then I grabbed him by his scalp as he looked at me shocked and I spoke.
"You have no idea how much I'll enjoy this."
Then, I slammed his head against the pillar as blood splattered.
* * * * *
He had fucked up.
That was all that was in his mind. The bursts of pain numbed him to an extreme degree. In all his years and encounters with heroes, Arc was a first.
He had never met a hero with such a personality or priorities, and now that he knew how wrong he was the entire time he couldn't help but regret it. Did he have to make an enemy out of her? No, he definitely did— she would've never agreed to any negotiation even if he hadn't attacked her companion.
But at least perhaps a compromise could've been reached… that's what he believed at least. Now, however, it was too late for any of that.
His head was banged before he was thrown across the room. He hit the ice pillar in the middle and found himself looking at a frozen hand, it was of a woman's. He knew what had happened, but somehow this time it hit differently. A sense of regret started deep within him. Then he turned only to be punched across the face as he realized that this was the weight of his mistakes bearing down on him.
And worst of all, he probably could’ve reached some agreement with Arc before he attacked her companion, but he had forever burned that bridge.
Still, after all of that, even while feeling regret he still felt angry. He had tried so hard to conquer Draliz, and now all of his efforts were down the drain. That mere thought angered him beyond belief; all plans had been going smoothly until she had shown up and killed the Hero of Shadows.
That was when everything began to go downhill.
And so, Jaye, unable to accept things, tried to fight back against the beast that was Arc, the Heroine of Frost.
* * * * *
I continued to beat up the Hero of Flames even as he screamed and ferociously tried to fight back. He clawed at my skin, but it did nothing but turn it red with marks as I kept beating him. My physical strength clearly overpowered his as people stared at us in horror.
I imagined it was like watching two monsters fighting one another, one was desperately fighting for their life with anger while the other mercilessly beat it up. And I reveled in it, I thrived by slamming him against the wall and kicking him across the room, by breaking his arm and pinning him to the ground only to keep kicking him.
It was blissful, and while I wasn’t proud of it, I was glad to be doing it in revenge for Ceylon. She had had to fear for her life due to him, and now I was going to make him pay the price. And I made sure to unleash all of my anger.
His attempts at fighting back slowly diminished and by the end of things, he stood panting before me, a bloodied mess as he stared at me. There was no fear within his eyes, only a resolution as he spoke.
“Can I ask a favor for after I die?”
“What makes you think that you’ll die instantly?” I raised my brow. “Round two is going to start soon.”
He shook his head and met my gaze. “The Hero of Shadows, kill him when you meet him. I’m sure he’s no longer human. Finish things for me.”
I grabbed my spear from the ground and turned to him. Most of the nobles by this point had stopped looking at the merciless beating that was happening.
“I was going to kill him anyway.”
He smiled to himself. “Good, then I can rest in peace.” He closed his eyes before speaking. “Make good use of my levels. Also, be careful of the keeper of order, run as soon as I die…”
He trailed off and fell to the ground.
I blinked as blood began to pool beneath him. His breathing calmly stopped as a heavy silence descended upon the hall. I grabbed my spear readying myself, and then a notification came.
[ You have vanquished the: Hero of Flames, from the world. Tier: SS. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
[ You have leveled up. ]
…
I gained nine levels in a single moment.
But I didn’t pay that any mind, but rather… there was no revival skill? I relaxed for a moment as I stared at the now-dead Hero of Flames. Things had ended just like that. I had beat up the Hero of Flames to death with nothing but my fists, and with that, everything came to an end.
And yet somehow I felt disappointed.
Also, the things he said at the end were… weird. I blinked and a moment later I felt a presence appear behind me. Was it the Hero of Flames? I turned and stabbed my spear only for it to instantly shatter into a thousand pieces. My eyes widened as I saw a lumbering figure, easily over two meters tall looking down at me.
“Arc, your actions through and through have been found to be reasonable,” he began.
And I backed off warily; the whole atmosphere had turned tense and chilly in a single moment. All of the nobles had been seemingly frozen in time and the color had drained off the world.
What was⁠—
[???. Tier: ???]
The screen flickered a moment later, disappearing from existence right after. Then, the man took a step towards me as I backed off even more.
