
        
            
                
            
        

    
Glossary




World:

There is only one nation. The Terran Republic.

The Terran Republic: Splits the people between three classes, in three Tiers of city.

Tier 1 cities are full of wonderous buildings, many of which are skyscrapers seemingly touching the skies. The public transportation is through magi-tech trains that travel almost as fast as the speed of sound. The cities are guarded by the best of the best in terms of Guardians, most of whom are bloodline Guardians whose family is made up of Guardians as well, and each and every building has at least half as many Assault Bunkers as they have floors.

Tier 2 cities are comfortable enough, with some high reaching buildings located at the city’s centers, and the majority of the other buildings reaching up to a few stories in height. The transportation still uses magi-tech, but it’s always outdated and can only travel a little bit faster than regular trains and cars. Of the Guardians stationed in the city, most of them are amongst the poorer Guardians who awakened either in Tier 2 or Tier 3 cities, without very good magic or battle instincts or inclinations.

Tier 3 cities are without almost any magi-tech, surviving solely on old world technology. They don’t have very many Guardians, and the cities are not very large. Of the Guardians they do have, which tend to number only a dozen or so with each city at most, they are almost all made up of the cowardly Guardians who don’t wish to fight in Demon Assaults. The cities also have massive slums meant solely for the orphans where the other people avoid like the plague.

The more people there are, and the more magic there is, the stronger and more frequent the Demon Assaults will be in that particular area. Meaning that Tier 1 cities have the most and strongest Demon Assaults by far, making it the best place for a Guardian to live if they wish to grow stronger. Meanwhile Tier 3 cities don’t have very many Demon Assaults on average. But they also don’t have much in defense against each Assault that takes place, leaving thousands to die every time one does infrequently occur.

Economy:

Currency: Credits and Skill Points.

6 credits are enough for 1 meal in a Tier 3 city.

2 credits are enough for 1 loaf of bread in a Tier 3 city.

50 credits are enough for a night's stay at a crappy hotel in a Tier 3 city.

70 credits are enough for a night's stay at a decent hotel in a Tier 3 city.

100 credits are enough to night's stay at a fancy hotel in a Tier 3 city.

60 credits are enough for a night's stay at a crappy hotel in a Tier 2 city.

100 credits are enough for a night's stay at a decent hotel in a Tier 2 city.

200 credits are enough to night's stay at a fancy hotel in a Tier 2 city.

300 credits are enough for a night's stay at a crappy hotel in a Tier 1 city.

500 credits are enough for a night's stay at a decent hotel in a Tier 1 city.

1000 credits are enough to night's stay at a fancy hotel in a Tier 1 city.

Basic magic weapon is worth 25000 credits or 250 SP.

Intermediate magic weapon is worth 50000 credits or 500 SP.

Advanced magic weapon is worth 100000 credits or 1000 SP.

Custom magic weapons are worth at least a million credits or 10000 SP.

System:

There are two types of skills. Inherent skills and purchased skills. The inherent skills are almost always more powerful for skills purchasable at the level the skill is attained. But they also cannot be leveled up through SP. To level up an inherent skill, a Guardian must gather the EXP needed to level it through use.

Purchasable skills can only be leveled up through SP, and they have varying level and Achievement requirements to purchase at varying costs depending on the skill’s rarity.

However, there are also skills known as Achievement-Locked skills, which have to be purchased through skill points before they then turn into inherent skills which level up just like any other inherent skill. These skills cannot use Skill Points to level up.

The stats a Guardian gains per level is decided on by two factors. Their species, and their magic.

Not all ‘magics’ actually use magic. It’s more of a term towards the direction that a user’s skills and capabilities take. Especially in their inherent skills.

At the same time, statistics alter reality itself to change the way your body reacts to it. Which is why even a skinny guardian may be vastly stronger than one that looks like a bodybuilder.

Class I multiplier: Tier E has a multiplier of 0.1, D a multiplier of 0.2, C 0.4, B 0.6, and A has a multiplier of 0.9.

Class II multiplier: Tier E has a multiplier of 0.2, D a multiplier of 0.4, C 0.7, B 1.0, and A has a multiplier of 1.4.

Total Mana: Average multiplier between your multiplier for the power capability of your Mental stat and the capacity capability of your Magical stat. Then multiply that with your mental and magical stats and you’ll get your mana stat.

Total Mana Regen: Average between the multipliers of your vitality capability of your physical stat and your power capability of your magical stat, multiplied by your magical stat.
Note: Scarlet’s mana regen does not follow this due to Blood Regeneration!!!

Strength in arc: Add together the multipliers for the individual's Strength and Agility capabilities. Then multiply that by their total stat points in Physical times 25 arc. And that is the estimated amount of arc someone should be able to deal in a single punch.

The average human who does not have any magic has 10 stat points in Physical and a D for both Agility and Strength, adding up to a multiplier of 0.4. Meaning about 100 arc on average raw punching power, not including any skill or techniques used to increase it. Meaning no martial arts.

(Scarlet’s multipliers combined is 1.2x)

The stats everyone starts out with is 10 but their starting stats vary after contracting depending on both their reality warp, their magic, and their physical fitness at the time of contracting.

Class I Demons – 1-100

Demon Spawn

Description: The weakest type of demon. They have no sense and will kill any human they see. There are many variations of Spawn, each having a different physical appearance.

Weakness: Easily tricked as they simply rush in and attack with no capacity to think.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 1-8

Demon Hound

Description: Demon hounds hunt in packs ranging from three to five hounds in size. They use a pack mentality when hunting.

Weakness: They will run away when at two or less members in a pack, and they are sensitive to high pitch noises.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 3-15

Demon Huntsman

Description: A semi intelligent demon that will stalk from the shadows, hunting the strongest prey it can find with its crossbows.

Weakness: They are not very powerful in an upfront show of force, specializing in fighting from the shadows and ordering other demons around.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 15-20

Demon Knight

Description: A powerful form of unintelligent demon. These creatures often serve as bodyguards for other demons, however they may also be found as guards for certain locations that are of interest for the demons. These creatures have durable scales that look almost like the armor of a knight from medieval times.

Weakness: They don’t tend to leave their charge unless immensely provoked – whether that charge be another demon or a location.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 25-100

Demon Breeder

Description: A demon that spans several meters in length and is constantly breeding Demon Spawn. It generally stays in one place with four Demon Knights guarding it.

Weakness: They have terrible mobility and even worse attacking power as they rely solely on their Demon Knights for defense.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 30-50

Demon Captain

Description: An intelligent demon and the strongest of all of the Class I demons. They are the sole commanders of the Class I Fractures, and once they are killed, any organization the demons in that Fracture had will fall apart. These creatures have incredibly durable scales that look almost like the armor of a knight from medieval times, but with armor much stronger than that of metal or that of the demon knights.

Weakness: They are especially weak in their heart, as their armor does not cover a small ring at the center of their chest, directly in front of one of their three hearts. If this heart is pierced, they will be weakened by at least fifty percent of their stats.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: Always level 100

Known Captain Species so far: Salamanders and Trihearts.

Class II Demons – Levels 101-250

Demon Fomorians

Description: The basic demon grunt of a Class II Fracture. These creatures are subordinate to most other Class II or above demons, and they often are seen acting as cannon fodder. They have two hearts.

Weakness: Fomorians have a strong sense of sight and can be stunned by basically any bright lights.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 100-150

Demon Acolytes

Description: The weakest magic using demon. These creatures often tend to lead small groups of demon fomorians through the Class II Fractures.

Weakness: Acolytes are not very physically strong despite their magic and need fomorians to defend them.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 125-155

Demon Wraiths

Description: These demons have the ability to cloak themselves in shadow in order to hunt their prey. They will ignore anything and everything except for those they have marked as their prey.

Weakness: Easily distracted by the sight of their prey. Used to sneak attacks and not upfront combat.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 150-160

Demon Berserkers

Description: These demons go on a rampage, attacking anything and everything that moves. This includes other demons.

Weakness: They will attack and are attacked by other demons as well. They are not capable of intellectual thought or planning.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 160-200

Demon Defenders

Description: The Class II version of Demon Knights. They will defend their charge no matter what, even to the point of sacrificing their lives. They have powerful armor made up of scales protecting them.

Weakness: They will never leave their charge, so are easy to escape as long as the charge isn’t chasing. They have a chink in their armor located underneath their armpits.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 175-200

Demon Summoners

Description: These demons summon other demons forth from their home planet of Tartarus, and are capable of using limited magic in an offensive manner. They often have nearly ten Demon Defenders guarding them.

Weakness: They are poorly equipped for combat and are incredibly weak in terms of physical strength.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: 190-210

Demon Commander

Description: These demons are as intelligent as a human being and are in charge of the Class II Fractures. All of the demons beneath them follow their commands, with the sole exception being the berserkers, who still listen to simple commands like go and stop and refuse to attack the commander.

Weakness: Demon Commanders have five hearts and each one must be destroyed for it to die. But with every heart destroyed, the commander loses a significant portion of their fighting prowess. They are located in the following spots on its body: Center of its chest, the two sides of its torso right beneath its chest, and in two opposite spots above its navel.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: Always level 250

Class III Demons – Levels 251-500

Vanguard

Description: These demons are almost as intelligent as humans and are capable of basic speech. They are the lower echelon demons who have climbed their way up to Class III from the less generally powerful species of demons.

Subspecies Shown So Far:

Taracht: Massive spider with black hair streaked with red.

Changelings

Description: These demons are as intelligent as a human being and are able to shapeshift into young versions of whatever they eat. They are the reason behind human society’s discrimination of orphans growing into what it was today due to distrust that the orphans may possibly be changelings after an event occurred soon after the loss of old world Japan where changelings hid themselves amongst human orphans, posing as orphans themselves and spreading throughout parts of old world China.

Class IV Demons – Levels 501-1000

Demon Generals

Description: These demons are as intelligent as a human being and are in charge of the Class IV Fractures. All of the demons beneath them follow their commands, with the sole exception being the berserkers, who still listen to simple commands like go and stop and refuse to attack the general.

Weakness: Their weakness is dependent on which subspecies of demon they are.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: Always level 1000

Class V Demons – Noble Demons – Above level 1000

There are only seven demon species that have a cemented place amongst the Noble Demons. All other Noble Demons are simply other demons who have managed to reach Class V.

Furthermore, Noble Demons who do not have a humanoid form are granted one upon reaching Class V.

The reason for this will be told later on in the story.

The following seven demon species are the Seven Noble Demon Clans.

Blood Lycans

Description: Blood lycans are known by many to be the most powerful species of demon in existence. They can partially and fully transform into a powerful beast form, have the strongest regeneration in existence, and are born predators in every way, whether it comes to their physical prowess, magical, or senses. They are also known to fight in a more berserk manner, often sacrificing hits on themselves to return just as much pain to their enemy as they regenerate their own wounds.

Blood lycans are known to be very proud and protective of their family and care far more for their family than anything else. However, this care is mostly limited to direct family as indirect family, while it is known that they still protect them viciously from any outsiders not of their species, they may not be treated very well depending on their circumstances by other blood lycans. Or they may just treat indirect family as they would others albeit with a bit more respect.

It is a breach of their pride for any other species to ever kill a blood lycan.

They have the most humanlike appearances out of all demons when they are in their lycan forms, with glowing red eyes and wolf ears on their head, along with red and black hair and a tail that can be absorbed into their body at will. However, their beast forms tend to vary depending on the blood lycan in question. But most of the blood lycans have the form of a black furred werewolf with streaks of blood red running through the fur.

Weakness: Blood lycans have a minor weakness to Mental Magic and another weakness to sound magic. However, their weakness to sound magic can be solved through lowering their senses or protecting them with magic, making that weakness go away.

Magic: Blood magic, with a unique power to metallicized blood.

Sin: Pride

Oni

Description: Oni are commonly known as the demon with the most brute force magical power out of all demons in existence. While they cannot truly match a blood lycan in fighting prowess, they have them beat in pure magical attacks. These demons are also the complete opposite of the blood lycans in terms of family as their wrath is too great for them to be bound by family, as most of those who try end up tearing themselves apart in the end in a bloody fight before splitting up.

They have a humanoid appearance with glowing red horns on their head, each glowing red with heat. They have crimson skin, with equally crimson eyes, and red claws on their hands and feet with no heart, instead having a flame inside of their chest.

Weakness: An oni’s weakness is ‘holy’ magic.

Magic: Hellfire magic, with a unique power to cause direct damage to someone’s reality(their soul) with their hellfire.

Sin: Wrath

Mindeater

Description: Mindeaters are perhaps the most reclusive of the demons amongst the seven demon clans, with only one other clan coming anywhere near close to them in that regard. Most Mindeaters simply spend their days sleeping or watching over their territory with their reality detached from their body. However, should a Mindeater ever be truly angered, they will devour a person’s reality whole, turning it into life energy instead and feeding the life force in them to the System entirely.

They have the appearance of a large insect with very little carapace shielding them from physical harm and ten legs, with three segments to their body and two incisors at the front of their mouths.

Weakness: A Mindeater’s weakness is their physical strength.

Magic: Mind-eater magic, with a unique power to disconnect their reality(their soul) from their body when asleep.

Sin: Sloth

Ghoul

Description: Ghouls are the only undead demons in the ranks of the seven clans, and they are known to be even more unkillable than a blood lycan because of their ability to substitute mana for life energy. They often specialize purely in magic and their body, making them powerful foes who have the mana to long since outlast most foes they will fight.

However, fire magic will make regenerating damage done to the physical body of a ghoul more difficult, and so ghouls hate fire magic users more than anything. Including the oni clan.

Ghouls are also ravenous creatures whose appetites know no bounds, leading to them eating both living and nonliving things almost every chance they get.

They have humanoid bodies with pitch black eyes, pale skin with veins of black and purple energy running underneath, and black claws.

Weakness: A ghoul’s weakness is fire magic.

Magic: Death magic, with the unique power to substitute mana for life energy, allowing them to continue living as long as they have mana regardless of the state of their body.

Sin: Gluttony

Arachnae

Description: Arachnae prefer to live in the dark and are known to be the strongest assassins in all of Tartarus. They are often hired by other demons to assassinate noble demons that are too powerful at a large price. However, they only work during the night as their eyes are sensitive to the light.

Arachnae live in nests with at least a dozen arachnae in each nest, and their kingdoms are all underground.

These Nobles are some of the most aggressive demons towards other species out of pure envy. If there is something the other species has that the arachnae wishes to have, their envy will lead them to disliking the species.

Thanks to this, most arachnae tend to live outside of the public eye, not interacting with the other demon species of Tartarus if they do not have to.

Weakness: An arachnae’s weakness is light magic.

Magic: Corruption with the unique ability to absorb, recreate, mix, and experiment with any type of corruption using their own body that is immune to any corruption(poison, acid, viruses, etc).

Sin: Envy

Succubi

Description: Succubi are known as one of the few demon species who can and will impregnate any other species. However, these creatures are also distant at the same time, as are all seers. They never create permanent ties with other creatures outside of their own species, always leaving them to wander. They never create kingdoms of their own or rule in any manner.

If a succubi is seen in a city, most demons inhabiting that city know that the succubi will most likely only leave after sleeping with over a dozen different demons in the city. However, they also know not to ever anger the succubi. Because entire city’s populations have been known to go missing after such an event.

It is simply in their nature to feel lust over anything they deem beautiful.

Weakness: A succubi’s weakness is pain and fighting someone who’s mind is protected from charm magic.

Magic: Charm with a unique ability to divine anyone whose exact name they know and enter their dreams, thereby finding their location and being able to manipulate them in their dreams.
(Can be warded against if someone is powerful enough)

Sin: Lust

Kitsune

Description: Kitsune are known across Tartarus as the rulers of the most powerful association of thieves in all of Tartarus known as the Thieves of Tartarus. They are greedy creatures who are not able to keep their hands to themselves should they ever see something they like. Regardless of the consequences.

However, despite their thieving nature, kitsune specialize simply in support and combat magic, with no stealth or illusion related skills known to date.

How they managed to create the Thieves of Tartarus to this day has alluded even the Demon King himself.(mostly because he doesn’t care enough to simply order them to answer)

Weakness: A kitsune’s weakness is water magic.

Magic: Foxfire, which is a combination of fire and lightning and is solely unique to kitsune’s, with the ability to enhance any skill that uses foxfire depending on how many tails the kitsune has.

Sin: Greed

The levels of demon Classes also correspond to Classes for Guardians.

A new glossary will be posted later on with updated demons for the remaining Classes.

Note: Noble demons only include Blood Lycans, Oni, Arachnae, Succubae, Ghouls, Mindeaters, Kitsune, and any demon above level one thousand.

Meaning that there are no noble demons outside of those seven species who are not Class V already.

No exceptions.

Characters:

Scarlet Asger:

Scarlet is 19 years old as of the start of the story, is 5 foot 8 inches tall, favorite colors are red and black, has black hair before awakening, and is almost always seen wearing a black and red jacket and black pants. She dislikes skirts and dresses and is very pragmatic and feels very in line with the idea of an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. However, she also knows when not to push too far and is sometimes a little judgmental. She is reckless, has a strong sense of pride that is enhanced by her being half blood lycan, and does not like people touching her ears.

The Scarlet Wolf is the title given to her by the public.

Allen Silvester:

Former orphanage director of the Silvester Orphanage, current CEO of Silver Works – a world renowned tech company famous for inventing magi-tech. He is a supporter of Scarlet and cares about her and the other orphans like a father would. However, there were many times that he almost lost his position as CEO because of his work for the orphanage, his brother having constantly tried to take the position out from under him. In the end, the board of shareholders for Silver Works forced him to give away the orphanage right when Scarlet was graduating from High School.

He was contracted by White to create the orphanage in the first place and raise Scarlet as an orphan. And he knows that Scarlet is a blood lycan, but it doesn’t change how he feels about her.

Allen is also a Guardian under the title ‘Cipher’. His magic is Technomancy, and his current magic skills involve him taking control of technology near him and breaking through their firewalls, along with other aspects such as the control of special nanomachines.

Cynthia Sylvester:

Allen’s wife, Arabellia’s mother, and Scarlet’s mother figure. She is incredibly cold and can be seen by many as simply uncaring towards anyone outside of her family while being protective of her family itself. But in reality, she’s just afraid of losing someone else, like how she lost Belle’s sister.

Cynthia is also a Guardian under the title Frost, and one of the current Class IV Guardians most voted by the populous to likely reach Class V. She wears pale blue and white armor, with black hair streaked with pale blue, and has eyes that let off a faint pale blue glow.

And she knows that Scarlet is a blood lycan, but it doesn’t change how she feels about her.

Arthur Barnes:

A childhood friend of Scarlet’s and Belle’s, and is Belle’s boyfriend. He is the same age as the two and was also an orphan of the Silvester Orphanage. But unlike her, he accepted a lesser scholarship to the Tier 2 university known as Rhettford University in the city of Rhettford.

Arthur loves Belle with all of his heart and treats Scarlet like a younger sister. He is always beating Scarlet at video games that require a fast reaction speed, and was often the one who worked with Scarlet when she was doing something reckless back at the Tier 3 city if for no other reason than to make sure she didn't get into trouble. Or into too much trouble.

But he ended up taking a lot of the heat half the time when she would make a last minute escape right when Allen would return to the orphanage to yell at them.

Arabellia Silvester:

Allen Silvester’s biological daughter and another childhood friend of Scarlet’s. She currently attends one of the famous universities in the Tier 1 capital city, Terra, called Terra University. She is Arthur’s girlfriend and treats Scarlet like a little sister since Arabellia is quite tall for her age, standing at nearly six feet tall despite being the same age as Scarlet.

She likes to drag Scarlet around shopping if she ever gets the chance, and also wishes she could dress Scarlet up more often, since she almost never lets her. The two have been close since they can remember and often text each other to keep in contact.

Unlike Arthur, Belle has no interest in video games and instead watched a lot of movies with Scarlet when they were younger.

Title: Mystic Guardian

Michael Winters:

A Guardian who contracted three weeks before the start of the story and is a new student at Lion’s Heart Guardians University. He is just one year older than Scarlet at twenty years old and has Nature magic. He is a stoic and by the book individual who keeps Denise in line as he has been a close friend to her for years.

Nature Magic: Gives primarily healing skills with some summoning/creation skills to summon or create familiars and summoned beings to help him fight.

Title: Druid

Denise Harley:

A Guardian who contracted two weeks before the start of the story and is a new student at the Guardian University. She is two years older than Scarlet at twenty one years old and has Inferno magic. She is an overly caring and passionate individual who has few filters or borders but is able to learn from her mistakes.

Inferno Magic: Gives skills related to fire and ice magic. Including both body enhancement skills and magical attacks.

Title: Inferno

Emily Winters:

A Guardian who contracted three weeks before the start of the story and is a new student at the Guardian University. She is a year younger than Scarlet at eighteen years old and has Corruption magic. She is shy and often hides behind her older brother as they both contracted at the same time and are very close. She is the younger sister of Michael.

Corruption Magic: Gives skills related to the corroding of a biological body. Includes poisons, viruses, and other types of things like that.

Title: Little Reaper.

Leonidas Val Art de Archeron:

Demon Lord of Tartarus, Scarlet’s father, and the son of the current Demon King. He is a pureblood Blood Lycan who had a child with White, the current most powerful human being, and his father was not happy about it. He cares about Scarlet a lot despite how White chose to go about fulfilling the prophecy.

Amelia Asger:

White, the most powerful amongst the Knights of Humanity, and Scarlet’s mother. She is also the sister to Blue and aunt to Aria. Not much else is known about her outside of the fact that she cares about Scarlet and sometimes regrets how she has treated her, and how she hasn’t been able to hold her own daughter for years.

Arkaz Luna Val de Archeron:

Demon King of Tartarus, Scarlet’s grandfather, and the father of one of the current Demon Lords. He is a pureblood Blood Lycan and does not approve of his son having had a child with a human. However, he doesn’t hold this against the child and cares about Scarlet very much. Even if he has only met her once when she was a baby. He also didn’t approve of Leonidas’s plan to bring Scarlet to Earth but had no way to go against it since his command as Demon King doesn’t work on a Demon Lord and his son conducted his plan without telling him first. The man has constantly been searching for Scarlet and anything that may lead him to her so that he can bring her home and protect her as his only granddaughter.

Aria Knight:

Aria is Scarlet’s cousin and the daughter of Blue. She is one of the youngest Guardians in recorded history, a famous child actress, and is emotionally stunted in her development just like Scarlet. However, she is fine with physical contact as long as it’s with Scarlet, who she quickly grew to like after meeting her and begins to think of as an older sister.

Aria has long black hair with unnatural blue eyes and two wings that she can summon whenever she pleases. The wings look like those of an angel’s.

Aquatic Divine: Aria’s magic that lets her use both water and ‘holy’ magic in tandem.

Aria also has a few etched skills from Alexander but doesn’t know what all of them are or how to use most of them except for a single one. One that allows her to shapeshift a part of her body into a tentacle tipped with a claw. And this one she only knows about due to accidentally using it.

Alexander Knight:

One of the five Knights of Humanity, Blue. He is an insane psychopath with water related magic that can also transform him into a kraken, and is tied with Red as the second most powerful human being. He is Scarlet’s uncle and White’s – Scarlet’s mother – brother. He is Aria’s father despite practically abandoning her to the government immediately after having her through the first willing gene donor he could find just to get the government off his back.

Will Wright:

One of the five Knights of Humanity, Black. He has a split personality with one of his personalities being a playful prankster, and the other a pseudo psychopath. The man both wishes to take Scarlet in and adopt her but also doesn’t at the same time. One side of him wishes to do it out of actual worry and care, while the other just wants to spite Amelia, Scarlet’s biological mother.

Black uses a shadow related magic that makes him the most powerful human assassin in the world.

Noah Walker:

Noah is the Red Knight of Humanity and tied for the second most powerful human being, being evenly matched with Blue. He has a son named Blake Walker, who he raised on the front lines like a soldier.

Blake Walker:

Blake is the son of Red and is a Class II Guardian. He also admits that Scarlet is his type but adamantly refuses to let that develop into any form of romantic interest.

Lucius Tor de Blackheart:

One of the four Demon Lords of Tartarus and a Ghoul. He has the titles Lord of Death and The Reaper. He uses death magic.

Collin/Sylver:

A Guardian at the bottom of Class II working for the Silver Association. He is the same age as Scarlet and attends Lion’s Heart Guardians University. He has silver lightning that doesn’t need to be conducted to move and can take control of simple electronics.

Sage:

She is the head of intelligence for Cipher and the Silver Association. The woman barely displays any of her emotions, and many people believe that she may have lost them entirely upon being turned into a Guardian with Seer magic.

Seer Magic: Gives prophetic visions and foresight and prediction related skills.

Alfred Raynsford:

The vice-headmaster of Lion’s Heart Guardians University and the one who observed Scarlet’s entrance exam. He holds a grudge against Cipher for something he did back when he was a student at the university. Alfred has 2 tails.

He is one of the few people who remembers what White looks like and still meets with her regularly.

Jacob R. Ashton:

He is the government official in charge of registering new Guardians, and is the former headmaster of Lion’s Heart. However, not much else is known about him beyond his being familiar with White.

Julian:

Son of the CEO of Magic Arc – the company in charge of every magi-tech tram in the capital city. He was the new Guardian Scarlet saved in a Fracture. He has silver hair to match the tail that pokes a hole through his pants along with two silver eyes, the same glossy shade of silver as his tail.

Anthony Wilson:

Contracted partner of Artoria – Tar’s sister – and a user of death magic. Part void spawn due to human experimentation. Can use a powerful legendary skill that drastically increases all of his stats for the price of taking an explosive amount of damage if hurt while using the skill.

Lucas Walsh:

Lucas was the second place finisher in the Class I Solo Primary Tournament that Scarlet won. He is a student at Aquatic Pride Guardians University, and has a strong magical sense of smell, leading to him noticing Scarlet’s scent and pointing it out in a creepy manner.

Lucas is not able to understand the nuances behind things spoken to him or by him, making him miss the small details that are meant to be left unsaid and leaving him to say things that can be taken as creepy or strange.

His Instructor is Purple.

Title: Shifter

Abigail Kim:

Abigail was defeated in the quarterfinal round of the Class I Solo Primary Tournament by Scarlet. She is a student at Yggdrasil Guardians University, goes by the nickname Abi, and is the only mental magic user that Scarlet has fought against.

Abigail and Sam are dating.

Her Instructor is Purple.

Title: Lost

Samuel Lewis:

Sam was defeated in the Class I Solo Primary Tournament by Scarlet. He is a student at Hunter’s Peak Guardians University, goes by the nickname Sam, and is the only blood magic user that Scarlet has fought against.

Sam and Abigail are dating.

His Instructor is Purple.

Title: Crim

Ethan Davis:

Ethan was defeated by Scarlet in the Tower Siege secondary tournament and is a student at Scorched Halls Guardians University. He uses a magic that locks him in place while he absorbs the damage dealt to him before he eventually releases it all at the target in an uncontrollable wave of lava.

His Instructor is Purple.

Title: Molten Angel

Caroline Winters:

Carol is a Class III Guardian and the number one ranked student currently at Lion’s Heart Guardians University. She is also the older sister of both Emily and Michael, two of Scarlet’s former teammates.

Carol uses spatial magic that lets her cut apart space itself.

Title: Rift

Anthony Wilson:

A death magic user and a Class I Guardian who is the second strongest in Scarlet’s class.

Title: Necro
 


Chapter 1
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Back to the Grind



Scarlet

I narrow my eyes, my lips pursed in thought as I stare at the demon acolyte who I am currently holding in a null magic field while using blood boil on it. The creature is focusing on Sylver as he rushes around the room fighting the majority of the Class II demons, leaving me at the back to take care of the stragglers. But since I’ve already done that, I’ve resorted to walking up and testing my skills on this little guy.

Through my single minded focus on the acolyte who is struggling to cast its magic within my field, I vaguely hear shouting coming from Sylver. But I ignore it since I can see the guy’s doing perfectly fine as I continue watching the effects of the null magic field on the acolyte.

Rather interesting effects too, since the thing isn’t just having to use more mana in its skills, but it’s also being thrown off and confused by the change in the mana requirement. An added bonus I didn’t think about before.

And this is still only at level one for the skill. It makes me wonder just how strong the skill will be at level ten for example.

A very nice thought.

“Scarlet Asger!!!!” Sylver’s voice breaks through my thoughts, “I told you to stay at the back and deal with the weaker demons! Not to bully a damned acolyte!”

I glance at him for a moment before sending twenty blades of blood towards the acolyte while keeping it in my null magic field. The acolyte then struggles to create a barrier of water to block the blades, only for it to fail miserably due to a lack of mana. Which makes sense, considering it’s been sitting there firing spells at Sylver while inside of my null magic field. My blades then pierce straight into the acolyte, killing the thing without much struggle since all of its bodyguards were busy with Sylver.

“I’m not bullying any acolytes,” I defend myself acting like I didn’t just kill the thing. “And all of the fomorians back here are already dead. What did you expect me to do?”

He just groans as he continues sending bolts of silver lightning out at the demons, turning them to ash one by one.

“You know what? I can’t even argue with that…” I hear him muttering to himself before shouting at me, “Just do whatever.”

I grin at that and give him a thumbs-up which has him rolling his eyes. Then I proceed to target the other acolytes – because they give the most EXP – and make several null magic fields appear around them as well. And since he said I could do whatever, I shift both of my arms, briefly relishing in the fact that I can do that in the first place now, before rushing over into the first null magic field and tearing into the acolyte that is at least twenty-five levels above me, the creature not having its bodyguards to be able to defend itself.

Which honestly makes them a very nice monster to farm for EXP when I have a nice higher leveled guy here drawing the creature’s bodyguards like a magnet. Even if I get a slightly reduced amount of EXP for technically having help in a way.

He’s only drawing away other demons though, and maybe exhausting some of their mana, so the EXP penalty shouldn’t be too big. And it’s not like he’s trying to pull them.

After cutting down a few acolytes, Sylver finishes dealing with the dozens upon dozens of other demons on the floor we’re on of this rather wide open arcade’s main room. Which surprisingly wasn’t where the core appeared.

It’s only been a day since the Primary tournament ended, and the moment the Demonic Assault started, Allen immediately messaged me telling me to work with Sylver if I planned on entering a Class II Fracture. To Sylver’s displeasure, of course.

I’m not sure if he’s more upset that I’m already Class II while he only appears to be midway through Class II, or by the fact that he’s stuck ‘babysitting’ me again. Just like in the early days when I first became a Guardian.

“Does she even need my babysitting…?” the man mutters, likely not meaning for me to hear it.

I hold back a snort at that.

Do I need a babysitter? Probably not. Will Allen let me go around on my own in a Class II Fracture where I will most likely end up getting into trouble somehow and almost dying due to the mysterious person manipulating the demons in my Fractures? Probably not.

At least not until I get a few dozen levels and can handle myself against the demons at the edges of the Fractures without any trouble.

“Sometimes I wonder if you really have a death wish…” Tar mutters, having apparently returned from wherever he had vanished to.

I do not have a death wish.

He snorts at that as I use the clean skill on my shapeshifted arms before focusing on Sylver who is walking up to me, briefly glancing at the mauled corpse of the acolyte next to me.

“Getting a second claw really didn’t help with your mauling habit,” Sylver mutters with a raised brow, only to raise the other when he sees me shrug. “And that other magic you’re using…”

I tense up slightly at that.

Right. It would obviously raise questions when I randomly start using null magic in public.

But I knew this would happen, and I honestly don’t care if people learn that White is my biological mother. So let them speculate all they want.

Doesn’t change the fact that Allen and Cynthia are the ones I think of as my parents.

“Never mind,” Sylver suddenly says, surprising me for a moment before I realize that this is Sylver. He probably doesn’t care. “Let’s continue.”

I nod my head at that and begin following him through the sea of demon corpses towards the next room.



“Considering how many kills you’re taking from me, I’d say you should already be a high enough level to take on the demons on the outskirts of the Fracture by yourself,” Sylver grunts with a frown on his face as he looks around at the demons I’d killed closer to the edges of the second large room of the arcade. A bowling alley. And I can’t help but think he’s trying to get rid of me.

“Well, it makes sense that he would,” Tar says, sounding rather amused. “You’re kind of stealing a bunch of his kills.”

I mean, it’s not like most of those kills would give him EXP anyways…

That said, I let my System messages flow through.

{Level 102 Demon Fomorian defeated. A small EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x5

{Level 102 Demon Fomorian defeated. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x4

{Level 104 Demon Fomorian defeated. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x4

{Level 105 Demon Fomorian defeated. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x4

{Level 106 Demon Fomorian defeated. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x4

{Level 108 Demon Fomorian defeated. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x4

{Level 125 Demon Acolyte defeated. A large EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x2

{Level 126 Demon Acolyte defeated. A large EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x2

{Level 128 Demon Acolyte defeated. A large EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x3

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 102. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 111. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x32

[Skill ‘Blood Pull’ has leveled up to level 13.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 2.]

Yeah, I did get quite a lot of levels from that. And all it took was like five to ten minutes of fighting.

I wonder why those demons were so weak?

“Well, they are the weakest demons in the Fracture, and you already have the advantage over them in your skills and you being mostly blood lycan,” Tar says, making it sound obvious. “Not to mention that the demon acolytes are fully focused on magic attacks with very little in the way of defense for themselves. Which is why they have fomorians guardians.”

Fomorians that were mostly attacking Sylver.

“You’re sure you won’t get in trouble with Allen for this?” I ask with a raised brow, and Sylver just snorts and turns around, walking away.

Guess that’s a yes?

Either way, looks like I already leveled up Null Magic Field once. So that’s very nice.

“You do need to remember that it’ll become a lot harder-” Tar begins only to stop when I finish, “To level up as I do so. Yes, I know. We learned about it in System Basics while you were asleep.”

The range of levels for Class II is 1.5 times as large as it is for Class I, meaning that I’ll probably stop getting EXP from the fomorians entirely after I reach around level one hundred and ninety to two hundred or so. And that’ll mean I will be stuck having to get another fifty or so levels relying solely on the stronger and more elite demons in the Fracture.

It’s both annoying and nice that the start of each Class has Guardians leveling up the fastest by far. Annoying because it’s annoying when you’re not at the start of the Class, and nice because it really does feel nice to see the levels shooting up when you are.

I stretch a little as I watch Sylver walk through the door into a hallway leading towards where the core is. Then I turn around and begin heading towards a hallway leading elsewhere, where I’ll likely find some rather weak demons due to their being quite a ways away from the core.

As I walk though, I can’t help but wonder if the person manipulating the demons in my Fractures will start doing it again now that I’m alone.

I’m still not sure who’s doing it, but if I had to guess, it’s probably someone connected to my father. After all, if he’s a member of a branch in the blood lycans clan, then he will probably be able to do something like that.

I think?

Then again, I’m not really sure how that all works.

And Tar won’t say anything still.

“You’ll find out on your own,” Tar says, making me frown.

Annoying.

Stupid prophecies.

Then again, for all I know, the one doing the manipulating of my Fractures could be my father himself. Or maybe just someone subordinate to him?

I continue walking through the room before entering the hallway where I eventually find more demons after turning a corner further down in said hallway.

|Demon Fomorian – Subspecies: N/A – Level 102|

|Demon Fomorian – Subspecies: N/A – Level 104|

|Demon Fomorian – Subspecies: N/A – Level 103|

|Demon Fomorian – Subspecies: N/A – Level 102|

|Demon Acolyte – Subspecies: N/A – Level 125|

An acolyte and its bodyguards, all of which are almost at the lowest level they can possibly be in this Fracture.

Not a half bad find, if I’m being honest.

The fomorians all begin rushing towards me as soon as they smell me, meanwhile the acolyte begins raising its staff, only to grow confused when I place a null magic field around it. But it pushes past the confusion a second later to send a bolt of lightning at me, frowning a second later.

I jump out of the way of the bolt of lightning before covering my shapeshifted arms with claws of blood – not using the metallicized blood – and charging straight for the fomorians who are all now several levels below me.

Let’s begin the hunt.


Chapter 2

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Frightening Discovery



Further Into the Gaming Arcade

Despite splitting off from Scarlet and telling her to fight on her own, Collin can’t help but keep an eye on her as he fights, making his way just a bit closer to the core without getting too close to it. Because he isn’t a high enough level to deal with the demons at the core or even near it, having to wait for reinforcements from the base for that.

And what he finds when he watches her still surprises him just as much now as it did when he first saw her fighting after reaching Class II. The girl simply puts up what he can only assume is a field of null magic before rushing forwards and maneuvering around the fomorian’s attacks, striking back at them when they give an opening using her shapeshifted arms, and taking attacks without so much as flinching sometimes just to create more openings. All while the acolyte seems to struggle with using its magic skills, seemingly using up far more mana than it should otherwise need for each skill.

That is most definitely null magic. There’s no doubt about it. But for her to have null magic along with her blood magic, she’d have to have etched skills. And the only human with null magic in the world at Class V… is White.

Collin doesn’t stop killing demons with his silver lightning as he runs through the building, keeping one eye on Scarlet through a camouflaged drone that she has most likely already heard. Considering just how great her hearing has become.

Could she be White’s daughter? It’s possible, considering just how powerful she is. And while it is incredibly rare, some children who have etched skills do end up getting a magic that is nothing like their parent’s.

Seconds pass by, and with each one of them another demon is turned to ash by his lightning. All while he ponders over the subject. But eventually he decides that she is most likely White’s daughter as that would be the only plausible explanation for how she has both blood and null magic.

Not like it matters to me who her parents are. But at least if she knows about it, which she probably would if she got an achievement-locked skill, then she should know she’s not an orphan. And the public will know this too when they figure it out themselves.

Collin feels himself relaxing ever so slightly at that. Because ever since he found out she was an orphan, he couldn’t help but feel worried that her background would be discovered by the public and she would end up ostracized.

Whether or not she was raised in an orphanage or not doesn’t matter. Not if she has etched skills to prove who she is.

With that thought, and one last glance at the girl who constantly reminds him of his late sister and is currently killing the acolyte with several blades of blood, taking advantage of the fomorian’s focus on her, Collin, otherwise known by the public as Sylver, focuses all of his attention on his own battles once again.



Scarlet

“So you decided to go off on your own after just minutes of entering the Fracture and gaining about a dozen levels?” Allen asks, trying to gather all the details of what went down in the first Fracture. Followed by the Fracture afterwards, neither of which actually had anything interesting happen. Nothing beyond me getting to about level one hundred and twenty from hunting demons.

“Yep,” I answer with a nod while opening up my terminal as I sit in his office on the very comfortable sofa beginning to search up if there’s any news on my use of null magic.

“And you got a new null magic etched skill unlocked as an achievement-locked skill?” he continues, making me nod without taking my gaze from the terminal. “I’m not really sure why we didn’t think of this before, but now that we have White’s permission to go through with the adoption, we can just let the public know you’re her daughter, and we won’t have to worry about your being raised as an orphan. Since the people and government wouldn’t treat you as an orphan after that. They’d treat you as the daughter of one of the five Knights of Humanity.”

“Yeah, that’s why I’m fine with using my null magic skills in public,” I comment right before finding what I’m looking for. Some streamer going on about his speculations for me being White’s daughter. “It certainly didn’t take long for them to start speculating either.”

I raise my head finally to find Allen rubbing his temples as he says, “Well, your biological mother is the only Class V user of null magic in the world, and also the only one who has ever gotten a universal notification announcing her acquisition of etched skill slots. So it’d make sense for people to assume that.”

Wait… what?

“You mean universal notifications are public knowledge?” I ask, my confusion likely showing on my face.

Allen raises his head to look at me with a tired expression on his face and asks, “You didn’t know that?” He blinks for a moment only to shake his head. “Right. Of course you wouldn’t. They don’t teach as much as they should in those Tier 3 city schools. Not as much about Guardians at least, compared to how much they teach in higher Tier cities.”

Oh.

That’s annoying.

“And why wasn’t any of it mentioned in the textbooks I borrowed from…” I pause in the middle of speaking as the answer to my own question comes to me. “Never mind.”

It’s because I never had a class that focused solely on Guardians in school before university. Sure we had history classes, and classes over demons and stuff. But we never had one focused solely on Guardians.

A minor oversight on my part.

“It would certainly explain how the people are automatically jumping to the conclusion that White is your mother just from seeing your use of null magic,” Tar adds his two cents in, and I can’t help but nod.

Especially if they have some sort of website or something online used to keep track of the universal notifications. Which in hindsight I wouldn’t be surprised if they did.

Actually, I open the browser and search that very thing up. And lo and behold, there really is one.

Interesting.

From the looks of it, most of the Demon Lords have about three or four etched skills, with the Lord of Death and the Blood Lord having four, whereas most of the Knights of Humanity have two etched skills, with White being the only one with three. Which answers my question of how many etched skills White has.

It doesn’t list any of their Titles though, presumably because they got most of them before the System was initialized on Earth.

But the Demon King… holy shit.

“Is this… is this accurate?” I can’t help but mutter out loud, drawing Allen’s attention to what I’m doing – the man having previously been muttering to himself.

“What? The Demon King’s etched skills?” he asks after seeing my screen before grimly answering, “Yes, the Demon King has six etched skills.”

“Wow…” I mutter, unsure of how to take that. “Wait, doesn’t that also mean that…”

“Yes, it does,” Allen says with a grimace. “The Blood Lord, the Demon King’s son, has all six of those etched skills along with his own four etched skills on top of them. Although whether he has those skills unlocked for their higher rarity or not is unknown.”

I stare at him with my mouth agape, unsure of how to respond.

“Don’t forget that the other Demon Lords have parents too, all of whom have etched skills of their own even if they don’t have anywhere near as many as the Demon King,” Tar suddenly chips in, making my shock turn into downright fear. “And most people only ever etch mythical skills, so those are likely to all be mythical skills. Most likely are Title-Bearing ones as well. Assuming they’ve met the requirements for the mythical version of the achievement-locked skills that is.”

No wonder the Demon Lords are all stronger than the Knights…


Chapter 3
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Beta Test Opens



Scarlet

The very first thing I do the moment I wake up the next morning is jump out of bed and rush over to the pod doc I had set up in my room, all while activating my magi-tech armor and using the clean skill. Not even bothering to change out of my sleeping clothes before I jump into the pod doc.

Because it’s finally the start of the beta testing period for the game!

“You really are excited for this,” Tar comments, sounding rather amused.

Of course I am! It’s the very first MMORPG in a magical reality! First game in a magical reality at all even!

I explained at one point what an RPG was to Tar, and I still can’t help but feel amused by his reaction.

“I still stick to it,” Tar says, sounding smug. “These RPGs of yours are mere mockeries of the System created by Titania!”

But the RPGs were around long before the System arrived on Earth.

“We ignore that,” Tar sagely says as I find myself being drawn into the magical reality where I end up floating in the air with the voice of some lady entering my ear, “Hello, beta tester, and welcome to Hunter XI!” She then goes on and on about some basic details for the game, how it’s the first of its kind, and then talking about my character creation.

One annoying thing about this magical reality stuff though is that you can’t play as anyone other than your own appearance. Or general appearance at least. You can change up some features, but your body has to fit your reality.

After the lady finishes her introduction, I immediately get to creating my character, which is just my typical character in these games. A vampire if I can. One that tends to use a more berserk fighting style and class.

“Not sure what a vampire is outside of Tartarus, but the berserk fighting style fits you to a T,” Tar comments, making me briefly wonder why he’s still here.

It ends up taking me quite a while to finish my character, and when I do, the lady returns and starts talking again. Then I’m sent to the outskirts of some city from old world medieval times. The typical fantasy city in RPGs.

And around me I actually find several other people appearing or just standing around as well. People I can tell aren’t NPCs since they’re wearing the same starter equipment as I am, which is really just a set of basic armor with grey chainmail and an undershirt, with silver metal armor over the vital areas.

For a moment, I hesitate, only to remember that I changed my features to make me unrecognizable in-game. Specifically, I changed my hair to be purely black, I gave myself human ears instead of my wolf ears – which doesn’t seem to have changed my hearing at all, something I find rather interesting as I’m still hearing just like I did with my wolf ears – and I changed my face to be just a little older and rougher looking with a slight mask to make it harder to link my character to me. A nice feature added by the game for those who don’t want to be recognized.

Overall, it shouldn’t be possible to link me to my character.

I look up again to find someone spawning right in front of me, making me blink in surprise. And they’re no different, as they don’t appear to have been expecting to spawn right in front of someone either.

We both step back for a moment to examine the other.

The player is a guy with bright, unrealistically crimson hair, which leads me to believe that he either changed it to that with his character creation, or he is a Guardian outside of the game. And his eyes are just as red, with his hair going down to about his shoulder in length, but also layered in a way that makes it look clean with his hair not falling in his face at all.

His face, on the other hand, doesn’t really match his hair or eyes. So I’m guessing he only changed his face and is a Guardian outside of the game. Because his face looks oddly boring compared to the rest, and very off. And if someone were to go to the trouble of changing their eye and hair color to make them look fancy, they wouldn’t leave their face boring like that.

Although, he could’ve also just picked a race that has him looking like that. I know the vampire race I chose – which in this game doesn’t seem to have a weakness to the sun besides being weaker in terms of magic cast while in sunlight – has crimson eyes. Both similar and yet still different from my own eyes in reality.

My eyes suddenly widen as I realize I used the usual username I always use in games. CrimsonWolf.

I hope that can’t be linked to Scarlet Wolf… normally I don’t have to worry about others figuring it out since they don’t have my actual appearance. But now…

“I doubt anyone would care, especially in this beta test,” Tar suddenly says, surprising me for a moment before he explains his reasoning, “you said that this beta test was for rich people, right? So shouldn’t a lot of the people here be Guardians already?”

Oh. I guess he has a point.

Anyways, the guy whose username I can see is Blaze finishes examining me and looks me in the eyes as he says, “Hello.”

“Hi,” I respond with a light nod.

A moment of awkward silence passes before I try to walk away with a short, “Well, I’m going to-”

“Wait,” he cuts me off, making me pause in my step to turn around and glance at him with a raised brow. “I was going to find a teammate right away for the opening event mission, so you’ll do if you’d like to work with me.”

I continue looking at him with a raised brow, only for a notification from the video game’s system – not the real System – to appear in my face, making me blink in surprise.

	Event Mission Acquired!
Mission Objective: Complete the beginner missions within twenty four hours of the opening of the beta testing period and then submit a report about how you felt it went!
Mission Rewards: Class II Beta Armor Set and one Class II Skill Roll.
Completion Progress: N/A



My eyes narrow, but the guy, Blaze, cuts my thoughts off as he says, “The event mission has a hidden mechanic to it in that it gives bonus rewards for the first three groups of people who are able to finish it, along with a bonus on how quickly it can be completed. So if you want to get those bonus rewards, it would be beneficial to work with someone.”

I glance at him for a moment before considering the idea.

Normally I always go solo in games, but… if what he said is really true, then maybe I should work with him just this once.

Besides. He looks capable in how he’s holding himself.

“Okay,” I finally answer, and he nods his head before we both begin walking towards the city.

This’ll be interesting.


Chapter 4
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Scarlet

I end up playing for the entire day until Blaze and I complete all of the beginner missions and therefore the event mission as well at about dinner time, with the two of us only taking a short break for lunch during that. And the man actually ends up being quite helpful during the missions. He seems to have designed his character with a pure offensive magical build, which is different from mine in that while I have magic I also have plenty of investment in physical. Something Tar once again finds amusing considering how similar it is to my stats and skills in reality.

Makes me wonder if Blaze is the same though. If his build in-game is the same as how he fights as a Guardian in reality, assuming he is a Guardian. Which I’m pretty sure he is at this point, considering that he seemed to show more combat training and experience than me when we were fighting in the game. Something a civilian most likely won’t have.

Either way I stretch not too long after getting out of the pod doc before heading over to the living room, just to pause as I remember to get dressed. So I turn back around, deactivating my magi-tech armor and heading towards my closet where I quickly get dressed and reactivate the armor again.

Right as I’m about to leave my suite though, I find my terminal suddenly buzzing at me from my arm. And when I turn it off sleep mode and find it to be an email, I immediately stop walking, my hand hovering over the doorknob as I find who the email is from.

White.

I frown as I read the email, which is basically just asking if I would like to join her in a private booth during the Class I Team Primaries that start tomorrow. With Aria too, apparently.

Is she actually trying to make an effort now? Although, why is Aria gonna be coming too?

My frown grows deeper for a moment before I shake my head.

Might as well give it a chance. It’ll give me time to ask more questions.

Plus I can see Aria.

I continue leaving my suite while locking it behind me.

Now is time for dinner though.



“Scarlet!” Aria shouts as she jumps into my arms, having turned a corner out of nowhere while I’m walking towards White’s private booth. “We get to watch the tournament together!”

I can’t help but smile at the girl as I continue walking through the hall, briefly nodding to her butler who is panting in exhaustion when I pass by the hallway they had come from. And the man nods at me while panting, making me feel a faint amount of pity for the old man.

“Greetings *pant* young miss,” he says with some difficulty before taking a moment to catch his breath and straightening up again. “Would you mind taking care of the young lady from here?”

“Sure,” I answer with a chuckle as Aria begins playing with my hair.

The butler gives me a bow and a quick thank you and starts walking away at a much slower pace than before.

“We’re going to see Aunt Amelia?” Aria asks, making me pause to glance at her for a second before I continue walking through the hall again as I answer, “Yeah.”

Guess Aria has seen White then. Although I shouldn’t really be surprised, since the reason she never saw me was apparently that prophecy of theirs. So there wasn’t anything stopping her from seeing her niece.

I can’t help but wonder though…

“Have you seen your aunt very often?” I ask the girl in my arms as I slow down my pace a little to give us more time to talk.

Aria purses her lips with her left arm wrapped around me and her right playing with my hair still, only to shake her head and say, “Not much. She would come by a few times every year to check on me and bring me gifts, but she never seemed comfortable at our house. And she stopped visiting a couple years ago too…”

I frown at that before patting the girl on the head and smoothing out her hair, which had become a little messed up at some point.

“I have seen her a couple times since then though, but not at home,” Aria suddenly adds as she rests her head on my shoulder.

Interesting.

If I’m reading that right, it sounds like White isn’t on good terms with my grandfather on her side of the family, who is apparently the one raising Aria instead of her father. But then again, from what Aria has told me of him, he’s not the greatest in terms of parenting or grandparenting material. Since the guy literally charges the nine year old girl to stay home with him.

Which is why she goes on those commercial shoots and has her job as a child actress.

Honestly not sure if that’s even legal, but considering who the man is, I doubt the government can do shit to him. Since he is one of the richest people in the world, even if he’s not a Guardian himself. Just a man using certain Guardian’s skills to continue extending his lifetime long past when he should’ve died. Long past when a person using supplements would’ve died too.

He isn’t harsh or abusive with her though. He simply treats their relationship as a contract of sorts. One he only accepts because she’s family.

All in all, my family on my mother’s side sounds screwed up in most every way possible.

Then again, my family on my father’s side is a bunch of demons. So…

“They’re blood lycans at least, and they love family no matter what,” Tar defends my father’s side.

Well, he still abandoned me.

He doesn’t say anything in response.

Aria stays quiet as we pass by a few people in the hallway. People who immediately end up taking pictures of me and Aria that I am absolutely sure are going to end up on the internet within the minute.

We continue, or rather, I continue walking with Aria in my arms for a few more minutes before we finally arrive at a grand looking staircase, which apparently leads up to the private booths reserved just for the Knights of Humanity. And the place where me and Aria are going to be seeing White.

My birth mother.
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Scarlet

The door to White’s booth – a rather grand looking white and silver door with a screen outside of it – opens without me even finishing approaching the thing to reveal an equally grand looking room. One fit for royalty. Which I guess in a way the Knights are like the rulers of the Earth in that they’re by far the strongest humans in existence.

Especially white, whose door is at the center of the five doors.

I cautiously walk through the door before it shuts behind me, finding White sitting on a literal throne at the center of the room staring at me and Aria with a conflicted look on her face. Then, to my surprise, she gets up from her throne and says, “Here, have a seat,” while motioning towards it and summoning two other seats just like it but smaller. One that she takes, and one on the other side of me that I’m guessing is meant for Aria.

After a brief moment of hesitation, I walk over and put Aria down on the ground before sitting on the throne. Then, of course, Aria ignores the other seat to instead sit in my lap, almost making me chuckle in amusement.

But I’m too tense for that right now as I keep an eye on White, quickly finding the woman surprised by the turn of events. She doesn’t let it keep her surprised for long though as she almost immediately waves her hand, dismissing the other chair.

Then we sit in silence for a few minutes. A few very awkward minutes spent watching as the stadium fills up with people, none of their noise reaching us in here.

The only occasional sound is that of Aria moving around on my lap, pushing me further into the throne so that she can scoot between my legs and just lie back with her head resting on my chest instead of her previous spot sitting on one of my legs. Something that both Tar and White appear to be amused about.

I just roll my eyes before finally focusing my attention solely on White as I ask, “So why did you call me here?”

Her amusement gives way to a hint of fear and anxiety as she answers, “Well, I just wanted to see how you were doing.”

I frown at that.

“Nineteen years of never seeing me, and now you’re suddenly worrying?” I ask, perhaps a bit cruelly.

But certainly truthfully.

She flinches at that, meanwhile Aria just ignores the byplay between us and actually appears to be going to sleep. Which is adorable, but not important right now. Even if the position she pushed me in feels more than a little uncomfortable.

“I…” she starts, pauses, then starts again, “I’ve never really been good at putting my thoughts to words, but…” she pauses again, only to continue when she sees my glare. “I know you’ll likely never trust me, but I wanted to try. Even if it won’t likely happen, I have to at least try.”

I stare at her for several seconds before turning my gaze to the stadium and wrapping my arms around the girl in my lap, quickly feeling her somehow grab one of my arms in her sleep.

You know, I think I’m rather thankful that Aria is here during this conversation.

“I wonder if White knew how much you two got along with each other and had her come as a soothing effect?” Tar mutters, sounding genuinely curious.

And to be honest, I can’t help but wonder that as well.

Not that it’d matter.

“You’re right,” I eventually state without looking at the woman. “I probably won’t ever trust you. Nor will I think of you as my real mother.”

I see her flinch out of the corner of my eye, but I ignore it as I turn to look at her again and finish, “But I’m willing to let you at least try. You did give birth to me after all.”

A small amount of hope appears in her eyes. Something that honestly irritates me even more, because if she really cared for me this much, then why the hell did she abandon me in the first place? Why would a mother abandon a kid to a hellish life just to sate some prophecy?

It’s bullshit.

“Do know that I won’t be inconveniencing myself in any way just to give you a chance, nor will I forgive you for what you’ve done,” I reiterate, making her nod her head in understanding.

Good.

“And now that we’ve gotten that out of the way…” I start before pausing to figure out how to ask, only for White to suddenly ask, “You want to know about my etched skills?”

My eyes widen in surprise, but I nod, nonetheless.

“I thought so,” she says with a nod of her own. White then raises her hand, making a white light shine above it. One that gives me a sort of empty feeling when I look into it. “This is null magic. It’s one of if not the most powerful magic known purely because, at the highest rarity skills, it has the ability to completely erase other magics so long as the user has the mana to do it.”

My eyes widen at that, and I find myself staring intently at the ball of white light.

“There’s actually an etched skill that you should be able to get from me that allows you do to this too,” she continues, making my eyes immediately narrow on her. “One of my etched skills,” she suddenly pauses as she raises a hand and snaps her fingers, making a flash of white surround us, tinting the air around us with white, “sorry, had to deal with some eavesdroppers.” I blink at that before remembering we’re in a magical reality. Although how she’s stopping anyone from snooping is beyond me. Probably some null magic trick. “Anyways, one of my etched mythic skills is called Nullify Magic, and it lets me nullify any sort of magical skill as long as I spend one and a half times the amount of mana that whoever used the skill spent to use it.”

My mouth drops open from shock.

The hell?! That’s broken!

Even Tar seems shocked as he suddenly appears in the air while gaping at White, apparently not having known the skill himself. He doesn’t stay shocked for long though because he quickly appears to realize something and says to me in my head so that White can’t hear, “Your Null Magic Field!!”

My eyes widen.

Holy shit. Nullify Magic is the mythic version of Null Magic Field, isn’t it?!

White looks slightly proud of herself and happy with my reaction, but my thoughts are suddenly drawn to the side when a fae appears next to her, making Tar immediately lower his head in respect and state, “Greetings, Third Prince Sylvanus.”

“And you, Fourteenth Prince Tarankar,” the floating dolphin – yes, dolphin – says in a deep tone of voice.

Wait, fourteenth? Oh, right! His place amongst the royal line of ascension rose when I ascended Classes!

Good on you little tanuki!

Tar snorts in my head.


Chapter 6
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Severing and Anger



Scarlet

Actually, come to think of it, since the royal line of ascension is based on the power of the royal fae’s Guardian, shouldn’t that mean the top five Guardians should be the Demon King and the Demon Lords? And if that’s the case, why is White contracted with the third prince?

Tar doesn’t say anything for a moment, and out of the corner of my eye, I find what I’m guessing is White and her fae talking between themselves. But after a second, Tar brings my attention back to him by answering, “That’s not technically correct.”

Oh? Why?

“The top four fae royals were indeed contracted with the Demon Lords, but recently, White has surpassed the weakest of the Demon Lords in level. And at the same time, another Demon Lord has severed the contract they had with their partner, abandoning the fae royal in the process,” Tar says, sounding slightly grim in the process. “Your cousin Aria is actually contracted to that fae royal nowadays.”

My eyes widen in surprise at that.

That… explains why Aria was contracted to the fourth princess despite being less than level ten.

“She has thus lost her rank as the fourth princess since you last saw her, something that was long overdue but was delayed for unspecified reasons,” Tar says, answering my next question before I can even ask it.

Huh. And what about that Demon Lord? The one who severed their contract? I know humans don’t have any losses from losing their contract outside of losing the advising their fae gives them, along with the assistance the fae gives them in managing their System notifications. But are demons the same?

“Demons are indeed the same, so the Demon Lord didn’t lose anything in severing their contract,” Tar answers, briefly pausing as we both notice the third prince vanishing, apparently finished talking with White for now. Unless they’re just continuing whatever they were talking about in their heads. “From what I understand, the Demon Lord in question and Princess Rowena had a disagreement, so… well… her contracted partner ate their contract.”

I blink at that.

They ate it?

“Yeah,” Tar says with a nod while floating in front of me.

A contract?

“Yeah,” Tar repeats.

Wow.

“Yeah,” he repeats again for no reason.

I briefly glance down at the stadium when Black’s voice rings out, the man finally beginning to speak, “Hello everyone and welcome to another wonderful Primary tournament! I will once again be your wonderful host, Will Wright!!”

Out of the corner of my eye I can’t help but notice White stiffening up at the sound of his voice.

Interesting.

I guess the dislike Black has for White is mutual.

I glance down at Aria to find her sleeping peacefully before I look up at the tanuki again as I remember something.

You said that the top four ranks for the fae princes and princesses were normally for the Demon Lords. So where does that leave the…

My eyes widen in realization.

The Demon King is contracted to the Fae King, isn’t he?

Tar just nods his head in response.

That’s… wow.

In hindsight, it makes perfect sense. The highest ranking fae contracted with the most powerful mortal in existence. After all, who else would fit the king’s image as a contractor?

Doesn’t that make a conflict in interest though? The fae are always talking about how they’re neutral in the war.

“We are,” Tar nods before floating over and sitting on my shoulder, making me briefly wonder why everyone’s sitting on me today. “Father doesn’t make any decisions in regard to the war between the humans and the demons. All of those decisions are passed to his children in a council format so as to avoid a conflict of interest.”

That’s… not a bad way to deal with it, I suppose. And am I to assume there are other measures in place as well?

“Of course,” Tar says as Black continues introducing the teams for the Class I Team Primary tournament, starting with the team representing Lion’s Heart. A team that actually does have some familiar faces, such as Necro for example.

Actually, something I’ve never really thought to ask about, but how does the Demon King know about my existence?

“I cannot say anything on this topic,” Tar says before pausing and adding, “You may be able to get some information from White though.”

White?

I turn to look at her, finding the woman staring at me and Aria with a light smile on her lips. One that goes serious when she notices my attention.

“Tar said that I might be able to get some answers about this from you,” I start, making White blink in surprise at my words. “How does the Demon King know of my existence?”

She flinches. The White Knight of Humanity, the strongest human in existence, actually flinches.

Then again, she’s done so before. But mostly just from me saying things like I won’t forgive her and stuff. Not just from a casual question like this.

White takes a deep breath and holds it for a moment before letting it out and saying, “I can’t tell you.”

My eyes narrow, but right when I’m about to speak, she raises a hand and adds, “What I can tell you though is that he doesn’t know where you are, he doesn’t know about the prophecy, and he doesn’t have any intensions of harming you.”

I close my mouth again.

The first and second parts I didn’t know, but the third part should’ve been relatively clear to me. Considering how Tar mentioned I was given an order by the Demon King once.

“And?” I prod the woman, but she just shakes her head.

Damned fucking prophecy. Despite her insistence on ‘making up for her past wrongs’ she still insists on keeping this shit from me?

I scowl at her for a moment before focusing solely on the trickster Knight who is currently commentating up a storm in the stadium.

“If you keep this up, I might never forgive you,” I comment without even bothering to look at the woman who is still keeping things from me.

And if I had to guess, she probably flinched at those words.

I can’t help but feel what I’m assuming is anger at her words. Something that I’m not really used to, if I’m being honest.

Aria suddenly shifts in my lap, taking my mind away from the woman next to me.

Very glad she came along.


Chapter 7
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Thoughts



Scarlet

I end up spending a few hours watching the tournament with White before eventually leaving with Aria to go meet up with my former team where I then watch the tournament with them instead for another few hours. Something that apparently made White rather disappointed, but that’s not my problem.

After the second round of the day for the teams tournament ends though, I call it a night and say goodbye to the others, Aria included, before leaving the magical reality and beginning to head home through the snow outside. And as I walk, I can’t help but wonder about that Class V Fracture that’s predicted to happen next Summer.

Everyone in the city is most likely going to be evacuated about a week before the predicted time of the Fracture, with the exception of any Guardians who wish to stay behind and defend the city from the other Fractures that open up during the Class V Fracture. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if they change the rules to require us to stay behind for the Class V Fracture. Just because the city is going to need defenders if it doesn’t want any other Gates popping up. Because the last thing we need is to have more Gates here, even if the Class V Fracture is soundly dealt with.

And the Knights and the other Class V Guardians can’t handle every Fracture in the city. Especially when they’re gonna be busy dealing with the Class V Fracture.

Over the past weeks I’ve actually wondered if I should try staying behind to deal with some Fractures myself. On the other side of the city from the Class V, of course.

But I don’t think I will. Because I wouldn’t be surprised if a noble demon might have a way to tell what I am. Not to mention the chance that a blood lycan might come through the Fracture. So it would be most likely the biggest risk I’ve ever taken in my life.

And while I’m normally perfectly fine with taking risks, this time is different.

I let out a sigh at that thought while looking up through the falling snow as I walk.

It’s been snowing a lot this year. More than usual.

“Is that strange?” Tar asks, sitting curled up in the collar of my coat.

Not really. Ever since the Demonic Assaults began and the atmosphere was cut off from space, the weather has been all out of whack. Every single year the weather is completely different. Sure it will still keep to the seasons, but the actual weather during those seasons will always be different from what it used to be.

Like how the capital – which I believe used to be called New York before it was completely remade by the Republic, having been destroyed by demons originally – used to have snow every year during the Winter. And quite a bit of it in fact. But after the Demonic Assaults it started having sunny Winters instead half the time. That or just normal rain.

I think this is the first year in a while we’ve had this much snow again. In fact, it’s snowing pretty much every day this Winter. And quite a bit at that.

Neither of us say anything as I continue walking through the snow, briefly wondering if Blaze will be online when I get back home. Since I think I’ll play Hunter for a bit when I get back.

Just for a few hours.

If he’s not online though, then I’ll just quest without him.

On that note, I think class signups start next week for the next semester. Fortunately I already have my classes chosen.

It will be the three required courses of Status Basics, Guardian History, and Fundamentals of Magic, along with the two elective courses of Demon Noble Society – which I found as a pleasant surprise – and Demon Biology – which is a rather limited course in scope since the only demon corpses humans can study are those demons that came from Gates. But it’s still something I’m interested in.

I doubt it’ll have any of the seven noble demon clans species explained in the class though. At least, beyond the bare basics.

Pretty sure no blood lycan has been killed before on Earth after all. There was a single kitsune that was killed though. I believe it was the clan demon that went through the Class V Fracture that turned into a Gate in Demon Isle, only for it to be killed by White.

She was a lot weaker back then though, so she couldn’t handle Satan.

Actually, not much is known about Satan now that I think about it. Do you know much, Tar?

I feel the tanuki perk up slightly as I near the gate to the top class student residency area.

“I can tell you one thing at least,” Tar says while relaxing again. “Satan has nothing to do with one of the old world religions. But other than that, he’s a wrath demon, and he does not like losing. He’s also probably one of the stronger oni demons, although still nowhere near the Lord of Hellfire in terms of power. I don’t know anything else about him though.”

Interesting. I think I know what you’re talking about when you mention an old world religion? Pretty sure it was briefly mentioned once during school that that exact religion was what started the Christmas holiday, which nowadays is literally just a source of hope with no religious overtones to it at all.

Actually, I think some people wanted to abolish the holiday entirely because of that. Because gods were proven by the System to not exist. Not to mention the demons.

At this point, the only religious things that have stuck around are some swear words and phrases, like ‘holy shit’ or ‘god damnit.’

“Of course the humans would remember the swear words…” Tar mutters, sounding more than a little exasperated.

I hold myself back from snorting at that as I reach the Guardians at the gate.

It is rather amusing, isn’t it?

“Welcome back, Scarlet,” the first Guardian at the gate says, making me look him over for a moment to see if I recognize the man, only for me to not.

I nod at the man before he opens the gate and lets me in.

Now to go play some games.

Winter Break is always fun.


Chapter 8
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A Meeting at the Museum



Scarlet

The wind flowing through my hair feels amazing as I fall down from the balcony of the museum’s second floor while shapeshifting my foot into that of a beast, my shoes vanishing in the process through magic to who knows where before my clawed foot tears into the unsuspecting demon acolyte down below. And without any prior warning, the creature finds itself being stomped into the ground from the combination of my strength and weight being pulled by gravity, it practically folding in two in the process. Then I follow it up by jumping off of the creature to avoid the swinging sword of one of its fomorian guards, who I land on the back of while tearing its throat out.

At the same time, the various blades of blood that I sent flying down just a little bit behind myself strike at the ten fomorians around me, the one I’m on top of collapsing to the ground as I jump off of it.

“You’re getting better at this,” Tar comments, making me grin with pride.

Of course I am. It’s been an entire week since I reached Class II now, and I’ve been training daily with Sylver. Or I guess it’s Collin. Only found out his name yesterday though.

I focus on the various fomorians while activating blood boil and life drain on them all, briefly shapeshifting my foot back to normal and my left arm back into a claw again. Then I rush at the creatures, slowly tearing them all apart one by one without any mercy, finishing each of them within a minute before stretching a little and letting my System messages flow through.

{Level 106 Demon Fomorian defeated. A large EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x5

{Level 104 Demon Fomorian defeated. A large EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x2

{Level 105 Demon Fomorian defeated. A large EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.} x2

{Level 109 Demon Fomorian defeated. A large EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.}

{Level 130 Demon Acolyte defeated. A large EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level. A small EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in killing a demon.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 126. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.}

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 15.]

Oh? Nice. It’s about time I got that skill back to level fifteen again.

I check the description, only to find that it didn’t change.

Of course it didn’t. It never does anymore.

“I did warn you,” Tar says, sounding smugly amused.

Yeah, yeah, so you did.

Anyways, I focus on my hearing, having it currently limited to about the span of the large park-like museum that this Fracture is in. Just the dome covering it. And what I find almost immediately is the sound of another acolyte slinging fireballs just several dozen meters away, on the other side of this building. So I begin running in that direction, soon turning the corner only to slow down again when I find someone fighting the acolyte and winning. With his own fireballs.

The man looks to be about the same age as me despite being Class II as well, but it’s a little hard to tell considering that he’s facing away from me. Which is a little surprising, but something about him just feels familiar for some reason. He’s wearing a set of armor, mostly red in color, with rings of flames circling his wrists and ankles, along with thicker plates of black armor covering his vital areas. And he is matching the acolyte fireball to fireball while slowly pushing closer to the creature, his fireballs overpowering the creatures, only to suddenly stomp his foot on the ground, sending pillars of flames shooting up in a line out of the ground towards the creature.

The acolyte immediately starts panicking, but it doesn’t manage to do anything to stop the attack before it’s burnt to a crisp with a loud scream of agony.

“That’s not regular fire,” Tar suddenly comments, making my eyes narrow. “That’s hellfire. This man has hellfire magic.”

Wait, isn’t that the same magic that the oni use?

“Yeah, although he won’t have the reality burning aspect of it,” Tar answers, confusing me for a second before he explains, “just like how blood lycans have their unique power to metallicize their blood, oni can use their hellfire to literally burn the realities, or as some people might call them, souls of other people.”

Oh, wow. That’s… gotta hurt.

“Yep,” Tar says, sounding amused by my response.

The man suddenly turns around, and I find it finally clicking as to who he is. Because I do remember finding him when I looked into the ‘children of the Knights.’

Blaze. Otherwise known as Blake Walker.

The son of the Red Knight of Humanity.

He looks surprised when he sees me, despite seemingly having known someone was standing here. Then a look of recognition crosses his face, only for him to appear confused afterwards and shake his head.

I also can’t help but feel like I recognize him from somewhere, but the only Blaze I know is the one who… has been playing Hunter with me…

Nope. Not gonna go there.

“What do you mean?” Tar asks while appearing in the air near me and landing on my shoulder.

I keep a strict policy of separating online game friends from real life friends. Because online games have a tendency to ruin friendships entirely.

Not that I’d consider me and Blaze friends though.

The only real life friends that I play games with are those I'm playing a game directly in the same room with. Where it's not an online role playing game.

Either way, even if Blaze is, well, Blaze, then I’m gonna act like he’s not.

“You’re weird,” Tar says, making me shrug as Blaze walks up to me and says, “Scarlet Asger. Been wanting to meet you for a while now.”

I raise a brow at that before putting my still-shapeshifted hands into my pockets.

“Why?” I ask rather bluntly.

“Because my father wants me to challenge you to a duel when you catch up to me in magic level,” he answers, making me frown. “Daughter of White.”

That has me scowling before I glance at the building to find a security camera that most likely caught that.

Well, looks like the rumor mill online is going to get its confirmation with or without me admitting it to the press.

Oh yeah, I almost forgot about that whole ‘Red and White’ rivalry thing. I’m pretty sure they covered it in high school and always brought it up during sports stuff.

Although I’m willing to bet quite a lot of money that the ‘rivalry’ that the school painted it as is very different from how it actually was.

In fact, Blaze’s words show just how hung up Red was on beating White.

“Son of Red,” I mirror his words with a light nod of my head.

Then neither of us say a word for several seconds, following which he asks with a frown, “Have I met you somewhere before?”

I answer without any hesitation, “No.”

Because he is absolutely not Blaze from Hunter XI. Nope. Not him. At all.

Tar snorts in my head.

Hey, he really might not be, so… yeah.

He just snorts again.

In all honesty though, he didn’t exactly use a censor in the game to hide his identifiable features, so… not like I did.

I’m just gonna leave him not knowing. It’s better this way.

“Anyways, you mentioned something about a duel?” I ask with a frown of my own before my ear twitches at the sound of two more acolytes fighting what sounds like civilians a few buildings down the part. “Actually, hold that thought. I’ve gotta go.”

I run past him, startling the man in the process. And it doesn’t even take three whole seconds before I’m turning the corner around the building and continuing on towards the sound of the acolytes and civilians.

The noises of the acolytes and their attacks continue entering my ears as I run straight towards them, moving far faster than any regular human being can ever hope to run. And after less than ten seconds of this, I find myself entering another museum where two acolytes and seven fomorians are pushing a group of humans defended only by a single Class I Guardian into a corner. And the Class I doesn’t seem to be faring all that well, for obvious reasons.

Without any hesitation, I set a null magic field around the acolytes before activating blood claws on both hands, using blood boil and life drain, then rushing in to attack. And at the same time, I have my blood shadow that’s been following behind me all this time finally jump out of its hiding place in the shadows to join me in my assault.

The Class I Guardian – a kid who appears to be about a year or so younger than me wearing the standard magi-tech armor – looks relieved when he sees me immediately taking the attention of the demons with a volley of blood weapons that pierce into the demon’s backs, making them roar with pain and anger. But the frontmost fomorian actually manages to avoid the attack, proving his level to be higher than theirs before the System even mentions him being level one hundred and thirty.

I grin at that before pushing blood sacrifice, making bloody steam rise from my skin as I literally crack the cement ground by jumping straight towards the fomorian.



The Other Side of the Room

Tyler didn’t want to go to the museum. He really didn’t. And that feeling only magnified tenfold when the Demonic Assault started, and he found himself along with his friends inside of a Class II Fracture.

It didn’t matter that he was a Guardian if the Fracture was Class II.

But right when he was expecting the metaphorical noose to ring his scrawny neck, a celebrity Guardian he and pretty much anyone who isn’t buried under a rock knows from TV sprints into the building and sends a flurry of attacks straight at the fomorians, drawing most of their attention away from him. Before Tyler can rejoice about that though, one of the fomorians dodges the strike and continues raising its sword to cut Tyler in two.

Until a loud cracking sound echoes from where the girl was, and he finds her appearing out of a blur of movement right behind the creature, who tries to redirect its strike towards her. But it’s too slow, and the Scarlet Wolf simply drags her shapeshifted arm upwards, drawing bloody lines of crimson straight up the thing’s back, making it stumble forwards. She then stomps on the ground next to it and shoves her clawed hand forward, ripping straight into the thing’s back and out its chest to grab its heart before pulling it back through its body.

Tyler can’t help but fall on his rear out of pure shock, the creature’s blood having splattered onto his face. His time as a Guardian, no matter that it’s only been a couple months, makes him quickly begin to climb back to his feet again though, and by the time he does, the girl is already moving, tearing apart the other fomorians.

Wait, something’s wrong…

Tyler – whose magic is focused on divination – feels a tingling sensation at the back of his neck, and he immediately twists his head around to find a strong acolyte whose level is close to one hundred and fifty raising its staff from the stairs and charging a bolt of lightning. He then turns around and shouts out a warning to the girl, but it’s too late.

A crashing sound echoes as the lightning bolt flies straight towards the Scarlet Wolf, making his eyes go wide with fear.

Right when it’s about to hit though, a sudden burst of flames shoots out of the ground and devours the bolt of lightning, leaving the girl to finish off the demons in front of him unharmed. Then Tyler hears a screaming sound from behind him, so he turns around to find that very acolyte burning to death.

Tyler can feel his heart pounding faster than even the first time he was in a Fracture from the action around him. From the combat that is far beyond him at his level.

So when he looks to find the source of the fire and finds the Red Knight of Humanity’s son standing at the door with his eyes blazing with a red flame with streaks of black in it, he once again falls on his rear. But this time he doesn’t get back up because the battle’s already over.


Chapter 9
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Fracture at the Station



Scarlet

After finishing off the last demon, I turn around to find Blaze standing at the entrance of the building with his eyes alit with flames. And it’s only now that I realize the flames have small flickers of black in them.

Interesting. Guess that’s what sets his flames apart from regular flames in terms of appearance.

Anyways, I turn around to check on the Class I Guardian, only to find him sitting on his rear with his arms on the ground behind him.

What’s he doing on the ground? Actually, doesn’t matter.

He looks fine. And so do the others.

Kind of surprised no one was hurt, but now I should bring them to a bunker.

“Hey, do any of you know where the closest bunker is?” I ask the civilians, and the Class I Guardian. And fortunately, one of them quickly answers me, pointing in the direction of the hallway that was on the other side of the room from them than the demons. Which brings my attention to a bunker that I really should’ve seen before asking that.

Guess they were rather close to making it.

Unfortunate for them that they were cut off by those demons.

“What are you all waiting for then?” I hear Blaze’s voice from the door, bringing my attention to the man to find him frowning at the civilians. And without any more hesitation, the civilians all rush over to the bunker with the Class I Guardian, who gives the typical hand sign to let them in.

The Guardian hesitates for a moment at the door before calling out to us, “Thank you!” and going inside, the bunker door closing behind him.

A moment of silence passes after that, and right when Blaze looks like he’s about to say something, the red tint in the air vanishes, marking the end of the Fracture. Meanwhile the corpses of the demons around us all vanish in a faint red light, going back to Tartarus.

I blink in surprise at that timing, only to feel my terminal buzz. So I open it to find a message. One from Sage that makes my face turn grim.

[According to our sources, including the young miss Belle, your friend Arthur is currently trapped in a Class II Fracture. I’m telling you this now that your own Fracture has ended. If you would like to help him, respond to this message promptly.]

Without a moment of hesitation, I reply, following which Sage sends me the exact location he’s at. So I immediately start running towards the door, only taking a brief moment to shout at Blaze, “There’s an emergency! Gotta go!” when I pass by the man, leaving him startled into silence.

But that doesn’t matter to me. What matters is that once again, one of my best friends is in danger.



Inside of the Outer Station

Arthur deeply regrets having come to the capital today. It was supposed to be a great day where he could finally come back to the capital again and see his girlfriend, along with the closest person to being his sister that he’s ever known. But now? Now he’s wondering if he’ll ever see them again in his life as he runs straight down the train station, briefly wondering why the hell these Fractures keep happening whenever he goes to the train station.

Screams continue echoing out from every corner of the Class II Fracture as he runs, occasionally ducking under the spells sent flying at him by the two demon acolytes chasing both him and the few dozen other people running away. And his fear only increases every single time he hears someone cry out in pain, accompanied by the sounds of tearing flesh from fomorians’ swords cutting apart the people who’ve lagged behind.

Shit, shit, shit, shit, why today!!!

Arthur’s eyes immediately lock onto one of the train’s entrances right when the thing opens, and he continues running straight towards it while still dodging the occasional spell. But since he’s just a human, the fomorians continue to slowly catch up to him, only being slowed down a bit by the other humans they’re tearing apart in their wake, along with the bright flashing lights shining from the ceiling that Arthur has to block out from his sight with his hand. Lights that are specifically meant for Class II Fractures to give the humans a chance to escape from the light sensitive fomorians.

Unfortunately for him, none of the bunkers will even consider opening the doors when a large group of demons is chasing them. Leaving them all to run for their lives in the hopes of either losing the demons somehow despite their vastly superior physical prowess, or that they’ll be able to avoid them long enough that a Guardian might save them.

Without an ounce of hesitation, as the closest person to the train itself, Arthur jumps into the train when he reaches the door, right when it begins to close again. Only for him to find himself climbing back to his feet to see a fomorian entering the very car next to the intermediary car he’d boarded.

Shit.

He slowly walks backwards into the other car, taking advantage of how the fomorian is looking out the window and not at him to slowly make his escape. All while occasionally glancing at the door to make sure any other humans or fomorians didn’t make it inside the train.

Why did the train door open and shut anyways? Is it broken?

Arthur puts that thought to the back of his mind though when he passes through the door of the car and it closes in front of him, immediately catching the attention of the fomorian in the process. But with the door shut, Arthur begins to run through the car towards the other end of it, only hearing the door behind him getting slammed into after he’s already at the other side of the car.

But the door on the other end does not open when he tries.

Are you kidding me?! Now my luck runs out!?

Arthur slams on the door a few times, but no matter what he does, it doesn’t budge. So he turns around to find the door on the other end slowly beginning to dent from the fomorian’s attacks.

This isn’t good… if only Belle or Scarlet were here.

The man’s face morphs into a grimace.

Damnit, I hate being weak!