“However, you’ve consistently killed incredibly strong heroes; heroes who are considered to be the defense of the world of Arlas, which is why you now have a special mission to even the tables of power.”
“A special mission to even the tables…?” I asked nervously.
What even was going on… I continued to back off. This man was…
I didn’t want to accept it, but his outfit and sword gave it away, I knew who it was. I couldn’t believe such a person would show up. It was the Hero of Arla⁠—
“Relax, it’s not like you can reject it anyway,” he said simply, interrupting my thoughts. 
And at that moment, my entire vision went dark as the world around me disappeared. Fading into nothingness. I found myself falling into a void as screens began to flash and disappear out of existence.
My vision blurred before I finally caught sight of one.
[ Levels cannot be gained in this place. ]
What was⁠—?
And I managed to see another screen.
[ Danger lurks everywhere. ]
I spun all around, growing dizzy as I struggled to see the flickering and twisting notifications. It was an all-familiar effect, it was something I didn’t want to accept, but as I saw the final notification I finally realized it.
[̷ ̴A̸n̸d̸ ̶i̶t̸’̶s̴ ̴w̵h̶e̸r̴e̶ ̸t̵h̵e̶ ̷c̴o̸r̶r̷u̷p̷t̸i̴o̶n̸ ̵r̵e̶s̸i̴d̴e̴s̶.̸ ̴]̴
And I hit the cold hard ground as I found myself in a chamber of smooth stone amidst the darkness. Some of the rocks in my surroundings flickered in and out of existence, and the world around me seemed broken and distorted. The dangerous corruption surrounded me, and as I stood up, I couldn’t help but lock up in shock.
I was surrounded.
[̴C̶h̷i̸m̷e̴r̵a̴ ̴o̷f̵ ̴t̷h̶e̸ ̵E̴r̵_̷o̶_̶.̵ ̴T̴i̴e̶r̸:̵ ̴_̶_̶]̷
[̴C̶h̷i̸m̷e̴r̵a̴ ̴o̷f̵ ̴t̷h̶e̸ ̵E̴r̵_̷o̶_̶.̵ ̴T̴i̴e̶r̸:̵ ̴_̶_̶]̷
[̴C̶h̷i̸m̷e̴r̵a̴ ̴o̷f̵ ̴t̷h̶e̸ ̵E̴r̵_̷o̶_̶.̵ ̴T̴i̴e̶r̸:̵ ̴_̶_̶]̷
…
Surrounded by broken beings, and then, one charged. I prepared my ice spear but before it could reach me it exploded⁠—squashed in an instant. A gigantic claw had broken through the ceiling, collapsing with flakes of corruption, and through the hole in the ceiling I saw it. A gigantic being whose mere presence was a flickering mess. A being that could kill me with a single hit. A being that was corrupted beyond belief.
[̶̨̱́T̶̜̹̚_̶͍͖̐̚i̸͙͌s̷̱͍̐ẗ̶̢̓ḙ̵̆_̴̜̋̀ ̶̪̽_̶͕͛ḧ̴̢͇́̎_̶̙̤̓n̶̗͋̇͜g̷̦͉͂T̵͙̼̿i̴̻̖̔e̵̜̪̓r̶̺̽:̶̣̿͠ ̴͓͙̔N̴̮͈͊a̸̼̲͂Ṅ̶̲̓͜]̵̤̭́
Then, the voice of the Hero of Arlas echoed his words making my blood run completely cold.
“Your mission is simple, survive the Forgotten Places.”
And all of the corrupted monsters attacked.




Chapter. 68: Epilogue: The Birth of a New Ruler

Ceylon cried. She cried for the loss of her friend, but her tears did not last as she quickly realized that Arc should still be alive. All of the heroes she had seen had the capacity to resurrect ⁠— the capacity to revive.
Why would Arc be any different?!
She immediately turned, the Dragon of Water and Malz were still out in the lake, but as far as Ceylon could tell they were no longer in danger. So, she rushed to seek out Arc. She went down the long halls of the second floor and made a line towards the stairs of the first floor. She didn’t know where Arc would be reviving, but finding her companion all started with leaving the castle⁠—
And people gasped.
Ceylon’s heart skipped a beat as she finally reached the bottom floor, and with a cracking sound, she saw her: Arc⁠, her companion, breaking out of the ice in the middle of the hall. She was alive. The sight made Ceylon happy, but before she could rush towards her friend the Hero of Flames appeared⁠— two walls of flames prevented anyone from going forward and then Arc spoke.