“Greetings, human,” a voice suddenly echoes in his head before a miniature wolf appears floating in the air in front of him, making him blink for a moment. “Would you like to-”

“Yes!” Arthur shouts, understanding immediately what it is and not giving it the time to finish asking.



Scarlet

Fortunately it doesn’t take me long to reach the station. But one thing about the trip does bother me a little.

I glance behind me as I run straight into the vast station to find Blaze still following me.

Why is he here?

I’m in too much of a hurry to stop and question him though, instead rushing straight into the building and pausing for a moment to raise the sensitivity of my ears again and listen for Arthur’s voice. And after a few seconds of searching, during which my tail catches up to me and stops, I hear his voice coming from a place only several dozen meters down, inside of the car.

And he’s cussing. Which isn’t a good sign.

I open my eyes before immediately running in his direction, ignoring the man who is still following me. Which is getting creepy at this point.

Doesn’t he have somewhere else to be right now? Or did he follow because he knew I was going to a Class II Fracture?

Actually, didn’t he say something about a duel before? I wasn’t really paying much attention to that part.

“I think he mentioned his father wanting him to challenge you to a duel when you’re strong enough,” Tar comments as I run towards Arthur’s voice as fast as I can.

Ridiculous. But not something I’m against.

I’m always up for a battle.

“You really are a battle junky,” Tar mutters, sounding just as tense as I am despite this conversation.

At some point though I stop hearing Arthur’s voice. Which can’t be a good sign. So I start using blood sacrifice even more to increase my speed, still with Blaze following right next to me, keeping up with his much higher level.

This time when he sees me sending him a weird look though, he finally explains himself, “I still need to get your contact information for that duel.”

Oh. That makes sense. I guess.

Doesn’t matter right now though as I continue running straight towards where I heard Arthur’s voice before, only stopping when I reach the outside of the car he’s in and narrow my eyes, not finding anyone but a single person inside of it. Someone who smells human and sounds as light as one considering the very faint shifting sounds they’re making.

At the same time, there’s a fomorian who seems to be breaking through the entrance to the train. So I don’t wait for it to finish, instead rushing in and smashing the train door inwards with my own transformed fist, leaving a massive dent in it that I follow up with several more punches, sending the rather durable door flying inwards after the tenth strike to smash the fomorian who was hitting it. The creature is then crushed by the weight of the now destroyed door, yet still alive somehow.

I ignore it though as I step into the train, briefly pausing to stomp on its face once, my foot sinking partway in before I continue on to the door to the car, which is heavily damaged. So I pull my fist back, only for Blaze to stop me by saying, “Wait.”

I glance at him to find him holding some sort of key card.

He has a key? Why would he have a key?

“Well, he’s Red’s son,” Tar says as if that explains it all.

And it kind of does in a way. Since the children of the Knights, even if there are only two public – now probably three thanks to Blaze’s blurting out who I am in front of a camera – are all treated basically as royalty in a lot of places.

Blaze walks up to the door and swipes the key card on it, making it open. And I don’t waste any time walking through and then all the way to the end where I focus on a corner before frowning.

“Arthur?” I mutter, slightly confused why I’m not seeing anything but am hearing a heartbeat and some very slight shifting noises. Not to mention smelling a faint human scent.

“Scarlet?” I hear his voice after a second, then a wall of shadows suddenly vanishes to reveal the man who is currently as pale as a sheet with literal eyes made out of shadows. “Oh thank the stars…”

I stare at him for a few seconds, and he stares back for just as long. Then Blaze walks into the room and sees us, only to suddenly ask, “Wait, aren’t you the guy who’s supposedly dating one of her former team members?”

That has both me and Arthur turning to stare at Blaze.

No one says anything for a few seconds before he realizes that we’re waiting for him to explain why he knows that and says, “My father had me look into you, so of course I’d know about your former teammates.”

I stare at him for a few more seconds despite getting my answer, then I simply declare, “You’re weird,” and turn back to Arthur while ignoring Blaze’s scoff to ask Arthur, “So you’re a Guardian now?”

He nods his head as he finally stands up, briefly sending a slightly creeped out glance towards Blaze before he asks, “And who is this?”

“Just someone who’s been following me around for a while now,” I answer him with a dismissive shrug before asking, “So what’s your magic?”

Arthur turns back to me and smirks slightly as he answers, “Shadowborne magic.”

“Oh?” I mutter, startled a little at that. Then I hear Blaze stating, “That’s a rare one. And I’m pretty sure it’s the same one Uncle Black has.”

I glance at Blaze before asking, “Uncle?”

Blaze nods and says, “Yeah. Black and Red are close in a way, so Black visited a lot while I was a kid.”

Interesting. I’m starting to wonder if Black just likes kids considering how he actually briefly brought up the idea of adopting me before he blew that idea away just as quickly as he brought it up.

Not that I’m a kid though, considering I’m nineteen. So any adoption at this point would just be figurative and for social benefit.

Wait, so Arthur has the same magic as Black? That’s cool. Would also explain why he was contracted if he had that sort of potential.

Makes me wonder why he wasn’t contracted back when Belle was though.

I turn back to Arthur to find him looking pleasantly surprised by that fact.

Then a fae suddenly appears in front of us before it bows towards the tanuki currently lying on my shoulder, stating, “Greetings, Fourteenth Prince Tarankar.”

Tar responds rather briefly, “You may rise.”

Silence passes as I stare at the fae for several seconds, and out of the corner of my eye, I find Blaze looking between the fae and my ears a few times.

Then I can’t help but turn to Arthur and ask, “So why’s your fae in the form of a wolf?”


Chapter 10
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Storm of Hellfire



Scarlet

As it turns out, his last thoughts before seeing the fae was that he wished either Belle or I were there to save him. And somehow his thinking of me turned his fae into a wolf.

Rather odd, but I don’t really care.

After that, Blaze and I escort Arthur to a bunker, following which Blaze casually mentions bringing me with him to deal with the core. Which has me raising a brow at him.

Then he reaches out to grab my wrist out of nowhere, making my eyes widen as he begins to pull me along with him in the direction of the core. But before I can yank my arm out of his grip, his feet suddenly send out a burst of flames behind him, making the guy quite literally begin flying through the station with me only hanging on by his grip on my arm.

“What the fuck?!” I shout, my voice getting lost in the sounds of fire, explosions, and demons. But after a few seconds I notice that Blaze is also torching quite the number of demons who we’re passing over with fireballs. So I decide to join him by sending down blades of blood and boiling their blood.

Unfortunately I don’t have the time to life drain them. Otherwise I absolutely would because this is already giving me some nice EXP. Even if most of them are being killed by Blaze and not me.

In the end, the man quite literally drags me through the entire station before ending up at the station center, where the core is located. Then he lands, letting go of my arm and telling me, “Get behind me.”

I narrow my eyes at his words but follow them anyways, briefly remembering mention of his etched skill on the internet.

But his mana level is only…

My eyes widen as I realize his mana level is far higher now than it was before.

“At Class II, most guardians have a way to hide their mana from other’s senses,” Tar comments, making my eyes narrow at the late mention of this.

Damnit, this guy is close to the end of Class II! No wonder he had no worries about going to the center of the Fracture!

My eyes manage to widen even more at the sight of him beginning to glow with a black and red light, the man holding his hands together with only a foot in between them. He then chants out loud in some strange authoritative tone, “Bring the destruction of fire unto these pathetic creatures!”

Then a massive storm of flames manifests in front of him as he pushes both of his hands outwards towards the swarm of demons below.

Holy shit.

I hurriedly look around before the storm envelops the station center to fortunately find that it’s barren of humans. Only having various types of demons including the powerful level 250 demon commander at the center of it next to the core.

It only takes the storm a few seconds to cover the entire station center, filling it with nothing but the smell of fire, ash, and the screams of demons that make my ears hurt till I lower their sensitivity a bit. Blaze grimaces slightly while falling to one knee, making me realize that the skill he just used must’ve had a pretty hefty price.

Then again, it was an etched skill. One from the Red Knight of Humanity.

If I remember correctly, the skill the Red Knight has is some sort of raging blaze of hellfire that can cover an entire city in its flames. But the skill needs around seventy percent of the user’s mana, along with a short chant beforehand.

The one Blaze has though is only the legendary version of the skill, making it a lot weaker. But an etched skill is still an etched skill. One from one of the most powerful humans in existence.

The sounds of screaming demons continue on for several seconds before the red tint in the air fades away, signaling that his skill destroyed the core amidst its blaze. But despite that, the flames continue burning. And burning. And burning.

“Uh, are those flames going to stop?” I can’t help but ask the man kneeling next to me. “Because I’m pretty sure this place is gonna go up in smoke if not.”

A second passes, then another, and then finally the flames flicker out all at once, revealing a badly burnt station that makes me pity whoever owns this place.

I look out over the damaged station center for a bit before realizing that Blaze never responded, making me look down at him to find him lying face first on the ground unconscious.

Uh…

I kneel down next to him before poking him and saying, “I don’t think this is a good place to take a nap…”

He obviously doesn’t respond.

Hmm, what to do…

“You should probably carry him somewhere,” Tar suggests. “Can’t just leave him unconscious in the middle of the floor after all.”

I mean, can’t I?

Tar gives me a look.

No, I can’t. But still.

I purse my lips for a moment before an idea comes to me and I summon my blood shadow. Then I order the blood shadow to carry him so I don’t have to touch him myself.

“There, problem solved,” I declare out loud with a smile and a nod.

Tar just snorts as he asks, “So you know where you’re gonna bring him?”

I stare at the tanuki for a few seconds before turning to look at the unconscious dude.

No clue.

Oh, wait!

I’ll just call Aria’s butler and have him pick him up. He’ll probably be able to get into contact with Red or something.

“Or you could just bring him somewhere more comfortable and wait for him to wake up,” Tar suggests, making me stare at him again.

But that would require me to waste my time waiting who knows how long for him to wake up.

Actually, now that I think about it, this is probably why he dragged me with him in the first place. Because he knew he’d be falling unconscious after using that skill.

And he didn’t bother warning me of this. Which is rather rude.

“Scarlet?” I suddenly hear a familiar voice ask, making me turn around to find White standing behind me with a worried look on her face.

I blink in surprise, only to grin.

That could work.


Chapter 11
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Swindled



The Station Roof

Blake lets out a groan of pain as he wakes up, pushing himself up with his left hand and holding his head with his right.

Shit, that skill never gets easier to use…

His memories from before it flood his head and he jerks his head upwards to look for Scarlet, only for his eyes to widen in shock when he finds her mother sitting on a pure white cube floating in the air with a bored look on her face.

Why the fuck is the White Knight of Humanity watching over me as I was unconscious?!!

And by the looks of it, she isn’t very happy about it either. Not considering the glare she sends his way after finding him awake.

“Finally awake?” she says, her voice so sharp it could cut through steel. “Good. Now I can leave.”

White stands up from her cube, only to pause, making Blake stiffen slightly. She then glances at him again and asks, “You have feelings for her, don’t you?”

Shit. Shit, shit, shiiit!

Blake quickly stands up and opens his mouth to refute her, only for White’s eyes to narrow as she says, “Do not lie to me,” making his mouth shut again on its own.

A few seconds pass before he can open it again, and he immediately says, “Yes. I do.”

White taps her chin a few times with her index finger without saying a word, letting Blake grow more and more frightened. Then she eventually mutters, seemingly to herself, “First it was that child, Julian, then a couple random Guardians she fought, and now this one?” She pauses at that before shaking her head and muttering, “No, never mind. All of them lost interest eventually, their feelings only fleeting crushes. Even the boy she saved.”

Blake blinks at that and frowns.

A kid fell for her? That couldn’t have gone well. Good thing he lost interest. But the others she’s talking about must’ve been those two who propositioned her during the tournaments and were rejected. Idiots who probably thought she would be a nice one time thing before moving on again.

The woman’s eyes narrow on Blake as she takes him in fully and asks, “But you’re not like them, are you? Not if you’re anything like your father.”

Blake feels his blood run cold at her words.

Then the damn bursts and he scowls at her, stating in a cold tone of voice equaling that of her own, “I will never be anything like him!”

White raises a brow at that, lets a few seconds pass in silence, then says, “But you are. I can tell without even entering your mind because you have that very same stubborn look as he has. One that means he will never give up.”

Blakes’ eyes widen in shock at that, but White just continues while glaring at the boy, “You can feel for my daughter however you want, but know this. She has no interest in romance.”

A few seconds pass as Blake calms down before he sighs and says, “I already knew that.”

The Knight raises a brow at his words, only to turn around and begin walking away, fading out of existence after just a few steps.

But right before she does, Blake swears he hears her mutter to herself, “Children… and did she really tell me to babysit him? Really?”

Blake’s eye twitches at the thought of being babysat. Especially when he dragged Scarlet with him so that she would still be with him when he woke up. And to get her contact information, which he never managed to get.

A few moments pass in silence before Blake sighs.

Guess I’ll just go home and play some Hunter XI…



Scarlet

I can’t help but grin as I watch Belle lay into Arthur about ‘being careful’ and ‘why his fae is a wolf’ along with various other random things that shouldn’t really be a problem but apparently are to a worried girlfriend.

Overall I’d say today’s been a pretty good day. I climbed all the way up to level one hundred and thirty, met the child of another Knight even if he was a little odd, managed to pull one over on both White and Blake at the same time, and got another inherent skill. Not to mention I’m getting to see Belle tear into Arthur for no reason other than her being worried. And he even got a rare magic too!

All in all a very good day.

On that note though, I bring up the description of my new inherent skill. An uncommon one at that.

{Blood Chains – Allows the user to conjure chains made of blood, whether hardened, metallicized, or liquid blood, which bind and constrict enemies, restricting their movement, draining their blood, and draining their life energy along with it.}

My grin grows wider and wider the further into the description the System gets.

Another useful skill both at ranged and in pure offense! Not to mention it’s a constricting skill, which was something I lacked! Something to keep the target in place!

Man, today was such a good day!

Well, aside from Arthur almost dying, that is.

I continue lying back on my lovely recliner in the middle of my living room, briefly wondering why it is exactly that Arthur and Belle are having their argument here in the first place before deciding that I don’t care. Instead I just close my eyes while significantly lowering the sensitivity of my ears to only be able to hear about a few feet around me. Something I learned I could do and have been doing so ever since to fall asleep.

Certainly one perk of not being human anymore. Or, not being mostly human anymore? Not being half human?

Whatever.

“You sound like you’re enjoying yourself,” Tar’s voice echoes in my head, making me grin despite having my eyes closed.

Yeah. I really am.

And now I’ll just go take a nap while those two are arguing over there.

Then I can get on Hunter XI in the morning.


Intermission



Allen’s Office in the Silver Association’s Base

Allen feels a smile reaching his lips as he looks at the picture of Aria and Scarlet sitting in the middle of a classroom full of students. Students that all look rather tense. Which makes sense, considering that Scarlet’s identity as White’s daughter has been confirmed by both the Red Knight’s son and White herself, and that’s not even factoring the psychopath’s daughter sitting in her lap.

They look just like a little sister sitting on her big sis’s lap.

Then there’s the fact that his soon-to-be daughter seems to smile far more often when the little girl is near her. Something that Allen can’t help but chalk up to her blood lycan instincts connecting her to her blood relative.

Allen honestly feels happy for both of them. Because long before Scarlet had met Aria, he’d felt pity for the girl. A girl who was born in a lab through her father’s genes mixed with a random person’s. Something that had below a 0.00001% chance of working when using the DNA of someone as powerful as a Knight, and always corrupts the blood of the parents when it fails. Meaning that if Blue’s specialty didn’t happen to be healing and regeneration, then they would’ve never gotten him to have a child.

But thanks to his magic, he was able to give them hundreds of thousands of gallons of blood to use for his DNA in which they simply tried over and over again for decades before succeeding after spending what must’ve been trillions of credits. And then immediately having the DNA reclaimed by Blue to stop them from trying again now that he’d fulfilled his duty by law.

Never once did the man ever actually care about his daughter, simply leaving her with the government before Blue’s own father took her in. For a price.

Allen shakes his head as he remembers the first time he heard about this. The first time the public heard about this.

Then there’s Blake…

Allen’s thoughts are interrupted when his terminal buzzes, following which Sage’s face pops up on it and she says, “We’ve been informed by the General of the Military that Satan’s forces appear to be increasing their activity. Both in and outside of their territory.”

That’s not good…

“Furthermore, the undead up north at the Arctic are starting to become more frequent, and there have been sightings of stronger undead amongst them,” Sage states, making Allen shoot to his feet and shout, “Shit!”

That means Damien is waking up from his slumber!? That damned ghoul is still alive after all!

Allen immediately begins to pace back and forth in front of his desk, unsure of how he should respond to this news. Because ever since half a century ago, when Black and Purple teamed up to go after the ghoul, he hasn’t been seen since. But now that he is most likely returning, the entire war effort will be turned on its head.

After several seconds of pacing, Allen stops and raises his arm to look at the screen again as he asks, “Has the General started making preparations yet?”

Sage nods her head on the screen and answers, “He has. But they haven’t been implemented yet. They should be implemented in two days.”

“Good,” Allen says before sitting down again, only to hear his terminal start buzzing with another call. So Sage nods her head and hangs up to let him take it.

But when Allen sees who it is that’s calling, his grimace only grows worse.

Seriously? Now? They want to try something now of all times?

After a few seconds of debating whether or not he shouldn’t just ignore the call, he finally accepts the call, making one of the very few humans not amongst the Knights with a Title appear on the screen. She has long red hair with glowing crimson eyes and skin as pale as the falling snow outside, and is wearing a mostly black set of armor with streaks of crimson red through it, the armor being made up of grand looking metal plating instead of the generally more modern styles of armor.

“Cipher. We need to talk,” the Bloody Valkyrie declares the moment the call connects as she glares at the man through the screen.

Immediately upon hearing her, Allen lets out a sigh.

This is going to be a pain.

The Bloody Valkyrie is the sole leader of the Garden of Blood Association. One of the very few gender restricted Associations in the entire world, with its only other counterparts being the Iron Mountain Association – an Association created to pursue ‘ascension of the mind’ through removing all desires for their all-male members – and the Golden Retreat – an all-male Association created purely out of spite towards the Bloody Valkyrie.

Allen personally thinks their feud is absolutely ridiculous as it began simply due to a massive argument between the pair of exes that are now the leaders of the two Associations. A feud taken too far. But what can he say? He’s just a Class IV Guardian, while the two of them are Class Vs.

Two of the highest leveled Class V Guardians in the world at that, the two being only a few hundred levels below the Knights.

At least the woman has gotten over her fear of men thanks to him. Now it’s just a discomfort. And the rest of her Association only goes along with it to keep her comfortable and because she’s their Association leader.

“I don’t think we do,” Allen answers while leaning back in his chair, wondering why everyone decided to make today hell.

Not that he hasn’t been expecting this call to come around sooner or later. In fact, he is rather surprised that it took over an entire month since Scarlet reached Class II for her to come calling.

The Bloody Valkyrie’s eyes narrow before she asks, “So you’re going to play that game then? Does this mean I’ll have to go ask her mother directly?”

Allen laughs at that and shakes his head while saying, “Good luck with that!”

There is no way White would ever consider having Scarlet go under an apprenticeship, much less have her join the Garden of Blood. Regardless of if Ava is the strongest human blood magic user in the world or not.

Ava’s eyes suddenly flash slightly with a bright red light before she coldly states, “We’ll see,” and hangs up the call.

A few seconds pass in silence, following which Allen pulls out a bottle of wine from his storage skill and pours it into a glass that’s sitting empty on his desk. Then he brings the glass up and takes a sip of the wine.

I get the feeling Scarlet’s going to be getting an unwanted visitor soon enough.

He takes another sip of the wine before putting it down on the desk and leaning back in his chair again, briefly thinking back to what he was thinking about before all this began. About the children of the Knights.

About Blake, whose biological mother he’d just gotten off a call with.

I’m not sure who I pity more now. The young girl who was basically abandoned by her father after being born artificially, or Blake, who was somehow born after a one-night-stand between Red and Ava. Purely because the two of them weren’t against having kids when they did it, not actually expecting it to happen.
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Scarlet

I ignore the frightened looks of the students around me as I take a seat at the back of the class with Aria sitting on my lap, the girl having practically forced the poor professor into letting her sit in. Which definitely goes to show that she isn’t afraid to use her father’s reputation when it benefits her, despite it all being rather baseless when he wouldn’t actually help her if it came down to it. Just that no one is willing to test that theory.

And now I’m starting to be treated in a similar yet different manner as well, since people know I’m White’s daughter now. Something that completely squashed the few rumors that had actually started building up at one point about me being an orphan.

Technically I guess I’m not an orphan anymore anyways. Not considering that White is my biological mother, regardless of if she has any sort of claim to being able to call herself my mother or not.

Then again, that’s a complicated subject. One that we’ll all cross when we go through with the adoption during the Summer.

I take my attention away from the students and the sleeping child on my lap to focus on the professor as he continues his Guardian History lecture, ignoring the student’s obvious lack of attention, “Now as many of you know, the three Class V Fractures that have opened up over the course of our history have brought with them disasters worse than any humanity has ever faced before. The Fracture in the year 2045 that opened up in old-world Japan’s capital called Tokyo – the city that used to be the most populated city in the entire planet – ended up making humanity lose the entire nation thanks to the oni known as Satan, kickstarting the founding of the Republic. The Fracture in the year 2175 that opened up in the Arctic, decades after the Republic began settling there in a failed attempt to spread out the population and keep Fractures from appearing as often, ended up making the entirety of the Arctic get overrun with undead demons. All of whom were led by the ghoul known as Damien val Shadowblade, who went missing not long after the Black and Purple Knights of Humanity went to vanquish him.”

That must’ve been the point in time that the councilmembers of the Republic realized they couldn’t avert the Fractures no matter how hard they tried. If they tried spreading the people out, then they risk a Gate opening up because no one could arrive to stop a Fracture in time. And if they put everyone in one place, then Fractures happen way too frequently.

Neither of which were good solutions. But they eventually decided that the loss of life caused by the greater number of Fractures was less of a risk than the possibility of more Gates opening up on Earth.

“Lastly, there was the third and final Class V Fracture that happened just about nineteen years ago. One that opened up in this very city of Terra and was led by a kitsune known as Shiro Oniryu. However, unlike the other two Class V Fractures, the kitsune was slain by White herself before she went on to fight an unnamed blood lycan in the Fracture, only for the core to be destroyed before she could kill him,” the professor continues, making me stiffen up ever so slightly at the mention of a blood lycan.

I begin to tune out the rest of the lecture as thoughts about the blood lycan fill my head.

That blood lycan… Allen mentioned before he’d seen a blood lycan that looked a lot like me in some ways during that Fracture. And it was also the Fracture that happened right around when I was born.

Could that blood lycan… have been my father? Or maybe someone who worked for him at least?

I… don’t know. There isn’t enough information. Especially since White won’t tell me anything. Not even to this day, over a month after she finally started speaking to me.

“At least she’s trying to make up for her mistake, unlike some parents would in her position,” Tar says, making me frown slightly. “Don’t get me wrong. I support you in whatever decisions you make, and I agree that what your birth mother did was absolutely terrible and unforgivable. But she is still trying at least.”

I purse my lips at the thought before reluctantly nodding my head lightly.

She has been coming to see me at least once a day ever since we met in the magical reality to watch the tournament with Aria. And she hasn’t really been a bother, leaving whenever I tell her to and not staying any longer. She’s even helped me a few times in unimportant things such as babysitting an unconscious Blake.

“I still can’t believe you did that,” Tar mutters, making a slight smirk find its way onto my face.

Well, it worked, didn’t it?

Tar grumbles something about how a Knight shouldn’t be delegated to babysitting.

I ignore him, of course.

Something I did realize a few nights after leaving her to babysitting duty is that she was watching over me during that Fracture. Why she was doing so, I’m not sure. Because I know she won’t step in even if I were about to die to a demon. Just the fact that I’m still getting EXP and achievements from the System is enough proof for that.

So why is she watching over me?

To protect me from Rogues? From demons not from Fractures?

Whatever her reasoning is, I feel a little conflicted about her watching me. Because it kind of sucks to know that she’d just watch me die, but is nice to know that she’ll probably kill off any Rogues who come after me. Like she apparently has already done before, if Allen’s words are to be believed.

I’m roused from my thoughts by the sound of something hitting the desk up front, followed by the professor stating, “That’ll be all for today’s class. Make sure you study the events surrounding the three Class V Fractures and are ready for a quiz next class!”

I glance down at Aria before pondering about how exactly I’m going to wake her up.

Or, wait…

Guess that’ll work.

I disconnect my terminal from the device on the desk before shifting around a little and picking Aria up as I stand up.

Don’t have to wake her up at all.


Chapter 13

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Failed Divinations



Inside of the Grand Hall of the Garden of Blood

Ava Carter – otherwise known as the Bloody Valkyrie – stands just meters in front of the center of the Grand Hall as the most powerful seer of the Garden performs a divination. And she can’t help but tap her foot in anticipation of the result, because she needs to get the child – Scarlet Asger – on her side.

Highest capabilities known to man, powerful blood magic skills, and a temperament honed and directed towards battle. She would be an absolutely perfect fit in the Garden.

It was the only reason she bothered to lower her head to make a request to the Class IV Guardian currently in charge of the girl’s Association. Something she would never do otherwise.

Ava recognizes that she has a big ego. That her pride often gets the best of her. But this time she didn’t let it. And still, it didn’t work. The man rejected her without a second thought.

Her fist clenches at that understanding before she relaxes again and looks around the Grand Hall to find dozens of women of all types. Most of whom are beautiful, but some – those being the few Class Is in the Association who haven’t ascended yet – aren’t.

All of them regardless of appearance, however, are powerful. The one thing the Garden of Blood requires as an absolute. Besides that the Association members be female, a stipulation made by the Valkyrie due to her… troubled past with men.

Ava doesn’t dislike men as a whole, she simply doesn’t feel comfortable around them. A significant improvement from when she felt terrified just being in their presence. And no one thinks less of her due to that, despite it being public knowledge. Even the Guardians in her Association respect her enough to not allow any men on the floating Garden of Blood.

The woman lets out a sigh before smiling a little at the women around the Grand Hall, each of whom appears rather excited at the thought of a new member joining their tight-knit Association. After all, it’s not a very common occurrence.

Even Ava admits that her requirements for joining may be a little strict.

But if I were anything other than strict, then the Garden wouldn’t have anywhere near as much respect from the world at large. And it certainly wouldn’t be one of the most powerful Associations in the world as it is now.

Ava’s thoughts are interrupted when a flash of white light shines from the woman sitting cross-legged in the center of the hall wearing a simple robe. But then the light suddenly fades, making Ava and the other women around the hall frown.

That… wasn’t supposed to happen.

“Did something go wrong?” Ava asks her seer the moment she opens her eyes, only to find the seer frowning soon after.

Sofia Rossi continues frowning for a few seconds before lifting her head, showing her completely white, pupilless eyes to Ava as she says, “I failed to connect.”

“But how?!” “Isn’t her divination supposed to work on anyone?!” “Maybe the new girl has some sort of resistance skill?” “But would that skill be able to resist the Pale Seer? When the girl’s only recently become Class II?”

“Do you know what happened?” Ava softly asks while kneeling down next to the blind seer. And the seer stares in her direction for a few seconds before eventually answering, “We appear to not have her full name.”

Ava blinks in surprise at that, only to stand up straight with a frown.

“You’re saying Scarlet Asger isn’t her true name then?” Ava asks, seeking clarification.

Sofia nods her head, briefly looking around at the women around her who are like family as she answers, “Yes. But it was… odd. It was like it was her name but wasn’t. Like something had hidden her true name from both us and the girl herself.”

The Bloody Valkyrie frowns at that.

But why… is it some sort of defensive measure White put into her daughter to defend against divination? Why would she need to defend against divination though? It’s not like the demons can accurately divine happenings on Earth from Tartarus… or can they? But even then they’d need to know her true name for it to matter. Did her name get leaked to the demons and made into a weakness for the Knight?

Ava looks down at the ground as the other women talk amongst themselves about their interesting new potential recruit. After several seconds of silence though, Ava finally looks at Sofia again, giving her a gentle smile as she helps her to her feet and says, “Thank you for your help, as always, Sofia.”

She then begins to lead her through the hall towards a more comfortable location while seriously pondering what to do with the girl if divining what it would take for her to accept a mentorship isn’t possible.

This is going to be much harder than I thought.



Scarlet

Before I walk through the doors of the building’s entryway into the cold outdoors, I shift around rather awkwardly to take off my coat, leaving me in just my short sleeved shirt. Then I cover Aria with my coat, still awkwardly shifting her around until I have her bundled up, the girl somehow having slept through all that movement as I begin moving outside of the building. All while ignoring the glances coming our way by both students and faculty, along with the shuttering sounds of a couple photos being taken. Something I’ve grown used to at this point.

Although I think this might be one of the few pictures outside of the annoying modeling pictures I had to take that I’m actually not covering up my arms with long sleeves.

Fortunately, the cold from being outside doesn’t really bother me at all even without my coat. Not since I became Class II at least. Before that it may have bothered me a little bit. But it goes to show the benefits of ascending are more than just the visible benefits.

I briefly look around outside for Aria’s butler, only to feel my terminal buzz, so I raise it to find a message from him stating that he won’t be able to pick her up. It also asks me if I can look after her for a bit, so I answer in the positive before lowering my terminal and beginning the trek back to my suite.

Out of nowhere though, I feel a strange tingling sensation in the back of my head. Something I’ve felt quite a few times since reaching Class II. Almost like someone is trying to look at me from far away but fails.

An odd feeling.

Tar mentioned that it was probably a failed divination when I first felt it, but why are there so many failed divinations on me? It’s like there’s been at least two a week…

Whoever’s doing the divining must be a terrible seer if they’re failing that badly.

I can’t help but wonder who it is though?

My first guess is probably my grandfather on my father’s side that Tar mentioned cares about me and has no idea where I am. But I could be wrong.

Also, this time the sensation felt a little weaker. As if it were someone else doing it. A weaker person.

Either way, I continue walking through the snow with Aria in my arms, heading towards my suite to go play some more Hunter XI and put Aria to bed.


Chapter 14

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Theories



Scarlet

After I get back to my suite, I put Aria in my bed and tuck her in before going to my living room and ordering some food be delivered to my room while turning on the TV.

“-and once again, another day passes without a Demonic Assault, proving the theories online that a Class V Fracture may be approaching!” a newsman says the moment I turn it on, making me pause for a moment before continuing to the couch.

Yeah, that’s nothing new. I did almost forget that the public doesn’t know about the upcoming Class V Fracture that should be happening within a few months though.

And I can’t help but feel conflicted about the decrease in Demonic Assault frequency. I know it happened prior to the last three Class V Fractures, where for the few months before the Fractures, Demonic Assaults began happening less frequently, but it wasn’t a proven fact. Now that it’s happening a fourth time though, I’d say it’s safe to say it’s proven enough.

It also means that I can’t level up as much before the stupid Class V Fracture either. Because while there used to be a Fracture every three to four days, now there’s just one every six to seven days. Which cuts the Fractures I can fight in by half.

I lean back on the couch, just staring up at the ceiling as I hear the newsman continue talking, “No one has ever proved one way or another why this seems to happen, but there are plenty of theories about the topic out there. And here with us today is one of the lead researchers on the topic. A man who used to be a part of the Guardian Research Team before the team was disbanded!”

My eye twitches in irritation at the mention of that annoying team. Good riddance to them.

“Hello, some of you may know me by my name, Charles Kimani, but most of you will know me by my Guardian title, Archol,” a man whose voice and apparently name and title I do not recognize at all says, as I close my eyes and continue lying on the couch patiently waiting for my food to arrive at my door. “The theory that I came up with alongside two of my colleagues from the former Team states that the Class V Fractures are most likely different from the other Fractures in that they require a lot more energy to build up in order for them to appear. Which is why the Demonic Assaults appear less frequently before a Demonic Assault carrying a Class V Fracture.”

“So you’re saying that the Demonic Assaults are stalling to save up this ‘energy’ so that they can create these different Fractures?” the newsman asks rhetorically before exclaiming, “Fascinating! But how did you come up with this theory? And what is this energy you’re speaking of?”

“Well the answer is quite simple,” Charles pauses for a moment, probably for effect or something, “each Fracture core contains something we researchers like to classify as ‘Reality Energy’ that works as the power source for the entire Fracture. The thing connecting our two worlds. And the more reality energy that can be found in a core, the higher the core’s Class will be. But the gap between a Class IV Fracture and a Class V Fracture core is so massive that a single Class V core has as much reality energy as nearly a hundred Class IV Fracture cores.”

My eyes open at that, but before I can glance at the TV, I hear a dinging sound resonate through my suite marking the arrival of my food. So I get up right when the newsman asks, “But what’s causing these Fractures in the first place? What causes the Demonic Assaults?”

I continue through a couple rooms while raising the sensitivity of my ears to catch what’s being said despite not being in the same room as Charles answers, “No one truly knows the answer to that, so everything beyond this point is pure theory. But my team and I believe that it’s reality itself doing this for some reason. Just some sort of natural occurrence in response to something else changing. Kind of like how sometimes nature will go about balancing things out on its own. Like how after a forest fire, the greenery and life will slowly come back over a long period of time. But in this sense, it’s reality itself responding to something.”

That explanation doesn’t make much sense to me, but I continue listening even after I reach the door and let the robot there roll a cart filled with food into my suite.

“Wait, are you trying to say that reality itself has a consciousness, or can react in some way to threats? And if so, then what could possibly lead reality to set the demon race upon our world?” the newsman whose name I still don’t remember continues speaking as I direct the robot towards my living room where the TV is.

“Yes and no,” Charles continues, “it’s already been proven to us that the universe seems to have some sort of instinctive process and is ‘alive’ in the sense that it can alter reality to balance it out a bit, but it isn’t alive at the same time as it has no actual conscience or mind of its own. All it can do is react to a threat from outside of the universe.”

I pause at that before briefly blinking at the TV.

Outside of the universe?

“Do you mean…” the newsman, a man wearing a casual suit with short hair and a rather shocked look on his face mutters, leading Charles to nod and state, “Our current theory is that the Demonic Assaults are a result of the universe instinctively and without any drive or direction trying to strengthen both the demons and us by giving us opponents in order to allow us to survive the upcoming threat. One that most likely originates from a place outside of our universe, such as the void for example.”

My jaw drops open at that.

That can’t be true… can it?

Tar? What do you think?

“It is a rather prevalent theory even amongst us fae, so it’s not out of the question,” he answers, shocking me even more. “It would also align with the theory that the Demonic Assaults and Fractures are naturally occurring but also very slightly artificial in some manner.”

That… well… yeah, I guess that does make sense. It’s just… a little mind blowing to think about the possibility that there may be a threat greater than the demons out there.

Actually, come to think of it, isn’t the Farshore outside of the universe?

Tar appears in front of me with his eyes narrowed before slowly stating, “Yes, it is. But fae are not able to physically interact with the mortal realm outside of weak artificial bodies such as my own. So no fae, not even King Oberon, could pose a threat to the universe. At least, not with the Demon King around to stop him.”

Oh, right. Didn’t realize the Demon King was stronger than King Oberon, but it makes sense since you said fae were more energy beings than physical.

But the void… isn’t it only full of those weakish void creatures? Weak in terms of a Class II Guardian at least.

“That’s unknown,” Tar says, making my eyes widen. “No one has ever explored the void before. All we know about it are the brief glimpses some Guardians have seen into it inside of a corrupted Fracture, along with the creatures that have come out of it. Nothing more.”

So the possible theorized ‘threat to the universe’ could very well come from the void.

But… why would reality set the demons on the human race? If humanity didn’t react well or have the fae to help, wouldn’t we have just been wiped out?

“That’s…” Tar mutters sounding slightly reluctant to say anything, only to eventually answer, “If I had to guess, since the universe is only acting on instinct and isn’t intelligent, its instincts probably didn’t factor in that the demons might go to war with the humans right away. If this is an actual theory, which we still don’t know if this is anything other than theory, then it’s entirely possible that the humans and demons were only supposed to have some conflicts, allowing some Gates to appear between the worlds, and letting the two races grow stronger through occasionally fighting each other. It also could’ve just underestimated how powerful the demons were.”

That’s a lot of ifs and assumptions.

Tar just shrugs.

Guess this is really only a theory in the end. Although knowing that the universe is able to instinctively nudge things towards fixing fatal problems is kind of nice to know. I also can’t help but wonder if the previous fae queen used the universe in some way when she made the System? Seeing as the System helps guide our pathway to ascension and improves upon our very realities to smooth that path.

So many theories, but no actual proof for any of this. Kind of annoying, but-

My stomach suddenly growls, announcing my need to eat the food in front of me as the robot finishes up setting the plates and begins leaving my suite, locking the door behind it.

Now’s not the time to worry about theories.


Chapter 15

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

An Awkward Confrontation



Scarlet

Weeks pass with fewer and fewer Demonic Assaults to the point that they end up only happening once every two weeks after a few weeks, and soon the final month of the semester, April, comes around, along with crunch time for studying. But I can’t help but grimace as I look at my poor status screen.

	Name: Scarlet Asger	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Age: 19	Level: 149	SP: 3
	Stats:

	Physical: 373	Mental: 373	Magical: 372
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 117,001/117,942.6	Free Points/Level: 3
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 9	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 8	Description
	Beast Form
	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 12	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 7	Description
	Blood Armor	Skill Level: 7	Description
	Blood Manifestation	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Sacrifice	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Bank	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Regeneration	Skill Level: 11	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


It’s been almost three and a half months since I reached Class II, and I’ve only leveled up forty-eight times. Although learning that Tar could optimize my status screen to not show the unimportant skills like those utility skills was nice and freed up some space in my status.

I lean back in my desk’s chair located within my suite’s bedroom, pondering over the meaning of life if not to level up. With a tanuki scoffing at the dramatics I’m currently not expressing at all, of course.

“You are already about to hit level 150 after not even being a Guardian for an entire year, not to mention the progress you’ve made in getting almost all of your skills to at least level 10, so I’d say you’re doing pretty freaking well,” Tar comments, already having had his worldview broken by me by now. “My worldview is perfectly fine thank you very much.”

Yep. Keep tellin’ yourself that.

I do have to admit though, while my level hasn’t raised as much as I’d like in these months, the changes to my skills after bringing most of them to level ten have been very nice. Especially blood regeneration, which now heals me even faster and apparently regenerates damage to my reality as well, blood thirst, which now has the stacks resetting the timer each time a new stack is applied, with the timer counting down from three minutes, and blood shadow, which lets my blood shadow use some very basic and weak versions of some of my skills.

Tar mutters something about cheat legendary skills again, just like he always does.

Blood shadow isn’t a legendary skill though.

Tar snorts in response, apparently not deigning to grace me with an answer.

I smirk at that before letting out a sigh and stretching, deciding that I’m not gonna get any studying done if I’m just sitting here complaining about levels.

Then again, it’s not like I need to study right now. The finals aren’t for another few weeks after all.

My thoughts are cut off when the terminal on my arm buzzes, bringing my attention to it to find an email from the vice headmaster of the university. One asking me to come to his office for some reason.

Uh… what?



So after not getting lost at all in the process of finding his office, I arrive there within just three hours of the email.

Tar chuckles in my head, but I ignore him as the wonderful human be- err, blood lycan? Um. The wonderful whatever I am that I am.

He just snorts at that.

Aaanyways, I raise my hand to knock on the door, only for it to suddenly open on its own. Or, rather, it opens by a familiar mist that I remember the vice headmaster using both during the first semester and the second semester opening ceremonies and ranking tournaments. A tournament that I made forty-first place in.

Something that didn’t really shock anyone this time.

I follow the mist to its source just to find the man sitting behind a desk with a woman I very much recognize sitting on a comfortable chair across from him. And upon seeing her, I almost immediately get the idea of what’s happening.

Either the Bloody Valkyrie is here to ask me to join the Garden of Blood, she’s here to make me her apprentice, or she’s here to ask me something about White. Basically the same thing most other Association leaders have been doing over the past few months.

Just that she is a much more well known Association leader than the others were. And stronger. A lot stronger.

Just from my time in middle school, much less university or even high school, I already know that she’s supposed to be about tied for the sixth highest leveled human in the world. Even if she’s still a few hundred levels behind the Knights.

“So she’s important?” Tar asks in my head as I walk through the door, feeling a tad bit nervous about the gazes of two Class V Guardians being locked on me.

Very important. In fact, her Association alone has enough power to take on the government, if we excluded the government’s two main backers that is.

Actually, she may be able to survive dealing with them as well. Since Purple isn’t a combat focused Guardian at all, and Black is a stealth and assassination focused Guardian. Something that doesn’t exactly pair well against a woman who can literally turn her body into pure blood to avoid a fatal blow.

“Ah! Scarlet, you’ve arrived!” the vice headmaster says with a smile on his face before getting up from his chair and indicating the woman as he introduces her, “This, as you probably already know, is Ava Carter, otherwise known as the Bloody Valkyrie! And she would like to speak to you about something.”

I try to keep from making any sort of reaction to his words, but I can’t help but stiffen up slightly anyways.

If either of them noticed though, they don’t show it. Instead the vice headmaster gives a nod to the both of us before saying, “And with that, my part here is done. Please do lock up my office when you leave.”

Then he vanishes, leaving me alone with the woman.

I can’t see this ending well.

Both the Valkyrie and I take a moment to study the other, and no matter how I look at her, she’s just as fierce looking as the images and videos on the internet depict. Maybe even a bit more, purely because I can’t sense even an ounce of her mana. Meaning she has absolutely amazing control over it, completely hiding any sign of just how strong she is. Or at least, it would hide it if I didn’t already know who she was.

After a few seconds, she stands up from her seat and walks over to me before reaching her hand out, offering a handshake. And just so as to not be rude, I accept it.

“It’s good to finally meet you, Scarlet Asger,” she says with a firm nod of her head. And I nod back as our hands part. The woman then walks back to her seat and motions towards the one next to it.

I watch her for a second before going to the other seat and sitting down at the same time she does. The woman then bluntly asks me, “Would you be my apprentice?”

“Sorry, but no,” I answer right away, just like I did with all the other Association leaders before her.

None of them can actually legally do anything to me, and all of them have been way too afraid to try anything illegal thanks to White, who is finally helping me out quite a bit. Just her name alone is a major boon when dealing with Guardian politics.

The woman actually doesn’t look surprised, nor does she so much as budge from her spot, instead asking, “Is there anything I can do to convince you otherwise?”

I shake my head, “There isn’t.”

She just nods and says, “Thought so.”

I can’t help but raise a brow at that, and she just chuckles while waving a hand, the intensity she was radiating fading away rather quickly as she explains, “That wasn’t the only thing I came to ask.” She pauses for a moment to reach her arm into some sort of portal made up of blood that appears out of nowhere, pulling it back out seconds later with a bottle of wine and a couple glasses, each being carried between two fingers apiece. “Would you like some wine?”

A second passes in silence before I shake my head and apologize, “Sorry, but I’m not much of a fan of alcohol, even if it doesn’t affect me.”

The woman pauses at that for a moment, only to reach into the blood portal again and bring out something else as she asks, “How about this strawberry juice? It was made by the head chef on the Garden of Blood and should increase your mana regeneration by a hundred percent for the next week.”

My eyes widen in shock at that before practically becoming glued to the bottle, my head nodding without me even meaning to do so.

The Valkyrie chuckles at that and places the glasses on the table before filling them and setting the two bottles on the table while pushing my glass towards me.

I quickly reach out, taking a moment to sniff it just to make sure I don’t smell any poison, then take a sip. And the thing tastes absolutely amazing.

“Really?” Tar mutters in surprise. “You usually don’t like eating or drinking. So for you to say something tastes absolutely amazing…”

It really does! And it’s also sending a warm tingling feeling throughout my entire body.

[Mana regeneration has been increased by 100% for 168 hours.]

Holy shit, this stuff really does increase my mana regeneration!

“I see you like it,” the Valkyrie says with a smug grin on her face that I choose to ignore. “This is probably our chef’s greatest creation, although it only works once a month. Any other time you try drinking it, it’ll just taste really good without the mana regeneration benefit. It’s also a banned item from the Interschool Tournaments, if you were wondering.”

“Makes sense,” I mutter in reply before taking another sip. But then I grow serious again as I frown at her and ask, “You had something else you wanted to ask me?”

The grin on her face vanishes, immediately being replaced with a serious look to match my own as she answers just as bluntly as the first time, “You have to go through a week-long internship to finish your first year, right? At an Association that isn’t your own?”

I narrow my eyes slightly before saying, “Yes.”

Something that I’m not very fond of and am definitely not going to enjoy. The idea of having to go work with a bunch of random strangers for a random stranger in a city that isn’t this one. A major pain in every possible way.

I can understand the university’s need for their students to do this though, since a Guardian will often end up working with other Guardians that they have never met before in Fractures. So they do this to get them used to other Associations, some of which they may actually end up working with one day whether as a part of them or alongside them.

Although most of the time the internship is assigned to the student by the university, unless the student has already talked with an Association they want to work with. One that the university can confirm doesn’t have close ties to them already. Because then it would erase the point of the internship entirely.

Fortunately the university sends a representative with us, so we aren’t going alone. And whether or not we pass isn’t dependent on what the Association thinks, but what the representative thinks.

“I would like for you to do your internship at the Garden of Blood Association,” the Valkyrie says with absolutely no humor in her eyes. “Your vice headmaster already gave the go-ahead if you wish to do it, and so has your mother. But she has also stated in no uncertain terms that it must be your choice.”

So White threatened her and said that she isn’t allowed to threaten me into it. Makes sense.

But, going to the Garden of Blood…

I frown for a few seconds before eventually meeting the Valkyrie’s eyes and searching for any sort of deceit in them. But after failing to find any, I glance down at the table as I take a sip of the lovely juice.

The Garden of Blood is one of the most elite amongst the elite Associations. Every last member of the Association is skilled and powerful beyond belief, the Guardians each being the top of their own generation. And all of them are also female.

“Wait, they’re all women?” Tar asks, suddenly sounding confused.

Yeah. From what I’ve researched, the Bloody Valkyrie’s situation is complicated in that regard, so she doesn’t allow men on the floating island.

“Floating island?” Tar asks once more.

Yep. Floating island.

The Garden of Blood is on a floating island that travels through the sky, never staying in one place. It supposedly uses one of the most powerful magi-tech devices ever made to stay afloat. A device that was made by Allen’s father.

But as for joining them during the internship… I honestly don’t see any issues with that. It’s not like I’ll be staying there for any longer than a week, and I’m not becoming anyone’s apprentice. Plus I’ve always wanted to see the Garden of Blood.

Not just me actually, most people want to see it. It is after all a floating island. A supposedly beautiful one at that.

Although I think a lot of men just want to see it because it’s an island full of powerful women.

Tar snorts at that last part.

Anyways, I don’t see any reason to decline. Aside from the fact that I’m pretty sure she’s gonna try using this internship as a way to ingratiate herself to me so that she might convince me later on to become her apprentice.

Not like that matters since I’ll just say no then as well.

“Very well, I’ll do my internship with Garden of Blood then,” I finally agree out loud, making the woman immediately smile at me. A very warm one. As if she were looking at her own child.

A smile that makes me feel very awkward.


Chapter 16

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Congratulations



Scarlet

“I can’t believe you’re going to the Garden of Blood!!!” Belle practically shouts as we sit in the dining hall of the mansion’s cafeteria inside of the top class student residence, eating dinner as a group. Myself and my former team. “Meanwhile I’m stuck here going to the Bulwark Association…”

I raise a brow at that.

“You do realize that Association is a pretty good one, right?” I ask, not really understanding why she’s complaining.

The Bulwark Association is an Association created purely for mental defensive magic using Guardians. Which pretty much fits Belle to a T.

Belle looks up at me with a sad expression and grumbles, “But I want to see the Garden of Blood!”

I hold myself back from snorting at that as I glance over towards Emily to find her also looking at me with jealousy. And surprisingly, Denise isn’t much different.

Then there’s Anthony, who I’m still not sure why is even here as he whispers to Michael, “Any chance you and I could stowaway when she heads there?” And Michael looks at him with a frown for a moment before whispering back, “Isn’t that place limited to women only?”

“Hell yeah it is!” Anthony says, raising his voice a bit more than he was apparently expecting as he lowers it again a moment later, “It’s a place full of hundreds of single Guardian women! Don’t you want to at least see it?!”

I glare their way with more than a little disgust on my face, only to suddenly grin when I notice Denise doing the same.

Michael’s in trouble.

Before Michael can respond to the perverted death magic user, Denise puts on a bright smile on her face – too bright, if you ask me – and then pokes him in the arm, making him turn around. His eyes then immediately widen in fear the moment he sees that smile.

“Hey, Mike, would you mind coming with me?” she politely asks him, and I barely hold myself back from chuckling at the visible gulp the man gives when he nods. Not to mention the sight of him following after her like a lost puppy dog after they get up and leave the cafeteria.

Pure comedy gold right there.

It’s been rather obvious to the rest of us that the two of them have feelings for each other, especially since both have admitted it. Although only Denise admitted it to me. Michael – who Denise calls Mike these days – only admitted it to Anthony of all people, and I managed to overhear it. Kind of like how I overhear everything nowadays.

Despite that, and the fact that the two practically act like a couple already, neither of them has asked the other out. And it’s a little infuriating to watch.

That aside though, I glare at Anthony for a moment, seemingly confusing him before I focus on my food again.

“So have you decided?” Tar asks me again for the fourth time today since my conversation with him after talking to the Bloody Valkyrie.

I sigh and finally nod my head, giving him affirmative.

“Oh, really?” he sounds genuinely surprised at that, making me glance down at the table where he’s sitting next to my food with a frown. “I would’ve expected you to continue procrastinating till the day of before deciding you changed your mind about telling Allen and Cynthia.”

Wow. You really thought that little of me?

“Yeah,” he bluntly answers, almost making me choke on my food.

How rude.

I’m going to act like you didn’t just say that.

Anyways, there’s no point in procrastinating anymore. I’ve put it off for long enough, and it’s getting closer and closer to the Class V Fracture.

I have to tell them of my blood lycan genes before I head out for the Garden of Blood just the day after tomorrow.

“Hmm,” Tar hums for a moment. “Jokes aside, that is a good time to tell them. If they have a negative reaction, you’ll be able to hide on the Garden of Blood for them to calm down, since you know they shouldn’t hate you for it or anything.”

Yeah. At most I can see them getting upset, maybe throwing something, and kicking me out for a while before cooling down. Or just not talking to me again in the worst case scenario.

But they’d never use the information to hurt me. Ever.

That’s one of the reasons I want to trust them in the first place. Because I know they trust me absolutely.

“Well, they may not trust you to stay out of trouble,” Tar comments while glancing away from me, making me glare at him again. “But they do seem to trust you in everything else. And they trust who you are.”

Yeah.

I eventually drag my glare away from him to continue eating, only vaguely listening to Emily and Belle’s conversation. But after a few minutes of quiet eating, I raise my head to look at the entrance, finding Arthur coming inside, having finally gotten out of his class, the man’s classes being the ones meant purely for the students who join in the middle of a year.

“Arthur is here,” I tell Belle, making her immediately turn to him and wave before pointing at the chair on the other side of her from me. Arthur then quickly makes his way over here and sits down.

The man looks around at the two empty seats belonging to Denise and Michael for a moment with a frown before asking, “Where’re the others?”

Belle just shrugs, and I hide a laugh behind my hands. Only to pause as my ears pick up something.

Several seconds pass in silence before I see the two walking back in, so I point in their direction.

Michael looks rather tired and disheveled, but also rather happy. And Denise is positively glowing.

But considering what I just heard…

“Hey guys!” Denise says immediately upon reaching our table, “Michael and I are going out!”

Yep.

And all it took for Denise to finally ask him was Michael talking with Anthony about the girls in the Garden of Blood. Even though there’s no way they’d ever even consider allowing a man on that floating piece of rock and metal. Not to mention that Michael didn’t actually say much of anything.

Poor guy just got dragged into the conversation by the shameless death magic user.

Then again, guess it worked out in the end.

“Congrats,” I tell them with a smile.
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The next morning finds me awkwardly sitting in Allen’s office with Allen, Cynthia, and Belle – who had joined at the last moment to my surprise – all in the same arrangement we had when we settled on the adoption. Me sitting on a chair on one side of the table, and the other three in chairs on the other.

None of us say anything for a few seconds before Allen finally asks, “You wanted to tell us something?”

I look up at the three to find Allen and Cynthia seemingly with a hopeful look on their face mixed with some slight fear, meanwhile Belle just looks confused. And I can’t help but grow a little confused as well due to the hopeful looks, but I ignore that for now.

Instead I take a deep breath and begin, “I… I don’t know how you’ll feel about this, but I decided I’d rather tell you myself than have you learn about it on your own.” I pause as I make eye contact with each one of them, one by one. “Not only do I trust you three, but I owe you this much for being willing to take me in.”

“You don’t owe us anything, dear,” Allen says, almost at the same time Cynthia says, “Nonsense. You owe us nothing, sweetheart.”

And Belle just nods her head firmly while pointing at the others, making me want to raise a brow in amusement. But I don’t.

I take a deep breath – once again – and climb to my feet while saying, “It would be easier if I just showed you.”

“And you’re absolutely sure about this?” Tar asks, “I know you got White to ward this room from any sort of scrying, but it’s still not too late to back out. Even if it would be embarrassing to tell White that you did so.”

No. I can’t back out.

They deserve to know. Especially if they’re gonna accept me into their family.

And so, I activate my Beast Form.

The transformation only takes a few seconds to occur, a wave of blood flooding over my entire body before I find myself standing in front of my soon-to-be family in the form of a blood lycan’s beast form. Or, rather, a weaker version of it.

Then things get strange, making me frown.

Not a single one of them looks surprised.

I blink once. Then twice.

Then I tilt my head, unsure of what’s happening.

Allen and Cynthia show a hint of recognition, likely due to having seen the beast form of the blood lycan who was at the last Class V Fracture, but Belle just shows a hint of awe.

Wait, did she not study the physical appearance of a blood lycan’s beast form looks like? It was one of the most important subjects on the final exam for Demonology…

Never mind, that doesn’t matter. Why are Allen and Cynthia acting as they-

“Your fur looks so sooooft!” Belle suddenly exclaims while jumping out of her seat and grabbing my arm, then rubbing her face on it while hugging it to her chest to my utter astonishment. Meanwhile Allen and Cynthia just look amused.

I open my mouth to ask what the fuck is going on, only to remember I can’t talk in this form. So I use the skill again to transform back before trying to gently take my arm out of her embrace. And after a little struggle and some pouting from the girl, I succeed.

Then I declare, “I’m part blood lycan.”

She just nods her head sagely and says, “Yep, yep! Now can you transform again? Your fur is just so soft!!!”

I stare at her, my mouth wide open in shock for a few seconds before I turn to find Allen and Cynthia both trying not to laugh.

“What the heck is going on here…” I mutter, briefly wondering if this is all a dream or something.

Apparently my question was too much for them as both Allen and Cynthia break out into laughter, laughing louder than I think I’ve ever heard them laugh before. And during this little laughing session, Belle leans into my shoulder and whispers, “Mom and dad already knew, and White approached me not too long ago to tell me.”

I gape at her, unsure how to process this.

The tanuki doesn’t have any problems though, as he immediately appears in the air and adds his own laughter to the two Class IV Guardians.

“You- but- how? Why?” I try and fail to ask, eventually settling on a single word question.

Belle giggles at that and answers, “Apparently your biological mother wanted to help you, so she decided to tell the only two people she knew you trusted absolutely about you being a blood lycan. Then if we reacted poorly, she said she was going to erase our memories of being told.”

I continue staring at her, my mouth open wide enough to catch a fly.

My best friend finally calms down, growing a little serious as she continues, “Neither Arthur nor I were very pleased that she decided to tell us behind your back, but after she explained that she thought you would prefer it this way, we eventually agreed.” She pauses for a second and tilts her head. “You do prefer it this way, right?”

I blink at that, finally snapping out of my daze as I answer, “Y-yes, I do, actually.”

It makes things so much easier on me. And while I know some people might be upset if they were in my position and someone told their secret, I know she would’ve been able to fix it just by erasing their memories. Although, how did she know that I would prefer it this way?

“Apparently you’re more like your mother in some ways than you may care to admit,” Belle says, answering my question.

I grimace at that.

“I would never abandon my child just because of a damned prophecy,” I grumble, seemingly making the three laughers stop laughing. And Belle immediately raises her hands and says, “No, that’s not what I meant! What I meant is that neither of you like emotional confrontations!”

Well… yeah. I don’t like them. At all.

“Didn’t you say you would never have a kid in the first place?” Tar asks in my mind, sounding vaguely curious. “So what did you mean-”

It was… not sure what to call it, but I’m never having a kid. In fact, I’m never going to get married. I have no interest in that. It was meant as an in the impossible chance that I did have one, then I wouldn’t ever abandon them.

“Ah, makes sense,” Tar nods his head while floating in place.

I let out a sigh before narrowing my eyes on the three and asking, “Did you really wait for me to tell you just so you could get a laugh in?”

“Yep.” “Yes.” “Yeah.” All three of them answer in concert.

Wow.

“And because we wanted you to trust us with it,” Allen adds as an afterthought, making me raise a brow.

He just shrugs at my raised brow.

That one makes more sense, but still. Doesn’t this mean I’ve been worrying myself sick for months now for no reason at all?

“Yes,” Tar bluntly answers with a firm nod. “You have.”

I sigh again.

“Please give me the time I spent worrying about how you all would react back…” I grumble to them, making the three start laughing again. “I’m serious.”

They just laugh harder.

Despite their laughing though, I can’t help but smile.

Because they accept me for who and what I am.
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I collapse on my bed with a grunt, followed by a sigh.

That was… a lot.

After that whole confession thing was out of the way, they started giving me more details on what White had told Belle and Arthur and why she did it. Not that there was much more explanation on the why than was already said.

Then Allen and Cynthia told me how they figured it out, which has me wondering if there are any other Class IV Guardians who know what a blood lycan smells like. Even if Allen assured me there shouldn’t have been. Because there apparently weren’t any other Guardians with Tier A perception or a magical scent based skill nearby that could’ve picked up the scent.

I still can’t help but worry a little though.

“Better to be worried and nothing happen than unprepared and something happen,” Tar says as he appears and floats down to lie on my chest.

Yeah, good point.

I can’t believe they had me go celebrating with them afterwards though. All I did was tell them something they already knew, so why did they make me go out to eat with them? And why did Belle let herself get drunk?

Poor Arthur ended up being dragged along by Belle as well, partially because he’s her boyfriend, and partially because he was told my secret as well. And, of course, he ended up having to carry her to her dorm.

After being warned a few times by Allen not to do anything inappropriate to her.

While Belle was currently in the process of nuzzling the back of his head.

The poor guy.

If anyone was gonna do anything inappropriate between those two, I doubt it would be Arthur. Especially considering that Belle was drunk.

Makes me wonder just what sort of magical alcohol she drank…

In all honesty though, the night was fun. I’ll admit that. And it felt liberating in a way, since it was the first time I was out with those I considered family while they were privy to all of my secrets.

Or at least, all of my secrets that I actually know. Seeing as I don’t even know all of my secrets myself.

I stretch slightly, wearing my regular sleep outfit of a tank top and shorts before reaching down and pulling at the covers, speaking out loud, “Lights, off,” to turn off the lights in my room.

Tomorrow will be the day I go to the internship. And it’ll also be when I see what representative the university is deciding to send with me.

So that’ll be interesting.

“Night Tar,” I mutter while closing my eyes, faintly hearing him respond in kind.



I stare blankly at the ‘University Representative for my Internship’ as the vice headmaster kindly stands in between me, the representative, and the Bloody Valkyrie and says, “Well then, I’m sure you’re already well acquainted with your own mother, so you won’t be needing me anymore.” He smiles a wide smile and adds, “I’ll be taking my leave!”

Then he vanishes. Like always.

None of us say anything for who knows how long.

“Are we going to go to the Garden or not?” White eventually asks, sounding rather happy for some reason. Perhaps a bit too happy.

Could be because we’re going to be living in the same building for a while.

“That’s probably why,” Tar comments. “Looks like she’s just excited to be able to spend more time with you, since you’re always busy. And you kind of don’t give her much time to spend with you.”

Well then she shouldn’t have abandoned me.

“Fair point,” Tar agrees.

And I am giving her time. Doesn’t mean I particularly care if she’s there when she is or not, unless it’s an outing with my friends or something, but I still give her time.

She’s sat in my suite watching me and Aria as we played video games. She’s gotten a beta test spot on Hunter XI somehow – most likely through forcing the company to give her the spot – and joined me from time to time in playing the game. And she’s even tried walking me to my first class some mornings.

At this point I see her at least a couple times every single day, for around an hour or so a day at minimum.

Sometimes gets a little annoying how hard she’s trying, but she’s trying. I still won’t be forgiving her, at least not for decades or even a century down the road, but it’s a start at least.

Not like her following me around or playing a game with me can change what she did.

“Yeah,” Tar agrees again.

“Of course, Lady White,” the Bloody Valkyrie says with a smile. One that, if my senses weren’t as good as they are, would’ve looked sincere. But the woman’s smile looks ever so slightly strained to me.

Tier A Perception for the win, I guess.

And she’s probably not happy that a Knight is going to be staying on the Garden for a week. Might end up feeling like someone’s looking over her shoulder the entire time.

Or she’s just used to being the strongest person around and doesn’t like someone stronger being on the Garden with her.

I have heard that the woman is rather prideful after all. Not that I’m one to talk.

Anyways, the woman begins to lead us outside of the building we’re in before summoning some sort of carriage. One with red colors of varying shades, mostly of crimson, and two winged horses pulling it.

I blink in surprise, only for the woman to start walking up to the carriage. She then turns around at the entrance and spreads her arms out, saying, “Welcome to the Carriage of the Valkyries! Please, come inside!”

The door to the carriage opens on its own, revealing a much larger inside to the carriage than its size would suggest.

Okay, this internship might just be even more interesting than I was expecting.

Both White and I slowly begin to step into the carriage, White standing in front of me like she were some sort of bodyguard. Which I find both a tiny bit amusing and a tiny bit insulting, even if she’s there to protect me.

Probably my pride talking.

I ignore that feeling as I take in the inside of the carriage, which looks like a very fancy room from medieval times, albeit with several appliances that look more than a little out of place.

Yeah, this internship will be a lot more interesting than I expected.
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The trip ends up being incredibly awkward. But then again, it’s me alone in a carriage flying through the sky with White and Valkyrie just staring at each other. Although more than once the Valkyrie has tried asking White for a duel. And gotten rejected.

Overall, White is acting quite a bit different from how she normally does. Instead of the socially awkward mother trying to fix her past mistakes, she’s acting like the professional and powerful Knight everyone in the world knows her to be.

It’s an interesting thing. To see my birth mother in a different light like this. Not the mother who abandoned her child after having her, nor the one who is trying to make up for what she did. But as the level 1871 White Knight of Humanity and the most powerful null magic user in existence.

Actually… I glance between the two who are still staring at each other.

A battle between the two of them could be interesting to watch.

“White?” I ask, bringing her attention to me, the woman’s features softening almost right away. “I actually wouldn’t mind seeing you battle someone of her level.”

She straightens up at that and seems to consider it for a moment before nodding her head and focusing on the Valkyrie as she says, “I accept your duel.”

Both the Bloody Valkyrie and I are a little startled by just how quickly her mood made a one eighty, but the woman recovers quickly, saying, “Then I will have the training hall prepared for when we arrive.”

Then we fall into silence again.

This is so awkward…

Several minutes pass like this before I look out the window, finding the city finally leaving the horizon behind us, proving just how fast this carriage is going. Especially considering the enormous size of the city itself. But then my attention is taken by the sight of a large shadow on the ground far ahead, just barely in sight.

“Looks like we’re almost there,” Valkyrie says as my eyes turn upwards to find a massive floating island in the sky. One that’s spanning at least thirty kilometers in diameter alone.

Holy shit. That’s a large island.

Right now we’re far beneath the island, so the top isn’t visible yet. But the underside of the islands seems to be made out of some sort of blood red metal, with various little areas open and currently accepting air trucks full of what I’m guessing are supplies or deliveries. As soon as the air trucks leave though, those openings seal themselves back up again, the doors merging seemingly perfectly into the rest of the structure in a way that it would be impossible to tell at a glance that there was a door there.

The carriage suddenly begins to ascend higher and higher until the top of the island becomes visible, showing us a city. One where all of the buildings are built of a slightly less modern style. More like the style of buildings I’d see in a medieval fantasy video game. Like Hunter XI.

At the center of the city is a rather large structure akin to a castle but also not. Almost like it’s a single large tower sticking out over a large dome on top of a grand looking building.

And everything is red and black. Mostly red though.

They certainly have good taste; I’ll say that much.

What sticks out the most about the floating island though is the rather large river of what looks like blood running all around and throughout the city as if it were a normal river partitioning the city. That and the fact that there isn’t a single man in sight on the island.

Two of the reasons the island is called the Garden of Blood in the first place. Or at least, the whole ‘female only’ thing is assumed by the populace to be in correlation to the garden part of the title. Since there isn’t an actual garden on the, well, Garden.

Although the blood part is also from the fact that their leader is the strongest blood magic user amongst the humans.

I can’t help but wonder how she would match up against my father though. Whoever he is.

“Your father would kill her in an instant,” Tar says, startling me enough that I almost flinch.

Wait, really? He’s that strong?

Tar doesn’t say anything else.

I frown at that but don’t comment, briefly wondering if he actually meant to say that out loud or not. Wondering if he didn’t just accidentally say that or something.

From what I can tell, Tar doesn’t like White, even if he does respect her power. But he does seem to like my father in some ways.

This is the first time he’s said much of anything about his actual power though.

I’m not really sure how strong most of the demons are though, aside from the Demon Lords, of course. All of whom are stronger than all of the Knights. Albeit only by a hundred or so levels.

I kind of wish I knew who my father was though. Allen mentioned that White told him something, but not something he was allowed to tell me. Which is frustrating, but something I can at least understand.

After all, White is still the strongest human in the world. And not even Allen would want to annoy her by pushing too far.

He did mention that I will likely be finding out for myself who my father was within the next month or so though.

Meaning I’ll probably learn about him during the Class V Fracture.

I glance at White with a frown before looking out the window once again as the carriage gets closer and closer to the Garden of Blood.

White also mentioned that after the Class V Fracture, they’ll all be able to tell me more about everything. About why they did what they did. About what happened.

Although not about what the prophecy itself was, just the end goals of the prophecy. Which was more than a little irritating to hear.

Although at least knowing the end goals of it would be better than the complete lack of any information I have on it right now. Since I literally don’t know a single thing about it aside from the fact that it had my parents abandoning me as a child to a man they had never met.

Everything always seems to come back to that Class V Fracture that’s supposed to happen in a little over a month though. Which is rather disconcerting, if I’m being honest.

Tar still doesn’t say anything, acting unlike his usual self. Unlike the tanuki who quite frequently inserts himself into my line of thoughts.

I let out a sigh before watching as the carriage flies over the city and then begins to descend towards some sort of plaza at the edge of the city, next to the outer ring of the blood river.

Well, time to see what this place is like.
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After the carriage lands, we all get out and begin walking through the plaza towards a large street. One split in two by a river of blood, with an occasional bridge over the river.

When I look around, I find that every last person here is not only female, as I already saw from above, but they’re also Guardians of varying levels. Not to mention varying ages, with some being just between sixteen to eighteen years old, and some being in their twenties.

Although the higher Class Guardians are harder to tell the age of strictly due to their aging being either reverted or slowed, making it impossible to know just how old they are.

Then there’s the one person I can sense looking at us but can’t actually see. Nor can I find them with my mana senses.

Class Vs maybe? Or just higher Class stealth focused Guardians?

Either way, everyone is looking at us. And most of them seem either excited or just a little curious.

What surprises me though is that they seem to be ignoring White.

Wait.

I glance at White before noticing a very faint white glow from her.

Damnit, she’s hiding her presence from them, isn’t she?!

Tar starts laughing in my head from his place in the collar of my jacket. But I ignore him as I focus on Valkyrie, finding her looking at White with a frown, only to shake her head. She then turns to look at the people watching, which is growing in number by the second, and says, “Let us welcome our guest as a member of our family!”

I blink at that before glancing at the people who immediately start cheering.

Family? What?

And then they all begin swarming me.



I let out a sigh of relief a couple hours later after we get situated in a training hall, all the members of the Garden finally giving me space. Because apparently everyone in the Garden, whether they’re an intern or not, is ‘family’. Something I don’t exactly get but won’t contradict either.

Fortunately they all realized rather quickly that I don’t like physical contact. Right from the first moment one of them touched me and I flinched. They all just seemed to stay at least a foot or two away from me after that point, so I’m thankful for that. But they just kept talking and talking and talking, each and every one of them along with a few I hadn’t noticed before welcoming me rather warmly.

Too warmly for comfort, if I’m being honest.

I’m not used to that.

“They seem like a nice bunch,” Tar says, and I can’t help but agree. Even if their friendliness makes me a touch uncomfortable.

Now is where the exciting part begins though. After the whole meet and greet where they shoved a couple hundred names in one ear and out the other since there’s no way I’m remembering them, we all went straight to the training hall for the duel.

I can’t help but smile as I lean forward in my chair at the side of the hall, watching as White and Valkyrie slowly approach each other. The hall itself is rather enormous, with a much more medieval setting to it than anything I’ve ever seen in a city. But it’s also rather plain and in a simple dome shape, with some sort of barrier between us spectators and the fighters.

Oh, and it’s in a magical reality. Not in the real world.

Or rather, it is in the real world, but this is just a copy of that real world one. Because they apparently like to just straight up copy their training hall for duels so that they don’t have to frequently repair the hall when the duels get dangerous for the building.

Looking around the training hall itself at the various people here watching, I find several familiar faces from TV. Seven of which are Class V, showcasing just how powerful this Association is. Since most Associations either don’t have any Class Vs or they only have a couple.

And what’s most surprising about the Garden of Blood, is that aside from Valkyrie, there’s only two other blood magic users in the entire Association. Neither of which are Class V.

So the whole blood motif for the Association is entirely due to the Garden’s appearance and their leader.

My thoughts are interrupted when the Valkyrie finally speaks, her voice echoing throughout the entire magical reality, “Now let us see the true power of one of the Knights of Humanity! And let me prove my power to her in a fight to the death!” Her eyes narrow and she pops her neck. “Do not hold back on me!”

White raises a brow at that, not saying a word despite the obvious aggressiveness of her opponent.

Without any hesitation, the Bloody Valkyrie – like her name would suggest – transforms her entire body into blood, leaving her figure amorphous for a moment before it turns into what looks to be a Valkyrie from old world Norse mythology with large eagle-like wings stretching on both sides of her. A mythology that I find rather interesting.

Even her armor changes slightly to match, not that it wasn’t already similar to a Valkyrie’s armor. Although black and red in color. And her wings are red too.

Meanwhile White just stands there with her hands in her pockets, seemingly not caring much about the battle. She even yawns once, which very much seems to piss off Valkyrie as she immediately forms a large spear of blood in her left hand along with a sword in her right before suddenly breaking the sound barrier and quite literally vanishing from where she was, only for our sight of the inside of the barrier to suddenly slow down to a pace where we can actually see. Because if it wasn’t, then they’d be moving faster than I’d be able to see at all.

All of the members of the Garden immediately start cheering for their leader, but they all go silent just as quickly when White just yawns again before pulling one of her hands out of her pocket and coating it in a milky white energy and swiping it in front of her, apparently hitting both of the Valkyrie’s weapons and erasing them from existence back to back. The Bloody Valkyrie then continues flying towards White, her eyes widening in shock for a moment only for her to narrow them again and quickly pull her fist back to punch White.

White shakes her head with a slightly disappointed look, following which her eyes flash with a bright white light, illuminating the entire hall and blinding everyone. And by the time the light fades, the Bloody Valkyrie is already gone, soon respawning in a daze at the starting location of the training hall, opposite White.

No one says anything. No one even makes a sound.

Instead everyone just stares. Stares at the woman clad in a white shirt with a black jacket and black pants, her right hand already returning to her pocket as if that battle wasn’t worth her time.

I feel more than a little fear at that demonstration, but the stronger emotion I feel right now… is respect.

Respect for the strong. For her power.

Along with a driving urge to get that powerful one day myself. Because my pride demands it of me.

I demand it of myself.

White turns and looks at me with a light smile; one that grows a little bit when she sees the awe and determination on my face.

The strongest human in existence.
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The rest of the day goes by pretty quickly, with the Bloody Valkyrie seemingly throwing herself into the internship as a way to forget about the duel that she lost. She shows me around the Garden, pointing out the residential buildings, the Association member’s personal shops, and the main building, along with various different places in the main building that I might need to go to at some point. Like the reception desk where I’ll be able to exchange Association points for some of the resources the Association has, or the library.

After the tour, the three of us find ourselves at the Valkyrie’s office, which is also in a slightly medieval style. With some modern appliances scattered throughout.

“Why is everything so… medieval?” I ask as White and I sit down in chairs opposite her desk before adding, “In the Garden, I mean.”

She looks away from her desk where she was grabbing a couple documents and answers, “Personal preference.” I blink at that in surprise, and out of the corner of my eye, I catch the corner of White’s lips quirking slightly upwards. “The underside of the Garden is more or less the same as the capital city though.”

The underside of the Garden. A place meant for battle, and also a place I haven’t been shown around yet.

Supposedly I will be shown around the place tomorrow morning. But since no Demonic Assaults are Expected until the day after tomorrow, she didn’t believe it necessary to show us the underside of the Garden yet. Especially considering just how much she showed us today.

“Here are a couple documents the two of you will have to sign to join us in battle during Fractures,” the Valkyrie says while pushing the documents towards us. And when I pause to read it, I find it to be a simple contract. Just the basic contract that each Association has for their members, albeit with an expiration date on it marking the end of the internship.

Both White and I sign the thing, although I’m pretty sure White didn’t actually need to do that. Considering the vast amount of authority the Knights have in the first place, she should be able to enter quite literally any Fracture regardless of if it’s claimed by an Association with priority or not.

Although it would mess up the whole payment situation if she didn’t sign it.

The Bloody Valkyrie smiles at me with a nod and says, “Welcome aboard, Scarlet! We’re glad to have you!” She takes both documents and stores them in some sort of storage skill as she continues, “From now on go ahead and call me Ava, since that’s what all the members of the Garden call me.” The woman hesitates for a moment when she glances at White, only to add, “The both of you.”

I find myself a little surprised at her giving White the go-ahead on that as well, but I don’t show it on my face. And if White feels anything about it, she doesn’t show it either, simply nodding her head instead.

A few seconds pass in silence before White turns to me and says, “As you probably know, most internships are meant to have two Demonic Assaults in them, with the intern participating in both and working together with the Association to clear at least two Fractures. But this time around, there will only be one Demonic Assault because of the upcoming Class V Fracture. So you will only be required to participate in a single Fracture with the Garden of Blood Association.”

I nod my head at that, prompting her to continue, “As long as I see you attempting to work together with the Association, you will pass the internship and be allowed to move on to your second year at Lion’s Heart. But if you don’t make any attempt at working with the Garden, then you’ll be doing a redo internship over the summer instead.” She pauses as her lips quirk upwards, “Although, I don’t think that’ll be a problem for you.”

“None at all,” I answer with a little smirk of my own before turning to Ava and asking, “Do you know what Fractures we’ll be participating in, Class-wise?”

She nods her head and answers, “For the internship, we decided to participate in a Class III Fracture all together, and then everyone can split off after that to deal with whatever Fractures they wish to deal with themselves. I’ll even take you personally since I know you won’t likely have transportation.”

My eyebrows rise a little at that, but it isn’t too surprising. Although I get the feeling the Class III Fracture will probably end almost immediately. Unless they hold back that is.

Then again, they probably will hold back. I wouldn’t be surprised if the Class Vs end up holding the demon general hostage and the humans in the Fracture safe just to let us fight. A common way for the really powerful Associations with Class Vs to level their weaker Guardians.

The only issue with this is that it has a high fatality rate. Because the higher Class Guardians cannot even consider protecting their lower Class Association members unless they want most of their rewards taken away by the System for the lack of risk.

They send them in as teams of dozens of Class II and III Guardians and leave them alone, letting them handle themselves. And while they still get a significant cut in their EXP as a penalty, they still get more than they would in a regular Fracture just due to the sheer quantity of higher level demons they’ll be getting at least some credit for.

Although with Associations like the Garden of Blood, most of the Guardians are personally at the top of the world in terms of their own age groups. And there’s a reason everyone is this powerful in the Associations. So they have a lot less casualties than most of the other Associations that do this stuff. Which at this point just makes these Fractures into training grounds for their Association.

Something the public isn’t exactly happy about but can’t say much against either since they’re still fighting demons. It’s just that they’re prioritizing their own growth over fighting in other Fractures.

There would probably be more complaints though if this was done more often instead of the only once every one or two months that it’s typically done in Associations.

Just goes to show that most Guardians aren’t the superheroes many people try to make them out to be.

“For now, you can just get situated in your room,” Ava says with a smile. “We’ll have a meeting later in the evening that you’ll have to attend, but there won’t be anything else going on today that you need to participate in.”

I nod my head in response, “Alright.”

This’ll be fun.


Intermission



The Demon King’s Palace

The Demon King’s mouth quirks upwards ever so slightly as he looks out from the balcony of his bedroom in the castle at the barren wasteland spreading for as far as the eye can see. Or as far as most eyes can see.

After nineteen and a half years of searching, she is finally within sight. And all it took in the end was for his granddaughter to become so well-known amongst the humans that the changelings he sent could easily find her just from their news alone.

Unfortunately the scrying of the succubi never managed to work thanks to the work of the White Knight of Humanity obscuring his granddaughter’s full name.

Who would’ve guessed that all it took in the end was some human social media to find her.

When Leonidas had come home with a daughter, the Demon King was overjoyed beyond words. He and his late wife Anna had always wanted a daughter. One to play along with their son. But they never were able to have one, no matter how hard they tried. And before he knew it, it was too late.

She was already dead.

Arkaz’s fist clenches slightly at that thought before his eyes narrow.

The curses on demon-kind are one thing, and the past another, but if those humans ever so much as lay a bloody finger on Scarlet’s head, I will break their world even if I have to break everything else along with it!

A layer of bloody mist begins to fill the air around the Demon King as he unconsciously spreads a small amount of his blood domain around him, turning the air itself into his permanent territory. One where nothing else may treat. Where he is a god among mortals.

But after taking a deep breath, he calms himself down again and shakes his head.

“Were you thinking of Her Highness again, Your Majesty?” a servant asks while appearing two meters to the Demon King’s right and kneeling, not daring to lift their head.

Arkaz glances at the Class V vampire. If he remembers correctly, he was pretty sure that this particular vampire is a new addition to the castle staff. One made by Arkaz’s head maid, a kitsune named Raiden Akuma.

Let’s see… her name is Seraphina Nightshade I believe. And she’s a Baroness.

“Yes,” he eventually answers the white haired, red eyed woman before looking out over the wasteland again. “It should only be a matter of time before she’s brought here.”

“And we will welcome Her Highness with open arms once she is!” the Baroness fervently says, making Arkaz glance at her again to find the woman having lifted her head with an excited look in her eyes, the woman clearly looking forward to seeing her Princess in the flesh, just like the vast majority of the Nobles.

Arkaz smiles slightly at that, glad to see that his subjects are just as loyal to her as they would be even if she didn’t have those human genes inside of her.

His smile stumbles a little at the thought of the genes given to her by her mother. Genes that he’s not entirely sure he will be able to get rid of, even with his blood domain.

Not when they’re genes from a level 1871 human…

If he had to guess, Scarlet’s human genes will most likely stop being devoured by his sons at around one or two percent. Which would normally be a problem, but since Oberon said it’s not, then it’s not.