“[And It All Begins Now].”
The flames snuffed out, and what followed was… a vicious beating. One where Ceylon got to hear Arc express a myriad of emotions she had never seen before. And it was liberating to hear. Ceylon was surprised and rather than being mortified at the one-sided beating she felt a sense of vindication. It was the same man that had once tried to kill her.
And now, that same man was getting a dose of his own medicine. Whether it was getting punched in the face, in the ribs, or in the chin⁠— it was all equally satisfying. Ceylon continued watching, ignoring the progressively horrified reactions of the nobles, until finally, the fight came to an end.
Finally, with a parting monologue, the Hero of Flames died, and Arc stood there, which Ceylon found confusing⁠— wouldn’t there be yet another fight to come⁠—? And at that moment it happened.
A tall person showed up behind Arc, a red armored man with horns on his head. His stature easily towering over Arc. Ceylon paused; feeling danger like never before, she immediately recognized him.
Then he began a monologue, one about judging Arc’s actions, one where Arc had no wrong except for killing strong heroes, and one that made Arc increasingly wary. Ceylon had a bad feeling until finally the man made his ending statement and⁠— Arc disappeared through a crack in the air itself.
Ceylon’s heart dropped.
That wasn’t… that wasn’t supposed to happen.
Ceylon immediately tensed and looked around only to see the Hero of Arlas standing there, staring vacantly at the spot from where Arc had vanished. Before finally, saying something to himself about Arc’s mission. And his words, his parting words made Ceylon realize that Arc was in danger.
She⁠ wanted to kill that man⁠— but… She couldn’t. She was a mere D Tier individual, and that man was… that man was⁠—
“How interesting.” He turned in her direction, meeting her gaze.
Ceylon shivered, but the man continued speaking without care.
“You can move while everyone else has been paused.” He began to walk in her direction and Ceylon⁠— ran.
She ran for her life but a moment later she crashed against the man, the Hero of Arlas had appeared before her. She fell on her butt, staring upwards in horror as the man craned his head to look down.
“So you’re Arc’s companion, even the System deems you as such.” He looked up, pondering with his hand at the bottom of his helmet. “Interesting, I wonder what will happen to your class if Arc were to die.”
“She won’t die!” Ceylon protested.
The man paused and looked down. “Well, regardless of whether she dies or not, she will help save Arlas. The Forgotten Places is a threat to the world after all. If she can survive down there then she’ll be a great asset. And well if she doesn’t survive…” The Hero of Arlas pondered. “She’ll join the corruption.”
“Join the… corruption?” she asked, nervously.
“That is right, she’ll become a husk of what she once was. Just like that other hero. And in exchange, she shall receive great power.”
Ceylon wanted to ask how that was even an exchange, but the Hero of Arlas shook his head and walked past her.
“That is all child, my mission is to protect Arlas; as for whether you’ll hate me for it. Well, it is just part of my burden.”
And with those words, the man disappeared as the air flickered ever so slightly. Ceylon frowned, and a moment later the nobles began gasping.
“The Hero is dead!”
“The Heroine of Frost is gone!”
“Did I see another man before she disappeared or did I imagine things?!”
The hall broke into mutters as Ceylon let out a long breath, and a moment later two familiar people arrived in a blink. They were none other than Malz and the Dragon of Water.
“Where is Arc?” Malz was the first to ask.
Ceylon’s heart ached as the realization finally settled in. “Arc is… in the Forgotten Places…” A sigh left her. “The Hero of Arlas sent her there.”
Malz gasped and the Dragon of Water’s eyes widened.
“So, Arc might not be with us any longer…” He touched the collar. “So, I’ll remain with this thing around my neck?”
Malz turned to him, frowning. “It’s either that or I’ll beat the shit out of you, in fact, either you allow Ceylon to give the collar mana so she becomes your new owner or I’ll kill you.”
The Dragon of Water blinked. “I could do that if the initial deal is fulfilled, I had requested Arc to give me an item of Draliz’s treasury. It is only natural for her successor to finish it⁠—”
Malz raised her hand, making a spear of shadows as the Dragon of Water backed off, he evidently didn’t have the mana to fight.