“The curses are specific in their mentioning of pure blood humans,” Oberon’s voice suddenly echoes in Arkaz’s head, surprising him for a moment. “So even if she remained part human, it should have no effect on the curses.”

I’m surprised you’re not too busy dealing with the sudden surge of new contractors amongst the demons to talk.

Oberon scoffs at that in his head and retorts, “You’re one to talk about being busy. What are you doing right now? Brooding about your granddaughter’s absence again?”

Arkaz winces at that.

Then he swipes his hand, making a flat pool of blood appear in the air in front of him, shaped in a large oval shape. And after a moment, that pool of blood shifts to show the image of a large underground city on it – the capital city of the Lord of Death’s territory.

The city spans for over a hundred kilometers – a unit of measurement stolen from the humans over on Earth to make things simpler – and has hundreds of thousands of demons wandering throughout it, all visible in the pool of blood. Amongst these demons, the vast majority of them are all Class III, but there are also tens of thousands of Class IV demons as well, and even thousands of Nobles splattered amidst them here and there.

The Demon King swipes his hand again, making the pool focus on the large underground cave system filled with enormous caverns and even a large underground castle, where the Lord of Death, now also known as The Reaper dwells. But the pool doesn’t stop there, instead continuing on to focus on the Lord of Death himself, the man sitting on a throne while reading a book despite an entire court being in session.

Arkaz snorts at that, making The Reaper immediately raise his head and smile at the sight of the pool of blood that appears in front of him, the entire court growing silent before all of the Nobles attending kneel with their heads bowed down, their chins touching their chests.

“Your Majesty!” A synchronous roar echoes through the room at once from the gathered Nobles.

The Demon King waits a few moments before he says, “You may rise.” And the Nobles do so immediately. He then focuses on the Lord of Death, who is still seated in his throne, only having given the Demon King a brief nod of respect instead of kneeling like the others, and asks, “Are the preparations ready?”

“They are,” Lucius answers, the ghoul’s voice sounding even as his pitch black and scyleraless eyes stare at the pool of blood. “Damien is currently in the process of waking up from his recovery hibernation and will be ready before the Class V Fracture begins.”

Arkaz nods his head, “Good work. And you have my congratulations on the new Title, Grim Reaper.”

The Grim Reaper nods his head, a very faint smile stretching across his face before Arkaz closes the connection, making the pool of blood fall down to splash somewhere below the balcony.

Everything should be ready soon. Even Leonidas seems to be looking forward to having his daughter brought back, whatever reason that he was hiding her no longer being pressing anymore.

“Arkaz, my son believes that since you already know where your granddaughter is now, it is safe for both me and you to learn of the reasons for your son’s actions,” Oberon suddenly states, his voice echoing in the man’s head, making him narrow his eyes slightly. “If you wish to know, simply ask the witches.”

The Demon King tenses up slightly at that, only for his eyes to begin blazing with an eerie red light that frightens the Baroness still kneeling close by.

“Oh, really?” he asks out loud, drawing out both words.

A prophecy, is it? And he really believes that to be a good enough excuse?

Arkaz turns his head towards the Baroness faster than her eyes can keep up with as he declares, “I’ll be paying a visit to the witches. Inform them of my impending arrival.”

The vampire immediately bows her head again with a simple, “Yes, Your Majesty!”

Arkaz floats up into the air before moving off of the balcony, an ominous looking layer of blood beginning to flow all around him in the process. Then after a few seconds, the blood grows thicker and thicker until it covers his entire body, slowly expanding outwards after that until it forms an orb spanning several meters in diameter.

The Baroness’s eyes gain a mixture of fear and awe as the ominous orb of blood suddenly stops writhing and bursts outwards, expanding the Demon King’s blood domain over an entire kilometer around them and tinting the air with a red haze. At the same time, it reveals a massive beast spanning over five meters in height and seven meters in length with fur as black as the night and several streaks of fur made entirely up of blood running across it. Meanwhile the beast’s eyes are as red as the blood moon high in the sky, just a single glimpse into them enough to send shivers down the spine of any other mortal. Including the level 1481 vampire on the balcony, who the Demon King can practically feel shivering in fear.

Arkaz snorts at the sight and smell of her fear and awe, only for the snort to mostly come out as a faint snarl, frightening the vampire so much that she loses her balance and begins to rush out of the balcony to fulfil his orders.

Even if the entire hellsdamned universe were to collapse, it would not be enough of a reason to send Scarlet to Earth.

“Inform the Blood Lord that he and I will be sharing words once I return,” Arkaz speaks, his voice echoing straight into the mind of the vampire despite her already having left the room.

But before that, I’ll be having a few words with the witches.


Chapter 22

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Warning



Scarlet

The second day of the internship is spent mostly just going on a tour of the underside of the Garden, which is a lot more modern in terms of technology. Probably because the underside is meant for battle and not living or anything else. Aside from some storage and the hangars, that is.

After that I’m given the opportunity to train with some of the members of the Garden, following which I’m led to that very same training hall as yesterday.

And immediately upon entering the training hall to start a match, I glance out of the barrier to find White standing with her arms crossed and a serious look on her face. Meanwhile, the rest of the spectating area is full of several dozen other members of the Garden of varying Classes.

And across from me in the arena itself is a girl about the same age as me who is also Class II and I’m pretty sure contracted at the same time as me, if what Ava said was true at least.

She goes to Aquatic Pride though and wasn’t their Solo Primary student. Actually, she didn’t participate in the tournaments at all due to her own choice.

The girl nods her head at me, briefly saying, “To a good duel.” So I respond in kind.

Then we both break into a sprint towards each other. And right away, I shift both of my arms, activate my blood claws, and set up a null magic field around her, making her grimace as a thin layer of water forms around her. The water then transforms into tentacles of water that sway around her despite the increased mana cost.

I use both blood boil and life drain on her, making her wince for a moment, only to continue charging towards me. And when we meet together at the center of the arena, my claws striking at her first, the water tentacles begin to move straight towards me. But I don’t let them, stopping them with blades of blood that I use to sever the tentacles midway through.

The girl – Angelica I believe her name was – grimaces at that but continues making more, which she finds is easier to do now that she’s outside of the null magic field.

One major issue with that skill, if I’m being honest, is that it doesn’t work all that well against close combat Guardians. Since I’m also affected by my own null magic field. And I like to be up close and personal when fighting.

It’s mostly useful against ranged attackers.

Something I do find a little surprising about this girl though is that she’s actually quite strong. Although I believe her level is a couple dozen above my own, so in hindsight, it makes sense that she is.

And she probably has a Tier B capability in strength.

“Not bad,” the girl says with a smile on her face, and I return it with a grin as we both take a step back, neither of us particularly winning out in that clash. Since somehow she managed to redirect some of the force of my strike outwards with some of the water coating her fists.

This could be fun.



The Spectator Area

Ava feels conflicted as she watches Scarlet fight against Angelica. Especially when she realizes that the girl is winning even if she doesn’t realize it.

Angelica’s skills and capabilities are built towards a more instant win. She was not meant for a long and drawn out battle like what Ava is seeing right now.

The Valkyrie shakes her head and begins to walk over towards the White Knight, who she is still surprised actually decided to come in person. But at the same time, the woman’s always been a mystery. One that only the other Knights seem to understand how to solve in any way.

After stopping next to the woman, she crosses her arms and continues watching the battle.

Over and over again, Scarlet and Angelica can be seen rushing at each other, engaging in close combat while showing off their martial arts, which Angelica seems to have a greater level of skill in. But despite that, Scarlet manages to keep going thanks to her blood sacrifice skill, the steam of her own blood slowly lifting out of her pores throughout the fight as blood blade meets tentacle, and claw meets fist.

Over two dozen levels below her as a rough estimate judging by their mana levels, and yet, she’s still winning. Predator V – which is what I assume she has – only tends to give an incremental boost until the user is up to thirty levels above them, so it should only be giving her a fifteen percent boost to her stats right now at most. And just that along with her blood sacrifice skill alone are enough for her to eclipse her in strength…

Ava glances at White.

The daughter of a Knight really is frightening.

Right as Ava is about to wonder if the match will end up being drawn out to wear Angelica down, chains made up of hardened blood suddenly shoot out of both the ground and portals in the air to wrap around the girl, following which Scarlet rushes in while waves of bloody steam rise off of her skin, her arm raised to strike. And to stop her from trying to break out of her chains with her water tentacles, various blades of blood start rushing out around her, severing the tentacles the moment they’re formed with a few blades piercing into Angelica’s skin.

Then the match ends just like that, her claws digging straight down the girl’s neck, through her chest, and going all the way to her hip before Scarlet performs a spin and kicks her, sending her bleeding form flying away, only for it to vanish midair.

“She saved up her chains skill till the last moment to do one major and unexpected push, taking Angelica off guard and finishing her off in an instant,” Ava says, trying to strike up a conversation with White with a genuinely impressed look on her face. But most people would be impressed after seeing a Guardian defeat another Guardian who is over two dozen levels above them and has better training in unarmed combat.

White just nods her head, the ghost of a smile stretching across her face.

The spectators all begin applauding the winner, only for everyone to be sent back to the real training hall. And it’s at that point that White finally turns to look at Ava while narrowing her eyes.

Ava narrows her own in response.

Looks like she’s done ignoring me.



Scarlet

After the duel, Angelica quickly sprints over to me and practically tackles me with a hug, the short girl grinning like an idiot as she does so. And it takes all of my mental fortitude not to throw her off due to the physical contact.

“That was amazing, Scarlet!!!” she exclaims before seemingly remembering and backing away, breaking the contact. “We have to duel again sometime before you leave!”

I smile at that, but right when I’m about to respond, I hear a particular conversation that strikes my interest.

“I don’t think I need to remind you of this, but if you try anything against my daughter’s wishes, I will destroy this little Garden of yours,” I hear White’s voice, making me glance over to find her frowning at Ava on the other side of the training hall.

Ava winces at that, but doesn’t get angry and instead says, “Don’t worry, I won’t try anything. All I want is for the girl to make her own decision on whether or not she will become my apprentice. Or at least if she’ll consider joining the Garden.”

Yeah, that’s not gonna happen.

“Scarlet? Is something wrong?” Angelica’s voice brings my attention back to the girl who has to be about five foot three inches tall, and has navy blue hair that’s almost as long as she is tall. Not that I’m one to talk, but I did at least cut my hair a little bit so that it only goes down to my hip instead of my mid-thigh.

Not that it’ll take long to grow back to that length again.

“Was there something interesting over there?” the girl asks while tilting her head and looking just a little adorable while doing it as she looks at where I was looking.

I’m pretty sure it was her reality warp – that or her growth was stunted – but she really does look more like a fourteen year old girl rather than the nineteen-years-old she and Ava claim her to be.

“You don’t see them?” I ask, a little curious.

She frowns before shaking her head and saying, “All I see are the other members of the Garden that came by to watch us duel.”

“What about White and Ava?” I prod.

Her eyes suddenly light up as she starts looking around the room and saying, “Wait, your mother’s here?! Where?!”

Guess that confirms it. White’s hiding their presence and conversation from everyone but me.

“If it’s her choice and her choice alone, then she can do what she wishes,” White continues, bringing my gaze back to the two. “But I will not tolerate any attempts to manipulate or force her. So do keep this in mind tomorrow.”

Then White vanishes, following which the people around the training hall suddenly seem to notice Ava standing in the middle of them, startling them all.

I really want that sense nullification skill of hers. It looks like an incredibly useful skill. To just be able to nullify anyone’s senses.

Even my own hearing going at full sensitivity can’t catch a single whisper of movement from her when she does that.

“Oh! There’s the Association Leader!” Angelica shouts with an excited look on her face, only for it to die down a little as she says, “But I don’t see your mother. Did she leave already?”

I hold myself back from chuckling at her actions. Because despite the ferocious way she fights, and the obvious bloodlust she has, she’s kind of like a little kitten in a way. Small, cute, and wears her emotions on her sleeve.

On that thought, I glance at her outfit which consists of a basic red and black leather magi-tech armor that’s rather distant from the cutesy vibes she’s giving off.

An armor that has no sleeves.

Hmm.

Wears her emotions on her gloves, I guess?

That’s a better phrase.

“Did it really matter?” Tar asks, sounding amused.

Probably not.

He snorts as I begin to walk towards the entrance of the training hall, stopping only briefly when Angelica asks for my terminal ID so that we can stay in touch before I continue walking after giving it.

Honestly, that girl reminds me a little bit of Emily. Although a bit smaller, and a lot less shy.

Then again, Emily did blush quite a few times during the team tournament when I had to carry her.

“Didn’t she say that it was because she was being carried like a princess while being livestreamed to the entire world?” Tar comments, appearing above my head before just plopping down and sitting in between my ears, making sure not to touch them. “I’d say that’s a pretty good excuse to blush.”

Eh, I guess you’re right. I know I wouldn’t want to be carried around on live TV.

“You wouldn’t want to be carried around period,” Tar corrects, and I have to incline my head at that in agreement.

True enough.

Anyways, the people here are really nice, but I have no interest in joining a different Association. So I’ll be staying with Allen’s, even if his Association is quite a bit weaker, their only real benefit over this one being their access to greater magi-tech equipment.

I do wonder what it is White was talking about when she mentioned Ava remembering her words tomorrow.

It makes sense that she would do something that would try to endear me towards her or her Association, but just what would White be against her trying? I’m honestly curious.

Also a little curious if she’ll still go through with whatever she was planning, assuming she was planning something, after White’s warning.

Then there’s the fact that White purposefully didn’t nullify my senses of their conversation, letting me hear every word of it. Which I wonder if Ava knew about?

I continue walking out of the training hall as I ponder over that for a bit before stretching a little as I leave the building into the cold night outside and starting to make my way over to my assigned room through the snow.

Tomorrow will make for an interesting day, that’s for sure.
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A Tier 3 City



Scarlet

I can’t help but feel conflicted as I look out over the edge of the Garden at the Tier 3 city we’re approaching. The city, just like every other Tier 3 city, has two sets of walls. One large wall with a powerful barrier covering the entire main city, a city consistent of mostly two or three story buildings, with one five story building acting as the town hall and a couple other decently sized manors that are likely owned by the few Guardians in the city. And one much smaller wall only half the size of the first ten meter tall wall surrounding a separated portion of the city meant solely for the orphans but with some poorer folks who care for them as well. This wall also has a barrier, just like the first, but it’s clear as day that it’s far weaker than the first barrier. Meanwhile the smaller section itself has much smaller and more worn out buildings without a single two story building in sight.

Despite the difference in protection though, the size of the orphan sector is actually larger than the size of the main city. And even from here, I can already see a shadow trying to hop the wall of the orphan sector.

A changeling.

The creature doesn’t last long though, as Ava casually sends a bolt made up of blood flying straight down towards it, piercing the changeling mid-jump and pinning it to the ground. And none of the members of the Garden currently looking out over the edge of the city spread out along the walkway so much as react towards her killing of the Class III creature.

I had almost forgotten somehow, but Ava herself used to be an orphan. Which is one of the reasons the Garden of Blood often patrols around the Tier 2 and 3 cities at the expected times of Demonic Assaults, waiting for any Fractures that may open up during those Assaults.

One fact about her that I really do admire. That she’s an orphan who reached high enough in power to almost nip at the heels of the Knights. Who created her own Association, and is actually leading the charge against the treatment of orphans.

Although there’s still nothing that would make me accept her as an Instructor. But it does raise my respect for the woman a little bit.

I look back down at the city again to study the inhabitants of the main city. People who are all living rather poorly, albeit still making it through life. Which isn’t something that can be said for the orphans of the city.

Two things that do stand out in the city though are the particular areas where the infrastructure is destroyed. Nearly a dozen in the orphan sector, and one in the main city. All of which must be places that were struck by Fractures.

Places no one ever managed to raise the funds to repair.

If I remember correctly, the main city portions of the city do eventually end up with the funds to repair themselves, hence why there’s only one damaged area in there. Well, that and because the Fractures are more likely to end up in the orphan sector due to the larger population there.

But the orphan sectors of cities rarely ever get the money to repair themselves. In fact, the orphan sectors of the cities are more often than not the main crime sectors as well. Which doesn’t exactly bode well for their resources.

Unless the area destroyed belonged to one of the gangs in the sectors that is. Then it’ll probably eventually get fixed.

And most of the orphans don’t get much more than a barebones education at all, to be honest. The only reason I got to go to school in the main sector of the city was because of Allen. Same with the other orphans in our orphanage.

Which kind of means that Allen went beyond what was normal treatment for orphans, but I guess it didn’t violate their contract because there are a few other orphanages around the world that do the same?

“Tier 3 cities sound…” Tar says before trailing off, but he doesn’t need to finish.

Yeah…

They’re not good places to live, despite them being the most common cities by a vast margin.

The Tier 2 cities are supposed to be a lot nicer. More along the lines of the old-world cities, with the same technology as the old world as well. And no orphans unless the orphan was from a more wealthy or important family, in which case the orphan will generally be taken in by someone else right away in order to avoid even the slightest possibility that they could be replaced by a changeling.

“How did the planet deteriorate to this degree over the last century anyways?” Tar mutters, sounding bewildered. And I can’t help but frown at that.

The answer generally lies in three places. The changelings, desperation, and the government.

There are quite a few council members who are openly against the orphans and for some reason seem to have a bone to pick with them. And no one really knows their exact reasoning for it. Just that they’re always acting against the orphans in every way possible.

“Council members?” Tar asks. “You mean like that Fredricka woman?”

My frown grows at the mention of her.

Yeah. Like her.

I still haven’t seen her since before I realized she may very well be a changeling. And despite me telling both White and Allen about her, nothing has happened.

Allen I can understand, since he doesn’t have the power to do anything, and no one would believe him if he accused her. But White… she just straight up vanished for a week the moment I told her, and when she reappeared, she looked pissed as hell about something.

But the councilwoman is still alive, and still doing her job. And White won’t answer what happened.

I honestly have no idea what went down, but no matter what I ask White, she just clams up around that topic with a dark look in her eyes. Not one direct at me but directed elsewhere.

It… kind of has me worried.

Then there are those three changelings that were disguised as the triplets…

My thoughts are interrupted when a loud cracking sound echoes and a Demonic Assault begins, following which we all focus on one particular area in the city down below. One giving out powerful waves of energy and originating in the center of the orphan sector.

“A Class III Fracture, just as the seer predicted,” Ava says, her eyes narrowing on the orphan sector that is now breaking out into chaos. “Let’s begin.”
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The Hunt



Scarlet

Without any hesitation, the Garden begins to descend at an incredible speed towards the ground, stopping with the bottom of the island just barely not touching the walls of the orphan sector. Then Ava immediately shouts while manifesting a spear in her hand and a layer of blood armor around her body, “Enforcers, come! We restrain the Fracture here and now!”

A loud roar echoes from the Guardians on the Garden, making me look back to find a woman seemingly about thirty years old spreading her hands out and letting out a roar akin to that of a tiger. She then begins transforming into a black tiger spanning three meters in length and an entire meter and a half in height, her claws digging into the stone of the Garden. Only for that stone to fix itself when she begins charging off towards the edge of the Garden.

Meanwhile, similar events start happening around the Garden where each of the Class V Guardians prepare before leaping off of the floating island and into the orphan sector. But when I turn around myself, I feel a hand on my shoulder, bringing my gaze to find the blind seer of the Garden. Ava’s second in command. And as I look back, I also notice the rest of the members of the Garden heading down towards one of the tunnels leading underground.

The woman smiles at me and says, “Come.”

So I follow her and the other Guardians underground until we end up at a hangar which is housing several large hover platforms – magi-tech structures meant to transport large objects through the air. And everyone is currently climbing onto the platforms.

The seer lightly pushes my back towards it and says, “Hop on.”

I smile at that before nodding at her and jumping onto one of the platforms alongside over a dozen other Guardians, almost all of which on this platform are Class II, leaving the majority of the Class IIIs and some Class IVs on other platforms.

Something I do notice is that none of the Class Is are here. In fact, I’m pretty sure they all stayed above ground.

Guess they’ll be bombarding the demons from the island with ranged skills or equipment? Probably for the best since they won’t be able to do anything to the demons down there even if they helped. They’d just end up in danger.

Either way, there seems to be one Class IV Guardian on each platform along with the Class IIs, likely here to defend us from the higher leveled Class III demons. But since we won’t be given anything by the System should we not be at risk at all, they’re probably only going to defend us from Class III demons above a certain level.

After we’re all on the platform, each of the platforms begin to float off the ground in the hangar as the hangar door opens, soon letting us all outside. The platforms then start floating in the direction of the ground, with the ones with Class III and above Guardians on them going all the way down to the ground, while the ones with Class IIs on them like my own stay up in the air.

Out of nowhere, the platform turns see-through, giving me a better view of the ground below. And what terror it is.

Normally Fractures don’t generally appear in Tier 3 cities. Not even very many appear in Tier 2 cities, in fact.

Most of the time, only one Fracture happens every one to two months inside of each Tier 3 city, the Demonic Assaults being rather limited in ‘reality energy,’ as the researchers call it, not letting them form many Fractures here. Which also leads them to believe that reality energy is generated by living beings. Probably only sapient ones. Meanwhile, one Fracture tends to happen every two or so weeks in Tier 2 cities. And with the general rarity of Fractures, Class I and II Fractures are the most common ones seen in the lower Tiered cities.

And even with those, the cities lose tens of thousands of people with each Fracture. Something that’s only made up for with the lack of people dying to diseases, along with the enforced birth requirement on the people.

But what I’m seeing down there right now is a massacre. And since there aren’t many barriers or bunkers in Tier 3 cities, with none of them being in the orphan sector, and all of the buildings down there only being one story and in relatively poor condition, most of the demons are out in the open. And they’re all slaughtering the humans in the city like bugs.

I feel my fist clenching at the sight before I start using skills from up here on the demons down below. Starting with blood boil and life drain, and then moving on to using blood manifestation to send attacks towards them, along with making various null magic fields to bother the demons attacking both humans and Guardians. But after a few minutes of this, I use my blood shadow and have it jump down to the buildings below to start targeting one of the weakest demons I noticed in the corner of the mayhem that’s targeting a couple orphan kids. A demon that should still be strong enough to rip me in half.

If it’s my blood shadow though, I should be able to safely attack it. All it’ll mean for me is some painful backlash if my blood shadow is killed after all.

Out of the corner of my eye, I find the other Guardians on the platform all sending ranged attacks down on the demons as well, meanwhile the Guardians on the ground are starting to tear their way through the swarms of demons. I even see the Class Vs already having killed the general and sealed the core, making it so they can shatter it at any moment. And by now they’re floating up into the air and using widescale skills to stop any demons from killing the civilians with some rather great success.

I also can’t help but notice some random flashes of white here and there before demons just randomly disappear right as they’re about to hurt a civilian.

White’s doing, no doubt.

But she’s not just slaughtering everything. Only protecting civilians who are about to get hurt or die.

My attention returns to the Class III demon that my blood shadow was fighting the moment I feel backlash from its death, making me almost lose my footing on the platform.

|Demon Vanguard – Subspecies: Taracht – Level 253|

The same demon that was used in my very first ranking tournament at Lion’s Heart as the Class III demon.

Damnit, I will kill this thing!

Despite my blood shadow having been attacking it, all the large black and red spider has to show for it is that one of its legs is bent the wrong way at one point, and the civilian orphans it was targeting have managed to run away. So with that in mind, I summon another blood shadow with a pained grimace, feeling my legs begin to shake a little before sending the blood shadow down towards it and this time actually focusing on it.

My blood shadow jumps from building to building until it leaps down straight towards the taracht, which was just focusing on the direction the children ran off in. And thanks to that, my blood shadow manages to grab a spear I manifested and stab it into the three-meter-long spider’s back. But unlike what I was hoping, the spear barely pierces the creature at all, only managing to deal what’s basically just a scratch to the thing.

I grit my teeth while climbing to my feet, the Class IV Guardian on this platform walking up seeming to check if I’m alright.

To jump down or not to jump down… to jump down… or not to jump down…

A few seconds pass and I look around the other areas of the Fracture to find that it’s mostly all handled by now, with no more civilian casualties as all of the humans have been corralled and protected by Guardian-made barriers. Then I glance at the Class IV Guardian, only for their eyes to widen when they see the look in my eyes.

“See ya later,” I whisper, making a look of horror cross their eyes before I jump off of the platform down onto a building below, following which I begin running towards the alleyway the taracht was in, focusing on my connection with my blood shadow as I do.

“This is probably the most reckless thing you’ve done yet,” Tar comments, not actually sounding very worried. “Reckless or not, you always seem to come out on top. And if you do end up being teamed up on by other Class III demons, the Class IV Guardian currently yelling at you from the platform will step in.”

True.

I just feel that I can’t let this thing go. I have to fight it, no matter what.

Like something fundamental about myself will be damaged if I don’t fight this thing. And I’m not sure why.

I hear Tar sigh as I finally reach the alleyway, briefly giving me pause.

“Guess it was only a matter of time,” he mutters. “I should get this out of the way now anyways. I’ve been exaggerating how much your demonic instincts have been affecting you this whole time. Most of your pride – probably 70% to 75% of it – really is your own and has nothing to do with your species. What you’re feeling now, however, is due to your species. It’s why blood lycans are also called the Alphas of Pride.”

Are you kidding me? Seriously?

Why would you bother with tricking me like that anyways? It doesn’t make sense.

Tar begins to speak, only to pause when I raise a hand.

Not right now. Later.

And you’ll explain what this feeling is then too.

“Of course,” Tar says right as I jump down from the roof, my arms shapeshifting and covering themselves in claws of blood as I fall. Meanwhile blades of blood begin flying straight at the taracht, distracting it a little from my blood shadow that has been moving around trying to find an opening to attack since I sent it down.

As I’m falling though, a bunch of stacks of blood thirst suddenly start building up, making me grin.

A lot of the demons I was attacking from the platform were most likely killed.

I increase the boost in strength by burning a lot of my own blood, following which I activate blood chains and blood retribution right before my claws strike at an already wounded part of the taracht. But despite all the massive boosts and Predator V being fully unleashed, my claws only dig up till my wrists into the creature’s body.

The taracht lets out a screech in anger before slamming its body into the wall, sending me flying off into the wall with a grunt before I roll down to the ground. I don’t stay there long though and quickly jump away, only to get struck by a limb and sent smashing into another wall as the giant spider lets out a slightly pained screech, bloody steam rising from under its fur.

I can’t help but grin at that.

The plan’s working.

My blood shadow runs up to the wall before jumping off of it and slamming its spear into the wound we both created on its back, and when the creature turns its attention back to the blood shadow, I run up to it again, ignoring the massive bruising I have. And once I reach the creature’s side, I hurriedly pull myself up its leg right when it begins to take a swing at my blood shadow before I reach its back, pull my right arm back, and slam it back inside its wound again while grabbing and clawing at whatever I can before ripping it out again, making the creature screech loudly enough this time that I have to once again lower my ears’ sensitivity like I did at the start of this Fracture. Then I repeat my action, digging my hand back in and ripping it out again, only for the creature to send a limb flying towards me despite my location on its back, making the clawed limb cut straight through my forearm. It then slams itself into the wall again, sending me flying with eyes wide in pain.

“Fucking, shit, that hurts!” I shout while rolling onto the ground, one clawed hand gripping my now handless arm. And I swear I hear a gasp of fear and worry coming from somewhere, but I don’t pay attention to it.

I feel Tar growing more and more worried as well the longer this fight goes on, but at the same time, the spider screeches incredibly loudly as literal waves of blood waft off of its body thanks to blood retribution.

Despite my pain, a third of which I’m diffusing to feel later, I grin as feelings of pride begin to reign in me at the sight of the creature struggling to stand up now, blood running down its body from the wound on top of it.

Then things get weird.

The spider starts glowing with a purple light.

I blink at that, my grin fading.

Oh shit.

A wave of purple gook suddenly splatters out of the spider, spraying everything in sight including me. And the moment the gook touches me, it burns.

The liquid eats away at my skin, at my armor, at my fur on my arms, and practically at everything, leaving me screaming in pain. But the spider isn’t in much better shape since it seems to have forgotten about blood retribution and has lost its footing, also screeching in its own pain.

Through my purple coated and slightly spotty eyes, I see a woman with white hair appear in front of me with her arm raised. But I practically scream, “Do not attack it!!!”

White turns around to frown at me, but I push through the pain somehow to stand up, the color red reflecting off of the walls likely from my eyes flaring as I look at the creature, my prey, with determination set in stone.

“I will not let another-” I shout, only to cough out blood in the middle of that and then continue, “-chance like this pass me by!”

I step towards the spider, who is finally starting to get up, albeit with some struggle.

“Not like the last time with the damned fucking wraith!” I finish, may eyes suddenly widening as I realize just why this situation has been burning at me inside. Why I couldn’t just let someone else deal with this creature. Not when I have a chance to kill it on my own.

The last time I fought a creature over one hundred levels above me, I was saved by Cynthia. Then I was saved when fighting the Rogue by Blue, even if he didn’t seem to mean it.

I will not be saved again! Not like those times! I will kill this fucking spider myself!

A faint wave of surprise enters my mind from Tar, likely due to the emotional outburst I’m having. But I don’t care. I begin running towards the spider with my left claw, still partially burnt from the acidic poison it spit at me, raised. And the spider climbs to its feet as White steps back. The thing then turns towards me, only to suddenly stagger again when my blood shadow jumps on top of it, the thing having managed to find cover before the poison spurt happened. My blood shadow then stabs it again in the back, making it screech again, following which it slams itself into the wall and then skewers my blood shadow when it lands on the ground.

I stagger at the backlash before coughing out a mouthful of blood, but I continue forward anyways, briefly noticing the stump on my right arm slooowly regenerating again, the cells growing back at an incredibly slow but visible pace.

Good.

I burn more of my blood, which has Tar sending waves of fright and uncertainty to my mind. But I ignore that to jump straight onto the back of the spider, not bothering with climbing it. Then I stab my left arm as deep as I can possibly go into its body, making it let out another screech, only for something to burst under my grip and that screech to rise an octave in pitch.

A faint grin stretches its way across my face at that, but it doesn’t last long as the creature suddenly throws itself into the wall seemingly as a last resort, sending me flying off of it again. And before I can even hit the ground, the creature sends another limb my way that I only barely manage to move partially out of the way of, making the limb cut into my back and pass through straight out my side in a slash, cutting one of my hearts in half.

Then the creature lets out an incredibly loud screech, following which it collapses on the ground as I land smashing into a wall, my vision beginning to fade.

Soon enough, I hear the sound of a new System message, a ding from a stack of blood thirst, and see White running over to me while Ava appears next to me.

The hunt’s over.

I win.

Then everything goes dark.



The Alleyway

Amelia’s mind blanks out for just a moment before the sight of her daughter hitting the ground while missing a hand with a large open and bleeding cut going all the way through her shoulder blade and out the side of her chest has her running straight to her daughter. And at the same time, she sees the Bloody Valkyrie appearing as well.

When Scarlet had shouted at her to stay out of the fight, she was absolutely shocked. Because not once had she ever heard her daughter raise her voice in the entire time she’s been watching over her since birth. Not a single time.

And this time she sounded genuinely pissed off and absolutely determined.

So Amelia decided to trust her despite her apprehensions.

And now she regrets that choice.

Amelia quickly pulls her daughter into her arms while nullifying any sense of pain her daughter has despite her being unconscious. Then she looks up at Ava who quickly kneels next to her and raises her hands, controlling the blood flowing out of Scarlet to stop and instead continue flowing inside of her body despite the lack of body parts.

“That regeneration,” Ava mutters as she notices the arm that is slowly growing back from the stump about a little past halfway down Scarlet’s forearm.

She’s part blood lycan. Right. I almost… how could I? The danger… damnit, I can’t think straight!!

Amelia just holds her daughter to her chest as Ava begins using blood magic to heal the girl’s wounds in conjunction with Scarlet’s own regeneration. And after a few minutes, the worst of it is over, all of her burns from the poison having already healed thanks to her regeneration, the wound in her side closed up enough that it just lacks blood now, and her arm still slowly growing back, not being something Ava can heal herself as she can’t regrow limbs. Even her clothes and armor were repaired through magic so that she isn’t exposed anymore, the poison having done a lot of damage to her clothing.

Amelia leans her forehead into her daughter’s as her arms tighten ever so slightly around the girl, not daring to let go even as tears begin dripping down her face, seemingly startling the Bloody Valkyrie in the process.

At some point, the Fracture ends, the core shattering making Amelia open her eyes again to find a tanuki on the ground staring worriedly at Scarlet.

“She’ll be fine,” Amelia says to her daughter’s contracted fae. And despite the tanuki nodding his head, he just continues to stare at Scarlet.

More time passes while the Guardians of the Garden begin helping the people of the orphan sector, healing the injured, restoring the buildings to what they were, and even speaking with the authorities of the city. And eventually, Scarlet’s arm finally finishes fully regenerating.

Amelia waits a few more minutes after that before finally floating up into the sky while still cradling her daughter to her chest in a way that would embarrass the girl if she were awake. Especially with the eyes watching.

But Amelia is too worried to care.

I’m not leaving her until she wakes up.

A few seconds pass as Amelia frequently glances between the tanuki floating alongside them, Scarlet, and the Garden.

Her father would be proud though.


Chapter 25

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Demonic Instinct and Rewards



Scarlet

I wake up to the sound of shouting. The shouting isn’t in the room I wake up in though, which is the bedroom I was using on the Garden. No. It’s coming from Ava’s office, where I hear a slight static sound accompanied by Allen’s voice as he most likely shouts at her through a video call.

And just hearing his shouting makes me wince.

Yeah, it’s probably gonna be my turn when I get back.

“It’ll definitely be your turn,” Tar comments, bringing my attention to the ball of mostly black and red fur with some white and a little brown mixed in currently sitting curled up next to me.

Good morning.

“It’s evening,” Tar comments without any amusement in his tone.

Right.

What day is today, by the way?

“Today was the last day of the internship,” Tar says while getting up and stretching. Then he walks up to me and smacks me in the face. With a paw. So I barely feel it. “Don’t do that ever again. Okay?”

Before I can answer, his face twists slightly and he slumps, saying, “Never mind. I know it was the curse that caused your actions, not entirely you.”

I blink at that.

Curse?

“I have since learned from King Oberon that the ‘demonic instincts’ are a curse placed on the demon race as a whole,” Tar drops a bomb on me that has me sitting up. “He wouldn’t tell me the exact effects, outside of that they force the demons to be bound to the seven sins, but he did give me a brief explanation of the curse’s direct effects on blood lycans.”

That has me staring at him, waiting for the response as he pauses for a second.

“Blood lycans feel the instinctive need to prove that they’re the strongest species there is, and if that pride is tarnished in any way, they feel a driving need to fix it,” he explains, not looking me in the eye.

So… when my prey was taken from me twice, even if I didn’t have any chance at beating them…

“Right,” Tar says, finally looking me in the eye. “Your Demonic Pride wouldn’t let you turn away again. You simply had to fight it to at least prove you were superior, even if you didn’t kill it.”

Hmm.

I lean back against the pillows at the end of the bed while glancing up at the ceiling.

A few minutes pass in silence, the only sound in my room being that of my own breathing and heartbeats. Since the tanuki doesn’t actually have a heart in his artificial form.

“So…” I eventually mutter before bringing my eyes to the tanuki who I find staring at me. “Do you think this excuse will work with Allen?”

Tar’s mouth drops open in shock. Then it closes. Then it opens again. And closes once more.

“You…” he starts, only to sigh. “Probably not.”

I let out a sigh of my own at that answer before leaning my head back again.

That’s unfortunate.

A few seconds of silence pass.

Then my stomach growls, so I push the sheets off of me and swing my legs over the edge of the bed, briefly noticing – to my surprise – that I’m wearing my typical tank top and shorts despite not having changed into them.

“Uh, who changed me?” I ask, directing my gaze to Tar, who immediately answers, “White.”

Oh. I guess I can tolerate that. She did give birth to me after all, so it’s not really the first time she’s seen me without clothes.

“Um, well… about that,” Tar says, making me look at him, my eyes narrowed. “That poison the taracht used against you kind of burned away most of your clothes and armor before Ava repaired them. So…”

I blink at that.

How much did she see?

“Enough,” Tar answers, making me frown.

Well that’s… yeah, I think it’s best to act like that didn’t happen.

At least she’s a woman. And over a century above my own age. Would’ve been much worse if it were a guy.

That aside, I reach up to the amulet to find it safely sitting on my chest. So I move over to the wardrobe to change into a black shirt and black pants before activating my armor and walking back to my bed.

Time to see what I almost killed myself for.

Tar snorts at that.

{Level 252 Demon Vanguard defeated. A massive EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred levels above your level. Almost all of the EXP has been extracted as a penalty for barely assisting in killing a demon.} x9

…

{Level 291 Demon Vanguard defeated. A massive EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred levels above your level. Almost all of the EXP has been extracted as a penalty for barely assisting in killing a demon.} x9

{Level 251 Demon Vanguard defeated. A massive EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred levels above your level.}

{Sixty Skill Points are awarded for killing a demon one hundred or more levels above you without any assistance. You push even further beyond the bounds of sanity, taking on prey that should be considered predator instead. You face risk and push it aside, instead charging straight ahead. How much longer can you push before you’re pushed back? Or will you continue on to eternity? Only time will tell. }

{Fifty Skill Points are awarded for killing a Demon Vanguard while under level one hundred and fifty.}

{Thirty-five Skill Points are awarded for killing a being of Class III while you yourself are Class II.}

{Twenty Skill Points are awarded for taking enough damage to kill most people your level five times over and surviving.}

{Twenty Skill Points are awarded for having your heart or hearts cut or destroyed at least five times. This is not a safe habit. It is suggested you stop.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for pushing through enough pain to make most people pass out through sheer willpower.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for having a limb cut off and then regenerated.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for surviving being sprayed by the poison of a Taracht.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Demon Vanguard.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 150. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 182. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 10.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 9.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 16.]

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 16.]

[Skill ‘Blood Chains’ has leveled up to level 7.]

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 12.]

{You have earned the rare inherent skill, ‘Sanguine Effect’.}

By the freaking stars that’s a lot!

Without any hesitation, I open my status and immediately assign my free points. Then I check out the skill descriptions of all the upgraded skills, finding Pain Diffusion being the only one with a different effect. Which is that it can diffuse up to fifty percent of my pain, and I can spread it out over the next five days instead of three.

Very nice additions.

But what I really want to know the description of is the new skill. So I look for it, surprisingly finding that it’s a passive skill before I open its description.

{Sanguine Effect – This skill grants all attacks of the user dealt through blood magic a life draining aspect, absorbing a small sliver of the target’s life energy into the user of the skills. The life energy drained cannot be controlled and it cannot be put into other targets.}

My jaw drops open.

Okay, I like this skill. I like it a lot.

After admiring the skill for several more seconds, I focus on my status as a whole.

	Name: Scarlet Asger	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Age: 19	Level: 182	SP: 219
	Stats:

	Physical: 514	Mental: 514	Magical: 514
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 224,566.6/224,566.6	Free Points/Level: 3
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 9	Description
	Beast Form	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 16	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 16	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 7	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 12	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 7	Description
	Blood Armor
	Skill Level: 7	Description
	Blood Manifestation	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Sacrifice	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Bank	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Regeneration	Skill Level: 12	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Now that is a whole lot of SP to spend.

“You should probably deal with the whole Allen problem before you get absorbed in shopping,” Tar comments, making me frown for a moment before nodding.

Yeah, guess you’re right.

Looks like it’s time to see just how pissed off Allen is.


Chapter 26

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Redacted



Scarlet

“Where in the ever loving stars did you get the idea that charging a demon over one hundred levels above you was a good fucking idea?!” Allen shouts from the other side of the terminal as Ava quietly makes her way out of her office. “Not only was it the most reckless thing you’ve ever done, but you didn’t even have to do it! Why the fucking hell did you try that?!”

I patiently wait until I hear Ava having left our room before I gently ask, “White?” Following which a white barrier appears around us, cutting us off from anything. “Appreciated.”

Knew she was still around somewhere. I kept feeling that annoying sensation that someone was watching me all the way back to the moment I woke up.

Not to mention that Tar said she hadn’t left my side once while I was out.

Anyways, I look up at Allen now that it’s safe to talk before briefly explaining to him what Tar told me about my demonic instinct. And that alone cools down a lot of his anger.

Although I get the feeling he’s not any less stressed now. In fact, he might just be more anxious and worried now than before.

“So you’re saying it might happen again, and there’s nothing you can do about it?” he eventually asks, a tired yet still slightly hopeful look on his face that I’ll say no.

Hmm. Okay. Yeah, I can see the downside there.

Tar snorts at my thoughts.

“Yeah,” I answer Allen, unfortunately crushing the hope that I saw in his eyes.

Out of nowhere, a clone of his appears out of the terminal screen made out of nanomachines before he walks up to me and hugs me out of nowhere, pulling my face to his chest as I let out a short “Uh…” out of surprise.

“Just… just for a moment,” Allen says, so I decide to let him.

A minute or so passes in silence before he finally lets go. And I can’t help but notice that I didn’t feel as uncomfortable as I would’ve used to during that.

Probably because of Aria.

Although it could also have something to do with me considering Allen family now, but I’d say it’s probably the first.

A moment passes as Allen looks at me before he says, “I’ll tell Cynthia what you told me, and White told us that you’re done with your internship now. So you can either head back tomorrow or today. Whichever works for you.”

I nod at that with a smile before turning around and starting to make my way towards the hall, only pausing once to wave at him and call back, “Thanks! See you later!”

Now I can go ahead and shop for skills!



As soon as I make it back to my room, I open my Skills Store except this time only having it show any new legendary skills I might have. Just to not tempt me into buying anything else when I should spend my SP on leveling my skills. Only to find a very nice surprise in there. And a very… strange… surprise along with it.

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Blood of Ruin	Unlocked by being Class II or above, by using a skill in a way unexplained by the System to create a much larger attack, by having used blood magic to kill over one thousand beings within half a year, by killing a demon one hundred or more levels above you without any assistance, by killing a being of Class III while you yourself are Class II without any assistance, and by being the child of REDACTED ON INDIVIDUAL’S REQUEST.	This skill unleashes the power of blood to bring ruin to the designated location.	Active
Achievement-Locked
Legendary
	60
	Bloody Thorns	Unlocked by killing a Class III being while at Class II through allowing it to mutilate yourself in return for taking damage itself without any assistance, by being Class II or above, by using a skill in a way unexplained by the System to create a much larger attack, by having used blood magic to kill over one thousand beings within half a year, by killing a demon one hundred or more levels above you without any assistance, by having blood magic, and by- by- by- ERROR.
User does not have null magic.
Searching for alternatives… alternative found.
And by having null magic etched skills.
	This skill deals a set amount of damage to any individual who causes damage to the holder of the skill no matter who it is regardless of their defense in the form of blood nullification.	Passive
Legendary
	60
	…
					


I stare at the two new skills for what feels like forever before I glance at Tar and mutter, “Huh?”

But Tar is also staring. Although not at the first one by the looks of it. Only the second.

“But… what? That shouldn’t… how?” he mutters, just for his eyes to widen as if he came to a realization. “That’s why!”

“Sooo… mind filling me in on what the heck those skills are about?” I ask, snapping him out of his little reverie.

Tar turns to me and says, “Well, it looks like the System gave you a blood and null magic skill thanks to you already having null magic etched skills. I almost completely forgot that could happen, since normally the System never does that. Not unless the achievements made by the user are so great that it decided to dedicate more of its resources just to fix the error. Otherwise the error would’ve never been fixed, and you wouldn’t have been shown the skill.”

I blink at that before glancing at the Skills Store again. Then at the tanuki. Then the store. And finally the tanuki.

“And the other thing?” I ask while pointing at the whole REDACTED thing.

Tar blinks before looking and then focusing on me as he answers, “Well, your father doesn’t want you to know who he is until you meet him. Or you figure it out on your own. So he had his information redacted by the System.”

People can do that? Redact their name from etched skills?

“Yeah,” Tar says while nodding his head.

“Then why didn’t White?” I ask out of curiosity as I focus on the skills again.

“Well,” he says, only to shrug. “Who knows. She probably didn’t think that it was very important to hide her identity.”

So my father’s identity may be more important than I expected. Good to know.

Probably someone higher up in that branch family than I was guessing. There’s also the veeeery faint possibility of him being the Demon Lord, but from the time I’ve been with White, she seems to dislike demons, not to mention the Demon Lords. So that’s out.

Then again, she never mentioned the Blood Lord. Only the others.

Hmm. I still don’t think it’s him, but it’s worth not shoving the possibility out the window at least.

Anyways, both of these skills look great.

One of them looks to be a great finisher move like I’ve been wanting for a while now, and the other is a passive and weaker version of blood retribution that is always active and doesn’t require mana.

“It also uses null magic, which might open you up to getting some more null magic skills in the future,” Tar comments, pointing out another benefit of it that I didn’t think of. “But the important thing in that skill that makes it worth so much more than blood retribution is that it can’t be defended against, unlike blood retribution. It’s true damage.”

My eyes widen as that clicks in my head.

Right. Blood retribution can be defended against if someone has a skill to protect their blood or cool it or something. But this passive can’t be defended against. Not to mention that it’s a passive in the first place and will always be active.

I purse my lips while staring at the two skills before finally giving into the temptation and buying them both.

There goes my large store of SP.

“Well, you still have 99 more SP to spend,” Tar comments, sounding amused.

Well, yeah, I guess I do.

Let’s see what I want to upgrade with that.
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The very first thing I do is spend thirty-two Skill Points to bring the new passive legendary skill straight up to level five to get the level five improvement for the skill, leaving me with sixty-seven SP left. Then I go ahead and spend another fifty-four Skill Points to finally bring Blood Retribution to level ten, making it so that all of my skills except the new ones, blood armor, null magic field, and blood chains are at least at level ten. And even null magic field is just about there, what with it being level nine.

Too bad it’s achievement-locked so I can’t use SP to raise it to ten.

Blood of Ruin is also achievement-locked, so I’m gonna have to grind that one out in Fractures. Which I’m not sure how will go, considering it’s a finisher attack and probably costs a significant amount of mana to use.

As for the last remaining thirteen Skill Points… I don’t have enough to afford leveling blood armor to level eight, or anything else, really. The only thing I can afford with the last points is bringing Bloody Thorns to level six.

I stare at my status for a few seconds before eventually just shrugging and bringing it to level six. Because it’s a legendary skill, and legendary skills are great.

Wait a second… I reread through the description of Bloody Thorns again.

“Uh, Tar?” I ask out loud, making him float up to my face, the tanuki having lied down and started napping while I was figuring out my spending. “Does this skill apply to… any damage at all?”

Tar nods his head without saying anything out loud.

So it includes anything that can be considered damaging? Even if it’s just a tiny scratch? And it’ll return the base damage no matter what?

“Yeah,” Tar says before finishing my line of thought for me, “so no matter how much damage you take, they will always be taking the same flat rate of damage. Even if they’re using a passive attack against you like, for example, your blood boil.”

It would just continuously deal them even more damage than their own skill is dealing me depending on just how much damage that flat amount of damage is. And in a much more reliable manner than Blood Retribution as well.

This skill… is even better than I thought. It basically makes those passive damage dealing skills completely useless against me.

Well, unless they want to take more damage than they’re dealing, that is.

I can’t wait to test out that skill though.

“Do you know what happened to Allen, by the way?” Tar suddenly comments, reminding me of how… displeased I’ll call it… Ava was when she found out that Allen had sent a clone onto the Garden through the terminal on her desk.

Pretty sure she quite literally kicked his clone off the Garden. Not that he cared, since he supposedly dispelled his clone before it hit the ground.

“That’s harsh,” Tar mutters, and I can’t help but nod. But at the same time, I’ve learned why she is uncomfortable around men thanks to the people on the Garden not actually being opposed to talking about it.

This being while you were away in the Farshore.

It turns out she had a close call when she was a child and was only saved from a group of thugs thanks to a Fracture appearing where they were at. And ever since then she grew absolutely terrified of men.

“Terrified? She didn’t look terrified when she was on campus,” Tar points out.

That’s because she slowly got over that fear, which was helped by a man she had eventually gotten romantically involved with trying to rid her of that fear entirely. Until he apparently cheated on her, that is.

Tar glances at me with a startled look on his face.

Yeah. Kind of messed up.

Didn’t do any favors to her mental state either. She ended up just feeling uncomfortable around men in general, but not afraid anymore.

And the reason she made the Garden women only was because of this very reason. She didn’t feel she would be able to have any men in her Association as it would make her too uncomfortable.

Overall a very different reason from what a lot of people suspect. In fact, I think there were some groups online that I saw who thought she had some sort of distaste for men or just thought they were disgusting or something.

Anyways, I stretch a little before flopping on the bed and staring at the ceiling.

What to do… because I’m not sleepy thanks to only recently waking up from that short coma. But I don’t exactly have my pod here to play Hunter XI either.

“You could always just train,” Tar points out a very good idea. So I get up and begin making my way over towards the training hall of the Garden.

The moment I step inside of the training hall, though, I find myself being stopped by White, who appears out of nowhere and says, “There’s been a change to the schedule for the rest of the semester.”

I blink at that before frowning and asking, “What changed?”

“The signs of the Class V Fracture are starting to grow stronger, indicating that it will most likely happen in either two or three weeks. So the last few weeks of classes are cancelled, and the final exams are moved to this next week,” White says, sounding rather stiff as she always does whenever she’s talking about official university stuff. Something she clearly doesn’t really enjoy doing.

“Oh,” I mutter, my frown growing a little.

That’s going to be annoying. But whatever.

“Are the exams going to be cutting that content entirely?” I ask, “Or will they give us something to study it after all this so that we don’t miss out?”

White looks slightly surprised at the question before answering that they will indeed be giving us some recorded lectures over the content after the Class V Fracture so that we can at least learn it if we wish to.

Good. Because I don’t want to waste the funds I’m paying to go to the Guardians University in the first place.
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“Have a nice summer! It was wonderful having you in my class, Scarlet,” my Demon Biology professor – a Guardian whose title is The Professor – says with a smile as I hand in my final exam paper. I give him a light smile and a nod in return before walking out of the class, leaving the couple dozen other students to their exams.

And that was my last final for the year.

“Have you decided yet?” Tar asks, appearing above me before floating down and landing on top of my head, lightly bumping up against my ears in the process. But since I have my hearing drastically down right now to only let me hear the stuff happening in the buildings around me, it doesn’t bother me anywhere near as much.

I’m really glad I can reduce the sensitivity of my ears this way. Makes it so Belle can’t mess with me by poking them.

And I’m still thinking, but I’ll probably end up having to stay in the city.

Not long after the change in the university’s schedule was released a week ago, the government released a warning for all civilians to evacuate within the next week and a half. But alongside that, they made an official request to every Guardian stationed in an Association of the capital city to assist in protecting the capital.

Those who help are generously rewarded, and those who don’t won’t find themselves getting any help from the government in the next decade.

A rather bold threat, but an understandable one considering that losing to the Class V Fracture will be a drastic blow to the Republic. It will mean another Gate opening up in the capital no less.

I personally don’t care much about their threat. But what I do care about is that all my friends and family are staying behind in the capital. Belle, Arthur, the rest of the team, and everyone from the Silver Association are all staying behind to help.

So there really isn’t much choice. Especially since the others outside of Arthur, Belle, Cynthia, and Allen don’t know that I have an actual reason to avoid the capital then.

It’s… a rather annoying situation.

It doesn’t help that the government specifically contacts the more well known and higher profile Guardians during times like these. After all, having a very famous Guardian sit out of the most important Demonic Assault of the generation is not exactly a good look. Neither for me, nor the government that can’t control or even persuade me.

“It doesn’t look like you have much choice…” Tar says, sounding slightly resigned to our fate.

Yeah. Unfortunately.

But at least I should be able to stay away from the Class V Fracture since White told me the exact location it should be opening up in. Just means that I have to stay on the opposite side of the city from there.

“In that case, you should be safe from a blood lycan as long as they aren’t specifically looking for you,” Tar says as I continue walking through the street towards the top class students residency. “And the other Class Vs shouldn’t be able to find you at all even if they were looking for you, assuming they’re not a perception based demon.”

That’s good to hear.

I just have to stay far away from the Fracture’s core, and it should be fine.

And I can find quite a bit to hunt during the Fracture, so that’s a plus as well.

Fortunately the Guardians University campus is on the edge of the city, while the Class V Fracture is predicted to open somewhere around the tower at the center of the city. So I should be able to just help with the Fractures over here and be fine.

I almost scoff at the idea of being ‘fine’ considering the one who’s been manipulating the demons in my Fractures. Although they actually haven’t done that much recently.

Maybe they’re involved with the preparation for the Class V Fracture that should be going down about right now in Tartarus? At least, according to the stuff about Tartarus that I’ve learned in my classes it sounds like a reasonable explanation for the lack of bizarre things happening in my Fractures.

I look up at the heavy snow falling down on the city. Something that’ll make for a rather annoying Class V Fracture for those who can actually feel the cold.

Doesn’t help that it’s dark out right now despite only being three in the afternoon. An annoying side effect of the Class V Fracture affecting the world and a sign that it’ll be happening soon.

My terminal suddenly begins to buzz, making me look down to find a call from Belle. So I accept the call as I continue walking through the snow, one arm in my pocket and the other held in front of me for the video.

“Hey, Scarlet! I knew you’d already have finished!” she says, the girl for some odd reason wearing a dress on the other side of the screen. And when she notices me looking, she grins and does a little spin, whatever terminal she’s using obviously not being attached to her arm as she exclaims, “How do I look?”

“You look great, but what’s the occasion?” I ask, my confusion easily shown on both my face and in my voice.

Belle rolls her eyes at that and says, “The ball, you doofus!” And when I just blink at her, unsure of what she’s talking about, she continues, “The ball meant to celebrate the first years and those graduating this year! It’s gonna be held on Sunday, and I wanted to try out some dresses for it!”

I stare at the screen for a few seconds, trying rather hard to figure out what the heck she’s talking about.

The girl frowns, her excitement dying a little when she asks, “You seriously don’t know about it?” Then she blinks and sends me an exasperated look as she says, “We got an email about this just a week ago…”

My staring lasts for another few seconds before my eyes widen and I mutter, “Oh. That.”

She rolls her eyes with a scoff and says, “You really forgot about it? That’s…” she pauses as she blinks, her face clearing up slightly, “actually, that’s very much like you.”

I raise a brow at that and shrug, “So I don’t like balls, dances, or anything formal. Sue me.”

“Look, could you please attend? It’s a really important event for most people, the rest of the team and I included…” she asks, sounding genuinely hopeful. Not the usual playful request or just her wanting to see me at a ball or something, but her actually wanting me to attend. “You don’t even have to attend in anything formal! Just your magi-tech armor will do according to the dress code!”

That has me frowning for a moment, only for a light smile to touch my face as I eventually nod, “Sure. I guess I’ll come.”

It’s just a ball, and I don’t even have to dance or do anything. And maybe they might have something similar to the juice Ava has.
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Next time I decide to go to a ball of my own free will, make sure to tell me not to. Okay, Tar?

He just snorts in amusement before muttering a short ‘okay’ as I look past the hundreds of people, most of whom are wearing formal attire of fancy dresses or equally nice suits, at the stage where White is standing next to the vice headmaster.

I have a very bad feeling about this. And the gazes people are sending me after looking at White are not helping that.

“Hello everyone, and welcome to the end of year celebration! And for the first time this year, we have our lovely headmaster with us today!” he exclaims while motioning towards White, the crowd of Guardians immediately growing loud as she is almost never if ever seen in public. Mostly because of her social anxiety, which I’ve come to understand rather well over the time she’s spent following me.

White just nods her head, looking a little stiff as she grabs the mic and says, “Enjoy the evening.”

Then a white layer of light suddenly covers her, making me frown. But I quickly realize what happened when everyone begins looking around in confusion, the cheers trailing off a little.

She seriously just said three words and then hid herself from view? Seriously?

Wow.

I may not like talking or having any kind of attention that isn’t focused purely on fighting, but I can deal with groups of people well enough. And even from what I’ve seen in the past weeks, I didn’t realize she had it this bad…

Now it kind of makes sense why she removed most of the information about her from the world.

The woman in question turns her gaze to me as the vice headmaster awkwardly picks things up after her disappearance, explaining that she’s still here and stuff. And she quickly begins to blush before lightly shrugging her shoulders.

Wow.

“Your mother…” Michael begins, only to pause as he seemingly tries to figure out what to say, “is certainly a woman of few words.”

I raise a brow his way, making him look thoroughly chastised for the remark.

“She may have given birth to me, but she isn’t my mother in the truest sense of the word,” I state while turning my gaze back to White to find her walking over towards us, clearly having heard what I just said considering the wince I just barely catch. But when she actually arrives, she doesn’t show any signs of disappointment or regret.

At this point, my image of the most powerful human in the world has kind of been shattered. Which is a little sad.

The white barrier over her flares slightly before all of my former team members and Arthur turn to look at her, the woman clearly having allowed just them to see her now. And just as quickly, they all nod their heads in a show of respect. Some of them even say, “Lady White.”

White nods her head with a faint smile on her face before saying, “Thank you for being friends with Scarlet, and for pulling her into your team when you did.”

My former team looks very surprised by her words, and I can’t say I’m any different. But then she turns to me and says, “Make sure you’re careful when the Class V Fracture begins, alright? I won’t be able to help you during it.”

“I know,” I tell her, not surprised by that. “You have to deal with the Fracture itself. I wouldn’t expect you to risk another Class V Gate just to help me.”

She is, after all, the strongest human. Not to mention one of the two Knights sent to deal with this Fracture.

It used to be three, but then one of them had to be sent North to deal with the undead. Which doesn’t bode as well for down here.

There’s still White and Blue here though, so I don’t think there will be a problem. Not unless a Demon Lord manages to figure out how to make it through a Fracture personally.

“Now, I assume you all have your armor on you?” she asks with a slightly raised brow, seemingly perfectly fine with talking with smaller groups of people. Which I find interesting.

After we all nod, she nods back, “Good. Because the Class V Fracture can happen any time between today all the way to a week from now. So always have your armor on you.”

“Right,” I answer as the others all give their own answers.

“Go ahead and enjoy the night then,” she continues with a smile directed towards me, only to vanish again a moment later.

“Scarlet,” I hear Denise say, bringing my gaze towards her, “your mother is amazing.”

I frown at her, and out of the corner of my eye, I find Belle frowning at the girl as well. Meanwhile Emily is just ignoring us to head towards the spreads of food laid out on various tables. And Michael going after a waiter for some wine.

“She may be powerful, but she isn’t amazing,” Belle says, a bit of venom in her tone showing her as the complete opposite of how she was just acting towards White. Which surprises more than just Denise.

Denise looks between the two of us for a moment before opening her mouth to speak, only to get interrupted by the sound of glass shattering all around us. And at the same time, strange fractures begin appearing in the air both inside of the building and outside of it. Both in the sky and at our own elevation above the ground.

And as if the initiating signs of a Fracture appearing in the building we’re in wasn’t enough – one of a Class II nature by the sensation of energy coming from the direction of the core – a loud explosion echoes out from closer to the center of the city. Then a loud sound that is a mix between a screech and a hiss echoes throughout the entire city, followed soon after by something that sends shivers down my spine.

A loud howl.
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The howl resonates within me for some reason. It feels familiar. A little warm. But also… weak? Why is this howl making me feel superior towards whoever or whatever is howling?

“It’s probably because you’re higher in the pack than the blood lycan howling,” Tar answers, sounding not the least bit surprised that there’s a fucking blood lycan in the Fracture. Which shouldn’t have happened since there was one in the last Class V Fracture. “I will be able to answer a lot more of your questions after this Fracture is over. Please just bear with me for now.”

I narrow my eyes at the air for a moment, only to lightly shake my head.

Then I hear White’s voice echo throughout the silent ballroom despite her talking quietly.

“Damnit, it had to happen today? Of all days…”

I turn around, only to see White walking through a crowd of people while completely ignoring them and raising one hand. She then mutters, “I don’t have time for this,” and snaps her fingers once, sending a pulse of white throughout the room and the hallway connected to it. And as if the Fracture never happened, the energy I sense from the Class II Fracture that opened up on top of us vanishes along with the shield.

My eyes widen in shock at that, and the other Guardians filling the room all immediately begin whispering about her obvious display of power.

She just straight up destroyed a Class II core by snapping her fingers seconds after it opened…

A white flash of light blinds everyone and I feel someone’s arms suddenly wrapping around me, making me feel a little uncomfortable. But not as uncomfortable as I’d expected.

Then the light fades and I find the person hugging me to be White before she immediately steps back, keeping her hands on my shoulders.

“I can tell you almost everything after this Fracture,” she says, making my eyes widen slightly even if I had expected it from what she’d told me before. I can also tell that she’s hiding herself from everyone as she has that usual white layer of light glowing around her. “I can even start helping you with training and fighting with you if you want. Anything. But only if you remain on Earth.”

I blink at that, simply staring at her, unsure of what she meant by that.

“Your grandfather finally found you, and both he and your father are sending someone to bring you back to Tartarus,” she explains without anyone around us able to hear besides me, only to pause as she purses her lips. Then she adds, “I won’t be able to help you personally due to… complications. But I got your uncle to save you one time during the Fracture.” A tear starts falling down her face. “Please stay safe. Everything is up to you for this Fracture.”

Before I can say anything in response, she vanishes without a trace. Most likely heading straight towards the Class V Fracture.

I stare at where she was just standing for several seconds, only for Belle to snap me out of it by shaking me and saying, “Scarlet! Everyone’s already heading to stop the Fractures! Wake up!”

When I look at her, I find her already in her magi-tech gear. And all the others are as well. So I nod and quickly begin sprinting through the hall, calling behind me, “Stay safe!”

They all shout back, returning my well wishes before I face where I’m going.

As I run though, I can’t help but think about White’s words.

My father and grandfather sent someone to come get me. Which is confusing in and of itself, because why wouldn’t they just come themselves?

Maybe they’re unable to? They could very well be fighting on the front lines or maybe dealing with politics or conflict on Tartarus. After all, I know now from the class I took this past semester that there are small scale wars and conflicts on Tartarus between territories. Which is another part of how the demons get so strong over there.

The only other possibility is something that I… don’t want to think about being a possibility.

I make it to the front of the building at a very fast speed before looking around and then grabbing a chip that I had in my pocket and putting some of my mana in it, making an air motorcycle appear in front of me that I quickly hop on. Something that I’d bought at one point because I preferred it over a car. Mostly because it’s smaller.

And cooler, but I won’t admit that part to anyone.

“Um…” Tar mutters, but I ignore him.

He snorts, but I ignore that too as I start driving towards the closest Class II Fracture to me according to my terminal and ask, “So what’s up with all of you saying that you can start telling me things after this Class V Fracture?”

“That’s…” Tar hesitates, only to eventually answer, “let’s just say that this Fracture is a turning point in the prophecy. One that means you’re allowed to know a lot more about what’s going on. And one that will change your life significantly.”

Hmm. Okay. So if I have this right, from what I’ve been told by you and White so far, I’ll either end up being trained personally and helped by White after this, or I’ll end up kidnapped to Tartarus. Do I have that right?

He hesitates before answering, “Yes. You do.”

And I’m guessing since White would train me here, my father would train me on Tartarus.

“Yeah…” Tar mutters, sounding vaguely defeated for some reason.

Okay.

Uh…

I’m not really sure how to take that.

Going to Tartarus… sounds dangerous. Sounds like I will probably die. And I have no idea how I would be treated. Although I do admit it would be a hell of a lot easier to level up there, with the exception of getting catalysts to advance in Class which might be harder. Might not be though. Not like I know of any of the types of catalysts other than Fracture cores.

Overall though, I have the adoption to go to after this Demonic Assault. Not to mention that I’ll finally have a real family. And I can still level up plenty fast here. Plus even if he is my father, I have never met him before. So I don’t know what he’s like beyond White’s word.

So I’d rather stay on Earth with them. And my new friends.

“Aww,” Tar says, sounding happy for some reason, “you’re finally maturing emotionally!”

I blink at that, almost forgetting to make a turn.

Shut up.


Intermission



The Grand Hotel

Lyra Sinclair del Argus, marchioness over the lands of Rivenfall, a march of the Guardian Duchy of the Argus clan, appears in a puff of red fog inside of a large ballroom full of humans right next to a vast core spanning five meters in width alongside an arachnae. And almost immediately, she senses the faintest hint of blood lycan coming from somewhere in the city. Somewhere to the south, closer to the border. So she glances at the humans in the room – all of whom are Class I or II ‘Guardians,’ as they like to call themselves – to find them already running out of the room.

Lyra scoffs before turning to the count beside her who is currently in his humanoid form – one that has the eerie eyes of a spider but with pale skin and four spiderlike limbs sticking out of his back and through his pitch black leather and metal armor. And the arachnae immediately narrows his eyes when their gazes meet.

“Count Zephyr von Arachna,” she says with a light arch of her brow. And the man replies with a short, “Marchioness Sinclair.”

Despite her wishing to go find the Princess as quickly as she can, she stands still with her eyes narrowed on the man, waiting.

Eventually the Count gives in and performs a very light bow while crossing one arm over his chest and straightening his other arm to follow his torso as he says, “Your ladyship.” He then straightens back up with a faint sneer on his face, clearly unhappy at her higher station in ranking.

Good to see he’s taking his loss of command well.

Generally the command over Class V Fractures is given to the highest leveled Counts amongst the Demon Kingdom of Tartarus, but this time an exception was made. One that put Lyra as the one in charge due to the Demon King’s direct intervention through having the Blood Lord assign her to the Fracture. Something that normally wouldn’t have been done since it decreases the overall number of Class V demons that can be sent through the Fracture, even if their leader is a higher level than they otherwise would be.

“Remember your objective,” she states, her voice coldly echoing through the room as various other Class V demons of varying species appear around them. “We must stall for time until the Princess is recovered. After that we can either retreat or finish off the Knights depending on how the situation has unfolded.”

“As you wish, Your Ladyship,” the Count says through gritted teeth, not even bothering to hide his distaste for her. Something that is generally common amongst the arachnae, who tend to hate everyone thanks to their Demonic Instinct of Envy.

Lyra knows he won’t disobey though. No one disobeys His Majesty, even if they wanted to.

The only ones who are exempt from being a target of the arachnae’s envy is the Royal Family. So even if the spider wished to sabotage Lyra, which he no doubt does, he wouldn’t do it if it might bring failure to the mission.

Why did I have to come with an arachnae, again? I really wish it was a ghoul’s turn. Or even a succubi or oni.

Lyra frowns for a moment, only to sigh a second later.

Then again, anything’s better than a kitsune or a mindeater.

After she sees the core stabilizing behind them, signifying that all the demons are present and accounted for within the surrounding area even if they aren’t all in this room, she begins to float into the air and shouts, “Attention!”

All of the many noble demons in the room, most of which being simple Barons with only a few Viscounts amongst them, immediately focus on her and perform a bow, placing a single fist over their chests while shouting, “Your Ladyship Marchioness Sinclair, we live to serve!”

“All Class V demons are to hold this floor and defend the core with your lives until the mission is accomplished,” Lyra shouts, her voice echoing throughout the entire building, startling many human Guardians who are currently trapped within the building. But they don’t focus on her voice for long as the Class V demons who appeared further away from the core all lock them in place with ease without killing them before making their way up to the core themselves. “Class IV and below demons should wrangle up the humans and bring them to the floor that the core room is on along with the two surrounding floors to use as hostages! Should the humans enter their bunkers, all Class IV demons are ordered to shatter the barriers!”

Waves of blood begin to appear at the Marchioness’s feet before the waves slowly move up in ripples to envelop her entire body, soon expanding outwards to eventually reveal a three meter tall blood lycan in her beast form as she growls, her voice echoing out despite her not using her mouth to speak, “Today we hunt for two reasons!”

The demon nobles all begin stomping a single foot, shaking the entire building, and further frightening the humans, most of whom are bound by now and being carried by the peasant demons.

“Our main priority is to find and bring the Princess back to Tartarus! To where Her Royal Highness belongs!!!” she exclaims, her voice growing louder and louder as a light growl rings true from each and every demon’s throat in unison. “And then we eliminate the damned Knights who have plagued us for so long!”

The growls all turn in to roars before she finishes, “Tonight we hunt! Now get to it!”

In an instant, the roars double in volume. Meanwhile the Marchioness lets out a loud howl as she immediately flies through the air straight towards a wall before smashing through it and every other wall until she reaches the barrier of the large building and smashes that as well, not even pausing when dealing with the thing that is supposedly deadly towards any demon below Class IV. But the moment she makes it outside of the building, she is hit with a large tentacle that sends her flying straight to the ground, creating a massive crater and destroying any of the human vehicles that were in her way.

Lyra growls as she begins to climb out of the crater and looks up where she finds a man with eyes akin to blobs of water staring at her whilst slowly floating down to the ground with various tentacles each covered in water sprouted from both his back and hair waving about him.

The moment the Marchioness’s eyes make contact with his, the System relays to her his identity.

<|{Blue Knight of Humanity} – Human Contractor – Level 1822|>

Lyra’s glowing red eyes narrow on the man who is labeled amongst demon kind as one of the most frightening humans in existence. A man who – just like all the other Title holders – is so powerful even the System gives him a unique identify result that somehow just feels powerful.

The woman doesn’t hesitate for even a moment as she rushes towards the man who is nearly an entire two hundred levels above her. But as she does so, she hears another fight echoing from closer to the core as flashes of white light shine out of the building signaling Her Royal Highness’s mother. So she sends a telepathic signal through a call stone in her pocket to the woman known as Fredricka by the humans.

The Knights defending this city are now both preoccupied. Find the Princess and bring her to the core. But under the orders from His Majesty, absolutely do not permanently harm any who might be dear to Her Highness, even if they are humans.

Lyra isn’t worried about White destroying the core in their fight as the Count has no doubt put up enough defenses around it to shield the core well enough that even the White Knight will require time to remove them. Time outside of combat.

Now we just need to handle these Knights and keep their attention for long enough.

Despite her thoughts though, she can’t help but feel a shiver run down her spine even as she leaps through the air towards the Blue Knight, finding the look in his eyes frightening even for her.

I just hope I survive long enough to see Her Highness.


Chapter 31

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Confrontation



Scarlet

I can’t help but frown a little when both Allen and Cynthia walk into the Class II Fracture after me for some reason, the two having shown up practically out of nowhere.

Why are they here? Could they know about what White said?

“Don’t worry about us, dear,” Allen says with a light smile, “we won’t steal your prey.”

I almost snort at that in amusement. Instead the corner of my lips quirk upwards a bit and I turn around to head towards the demons in this Fracture. All while explosions ring out from all over the city. Especially from the area of the Class V Fracture.

If I had to guess, Allen and Cynthia were probably already told about the danger to me of being taken to Tartarus during this Demonic Assault when they spoke with White before. One of the things they couldn’t tell me about no doubt.

Rather annoying, but understandable at least.

I shift both of my arms before grinning, only for the emergency lights to suddenly start flickering. Then they turn off completely, meaning the emergency power is off.

“Shit,” I mutter, the grin being wiped off my face in an instant.

But that’s not all as my terminal suddenly buzzes, making me bring it up to find a message from Sage.

[Warning. All emergency power in the entire city has been cut off. Each and every electricity generator in the city has been interrupted due to a Class V demon with a type of electricity based magic. A bounty of one billion credits from the government has been sent out to each and every Guardian for that demon’s head.]

My eyes widen in shock at the news.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

“This is bad,” Allen mutters, bringing my attention to him to find him looking at his terminal where a map of the city is displayed along with what I’m assuming are a chart of all of the Fractures, along with the Class V. “It looks like there is a blood lycan amongst the demons, and this blood lycan is a Marchioness.”

Wait, seriously?!

From what I’ve learned in the Demon Noble Society class, a Baron or Baroness is a Noble demon between levels one thousand to one thousand two hundred, a Viscount or Viscountess is a Noble demon between levels one thousand two hundred and one thousand four hundred, a Count or Countess is a Noble demon between levels one thousand four hundred and one thousand six hundred, and a Marquess or Marchioness is a demon between levels one thousand six hundred and one thousand seven hundred, with Dukes and Duchesses being anything above that, and the Demon Lords simply being the four strongest demons aside from the Demon King.

But one issue is that demons of any kind, especially the noble demon clans, are all stronger than humans of the same level. So a blood lycan in the mid sixteen hundreds is as strong as a human in the early to mid seventeen hundreds. And if they have a high rarity Predator, then even stronger.

It means that the Marchioness should be able to keep up with one of the Knights, even if she won’t likely win. Which means the Class V Fracture will stall for longer, especially due to the regeneration of blood lycans.

Allen turns to Cynthia and asks, “Do you think we could sneak her out of the city now that the power is out?”

I blink at that, surprised that he’d mention it. But it does seem like a viable option. After all, the government will believe me to still be in the city.

Although plenty of things could go wrong. We’d still need to figure out a way past the city’s barrier for example.

Also, are you still here Tar? You’ve been really quiet for a while now.

A few seconds pass before he answers, sounding tired, “I’m sorry. I… broke some rules telling you even just that bit before the Fracture was over. So I had to face punishment.”

The hell? All you told me was-

“Don’t worry, the punishment wasn’t very harsh as the infraction was minor this time,” Tar says, cutting me off.

I narrow my eyes at the air in front of me, only to suddenly feel that annoying sensation that someone’s watching me. And when I turn towards Allen, I find that he seems to have noticed it too.

But he’s too late as the barrier around the building suddenly shatters and everything then turns purple around us, then it grows dark making it impossible to see for a moment even with my night vision, and finally we find ourselves in a completely different building. And I begin vomiting out my lunch in the process, only for Allen to pick me up in his arms and begin running, making me instead vomit on his feet.

“Spatial magic user,” Allen answers any question I would have before I can even ask it. “It looks like they’ve teleported us a few dozen blocks in closer to the center of the city!”

Oh shit. That’s not good.

Both Allen and Cynthia try running out of the empty building we find ourselves in to no avail as the world turns purple again and we’re once again teleported, making me hurl what I’m assuming was the rest of the dinner that I ate earlier.

“I apologize, but this must be done,” I hear a strange and disturbing voice echo in my ear, but I don’t see anyone or anything. “The spatial sickness will pass as your body grows used to teleportation.”

I look around, but no matter how hard I look or try to hear or smell, I can’t find a single hint of their location.

“Can you hear it?” I ask Allen after noticing that neither he nor Cynthia are reacting, only for him to grimace and shake his head.

“It looks like you really are their target,” Allen states before looking at his terminal map, something that’s only running because the terminals don’t run on electricity but instead run on mana, just like all magi-tech armor. “We’re getting closer and closer to the center of the city.” He looks up and around while sending a silver liquid out of his hands. “We need to stop this before we get too close to the blood lycan.”

From a glance at his map, it looks like we will reach the center of the city in another four or so teleports. Which isn’t good.

Wait a second, if I’m the target, why is it teleporting all three of us?

I look around as the purple returns before understanding.

It can only teleport an area of people. Meaning it’s not targeting me but is instead targeting the area around me. Which includes both Allen and Cynthia whether it wants them or not.

Guess there’s a silver lining in that.

This time Allen’s magic clashes with the purple enclosing around us along with Cynthia’s, starting to stall it.

Then a large humanoid creature with wormlike skin and a lamprey-like mouth appears in the air and scowls at the two as it says in that same tone of voice despite its mouth not moving with it, “If you know what’s good for you, leave her with me and run, or stop interfering. You are not to be harmed by order of His Majesty.”

My eyes widen at both that and the System message I get regarding the demon’s identity.

|Demon General – Subspecies: Cosmic Lampyrid – Level 1000|

This thing is the leader of a Class IV Fracture?! Where the heck is its Fracture then?!?

“We won’t let you take her, General,” Allen says while still carrying me, a sneer visible on his face not to mention audible in his voice when he says the General part. And I swear I hear the demon sigh before it says, “Very well.”

The creature vanishes in an instant, following which the purple light suddenly expands far faster than the two can hold back, engulfing us again and sending us to a very high placed roof before we can stop it. And along with the teleportation, I find myself dry heaving, all of my dinner having left me by now.

Which isn’t a very good sign since part of my regeneration relies on my food stores. Not all of it. In fact, nowhere near all of it. But some of it at least.

After I finish dry heaving, I raise my head before stiffening up.

“Allen,” I start, trepidation clear in my tone. Clear enough to catch his attention as I continue, “He’s not alone anymore.”

Allen stiffens up at that and raises his head to look around. And as if on cue with my words, dozens, maybe even over a hundred creatures appear in the middle of the air all around us.

My eyes widen as I take in the creatures, each of which have long tails ending in a scorpion’s stinger, along with two leathery wings and bodies covered in scales. The scales themselves are mostly a dark green; one so dark that it looks mostly black. But there are also some blood red scales mixed in, and their faces have less scales than anywhere else on their bodies, revealing facial features more akin to a human underneath the scales.

And their eyes. Pitch black without a single trace of color.

“Changelings,” Cynthia mutters from next to us, and I can’t help but nod.

Lots. And lots. Of changelings.

More and more of the creatures begin appearing around the roof of the building, some standing on the roof and others flapping their wings and flying around us. But by the time they stop appearing, there has to be hundreds of the creatures.

“Some of them are Class IV,” Allen mutters, sounding shocked. And for good reason.

I look through the creatures, identifying each one by accident until I ask Tar to stop giving me messages from the System for them.

But even without the messages, I can already tell that almost a fifth of these changelings are Class IV. Despite it not being possible for a Class IV changeling to hide amongst the humans. And the fact that these changelings are here at all means they must’ve done so. Especially considering that all of these changelings are here together right now. They had to have gathered here knowing that we would be sent to this roof.

“Put me down,” I tell Allen, and he immediately does so as I shapeshift both of my arms.

“You might as well fully transform,” Allen whispers to me, making me glance at him for a moment before nodding.

The emergency power is off right now and so is any device that isn’t mana powered. Not to mention that we’re on a rooftop right now and the snow is pretty heavy with the only light being that of the blood moon above us.

I transform into my beast form, which seems to make all of the changelings show more than a little awe for some reason. Even the general appears again with awe in his beady eyes.

Wait a second, how do I know that’s awe? The worm thing doesn’t have a humanoid mouth, nor does it have any sclera. At least the changelings have a mouth in a straight line like humans that can be used to tell their emotions. But the worm thing has a lamprey-like mouth.

“Capture her alive but do not harm her or her humans!” the general shouts, making my eyes narrow. And just as he does so, the changelings all begin to swarm us. But since every last creature here is at least one Class higher than me, I end up being nothing more than baggage in this as Allen and Cynthia fight off the demons. And surprisingly, even when they kill large numbers of the Class III and IV changelings, the general doesn’t change his orders to kill them.

The fighting continues for a few minutes, Allen and Cynthia keeping me in between them as I try and fail miserably to help them at all, instead ending up as a burden.

Just the thought of being a burden in a fight burns at my pride so much that I unconsciously let out a growl.

But no matter how I feel, the fighting continues on until Allen and Cynthia grow too exhausted to fight, leaving them both panting in front of us, ice coating the entire roof along with various machines created and controlled by Allen, some of which are destroyed on the ground in varying ways due to the changelings’ various magics.

“Finally,” the general says, a note of happiness in his voice as he begins to step towards us. “Now please leave the two humans and come with us.”

I grit my teeth while looking around at the dozens of remaining changelings, then at the general who alone is already a higher level than both Allen and Cynthia by over a hundred levels.

Then I focus on Allen and Cynthia, a sad expression forming on my face as I understand just how outclassed we are.

Maybe… all they want to do is bring me to my father. They’re avoiding killing or permanently harming Allen and Cynthia despite being demons as well. Even if they clearly don’t care about each other dying.

Maybe I should just go with them if it’ll spare Allen and-

My thoughts are cut off when I hear a splatting sound, bringing my attention to the worm guy who is… uh…

I blink at the sight of a large tentacle slowly lifting back up off the roof, having just turned the general into a paste.