“I’ll give you the item.” Ceylon sighed. “So, come here.”
The Dragon of Water slowly knelt before her, Ceylon didn’t know what she was even doing. A slave collar could only have one type of mana within at a given time, the only way Arc’s mana wouldn’t be there is if she died⁠. Ceylon grabbed an ice crystal from her pocket.
Then again, I just had to wait until she returned.
And it cracked.
If she did⁠— And Ceylon paused. Arc had to return. She just had to.
She immediately touched the slave collar injecting her own mana into it as the ownership was changed. Ceylon took a deep breath.
All she herself had to do was keep everything in order until then.
She just had to.
“So, what happens now?” Malz asked, now evidently more relaxed.
Ceylon looked at the destroyed hall, at the fearful nobles, and at her lost family as she made her decision.
“I’ll rule Draliz; that is what will happen.”
Of course, it wasn’t as if she could do it alone, but with the guidance and help of the two dragons it was very much possible.
She was going to make sure Arc had a good Kingdom to return to.
* * * * *
Numerous heroes heard of the new selection of Draliz, and a lot of them looked forward to seeing who had been victorious in overtaking the country. However, some didn’t care about that.
A hero deep in the mountains laughed to himself, the selection of the new king being a great step in furthering his goals.
“Now all I have to do is wait for that item to arrive at my doorstep.”
It was a hero whose name hadn’t been heard of in centuries, but soon he’d be making his return. And it was all just a matter of time.
Elsewhere, a heroine sat in a jagged ice cave. It was none other than the Heroine of Water, she stared at the ice stakes she had received a long time back. She was close to figuring out how to turn them into water until⁠—
They shattered; the entire cave shattered at once.
“The Heroine of Frost has died…?” She frowned. “No, that is not possible…” And then there was silence.
After minutes if not hours of rumination, she couldn’t help but wonder what had happened, that was until she received a magical letter. And upon reading it, she made a decision.
“Looks like I’ll have to visit Draliz.”
* * * * *
Deep in a forest, two dragons talked. One brown and one red one. They were none other than the Dragon of Flames and the Dragon of Earth.
“Do you think it’s a good idea? He normally doesn’t get involved with anything,” the Dragon of Earth said hesitantly.
“I’m sure he’ll be enthused to help, after all, someone as feral as the Dragon of Nature would be a great subject of research for him,” Regis’karr said simply.
“But do you think there is no other option? To ask the Dragon of Taboos?”
“I do not know, but to save my kin I’ll do what I must.” The Dragon of Flames breathed.
And then, a silence settled between them as none of them had any other good alternatives to stopping the impending war.
* * * * *
And in the world down below, things changed. The corruption finally took hold of a hero, corrupting them into nothing but the embodiment of hatred themselves, and elsewhere another hero fought to avoid a similar fate.
That hero was…
The Heroine of Frost.
End of Book Two




Afterword

First if you enjoyed what you read, consider leaving a rating on the amazon page, it helps a lot. I mean it! It helps a ton! You can also check out my Patreon where this story and others may be found!
You can also join my Discord where you can discuss my stories!
Arc book 2 was quite the experience but I’m quite happy with the ending! I hope I had y’all at the edge of your seats!  
Thank you all for reading this far.
I want to take this space to recommend my other novel series Sybil. I really love the worldbuilding I put into it, so please give it a try.
Sybil: Primordial Ascension
book one
synopsis:
Magic is fading, and humanity is at the brink of extinction.
Sybil lived and breathed the life of a miner, delving deep into monster-infested caverns and perilous shafts, risking her life to unearth Relics of an ancient past for food and shelter. That is until one day, she discovers a Relic that would change her fate from a simple miner to an Ascended — a Relic that connected her to the magic that was once lost.
[You have acquired the aspect of Fallen Flames.]
A Relic that gave her freedom.
Also check out my other series, Blair: Blooming Apocalypse if you haven’t checked it out already! The third book was a struggle to write and I absolutely love it. Here is a synopsis:
An Action-Packed LitRPG Apocalypse!
 
The elves took everything. Following a bloodied slaughter of her whole race, and struggling to stay alive, she had no choice but to survive on her own. That was until the world changed. Her entire planet; a whole cluster was introduced to the vast universe by The System, or perhaps God. A universe filled with endless beings and civilizations that fought for power and dominance.