Holy shit…

The tentacle is coming from all the way at the center of the city, as if Blue had somehow stretched his arm all the way here while fighting one of the Class V demons there – which I can just barely hear from here. And after climbing a few meters above the ground of the roof again, the tentacle becomes a blur, following which all the changelings join the general, leaving us in absolute silence.

After a few seconds, I hear Blue’s voice enter my ear from the center of the city.

“The favor has been paid.”

All without his own battle even stopping.

None of us say anything for who knows how long.

Did he… just do that?

“Yes, that he did,” Tar says, his voice echoing in my head.

Wow.

Allen and Cynthia both collapse onto the ground in exhaustion now that the fighting is over. And I almost join them.

But right when the tentacle above us is about to move back over to the center of the city, a powerful wave of darkness cuts straight into it, seemingly disintegrating the tentacle as it turns to dust. And I only briefly hear Blue pause his battle, just for him to continue without sending any other tentacle over here as my head turns to stare at the stairwell to the roof at the sound of someone applauding.

I immediately turn back to my regular form and begin glaring at the sight of a woman I very much recognize.

“Fredricka,” I state, making both Allen and Cynthia stiffen up before rushing to their feet despite their exhaustion.

The woman simply walks onto the roof while looking around at the various corpses around us, including the pastes created by the tentacle out of the demons. Then she eventually looks up at us as she stops several meters in front of us.

“Hello again, Scarlet,” she says with a smile. “It’s been a while.”

I tensely answer while glancing in the direction of the city’s center, “That it has.” But it doesn’t look like Blue is going to help again.

White did mention that he would only help once. And he said the favor was repaid.

Damnit, why couldn’t she have come out earlier?!

Wait, it’s possible that she could only be Class III. Although I doubt it considering that she’s walking out here as carefree as she is. Because even if Allen and Cynthia are injured, they should easily be able to deal with a Class III changeling.

Not to mention that she just eliminated Blue’s tentacle.

Speaking of their injuries, fortunately none of them seem to be major. In fact, I’m pretty sure that was their point. They weren’t going to do any major harm. They just seemed to be trying to wear us down till they could take me away without actually injuring any of us.

I focus my attention solely on the woman who is still in her human form. But no matter how hard I try, I can’t get any sort of read on how strong she is.

“Young Scarlet, it would behoove you to surrender peacefully so that I can take you to your father,” she says while standing in front of me, still talking rather politely if a little sternly.

“And why would she do that?” Allen grunts while pulling out a potion that has my eyes going wide in shock. Because it’s not a regular potion. No, a regular potion wouldn’t work on a Class IV Guardian. This potion is a high grade potion which should’ve cost over ten million credits at least to get!

Fredricka’s gaze focuses on Allen as she glances at the potion, only for her to quirk a single brow and state, “You’ll regret it if you drink that.”

Allen, of course, drinks it right after she says that, taking it as a sign that she’ll attack.

And while she doesn’t exactly attack… she instead does something much, much worse.

Fredricka sighs and suddenly her body begins to let out strange cracking sounds before growing. And growing. And growing. All the way until she reaches nearly three meters in height, with a form similar to the other changelings yet much larger. Her wings sprout out from her back, her tail along with it, and claws ripping out her fingernails as her magi-tech armor adjusts to fit her new form.

And then her mana bursts out, making my eyes widen in shock.

Class V.

She’s Class V.

A Class V fucking changeling.

“How?” I hear Cynthia ask, sounding shocked. And Allen isn’t much better.

“How, you ask?” Fredricka’s voice – if that’s even her name – echoes around the roof as the snow starts to pick up a little bit. “It was easy enough to hide the higher Class changelings when you have the power of a councilwoman. The power of your own government.”

I… I can’t argue there.

She then focuses her attention on me while flinging her hand at Allen and Cynthia, making some sort of binding made out of pure darkness wrap around the two before strapping them to the side of the stairwell as she says, “Now please, Scarlet. Come with me.”

Did she just say… please? A demon trying to kidnap me, a Class V one no less, just said please?

Actually, come to think of it…

“Why are you demons all being so polite to me?” I finally break and ask out loud, hoping to get an answer. And her eyes immediately widen in surprise at that, only for a light smile to touch her lips as I continue, “I noticed it was the same with the general and the other changelings. All of them were absolutely polite even if we were fighting. And none of them are referring to me directly in any way aside from you.”

It’s almost as if they’re avoiding referring to me by anything for some reason. I can tell just by how awkward they’re being.

“What are you hiding from me?” I ask, changing the question.

Silence fills the roof for several seconds, during which I glance at Allen and Cynthia to find the two no longer struggling and instead waiting for her response as well.

My gaze is brought back to Fredricka when she starts speaking again, “Your father gave us explicit orders not  to reveal your status to you until you have been confined and it is certain you will be heading to Tartarus through the Class V Fracture.” Then she shrugs. “And to keep it from the humans.”

There it is again. The mention of me going through the Fracture.

But is that even possible?

“Yes, it is,” Tar suddenly answers me. “Anyone with demon genes can enter Tartarus through a Fracture. Although a part demon like you can only enter them through touching the core of a Fracture of your Class or higher with a demon alongside you.”

Oh.

The Noble changeling looks around for a second before focusing on me and saying, “And now seems like that time.” She then kneels down, making my eyes widen in shock, and begins to say, “I, Countess Fredricka von Rosenfort, hereby greet-”

And she’s cut off when she’s sent flying across the rooftop, destroying the roof a little and falling off of the building by a shadow that appears next to her. Then, not even a few seconds later, Black – or a clone of Black considering that not only is he supposed to be on the front lines, but his mana level is much lower than before – turns towards me and gives me a salute while saying, “Hello little puppy! How’s it been?”


Chapter 32

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

For Home



Scarlet

I gape up at the man who is standing about five inches taller than myself before hearing the Noble demon land on the ground below. Black then tilts his head and asks, “No thank you? Well that’s disappointing.” That snaps me out of it, but he doesn’t give me the chance to say anything as he just moves up to me and scoops me up into a princess carry that has me blushing and says, “Well, we should run.”

Then I learn in a rather unpleasant way how it feels to break the sound barrier, even if his shadows are protecting me from damage.

I try to speak, but he just looks down and shushes me while saying, “It’s not safe for you to try to talk at this speed. I think.”

Not safe… he thinks? Seriously? He doesn’t even know, but he’s still gonna shush me?!

And can he please put me down?! This is really uncomfortable!

My thoughts come to a grinding halt when I hear a loud crashing sound from the building we were just at before another sonic boom echoes out, indicating something else breaking the sound barrier. Then I see the Noble demon chasing after us through the air.

“Seeing as I’m here in a clone, and she is a pure combat focused demon, the chances of me winning against her in this form is not as high as I’d hope,” Black eventually says, now acting a little serious but still in his jokester personality. “So if you don’t mind me…” I look up at him at those words, getting a very bad feeling from them. “I’ll just be sending you away now.”

What does he mean by that?

The shadows around us suddenly grow a significant amount, hiding us from view and covering the Noble demon chasing us as well before I feel him shifting me around. Then I’m airborne, as if the bastard had just tossed me through the fucking air. But just seconds later, I feel myself slow down before reaching solid ground somehow.

Despite being on the ground, the shadows remain for a bit. But they’ve become a lot less thick now, so I can see through them with my blood lycan vision. Enough to know that I’m several blocks away from the tower now and on the ground.

Oh, right.

I transform back into my regular form out of my beast form, and immediately afterwards, the shadows vanish.

Guess he was waiting for me to do that first. Which makes sense considering someone could’ve seen if he didn’t.

I look around my general location at the park I now find myself in before looking up at where Black and Fredricka are clashing in the air. And I can’t help but frown when I see the man holding what looks like a shadow-covered version of me in his arms as if I were still there.

Guess he’s using his clone as bait to keep her away.

A warm feeling enters my chest at the thought that one of the Knights is sincerely trying to help me. That he’s not just doing it as a favor or because he’s my family.

My frown turns into a smile, and I look down at the park around me, only for the smile to turn back into a frown when I hear something prowling around through the forest. Something very much not human considering the noises corresponding to eight different legs stabbing into the ground.

Well, shit.

I look around before closing my eyes and focusing on my ears, only to find that there aren’t any humans nearby. So I begin coating my claws in metallicized blood for the very first time, the blood growing a deeper black while gaining a slightly silvery sheen to it along with the crimson tint. And just from the testing that I did once in my room, I can tell it’s the sharpest thing I’ve ever seen.

Because blood metal is far superior than any metal on Earth. And it’s one of the best metals if not the best on Tartarus as well. So good that the blood lycans more often than not create their own magi-tech armor out of it. Although their magi-tech is simply just regular armor imbued with skills and enchanted with rune magic. No technology added like the artificial fibers in my magi-tech armor. Armor that I’m pretty sure would blow up in my face if I tried wearing it on Tartarus.

The footsteps, or rather clawsteps if that’s a thing, continue getting closer and closer until they breach the clearing I’m in, revealing themselves to belong to a large spider demon. One at the start of Class III. But this one isn’t a taracht.

|Demon Vanguard – Subspecies: Arachne – Level 251|

An arachne. An inferior breed of the clan demon arachnae.

Unlike both the taracht and the arachnae, which are one hundred percent spiders in form, the arachne have humanoid bodies attached where the spider’s head would otherwise be. And while they’re still superior to the taracht, they’re far weaker than an arachnae. They also don’t have the arachnae’s unique constitution of being able to absorb, recreate, mix, and experiment with any type of corruption using their own body, nor their immunity to corruption.

I grit my teeth before narrowing my eyes on the creature and spreading my claws out slightly while entering a combat ready stance.

“Youuuu dessssirre battllleee?” the arachne speaks, stopping on the other side of the clearing. “Orderrrs aarrre bring home.”

My eyes narrow at that, and I immediately answer, “Tartarus is not my home.”

The arachne seems surprised by that, the woman – because this arachne is clearly female with the only layer of clothing she has on being a silken wrap around her chest – flinching slightly, only to state, “It isss home.”

I frown before shaking my head.

Also unlike arachnae, arachne aren’t all that intelligent. Sure they’re smarter than most Class III Vanguard demons their own level, but they’re still just a vanguard demon.

And I doubt it’s smart enough to control itself to not fight me when provoked.

“Then we fight,” I state, quickly transforming into my beast form and sprinting straight towards the arachne while leaving a small crater where I was just standing.

The arachne, although startled for a moment, rushes towards me as well, meeting me halfway with one of its bladed legs clashing directly with my claws. And unlike all of the attacks I shared with the taracht, I actually manage to hold my ground a little despite the level difference of about seventy levels between us.

The spider’s strike pushes me back, my feet digging through the ground.

Just the fact that I’m able to contend with it and not get completely wiped out in a physical confrontation goes to show just how strong my beast form is, not to mention the blood metal.

I reach forward with my other hand, only for the spider to send two more limbs towards me while also using her human hands to throw a bolt of poison that I end up disengaging to avoid, jumping back and away from the creature.

“We battlllle theeen,” the arachne says, her humanoid eyes narrowing on me.

“Scarlet, I should warn you that any orders this demon may have probably won’t be enough to stop her from actually trying to kill you if you fight it,” Tar mentions as I summon my blood shadow and have it circle around to the other side of the arachne, whose eyes are glancing between me and it. “An arachne just doesn’t have the intelligence for it. The creature will end up losing itself to its rage as unlike the arachnae, arachne are creatures of the Wrath sin.”

My eyes narrow slightly at that, but I continue keeping my gaze locked on the arachne still.

Then let it.

I raise one arm and begin summoning two dozen weapons of blood in the air all around the arachne before dropping my arm and sending them all flying towards it from different angles. And at the same time, I order my blood shadow to attack it.

The arachne lets out a loud screech that sends what looks like visible soundwaves outwards at my blood weapons, making me wince and almost drop down to my knees, just barely managing to stop myself by lowering the sensitivity of my ears.

Why the hell does a creature who specializes in poison type magics have a sound based skill?!

“That… I’m not sure,” Tar says, surprising me even more than the arachne by his ignorance of the subject.

Well that’s annoying.

The arachne continues letting out screech after screech while fending off my blood shadow with relative ease through its spider limbs. But then it suddenly freezes in place and begins radiating a purple light that has me focusing solely on the fight again.

The purple light immediately turns into a light spray of some sort of acidic poison that burns everything it touches. Whether that be the grass, the trees, the leaves, my blood shadow, or even the small amount that gets on me before I jump away.

Fortunately it only manages to burn through the armor on my right sleeve and doesn’t get past the blood armor underneath. Although it would’ve been worse if more of it had gotten on me.

I can’t help but notice my blood shadow though, as the thing doesn’t actually seem to be harmed much if at all by the acid. The only thing I saw from it was a small amount of red steam floating into the air. Like the acid had boiled a tiny amount of the blood making up the blood shadow.

Oh. Wait. Can you really poison a walking clone made out of just blood and my shadow?

“Probably not,” Tar comments, making me grin a little. “Not with most poisons at least. Corruption maybe, and acidic poisons definitely. But not regular poisons.”

That’s good to know.

Then the arachne finally gets a clean hit on my clone, sending it flying into a tree where a large portion of the blood making up its body splatters the tree, making my clone shrink a little.

“Doesn’t change the fact that the clone is a lot weaker than the spider though,” he adds as if an afterthought as I grimace at the sight.

Well, that decreases its use again.

The arachne lets out another screech, but midway through the screech begins to turn into a scream. A much more humanlike scream from it. And I can’t help but frown as I wonder what it’s doing.

Then a large wad of silk shoots out of the creature’s spinneret before floating into the air and forming a sphere above the creature’s head. And it doesn’t stop there as more and more silk shoots out in a constant stream as the creature screams its heart out.

Is it… in pain?

I’m so confused right now. It shouldn’t hurt a spider to create silk, so why…

“Maybe it’s the massive amount it’s creating at once?” Tar suggests, and I nod in agreement since it’s the only reason that makes any sense.

That aside though, I immediately use null magic field around the arachne, which only has the creature’s screaming go up a pitch again. But it doesn’t stop.

Interesting.

I sprint forwards before raising my clawed right hand and striking at the arachne, only for it to raise a limb to block it. But the way it does so is incredibly awkward since it doesn’t seem to be able to stop creating silk, making the orb of slightly slick silk in the air continue to grow larger and larger. So my claws manage to avoid its own large claw at the end of the leg and instead cut into the limb itself, digging nearly two inches into the five inch thick leg, making the creature’s scream once again increase in volume.

I don’t stop there either, instead spinning slightly to avoid another limb before it hits the ground and I take the chance to strike at that very limb, cutting just as deep in this one as the other.

Then I feel something impacting my blood diffusion barrier on my side, making a tingling sensation run through my body. And at the same time, a crimson light shines from the arachne without much to show for it before the light fades.

Guess the base damage that passive skill does isn’t really suited to dealing with a demon seventy levels above me. Or at least, not when the skill is only level six.

I am a little surprised the arachne’s limb striking me in the side didn’t break the blood diffusion barrier though. And I’m also pretty sure that I just got a tiny bit of life energy from the true damage dealt to the spider.

Which means that the Sanguine Effect skill and Bloody Thorns stack together. The damage dealt in retaliation through the thorns also activates the life energy restoration of sanguine.

“That’s a very powerful combination of skills for when you’re a higher level, especially when combined with your healing,” Tar comments, apparently not having realized how powerful it was before now either considering how impressed he sounds.

The screaming comes to a sudden halt, making me raise my head to find the arachne now staring at me as a large arrow made out of poison forms in front of it and smashes directly into my chest, breaking the blood diffusion barrier and sending me flying through the air across the clearing.

And before I even land, I find the massive ball of silk spanning nearly five meters in width in the air suddenly falling down and crashing against the ground, making the silk in it spread outwards to cover the area.

By the time I hit the ground with a cough of blood, I find the entire area coated in webbing with a large cocoon somehow built up above and around us, blocking the blood moon’s light from shining through while making the only light in here that of the red light bloody thorns is making shine from the arachne.

Well, this isn’t good.

After landing, I look down at my front to find a large gaping wound in my chest, right about where my collar bone is. But for some reason I don’t feel any pain. All I feel is weakness from it. And the random chunk of missing flesh itself has bits of purple coating it.

“It looks like the poison has a numbing effect of sort,” Tar comments, making me frown as I try to get up.

Unfortunately it ends up taking me using blood sacrifice to be able to climb to my feet thanks to the weakness I feel spreading from the wound. But despite the weakness, I also notice the wound very slowly closing itself at a visible pace.

I raise my head after climbing to my feet, only to find the arachne glaring at me with eyes glowing with an eerie shade of purple.

“It’s been lost to its Wrath,” Tar says, sounding concerned.

And is that… good or bad?

“Both,” Tar answers, still sounding concerned as I put my hand on my chest to cover the wound and hopefully stop as much blood loss as I can to allow it to heal. “The arachne will have lost any intelligence it had, making it more akin to a wild beast now. Like a spawn. But at the same time, its magical attacks will be strengthened, and its magic itself will begin coursing through its veins in a self-destructive berserker mode.”

Oh. So it’s stronger and stupider.

“Basically,” he says right when the arachne charges straight at me.

I grin despite the wound in my chest.

This is fun!

I begin sprinting towards it as well, simply burning my own blood to keep me going. And when I get close to it, I duck under a swipe of its claws before moving to the side to avoid another and jumping over a third, landing on the third limb itself. Then I jump onto the arachne’s back and stab my claws into its human back with a lot more ease than I was expecting, giving me a solid grip on it.

Right. It’s human body is a weak spot, even if it’s not necessarily an important part beyond speaking and some magic.

I reach back as the spider begins freaking out while sending splatters of poison at me and flailing its spider limbs, trying to strike me without much success considering my position. And without a hint of hesitation, I spread my claws slightly and push my hand straight into its back before digging into it with my claws and grabbing a handful of organs to tear out. Then I repeat this as the arachne lets out pained screams and begins going even more frantic than before.

It takes me emptying out a large amount of its insides before grabbing its human part and straight up ripping it off of the spider part, making the spider suddenly begin flailing on the ground with no direction, sending me flying off now that I have no anchor. But the damage is done.

Unfortunately, some of the poison it was flinging at me did end up hitting me and sinking through my shoulders along with its slightly corrosive blood that I feel burning at my arms. But I ignore that as I enjoy the life energy entering me from all the damage I just dealt to it along with life drain itself.

When I hit the ground several meters away though, I feel something snapping in my arm, making me look over to find a bone there literally sticking out of my arm. But I still don’t make a sound, because whatever poison it hit me with is also covering that wound. And that poison seems to numb pain for some reason.

“It’s likely trying to do something else to you and using that lack of pain as a distraction to make you believe nothing’s wrong,” Tar explains, sounding slightly worried but not as much as his words should make him. “I don’t think the poison is potent enough to do much damage to you with your blood regeneration. Just try to keep moving to stop it from settling in one place.”

Ah, that’s why. And okay.

I look up at the arachne while slowly moving around just to keep moving when the arachne stops moving, only for weird crunching and shifting sounds akin to flesh and bone moving echo through the otherwise silent clearing full of webbing. Then the creature suddenly grows a spider head in the place of the human torso, making me frown even though I already knew it would happen.

The eyes on the new head flare with a bright purple light as it lets out a loud hiss and begins skittering across the web covered ground with a speed far faster than before. And as it does so, I can’t help but feel a slight tingling sensation throughout my body. Likely the work of whatever poison is in me.

Well, this isn’t turning out very well.

“We both underestimated the poison, just like a lot of other people do,” Tar says, sounding worried now. “I still doubt it’ll hurt you or do severe damage of any kind, but it will most likely hinder your fighting.”

Yeah.

The tingling sensation continues growing stronger, following which the sensitivity of everything grows along with it. But despite that, I still don’t feel any pain.

This is just getting weird.

“Oh, shit,” Tar suddenly exclaims, startling me as I’m about to jump out of the way of the arachne. “I just figure out what this magic is! I can’t tell you exactly what it is due to the constraints of the fae, but do not stop moving or let it bite you! No matter what!”

I blink at that, only to nod immediately and leap out of the way of the spider’s lunging bite, just barely avoiding it.

Okay, this is getting really annoying. And very uncomfortable, since I’m not used to feeling things so strongly.

I shift awkwardly a little after landing before turning around and narrowing my eyes on the spider.

Damnit, fine!

Let’s just hope this kills it.

I spread both of my arms out at angles to my sides as if trying to welcome someone into a hug before activating a skill.

Blood of Ruin.
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Blood of Ruin



Scarlet

Almost immediately, I let out a grunt as droplets of my own blood shoot out of me and through my clothes with ease before hovering in the air in between me and the arachne. Meanwhile the arachne just freezes in place after turning around, the hairs on its body quite literally standing up as it begins to back away from the random orb of my own blood.

Interesting.

The orb changes color slightly, taking on a black tone to it, as if the blood was corrupted somehow. Then it begins to spin.

It does it rather slowly at first, but the spinning gradually grows faster and faster until it’s moving so fast that even I can’t keep up with it with my eyes. And almost immediately after, little droplets of blood begin to appear all around us. Although these don’t have the black shade that the main orb has, nor are they as large.

The taracht actually jumps back when a droplet appears near it though, which has me growing genuinely curious about why the skill is having that big of an effect on it. Although I haven’t actually tested this skill outside of a training hall monitored by White, considering it’s an etched skill from a demon. So it’s probably recognizable.

I don’t get to think much on it though as I’m immediately struck by dizziness as my mana begins draining like someone had just pulled the plug in a sink. And it continues draining and draining and draining until I find myself dropping to one knee and panting with only ten percent of my mana left, the skill having taken seventy-five percent of my maximum mana capacity just to be used once.

This skill is unpleasant to use.

“Well, the mana price should decrease as it levels up, and the skill itself is worth the price,” Tar comments as I raise my head to look at the fruits of my labor.

Each and every droplet of blood grows to form a ball of spikes. The balls then shoot out spikes of blood that each connect to other spike balls, turning them into a complicated array of bloody lines throughout the sky, with them all connecting each other to the main orb of blood. Then the black blood in the main orb begins to spread throughout the array, all while the arachne frantically looks for a way out of the area.

But it’s already enclosed in by lines blocking any attempt at escape, and the thing seems too terrified of the blood to even touch the lines.

I begin to sit back, only for Tar to shout at me to keep moving. So I let out a short groan and continue moving ever so slightly just to make sure whatever the poison is doing doesn’t do whatever Tar is afraid of.

After the black blood is distributed across the lines, a loud screeching sound comes from the arachne as I see some small parts of its body beginning to groan and stretch only to return to normal. As if a part of it were being pulled outside but the part failing to make it.

Interesting. Guess the spider is too strong for its blood to be pulled into the skill.

On the other hand, any blood that was spilled in the area is immediately pulled into it. And I go ahead and open up my blood storage, letting all of the blood in there join it with a look of expectation on my face despite the incredible discomfort I’m in.

Then, after all of the blood in the area is pulled into the skill including both the spilled blood and the blood of any animal or even any of the stray spawn that had wandered into the area during this fight leading to a pitiful death of the animal or demon, it happens.

A loud cracking sound echoes throughout the area, following which the various lines and orbs of blood show cracks on their surface. These cracks then begin to leak a type of corrupted blood that covers the ground in the entire area, slowly corrupting and poisoning and even burning anything and everything it touches.

Except me, who the blood just slides right off of without even soaking into my hair, clothes, or armor.

Then another cracking sound echoes as the arachne lets out terrified and pained screeches, briefly bringing my attention to the orb to find it having cracked again along with the lines, increasing the speed of which the blood is leaking out. So I look towards the arachne, soon finding the thing writhing on the ground as the blackened blood corrupts its body, burning it, mutating it, and overall destroying it.

Leaving it in ruin in every way possible.

But the process only speeds up when more blood floods the area. And it’s not just the arachne that’s hurt, as the blood burns and corrupts every living thing aside from me. Including the plants, the animals, and any other demons nearby. Even including the grass at my feet.

It all eventually turns to black and red ash, with the sole exception of the arachne, who is still struggling on.

Until one last crack and a shattering sound echoes through the area, following which all of the blood in the orb and the lines immediately rushes towards the last living thing in the area besides me.

The arachne.

“Holy fucking shit…” I mutter, a little stunned by the absolute destruction caused by the skill.

All that’s left is the black and red ash shimmering with a faint crimson glow all across the ground, along with a vast orb of red that’s thrashing about as I hear muffled screeches coming from inside. Screeches that are growing quieter and quieter by the second until they vanish entirely and the blood calms down.

A short time passes in silence, the orb of blood left remaining only barely making a blubbing noise once in a while until the orb itself just bursts, painting everything in blood around it and dropping a large amount of ash on the ground.

I look around from my place trying to walk back and forth before smiling a little.

Then the sensation caused by the poison grows worse.
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Victory or Loss



Scarlet

The tingling sensation and sensitivity grows stronger and stronger until just the simple fact of wearing my clothes is growing far more uncomfortable than anything I’ve ever felt before. No matter how much I try to run around.

“Ta-ah,” I try to speak out loud, only for the sensitivity in my mouth and my throat to stop me.

Tar, what the fuck is going on?!

“It’s much worse than I expected,” Tar says while appearing in front of me. “Now that it’s dead I can tell you what the poison is. This creature has a special type of petrification corruption. The corruption first makes the infected creature so sensitive that they can’t move before their body begins to turn to stone. But the amount of your body that turns to stone and how fast you petrify depends on how much you move and if you can keep moving while under the effects of the poison. Until it finally fades away.”

And how long is this going to take to go away?!

Tar doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before eventually answering, “One hour is the normal time.”

Fucking hell! There is no way I’m going to be able to last an entire hour like this!!

“You have to!” Tar exclaims, sounding genuinely angry. “You are not giving up on me! I will not have you dying, do you hear me?! You’re the most important person in the world to me now! We’re tied together! Do! Not! Die!”

My eyes widen in shock at the stuff he just said. And considering that he’s a fae, he can’t lie. So he really means all that.

I’m… uh…

He seems to grow embarrassed after a moment and looks down as he mutters, “You’re my best friend. And… I’ve never had one of those before…”

I blink while still moving, the strange twist in the conversation helping me somehow deal with the incredibly unpleasant sensation better.

What about your family?

“My brothers and sisters have always been in competition with each other, never caring all that much for the most part beyond simple politeness and a few close siblings amongst them,” Tar says, sounding sad. “And our father isn’t much better, especially considering the vast number of siblings I have. We weren’t treated poorly by any means, but there wasn’t as much warmth in it as there is in you mortal’s relationships with your fam-”

He cuts off as he notices me grimacing at that. Particularly the fact that I didn’t have my parents around growing up.

And an awkward silence fills the area as I try to move as little as I can while still moving, just so that my body doesn’t rub up against my clothes much. It’s getting so bad that if it weren’t for my pride beating down at me not to, I would straight up strip here and now.

But my pride won’t let me. And it’s making the situation even worse.

Then a cracking sound echoes through the clearing, bringing my attention to my fingers, which are slowly turning to stone.

“Move faster you idiot!” Tar shouts while rushing around me as if that would do something.

Damnit!

I grit my teeth and begin moving faster. But it looks like it’s already too late. The petrification is slowly spreading. And the further it spreads, the harder it is to move.

Slowly it spreads across my hands and then arms before more of it starts on my feet. And by this point, I can’t move at all, even if I wanted to. So it continues spreading until it suddenly stops right around my shoulders, confusing me.

Tar lets out a sigh of relief and mutters, “Thank Oberon… the poison’s effect was weakened.”

I open my mouth to speak, only to realize that the sensitivity of my body has returned to normal, and everything feels fine again.

Then pain shoots throughout my entire body instead, and I can’t help but scream as it’s the worst pain I’ve ever felt in my entire life. Even worse than having a limb torn off or my heart cut through or pierced. Or even my gut impaled.

I immediately use pain diffusion to remove fifty percent of the pain, but it still hurts bad enough that I can’t help but scream. A flaming pain all throughout my body. A sharp stabbing pain in my chest where the wound is still closing, along with a burning pain that is flooding my mind where my arms are petrified.

“Damnit,” Tar mutters as he floats around me, seemingly unsure of what to do. Eventually I vaguely see him vanish, seemingly abandoning me.

But I know him. He wouldn’t do that. He has to have some reason for it.

Whatever reason it is though, the pain continues growing worse regardless.

And soon enough, my mind blanks and everything goes black.



The In-Between

Tar panics as he flies through the in-between, searching desperately for a connection. But the only connection he can find is that of his contract with Scarlet’s father. The one he had to sign in order for him to be allowed to contract with his daughter. The one stopping him from telling Scarlet everything he wishes to tell her.

No! Nonono! I haven’t been able to form a connection with White yet?! Why not! I can’t find her through the In-Between without it!

As he flies through the In-Between in his tanuki form, passing through the absolute darkness that is the In-Between with nothing in it aside from him, he continues panicking, unable to find what he wants. At one point, he peeks his head out of the In-Between to look at the mortal realm, only to find himself at the North Pole. So he reenters it and continues flying through the In-Between again for a while until he stops and peeks again, only to find himself on Tartarus instead.

This process repeats itself over and over again as the In-Between has no measure of distance. Just one foot in distance inside of the In-Between could end up on entirely different planets or even realms on the outside, making it nearly impossible to find anything without a direct connection to them. And that’s not even mentioning that any world where a fae has no connection will not even allow the fae inside the planet through the In-Between.

Tar continues flying before eventually tugging on his connection to Scarlet, the girl he has grown to love more than his own family. Far more than his last contracted partner, even if he himself doesn’t understand why.

When he first met her, he had only decided to contract with her because of who her parents were. What her bloodline was. He even thought that he was lowering himself a little bit to allow a child such as herself to contract with him and felt it necessary to keep things from her and even manipulate her a little bit. But after spending time with her, he grew to love her. Grew to no longer feel any need to manipulate her. Even grew to feel disgusted at his mere act of having previously manipulated her.

It’s not a romantic type of love, though. Instead, it’s one between comrades. Between what the humans deemed ‘best friends’ when he asked around while Scarlet was in class one time.

The fae prince’s panic only grows when he returns to find Scarlet completely unconscious in the middle of an ashen blood covered clearing inside of a park during a Demonic Assault with her arms and legs turned to a purple tinted stone. And for a moment he turns to look towards the center of the city, only to find that it’s far too far away.

By the time he would arrive, if he isn’t just taken or killed by a demon along the way, Scarlet could already have been killed by a wandering spawn. And he does see plenty of wandering spawn when he flies up into the air over the park. Some of which are heading in her direction.

His eyes widen when he sees a fomorian along with them. Something that would absolutely be able to kill a weakened, almost dead, and unconscious Scarlet.

Nononono, she cannot die!!!

Tar tries to think of anything he can possibly think of until he comes to the conclusion that there is only one way to save her now. A way he knows Scarlet won’t be happy with.

He reenters the In-Between.

And he pulls on his connection with Scarlet’s father.

He is the only one who can send someone to save her now. Even if it means… even if it means she may have to leave Earth behind for now.
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Rescue



The Blood Duchy

The Blood Lord stands at the edge of his room’s balcony inside of the Castle of Ruin, simply staring out over the edge of the floating island the castle is situated on at the vast ocean of blood beneath the duchy. The duchy itself is made up of hundreds of floating islands, each separated from one another with the only manner of transit between them being through flight, teleportation, or the single drawbridge connecting the major islands. And the Blood Lord has always felt pride over the duchy he has established personally.

But right now, all he can think about is his daughter.

Will she be brought here? Or will she stay with Amy…?

No matter how hard the man tried, he couldn’t get his mind off of this thought when he was trying to settle a dispute between Nobles. So he left the issue to his advisers instead and came here.

Not that it helped at all…

Leonidas frowns as he leans against the railing and looks out at the blood ocean, his eyes glancing at the occasional blood reaver that surfaces ever so slightly, just revealing the serrated edges that make up the fish’s back before it goes under the surface again.

Ever since Amelia took Scarlet away to Earth, Leonidas has been burying himself in his work, trying as hard as he could to not think about it. To not think about how his daughter could be in danger at any moment in time. Or about how Amelia had taken things into her own hands and forced the two to follow the prophecy to the letter.

He clenches his fist again, something he always does whenever he remembers that day. The day she had immobilized him with that damned reverse healing mythic skill of hers and forcefully taken Scarlet away.

Of course, he would never tell his father about any of this. Because all the man knows is that Leonidas sent his daughter to Earth without telling him why or even how. Not even where she was sent.

Leonidas shivers slightly as he considers what could happen if his father actually knew that Leonidas had no intention of bringing Scarlet to Earth and that it was actually Amelia who had done so.

He’d never let me or Scarlet see the woman again. Actually, he would probably kill her the moment he senses her ever stepping into Tartarus. Or at least lock her up, if only for Scarlet’s sake. Assuming she even cares. The only reason he didn’t kill her the moment he noticed her on Tartarus was because of me after all…

The Blood Lord shakes his head at the thought before leaning further over the railing and thinking of the current assault. With Satan and Damien both going on the attack at the same time as the Class V Fracture, something is going to break in the humans’ defense. And that’ll also make it a lot harder for anyone to keep Scarlet from Lyra.

He frowns as he thinks of the prophecy.

I wonder what’s so special about this Class V Fracture that the prophecy stated her solitary can safely be lifted now? Or is it just because she’s already learned to be independent by now?

“Leon, we have a visitor,” Elara suddenly says, her voice interrupting Leonidas’s thoughts.

Leonidas frowns at his contracted fae’s words before looking up and finding a tanuki suddenly appearing in the air. But before anything else, he notices the panic clear as day in the fae’s posture and face.

“What’s wrong?” he immediately asks, a small domain of blood appearing around him as he grows restless.

“It’s Scarlet! She’s been poisoned by an arachne and is unconscious in the middle of the demonic assault with no help anywhere nearby!” the tanuki shouts, clearly having lost his composure. Enough to surprise Elara, considering the emotions Leonidas can feel traversing their bond.

A cold glare appears on the Blood Lord’s face as he hears the fae prince’s words. One not directed at the fae prince himself, but at the Marchioness who appears to have failed so far in her job.

Leonidas closes his eyes before activating a skill that immediately connects him directly to the Marchioness’s mind, making her send shock and surprise through the bond as soon as it connects. Along with a lot of pain.

“Marchioness Sinclair, explain to me why my daughter is almost dead,” he growls at her, his anger growing by the second as more and more blood begins appearing around him, slowly turning into a small tempest of blood.

His anger is only abated a little bit when he feels her surprise going through the link to him as she exclaims, “She’s what?!” But she calms down just as quickly, realizing that she had just shouted at her Lord. “I apologize Blood Calamity. I will rectify this even if it means my life is forfeit!”

“You better,” Leonidas growls, sending more than a little of his anger through the link just to make sure she realizes how angry he is. “If she comes to any permanent harm, or even so much as gets a hair on her head touched by any of the demons in the Assault after this, both you and the Count will be burned alive from the inside out!”

He feels a wave of fear coming through his blood domination skill before she quickly says, “Of course, my Lord! I guarantee her-” the woman pauses with a shout of pain before groaning “-safety!”

Leonidas frowns for a moment before using his skill to take control of one of her eyes through the domination seed in her body and immediately finding that she’s struggling to fight the Blue Knight of Humanity.

That bastard again. I should’ve killed him when I had the chance.

“I’m taking control,” Leonidas states before fully activating his mythic skill Blood Domination to take full control of the Marchioness’s body, allowing him to use some of his skills with the body as a conduit.

He glances at his daughter’s fae with his body before telling him, “Go back to her. I will use my connection with you to find her.”

The fae nods his head and disappears again.

Time to see if I can deal with him quickly enough to go save her.

His real form grimaces.

If only those damned Gates had enough reality energy for me to pass through right now… this’ll have to do though.



The Street Next to the Grand Hotel
Less than a minute ago

Alexander ignores the sounds of his sister fighting the arachnae and over a dozen other Class V demons at once inside of the building as he focuses on the blood lycan and her six Class V Nobles. The battle had been going relatively well for him, but something about the way the Marchioness has been blanking out recently tells him something unexpected, and most likely unpleasant, is about to happen.

Despite that, Alexander doesn’t feel all that much about it. He hasn’t felt that much at all since his run-in with the Lady of Devouring, where she simply ate any emotions of love and compassion he once had, along with a large majority of the rest of his emotions.

He doesn’t consider that a bad thing, necessarily. But he does occasionally wonder why he’s fighting.

Alexander shakes his head, keeping his dead gaze locked on the blood lycan right as its eyes begin to glow with a much brighter crimson light than before. Then he notices little glowing crimson veins spreading throughout her body, the Marchioness stiffening up in the process.

I was right. Unpleasant.

Even with that thought though, Alexander just lightly shakes his head and begins backing up a little while preparing to use his mythic skill.

“Blue Knight, as I am in a hurry, I will give you one chance to run,” the Marchioness’s mouth begins to speak, but Alexander can easily tell that it’s not her speaking.

Alexander just shakes his head, not feeling much care for the Demon Lord’s proposal which wasn’t a proposal.

Looks like my niece is in danger. That is the only reason he is likely to risk his mind by connecting across worlds.

The Knight stands in place for a few seconds before coming to a decision.

He may not care about that girl, nor does he necessarily care about his sister anymore, but he feels like a favor owed to him would be of great use. So without hesitating, he calls his sister through his terminal, not taking his eyes off of the Demon Lord in the Marchioness’s body even for a moment.

As soon as it connects, he hears explosions echoing out from the other end as she shouts, “What is it?!” sounding angry that he’s distracting her.

Guess it would be unpleasant if someone interrupted my battle. Like Leonidas did.

“Your husband is here,” he states, not explaining any more than that. And out of the corner of his eye, he notices her eyes widening in shock. But she appears to be too locked into her battle to leave with the fifteen Class V demons hounding at her from all sides. “If you wish for it, I will let the Blood Lord go save your daughter. In exchange for a favor.”

White’s eyes widen on the screen before narrowing for a moment and then she finally grits her teeth and says, “Fine, do it. But make sure you-”

Alexander hangs up the call, not needing to be told to follow him and continue the fight after the Demon Lord is done with the blood lycan’s body. He then narrows his eyes slightly and calls out to the Demon Lord who seems to be preparing a skill, “Let me keep an eye on you and we have a deal.”

The Demon Lord’s eyes go wide in shock before he snaps out of it and nods his head.

“After you leave the Marchioness’s body, I will continue my battle with her,” Alexander further states, to which the Blood Lord seems to have no issue as he immediately turns around and begins flying through the air in a swirl of blood in a specific direction.

Without even a glance towards the Grand Hotel or the other Class V demons they just left behind, Alexander follows after the man by encasing himself in water and flying through the air in a similar manner as the Demon Lord. They then fly through over a third of the city’s length before reaching a park where Alexander notices his niece standing awkwardly in a large barren wasteland of an area in the middle of the park.

Alexander glances at the Demon Lord, vaguely recognizing the effects of the man’s skills in the area. And he quickly finds the man looking both extremely worried and proud at the same time.

The two land in the middle of the glowing red and black ash filled wasteland of a park clearing before Alexander stands off to the side and watches as the Demon Lord walks over to his daughter. And once he reaches her, Alexander finally notices the tanuki floating around her seemingly in a panic.

Her fae.

Leonidas doesn’t waste a single second, immediately waving his hand and sending a wave of blood all around him that he then begins to use to write runes in the air. Runes that Alexander has no idea what do, because every time he tries to understand any of the runes himself, he gets a major headache, and the meaning of the rune simply slips by him along with the memory of what it looked like.

Blood Runes. One of his mythic skills.

So Alexander focuses his attention on the girl instead as a bright crimson light shines from the runes and waves of the blood begin rushing into the girl’s arms and legs, slowly reversing the petrification until her arms and legs are fully restored. And immediately after the man finishes that, he simply waves his hand, causing blood to rush in and clear out any infection or bacteria that may have gotten into her wound before another blood rune fully heals the gaping hole in her collarbone. One that Alexander assumes must have been much bigger before they had arrived considering his knowledge of the girl’s regeneration.

Probably has the weaker Blood Regeneration. It would’ve healed long before we got here, both the wound and her petrification, if she had her grandfather’s Lycan’s Regeneration.