 
After the integration, Blair finds herself in a forest surrounded by unknown beasts, peril lurking, alone. Alone and with nothing but the mentality to survive, she will have to get stronger in this new unforgiving world of numbers and power
 
With nothing but the capability to get stronger, her distant dreams of revenge might just become a reality.
 
I want to use this space to recommend Kara. A frankly fantastic take on high fantasy with a blend of LitRPG and dragonpowers! It’s also from MelasDelta, who wrote Salvos and got me back into writing again! I had the honor to beta-read this series and it’s seriously amazing. So, check it out!
P.S: I did the typography!
Kara: The Last Dragonsoul: A Weak To Strong Epic Isekai LitRPG
book one
synopsis:
Kara is given a choice: die or become a god.
Summoned to a world ruled by a game-like system, Kara is offered a power that lies beyond it.
A power given by a dying dragon. A power that predates the system. A power wielded only by the gods.
To become the last wielder of a dragonsoul.
She accepts, but her path to godhood does not begin easy. Finding herself lost in the monster-infest Xor-In Mountains, she is pursued by a powerful being who seems to know about her origins. To make matters worse, a mysterious calamity is sweeping over the region, wiping out every settlement she finds before she even arrives. But she isn't deterred, despite these obstacles in her journey. Instead, she finds herself befriending monsters and adapting to this harsh magical environment.
Kara finds herself thriving.
Until eventually, she finds refuge amongst the strange inhabitants of the Sanctuary City of Alyona. But despite its name, it is not nearly as safe as it is appears to be...
However, even though there are still seven stages of ascension for her to undergo, she will complete her apotheosis by any means necessary.
And Kara will become a god.
I also want to take this space to recommend the series Salvos since it’s what inspired me to write again, and this series wouldn’t have been possible without the help of its amazing author, and his writing. So, seriously check it out!
Salvos: Curious Beginnings
book one
synopsis:
Follow the evolution of a Demon girl as she learns to survive in a fantasy world!
The life of an Infant Demon is a bloody grind to the top. For Salvos, a curious newborn Demon with a penchant for making friends, surviving the swarms of wild Demons in the Netherworld was always going to be a difficult task. She will adapt, gain experience, and evolve to survive this hellish landscape with the help of her sole companion.
But when her companion's life is threatened by a mysterious Demon King, she'll have to do what it takes to save him. Even if it means separating from him and being tossed into an unfamiliar world with Humans, monsters, and a bright blue sky where she is scorned for being born a Demon.
The law of evolution is survival of the fittest, and Salvos will survive.
I’ve also thoroughly enjoyed Amelia The Level Zero Hero which I suggest you check out too!
Amelia the Level Zero Hero book one synopsis:
Who needs a Class when you're already the strongest anyways?
Ten years ago, Amelia woke up alone and lost in a broken world where she had to fight for her survival.
Now, after reaching the pinnacle of power, defeating the Void itself, and escaping the abyss, she has finally found her way back into the real world. But instead of returning to Earth, she arrives in the land of Vacuos. A fantasy world with magic, monsters, Classes, and Levels. A world that is governed by a System like it were a video game.
And when rewarded with a Class befitting her accomplishments— to become a powerful [Hero] that will forever dedicate her life to protecting this world that is not her own— she only has one response.
“Absolutely not. I’m going to live a normal life now, thank you very much.”
And finally, I want to recommend Seth the Abyssal Assassin, it's an action-packed isekai following an OP assassin MC who doesn’t take anyone’s nonsense! I heavily recommend it if it sounds interesting. If you’ve enjoyed my books I’m sure this one is right up your alley!
Seth the Abyssal Assassin book one synopsis:
Survive, grow stronger, and get revenge.
Seth loved his life on Earth. He graduated from his dream college, worked at his dream job, and married his dream girl. Unfortunately, it was all taken away from him when he woke up alone in a dark cavern prowling with dangerous monsters.
Armed with only a small dagger of mysterious origin, he has no choice but to fight through this web of death and darkness to get to safety. But with his grit, his determination, and his desire to return home, he will survive this nightmare by any means necessary, and maybe eventually get revenge on those who ripped him away from his dream life.
* * *
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