After the girl’s wounds are all healed and she is no longer in danger, Leonidas lets out a sigh of relief and brings the girl gently into his arms, cradling her like a newborn baby despite her age. And the look Alexander can see in the man’s eye even hits him somehow despite his loss of compassion. A look of pure love. Of regret, joy, grief, happiness, and just a simple enjoyment of holding his daughter for the first time since she was a baby.

Alexander blinks at that look before shaking his head.

Blood lycans. So obsessed with their family.

He begins to turn around as the Blood Lord does the same with his daughter in his arms. But he stops after a second as a thought comes to mind.

What would’ve happened… if my family was like that?

The thought worms its way into his head somehow and he can’t seem to get rid of it. He doesn’t feel much of anything towards the thought though, so he isn’t sure why it won’t leave his head.

Eventually he shakes his head again and follows the Blood Lord back to the Grand Hotel.



The Grand Hotel

Amelia grits her teeth as she continues fighting off the fifteen Noble demons, wishing that she could get this over with sooner so that she can go find Scarlet. But right after her brother hung up the call, two more Noble demons joined the fight against her, and she can’t help but curse Leon’s name in her head.

As she fights, she also notices the arachnae standing in the back commanding the Noble demons. A Count if she had to guess.

Unfortunately for her, she is not a physically focused Guardian. Instead, her magic is focused on magic itself. On her null magic.

The only reason she is still perfectly fine despite being dogpiled by seventeen Noble demons is because of the level gap in between them, her skill’s cooldowns and high mana prices coming back to bite her as she has to use the weaker ones to stay afloat while occasionally using a stronger one just to get rid of one of the Nobles.

Amelia scowls at the arachnae before finally deciding she’s had enough. Without any hesitation, she uses her mythic skill Reverse Healing on each and every Noble demon around her, making hundreds of wounds appear all over them. All wounds they had received within the last three months as according to the three million mana Amelia spends on the skill dictates.

The arachnae’s eyes widen in shock, the man somehow not having taken a single wound, before he lets out a harsh sounding screech. Then Amelia grimaces at the sight of ten more Noble demons rushing through the shattered windows of the buildings beside them. But some of them crush their way through the few remaining walls of the building, collapsing more of it in the process and leaving it as nothing more than a fifty one story building whose remaining forty-nine stories are all nothing but rubble to be found on the streets below, leaving the core exposed at the center of the fifty-first floor. The floor acting as the building’s new roof. And only because one of the Noble demons have been using their magic to stabilize the floor.

Fucking damnit!! When will these Noble demons end?!

At that thought, a swirl of blood and a swirl of water fly through the air in between two buildings nearby before stopping on the fifty-first floor of the building to reveal her brother and her husband.

Amelia visibly flinches when she sees Leonidas holding their daughter. When she sees the frown on his face. The look of sadness there. And the very slight disappointment in his eyes. Even if those eyes are currently the body of the Marchioness and not his actual body.

Meanwhile all of the struggling Noble demons on the floor seem to recognize the aura coming from the Demon Lord, along with his Demon Lord’s Rule skill and immediately give him a short salute despite them being in a fight.

But Amelia has no intention on fighting right now. Not when her daughter is here and could become collateral damage.

And the demons don’t seem willing to either.

A few seconds pass in silence after the Nobles all call out their greeting to their Lord, during which White makes sure to send a sweep through the area for any Guardians who may have seen Scarlet with the demons, or the scene here happening at all. And after finding none, she double checks to make sure that all of the security cameras really are out and that there isn’t one that someone made for some reason use mana in the area. But she finds none of those either, as to be expected.

She lets out a breath, unsure of how to feel as she watches her husband walk through the demons before stopping next to the core and directly meeting her eyes. Meanwhile her brother just continues staring at him like a fisher watching the fish on his hook. Likely waiting for the exact moment he sends Scarlet through the Fracture core and leaves the body he’s using to attack.

Amelia grits her teeth even harder and clenches her fists for a few seconds before eventually releasing a sigh and relaxing her grip.

I’ve lost. It’s… his turn now.

Leonidas looks surprised for a moment before a very faint smile emerges on the beautiful woman’s face he’s currently using – a fact that bothers Amelia more than she wishes to admit – and he mouths, ‘Travel through the Arctic to see her.’ And just seeing that alone makes her relax a little.

A smile even almost emerges on her face as she realizes that he’s on his way to forgiving her if he’s willing to have her visit.

‘Stay away from father though,’ he adds after a second.

Wasn’t planning on going anywhere near that monster after he almost killed me the last three times I saw him. In fact, if it weren’t for Scarlet and you, he would’ve killed me.

Amelia and Leonidas look each other in the eyes for a few seconds, the Knight feeling ever so slightly odd in the fact that she’s looking at him despite not looking at his real body, before Leonidas finally presses their daughter’s hand to the core as she lies unconscious in his arms.

“See you later, Scarlet,” Amelia whispers, despite knowing the girl is unconscious.

Then her daughter vanishes in a flash of red mist, having been sent to Tartarus through the core by her husband. Leonidas then turns to look at Amelia once more and says, “It was good to see you after all, Amy.”

Amelia waits a few seconds before saying, “I missed you, Leon.”

Then silence fills the roof as the dozens of Noble demons awkwardly watch the byplay between the two.

After several seconds, the silence is broken by her brother letting out an audible growl, the man clearly getting impatient for his fight to continue.

So Leonidas nods his head once before the crimson veins on the Marchioness’s skin fade and the brightness of her eyes goes down along with it, leaving the woman back in control of her body with what looks to be some disorientation. And almost immediately, her brother transforms into a giant ten meter tall kraken, slapping at her and yanking her down with him as he falls off of the roof due to his size.

Meanwhile Amelia continues her battle against the Noble demons.

I hope you stay safe, Scarlet.
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Scarlet
Fourteen Years Ago

I hide at the corner of my bed on the upper bunk underneath a pile of blankets as I watch Arthur walking into the room with a girl the same age as us. And I feel a small flicker of curiosity from watching them.

Who is she?

The girl has long black hair going down to her lower back, with two curious and happy looking brown eyes and hands that are wandering everywhere. I almost yelp when her hands get close to the small deck of cards that I’d managed to find a few months back in an alley, but I hold myself back just barely when her hands pass by them without stopping.

Why I’m hiding here? I’m not really sure.

The girl is new. I’ve never seen her before.

And new people means more people that I could end up touching. And the boys visiting from the city said that I would get them sick.

So I ran.

I watch the two as the girl continues talking and talking and talking nonstop, just walking around in circles looking at everything in the room. But I stiffen up the moment her eyes lock on me.

Please don’t notice me. Please don’t notice me. Please don’t-

“Awwww! You’re sooo cuuute!!!!” she squeals while rushing towards the bed, making me back up to hide fully in the blankets. But that doesn’t work as the taller girl just climbs the bed within seconds to yank the blankets away before grabbing me and pulling me into a hug. “Sooo cute!!!”

I struggle to get out of her grasp in a panic, not wanting to get her sick. Because that’s what they said would happen. But no matter how hard I struggle, the girl – who despite looking the same age as Arthur, who is the same age as me, is at least four inches taller than me – keeps her hold firm.

“Arabellia, you’re scaring her,” Arthur warns her, surprising her enough to let me go before I end up throwing myself off the bed by accident. She then rushes over to the side of the bed and exclaims, “Oh, no! Are you alr-”

I don’t let her finish, simply running out of the room as fast as I can and turning to leave the building entirely. It isn’t until I make it to the alley two buildings down from the orphanage that I stop to catch my breath between two dumpsters, sitting down in between them while hugging my legs and looking at the muddy ground from the rain that had just come through last night.

Please don’t let her come after me. Please don’t… I don’t want to get her sick…

I let out a yelp when I feel a hand touching my head, making me try to back up only to bump into the wall as I look up to find a woman with long white hair wearing a black jacket standing there with a loving look on her face. And for some reason, the sight of this woman alone makes me calm down a little bit.

Then I feel my eyes growing wet, so I rub them to wipe them off. But they just get wet again. So I repeat the process a few times till I realize I’m crying.

Crying? That… what?

The woman kneels down next to me and gives me a hug. One that I would normally avoid and run away, but I can’t with me being cornered like this. So instead I stiffen up.

After a few seconds though, the hug… makes my chest feel warm. I don’t know why. It just… feels nice.

I finally begin to relax a little bit, the hug somehow being nice. And I think the woman is relaxing as well as she strokes my hair.

Several minutes pass by like this, and I almost fall asleep in comfort. But then I hear Arthur shouting my name, and the woman stiffens slightly.

She backs up a little, letting go of me. And to my confusion, I feel a strange longing to go back into her arms.

The woman just shakes her head with a sad smile and whispers, “I’m sorry, Scarlet. But neither of us can remember this after today.”

I blink in confusion at that before tilting my head a little bit.

She pats my head, tears of her own flowing down her face. Then she stands up and begins glowing with a white light.

My eyes widen in awe at the beauty of it, but then everything… begins to… grow fuzzy…

Everything grows dark for a single moment as I blink in confusion before looking around, wondering why I suddenly don’t feel as anxious anymore.

I look down to see footprints right in front of me, but no one is there. Which just makes my confusion grow stronger.

After a second, I hear Arthur shouting again, so I climb to my feet, wiping off the mud that had gotten on me. Or at least, as much of it as I can get off with my dirty hands. Then I begin leaving the alleyway, confused as to what just happened.

And why I feel like I just met. Someone important. Even though I didn’t.



Scarlet
The Present

I wake up to the sight of a very fancy canopy above me. And when I look down, I find myself lying on an enormous bed fit for at least four people sleeping on it at once, with a large curtain around the bed that’s closed. The bed itself is completely black and red in color, which plays to my taste in aesthetics. But I can’t help but wonder…

Where am I?

The last thing I remember was losing consciousness in the middle of that park after beating the arachne. And I think Tar was panicking as well.

Then there’s that dream. I remember it so clearly now. That was White. She had visited me when I was just five years old but for some reason wiped both our memories of the event.

Why would she do that?

I don’t… I really don’t understand.
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Scarlet

Before I can ponder on the subject any more, I feel something shifting under the blanket, making me blink for a moment before I move the thick and rather comfortable blanket to find Tar curled up next to me. And that sight alone makes me smile.

It takes a moment, but the tanuki’s eyes slowly open as I begin petting him, my smile growing a little bit in the process. And as soon as his mind registers that I’m awake, he exclaims in my head “Scarlet!!” and rushes straight at me, jumping into my arms where I hold him to my chest. “You’re awake!!!”

Yep. And I had another dream of White erasing my memories before.

Tar raises his head to look me in the eyes as he asks, “Really? What was it about this time?”

Well, it was the first time I met Belle back when I was just five years old. And apparently she didn’t just erase my memories this time, but also her own. She comforted me when I was feeling upset and anxious before just erasing both of our memories and vanishing.

“Really?” he mutters, his confusion coming along with the words into my head. “I wonder why she would erase her own memories as well…”

Me too. But before that, do you have any idea where we are? Or how long I was asleep for that matter?

Oh. And who it is that’s been pacing outside of this curtain back and forth since I woke up?

The tanuki blinks at me for a moment before floating out of my arms and landing on the bed itself as he says, “Oh… right.”

Several seconds pass with the only noise being that of the pacing, any other noise outside of this room being completely blocked off with what I can only assume are extremely powerful soundproof walls.

So, are you going to tell me?

“I’m just going to say it outright,” Tar says, tensing up ever so slightly. “You’re on Tartarus.”

I blink at that. Then stare at him for a few seconds.

Then I lie back down on the pillows again to stare up at the canopy.

Oh.

“It’s my fault…” Tar eventually says, sounding regretful as he climbs on top of me and looks down at my face, a sad look on his own. “It was the only way to save you. I had to do it.”

Do what?

“I had to get your father,” he answers before glancing at the curtain.

Wait, so was the blood lycan who entered the Class V Fracture my-

“No, they weren’t,” Tar says while shaking his head and lying down. “They were a subordinate of his. He never actually came to Earth personally. Just took control of his subordinates body instead.”

My eyes widen in shock at the subtle mention of a skill powerful enough to take over someone else’s body from another world.

“Oh, but don’t worry. He can’t do that to you, even if he wanted to,” Tar says, sensing my distress. “He has that skill etched, so you have a much weaker version of it even if the only thing it does for you right now is make you immune to that sort of thing.”

I open my mouth but fail to find any words to say. So I close it again.

“Scarlet?” he asks while reaching out and touching my face with his paw. “Are you okay?”

Y-yeah, I am. But… if he has a mythic skill that powerful, then he can only be…

“Yeah…” Tar mutters, turning to look at the curtain again. And I do the same, only to frown as I remember that I’m lying down on my hair. Which is one of the only things I dislike about having such long hair and why I almost always sleep with it in a braid.

A few seconds pass as I stare at the curtain where someone – most likely my biological father – is still pacing back and forth nonstop.

“He’s been doing that since you were brought here,” Tar says, sounding slightly amused. “Hasn’t left the room since and has been jumping at every single slight movement you’ve made. Although he refuses to open the curtain because it might ‘disturb your rest.’”

That has me raising a brow and quite honestly questioning if my conclusion as to his identity is correct or not.

“No, he’s… actually, just open your System messages,” Tar says, making me frown. “They’ll explain it rather clearly.”

And so I let my System messages free.

{Level 252 Changeling defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over seventy-five levels above your level. Almost all of the EXP has been extracted as a penalty for barely assisting in killing a demon.} x4

…

{Level 401 Changeling defeated. A massive EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred levels above your level. Almost all of the EXP has been extracted as a penalty for barely assisting in killing a demon.}

{Level 251 Demon Vanguard defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over seventy-five levels above your level.}

{Thirty Skill Points are awarded for killing three being of higher Classes than yourself in less than a year.}

{Twenty-five Skill Points are awarded for assisting in killing at least two hundred and fifty beings of a higher Class than yourself.}

{Twenty Skill Points are awarded for taking enough damage to kill most people your level ten times over and surviving.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing three being of higher Classes than yourself.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for surviving a petrific miasma poisoning.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for having at least twenty-five percent of your body petrified and restored.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Arachne.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 183. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 196. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 11.]

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 2.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 10.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 17.]

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 17.]

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 13.]

I read through them all, finding the messages to be quite satisfying, but I also don’t see what Tar meant by ‘it’ll explain it rather clearly.’

That is, until a System notification plays out after the messages.

	System anomaly recognized upon fracture crossing.
Resources diverted towards determining source…
Source confirmed.
Anomaly’s true name was interfered with by a system user known as the White Knight of Humanity.
True name has now been returned to normal.
Anomaly has been repaired.
System resources returning to appropriate responsibilities.



My… true name? What?

“Open your status,” Tar gently tells me while patting my collarbone with his paw.

I frown before doing exactly what he says and quickly allocating my free points without looking at anything else first.

Then I notice my name.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Age: 19	Level: 196	SP: 112
	Stats:

	Physical: 552	Mental: 551	Magical: 551
	Physical/Level: 2
	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 258,060.85/258,060.85	Free Points/Level: 3
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 11	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Beast Form	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 17	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 17	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 7	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 12	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Armor	Skill Level: 7	Description
	Blood Manifestation	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Sacrifice	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Bank
	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Regeneration	Skill Level: 13	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


I calmly stare at the name part of my status for several seconds. Calmly. Very calmly.

Um. Tar?

“Yeah…?” he asks, sounding confused.

Isn’t Archeron the Royal Demon Family’s name?

“Yeah…” he mutters, his voice echoing through my head as I stare blankly at my status.

Right.

I’m going to punch White in the face the next time I see her for hiding this.
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Scarlet

“It would be within your right to do so,” Tar says with a firm nod of his head. “But you should probably focus on the present first.”

Right. And I can punch White the next time I see her.

Anyways, I had already considered that the Demon Lord could possibly be my biological father.

“You just didn’t want it to be true,” Tar says, and I nod my head in agreement.

Yeah. After all, who would want to find out that their grandfather is the one behind the demon’s assault on Earth?

It’s… kind of a bitter pill to swallow.

“Perfectly understandable,” Tar says while climbing to his feet again, which I have to admit is rather uncomfortable considering where he’s standing. But he flies into the air quickly enough that it doesn’t matter. “I will mention that you can know more about the reason behind his anger now that the Class V Fracture has passed. But I can’t tell you it personally. You’ll have to find out from your grandfather himself, as not even your father knows the whole story. And what he does know he’s only learned recently.”

Wait, really? That’s kind of surprising.

Well, time to spend my Skill Points then.

Tar gives me a look before glancing at the curtain and asking, “You’re just gonna leave him out there?” He turns back to me again. “After he saved you?”

I mean, he also abandoned me in the first place.

“While I will admit that he didn’t have anyone bring you back from Earth before now, he didn’t have a choice in how you ended up on Earth in the first place,” Tar says, making my eyes widen slightly. “He and White basically fought over custody of you and what they should do about the prophecy, and she ended up immobilizing him and making off to Earth with you while he was unable to move. So I actually agree with White in that you should at least forgive your father, if not now then in the future.”

My mouth opens for a second before I close it again.

He… didn’t have a choice?

I…

After a few seconds, I purse my lips and glance over at the curtain.

That… does change things. But I’m still not forgiving him.

But I won’t hate him either. Assuming I’m even capable of hating someone, which I’m not entirely sure I am.

“Huh?” Tar mutters, confused as to my current thoughts.

Okay, I won’t necessarily dislike him or anything. Well, outside of the whole ‘he could’ve come to get me afterwards’ thing.

He’s not my father though. Even if he is my biological father.

Allen is my father, and nothing will change that.

Speaking of, how-

“White already explained everything to Allen, Cynthia, and Belle. You don’t have to worry,” Tar says, waving his paw like nothing’s wrong. “And the people of Earth have been led to believe that White took you in as her apprentice and you won’t be showing your face in public for years, having White hide you from view and manipulate memories to hide you whenever you ‘go out to fight in Fractures.’”

I blink at that.

Wow. That’s actually a good plan.

And definitely something I could see the populace believing considering White’s image.

Not like they can prove otherwise either. Especially considering that my true name has changed, making scrying and divination a lot harder.

I lie back down to stare up at the ceiling for a few seconds before letting out an inaudible sigh and sitting up, only to look down and notice that while I am wearing the same shirt and pants I was wearing when I fell unconscious, I don’t have my magi-tech armor on. Just my black t-shirt and black pants. I don’t even have the amulet on.

Oh. Right.

Tartarus doesn’t allow modern world technology like the advanced armor fibers used in my magi-tech armor. Which, unlike the cotton in my shirt and whatever is in my pants, is way too advanced for Tartarus.

That’s a pain. I hope my armor didn’t explode, because that jacket, even if it was something White technically gave me, is still important. If for no other reason than how long I’ve cherished it.

I raise my head to look at Tar, only for him to nod and answer my unasked question, “Don’t worry, your jacket is fine. When your armor came with you to Tartarus, it fell apart and spilled all the clothing it had merged into the amulet. Including the jacket.”

Okay. That’s good.

Anyways, I should stop procrastinating now.

“Yes, you should,” Tar agrees with a nod of his head.

I continue lying in place, not moving an inch as I stare at the curtain.

Seconds pass in silence with the only noise once again being my biological father’s pacing.

“Any day now,” Tar comments.

Oh, right. There’s the skill points that I need to distribute as well.

“Scarlet,” Tar says, his voice sounding stern. “He’s been sitting there for three days straight without leaving the room or even eating.”

My jaw drops open in shock at that. Both that I’ve been here for three days, and that he hasn’t even stopped to eat.

I…

A faint warmth fills my chest at that, but I push it out of my mind as I remember that he did still leave me to my fate on Earth even if it wasn’t his choice originally. Because he very well could have come to get me from the orphanage. Or gotten someone else to do so.

But still. He doesn’t deserve being made to wait longer just because I feel uneasy being somewhere completely foreign to me… actually, where am I exactly? In Tartarus, I mean.

“You’re inside of the Castle of Ruin in the Bloody Duchy,” Tar answers before nodding his head towards the curtain as if directing me to open it.

Fine, fine.

I take a deep breath before climbing out of the blankets fully and crawling over to the edge of the bed to grab the curtain. And as I do so, I immediately hear him pause in his pacing as if noticing my movements. Then he moves up to the curtain, only to back away and continue pacing again.

Wow. He really is doing what Tar said.

I glance at the tanuki before finally pulling the curtain open.

My first thought upon seeing the man who is my biological father is that I take after White more than him. His face is a bit sharper than my own, his eyes are a bit narrower even if they are the same glowing red as mine, and he’s quite a bit taller than both me and my birth mother. Although my hair clearly takes after him as we have the same shade of black. And while he doesn’t have as much red going through his hair as me for some reason, he still has the occasional highlight that I can see.

In fact, his hair looks rather thick. Just like mine. To the point that the black often covers up a lot of the red as he stares at me with his mouth wide open like a fish.

We both stare at each other for who knows how long as I put my legs out over the edge of the bed. Then I break the stare by looking around at the room beyond the curtain. And the room is extremely luxurious. Even more luxurious than my suite at the university in some ways. Although less in others.

It certainly looks a lot more grand at a glance, but it is lacking in one particular area.

No electronics.

Although there do seem to be some items that should be pure magical items – the term most demons tend to use for items that are imbued with skills or simply enchanted with rune magic – lying around the place. Judging by the mana they give off at least.

I look back at the man when he finally closes his mouth. Only to continue staring.

“Oh by the fae king, stop staring and say something!” Tar loses his patience, and immediately afterwards, I feel myself wrapped up in the man’s arms without being able to move an inch.

Uh.

I actually don’t feel particularly uncomfortable by his contact, probably because he’s my biological father. After all, I didn’t feel that uncomfortable with White either. Or Aria. But Aria is Aria.

Speaking of-

“Yes, Aria was told by White about what happened,” Tar says, his amused voice sounding in my head as I try to figure out what to do with my arms before eventually just leaving them at my side, unused to hugs in general. And not really feeling close enough to the man to return it even if I don’t try to struggle out of it.

Which in and of itself is a big step up above most other people who try hugging me.

Although, after he continues hugging me without saying a word for like an entire minute, I begin to feel more and more awkward. All the way till I reach up and pat him on the shoulder, saying, “Uh, could you let go?”

And he does so immediately, stepping back and meeting me directly in the eyes.

Eyes that I can’t help but notice once again look just like mine even if they’re a bit narrower. At least, like mine in the whole glowing crimson eyes thing.

Looks pretty cool. Although also a little odd, since I’m not used to looking at people with glowing crimson eyes in the eyes.

Wonder if that’s how others feel when looking me in the eyes?

“I’m glad you’re ho- here,” he finally speaks, the man’s voice being deep but not too deep as he stumbles on what I was assuming was gonna be ‘home’ before he changed it to ‘here.’ Which was a good idea.

Because this is not my home.

We both then stare at each other unmoving for a few more seconds before Tar lets out a groan and the Demon Lord’s fae – or at least I’m assuming it’s his – appears in the form of a wolf floating in the air next to him.

And both fae speak at the same time.

“Would you just talk to each other?!” “Stop staring and talk!”

They then glance at each other, nod once, and focus on the two of us again as if we were children being scolded.

I scowl at that thought, and I notice the Demon Lord doing the same.

Then we look at each other with a frown, then a neutral expression.

“Well now we know who Scarlet takes after in terms of personality,” Tar mutters, sounding rather amused.

Until I reach out to swat him, the treacherous tanuki flying out of the way somehow before I can do it.

“Good,” the Demon Lord’s fae says, her voice sounding oddly soft considering her wolf form. “She clearly took more after her mother than poor Leon in terms of looks, so he needed something to compensate.”

I gape at her at the same time as the Demon Lord reaches out with his hand to grab his fae by the scruff of the neck before tossing her straight out the doors to the balcony of the room, which I’m only now noticing are open. She doesn’t exactly fly far though before turning back around and casually floating back inside with what I can only assume is some sort of smug sense of pride as she floats in the air.

“She doesn’t seem to be as fast as him though,” Tar comments as if speaking some sage wisdom. Then he turns to the Demon Lord and bows his head slightly, “Oh great Blood Calamity, your daughter seems to-”

I cut him off by quickly grabbing him by the scruff of the neck and tossing him out the window. Only, unlike the Demon Lord, I use blood sacrifice to rush to the balcony and close the doors so that he can’t get back inside.

Then I wipe my hands clean of the pest and turn back to the Demon Lord to find him smirking in amusement. And I can’t help but notice that I’m doing the same.

Huh. Looks like the tanuki wasn’t useless after all.

A tapping sound of claws on glass comes from the window of the balcony door behind me, but I, as the dignified lady that I am, ignore it to instead walk back up to where the Demon Lord is standing.

Now that the ice was broken, even if we haven’t really spoken to each other yet outside of his one statement…

“So mind explaining why I’m here?” I ask with a raised brow.

The amusement on his face dies down a little bit at my question before he answers, “Because I wanted to see you. And so that you can train more efficiently as I’m sure you’d wish to do.”

I narrow my eyes at that.

“I could’ve trained perfectly well back on Earth with my family,” I bluntly tell him. But surprisingly, unlike White, he doesn’t flinch. Instead his expression just retains the same neutrality as before. Although the amusement is finally gone.

Okay, the fae’s joking aside, they are right about one thing. He does seem similar to me in terms of personality.

“Yes, but it wouldn’t have been as efficient, nor would you have been able to meet my side of your blood,” he explains, not giving an inch.

Our eyes lock for who knows how long before I state, “As true as that is, it doesn’t excuse not giving me a choice.”

He nods his head and admits, “Yes, that is true. But you wouldn’t have chosen to meet me and your grandfather. It also would’ve slowed down your training significantly from what it could be.” The man then tilts his head and adds, “And besides. Don’t you want a fighting style more fit for claws and our beast forms? You can’t get that on Earth. Not the royal family’s style of fighting at least.”

Now that catches my attention.

The Demon Lord’s lips quirk ever so slightly in the corner as he says, “You do want it, don’t you?”

I grimace at that before glancing around the very fancy medieval style room for a moment and eventually nodding my head.

“Thought so,” he says, but surprisingly without any smugness to his tone. Which I appreciate. “I’m assuming you’re also going to want to go out to train?”

I turn my attention back to him before nodding my head again and answering, “Yeah.”

“Good,” he says while walking over to the balcony and opening the doors, letting the tanuki inside as he goes out onto the balcony himself. And after a second, I walk out to join him.

What I find outside though is a large castle overlooking an even larger ocean made out of blood. Which is far below the actual ground. As if we’re floating in the air.

“This is my Duchy, the Bloody Duchy,” my biological father explains. “I personally created these lands myself half a millennia ago through blood Runes, along with the assistance of your grandfather’s Blood Domain.” He pauses for a moment as he reaches back and scratches the back of his neck, adding, “Although nowadays, I have his Blood Domain as well.” He turns to me and nods. “You will likely get it too one day.”

I blink at that, utterly confused about why he’s describing his duchy to me. But in the end, I decide to just let him talk. Because I can tell he’s trying.

And I’m pretty sure he also just casually mentioned two mythic skills. Because there isn’t anything else I can think of that could create something like this.

“Just ask him,” Tar says while landing on my shoulder.

I glance at him before shrugging, turning back to the Demon Lord, and asking, “What are blood runes? And what’s a blood domain?”

He looks at me, slightly surprised that I’d spoken for some reason, then smiles a little and says, “They’re mythic skills.” And without any warning, the area around us begins to get tainted with a deep crimson while droplets of blood appear all around us. “Blood Domain is a skill that your grandfather attained that grants him absolute control over blood within the domain. And it’s a skill he etched, following which I obtained through the achievement-locked variety of it.”

I watch with more than a little awe as he begins to create animals out of blood without so much as moving a finger. The animals then start dancing around us as if alive. And to top it off, he creates several orbs of different types of blood. Some of the blood is black, some green, some red, some is even blue. Then one of the orbs – a red blood orb – gains a slightly blackish green color to it that makes me think it’s corrupted somehow.

“With the blood domain, we can manifest blood, dispel the blood we manifested, and control any and all blood within the domain,” he explains while looking up at the orbs of blood. “Now, people have a natural defense against us messing with the blood directly in their bodies, but that defense is only as strong as their own reality.” The man turns to look at me again, a slightly happy look in his eyes rather than the neutral expression he seems to have as his default one. Just like me. “But we can generally do whatever we want to the blood inside of a living person a couple hundred levels below us and there isn’t anything they can do to stop us.”

“And I can get this skill too?” I can’t help but ask, truly understanding the power of a mythic skill for the first time.

The blood domain vanishes, and he nods his head, “Yes, you can.” Then he raises his hand and begins drawing in the air, leaving a trail of glowing red blood behind. “Blood Runes on the other hand is a mythic skill that I personally etched. Something your grandfather doesn’t have. And it lets me use any type of rune magic related to blood in all of reality. And thanks to that, I’m also able to enchant items. To give them magic and skills.”

My eyes widen in shock.

Holy shit that’s strong.

Rune magic is by far the strongest magic in terms of making magi-tech, or in Tartarus terms, magical items. Especially because they don’t even need to infuse the item with a skill. They can instead just enchant it entirely, giving it magical properties.

I step up to the railing and lean slightly over it with my arms folded across the red and black bricks.

“So all of these islands…” I mutter, and my biological father finishes for me, “Are enchanted by me, with your grandfather providing the blood to do so.” He then reaches over and points down at the ocean of blood. “Which you can find the leftover blood down there.”

I hold myself back from snorting.

Leftover, he says.

An entire ocean of blood is leftovers from making a large array of enchantments.

On that note though, I look back at the Demon Lord before asking, “What other mythic skills do you have?”

He looks at me with a full smile for the first time since he hugged me and says, “I’m glad you’re interested. Although I’m sure you’re just snooping to figure out what etched skills you can get.” I blush slightly at that, since he’s absolutely correct. “We don’t have the time to get to that though, as much as I’d like to.”

Wait, what?

“Your grandfather has finally broken through the divination block on the palace and has just learned of your presence here,” he explains, making my eyes widen in both shock and fear. “He basically told me that he’ll be visiting in two hours to give you time to prepare. And we’ve already spoken for half an hour since then, so you’ll need to start preparing. And so will I.”

I blink at that.

“Prepare?” I ask. “Prepare what?”

“You… stink of the human world,” my biological father states rather bluntly while scrunching his nose a little. “Of their putrid environment tainted by their technology. Something that makes me wonder if our technological curse wasn’t such a bad thing after all.” And before I can say anything about the clean skill, he adds, “And it’s not something the clean skill can eliminate.”

Well, that’s annoying. I can’t really smell much of anything bad.

Actually, the only new smell I can smell is the near overwhelming scent of blood coming from the ocean down below. And a bunch of new scents I’m assuming belong to demons.

Also a mix of ash, smoke, and trees. The same thing I smelled from the Fracture cores.

My biological father suddenly pats me once on the head, making me glare at him before he turns around and begins walking towards the fancy double doors of what I’m assuming is my bedroom. And right when he reaches them, he steps to the side and whistles a sharp whistle that actually has me wincing slightly.

“And to get rid of that smell, you’re gonna need a bath,” he says as the doors open, and a few female demon maids walk in before bowing. “Then you can meet your grandfather before the ball scheduled for later today.”

I feel a shiver run down my spine at the mention of a ball.

“I wish I could talk to you more, but I put off a lot of work recently and need to catch up on it a bit,” he says, sounding slightly awkward as he does. Then he heads out of the room after a brief, “Esteemed Blood Lord,” from the maids in respect.

The maids then turn to me and bow again with a short, “Greetings, Your Highness. Please follow us to the bath. We are running short on time, and His Highness would like you changed afterwards as well into something more fitting for the ball.”

A second shiver runs down my spine at the mention of them getting me changed into ‘something more fitting for the ball.’

I… get the feeling I’m not going to like this.

At all.

That feeling only grows stronger when Tar quickly says, “Well, I’ll see you later!” and vanishes without a trace.

Well, shit.


Chapter 39
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Unexpected Luxuries and an Unfortunate Situation



Scarlet

I let out a relaxed sigh as I lie back in the grandiose bath spanning as large as a damned swimming pool. Against my expectations, the maids actually did respect my privacy. Although I guess my thoughts on the matter were just tainted by the sight of royalty in tv shows, movies, and video games being bathed by attendants too much.

These maids actually gave me the option to let them take care of me or to let me do it myself. They even left the room so that I could get out of my clothes, telling me to place them somewhere in the changing room connected to the bath.

The only unpleasant part was them taking my measurements before they left. That and how when I told them in no uncertain terms that I wasn’t going to wear a dress, they simply apologized and said that the ‘Princess can’t be meeting His Majesty for the first time in travel clothes’ and that ‘ball attire requires women attending to wear either their armor or a formal dress,’ and since I don’t have any armor to wear until they get my new armor made, I can’t exactly wear that.

Which means I’m probably stuck wearing a dress for a little bit. Something I am not looking forward to.

Although I guess I could just refuse and put on the clothes I was already wearing before this. It’s not like there’s anything stopping me from doing that.

Yeah, guess I’ll just do that.

The maids are rather intimidating despite how respectful they are though. Just the very fact that they’re all Class V demons is terrifying in its own right. And not just them. Literally every servant in this entire castle is Class V. Hundreds of Class V demons all in this one building.

A being on par with some of the strongest humans on Earth is just a simple maid here in this castle. Certainly puts into place how different Tartarus and Earth are.

I stretch a little bit with a short groan before looking around again at the beautiful place. Throughout the room are various statues of wolves and blood lycans in their beast forms, both humanoid and otherwise. And everything is a beautiful shade of crimson on black. Meanwhile the water itself is the perfect temperature, and even feels like it’s massaging my body somehow. Probably due to magic.

There are also some small lights at the bottom of the bath just to illuminate it, each of which are crimson in color.

Overall the entire bath is a paradise to me. It even has complete soundproofing, and a small waterfall in one spot to give a bit of ambiance to it!

Out of nowhere, I hear a bell chime, following which I hear the voice of one of the maids say through the closed doors, “Your Highness, it’s time to get changed. His Majesty will be arriving on the hour.”

I hold myself back from groaning before getting up out of the water and briefly wondering how her voice is getting through the soundproofing on the door and walls. But then I realize that the soundproofing is gone. Which I guess means it can be turned on and off.

So I call back out, “Please wait outside the changing room so I can dress myself.”

A brief pause ensues before a slightly confused answer comes, “Very well, but the clothing may be difficult to put on yourself. Please let us at least help you put it on after you’ve put on your undergarments.”

I blink in surprise, only to decide that it’s probably the best concession I’ll get. And besides. If they’re gonna leave, I can just put on my underwear and my usual clothes as well while they’re out.

Surprisingly, the maids don’t give me the chance to respond as I hear them leaving the changing room. So I quickly go inside to find a beautiful black and red dress laid out on a counter in the back of the changing room, along with various other articles of clothing including undergarments. But I ignore them all to look around for my own clothing.

None of which I find.

Shit. Shit, shit, shit.

Why didn’t I consider that they’d take my clothes with them?!

I hurriedly look around the room, briefly wondering if I could somehow magically manifest clothes before eventually letting out a sigh and giving up.

Well, shit. Looks like I really don’t have a choice. Not unless I want to run around the palace naked, which is even worse than wearing a dress by a longshot.

So I walk over to it and put on the underwear. Then, as if magically knowing that I’d finished doing so, the maid knocks on the door and states, “We will now come in and help you into the dress, Your Highness.”

They wait a few moments, as if giving me time to mentally prepare myself or something before opening the door and walking in with more than just three maids this time.

I blink in surprise at the sight of five different maids, only to feel a little claustrophobic and uncomfortable in general when they get too close, some of them grabbing articles of the clothing. Not to mention my general discomfort with being in here with them in just my undergarments.

“Let’s begin, Your Highness,” she says, and out of the corner of my eye, I can’t help but notice a corset somewhere in the dress that has me wanting to be anywhere but here.

“Uh, are you sure there’s no way I couldn’t at least get an outfit with pants?” I ask, feeling a little shy and awkward being surrounded by five Noble demons in maid outfits while in my current attire. Noble demons who are all in their humanoid form, giving them only a few demon characteristics such as one of them who identifies as a vampire and simply has pale skin and sharp fangs. Or another who identifies as a draugr and has pitch black eyes with slightly pointed ears.

“I’m afraid not, Your Highness,” the same one who is always speaking says again, making me think of her as some sort of head maid or something. This being the vampire lady. “You may wear your new armor during any ball following this one after you get it, but the attire for Noble women during balls in the Noble Court are either dresses in the colors of your house, or magical armor worthy of your house’s name.”

“Oh…” I mutter, feeling a little depressed at the moment. Because I know there’s no way I could possibly escape considering the vast number of Class V demons in this palace. Oh, and the fact that it’s floating in the air.

I also know that they’re not going to give me anything else to wear, so if I don’t wear the dress, I’ll be stuck in this underwear. And I’m not gonna go around half naked.

“Then let’s begin,” the maid repeats her earlier statement, snapping her fingers and making the other maids begin rushing all around me.


Chapter 40
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Good News Amongst the Pain



Scarlet

Hey Tar? Could you make it so that I don’t get a stupid System message every stinking time I see a new demon? It’s getting really annoying to have an identification message play out in my head every last time I turn my eye to find someone new. Especially considering that everyone I’ve seen so far is Class V.

“Of course,” Tar says, his voice echoing in my head as he floats next to me, the tanuki having been scolded by the maids when he tried landing on my shoulder due to it ‘not being dignified.’ Maids who I’m pretty sure are plotting to ruin every last bit of dignity I have left by now, considering the whole corset thing which I am very much not used to wearing and is accentuating my chest more than any other outfit I have ever worn. “Actually, most demons don’t bother having the identification turned on by default, instead asking for the System to identify others. Because unlike you humans, they can identify most everyone on their planet as long as they’re not the exact same species.”

Huh, guess that’s right.

I carefully keep my balance as I walk, not used to wearing heels. Something that the maids for some reason insisted upon. The only bright side being that they didn’t put me in high heels.

The dress itself, I have to admit, does look quite nice on me. And it does take into account my dislike of exposing skin, which apparently the Demon Lord was already aware of according to the maids. Since this dress doesn’t actually expose much of anything. It even has the shoulders covered, and long sleeves that end around my wrists.

The dress is mostly black with a small red strap with the texture of a ribbon going across my stomach, with the dress flowing out from there in a mostly straight manner down to about my lower calves. The majority of the dress except for the ribbon is all a sleek black in color, but a small portion of the dress in the front stretching down from the little strap is a blood red and has some very faint ruffles as it goes down to the same length as the rest of it. At the same time, the dress above the strap actually has buttons that go up to the collar, which stops at about halfway up my neck and is made out of the same sleek material as the rest of the dress. Meanwhile my hair is completely straightened and feeling silky smooth from that bath and is running down to about my knees in length since the maids trimmed it a little. Most of it’s going straight down my back, but there are two small parts going down over my shoulders and across my chest.

But the breeze I feel from wearing a dress in the first place is unpleasant and making me want to change out of this thing and find some pants. Although not nearly as much as the corset that would be making me feel like I’m dying inside if it weren’t for pain diffusion, which I now see as the best skill in the world simply for its ability to diffuse discomfort as well as pain. And the fact that they painted my nails red was in my opinion an unnecessary addition, but then again, all of this outfit was an unnecessary addition in my eyes.

I glare at the woman who I’ve since learned to be the head maid of this palace – the vampire lady whose name is apparently Countess Selene Vespara of Bloodfall, a Countess without any land to her name – making her stiffen up ever so slightly in the process. Then I let out a sigh and focus my gaze forwards as I walk through the grandiose palace, ignoring the various demons we pass by who are all bowing to me and clearly greeting me with a short, “Your Highness.”

Something that’s really starting to get annoying.

Not to mention the fact that I’ve seen hundreds of Class V demons so far just from where I’ve passed in the palace going from the bath to wherever this maid is taking me. Unfortunately, Class V servants in the Royal Family’s houses are a lot more common than the human world’s education believes it to be.

Literally every servant serving members of the Royal family are Class V demons according to the maids. All Nobles. Most of which are of the rank Count or Countess and below.

Actually, the head maid is the only Countess rank amongst the servants. Any who are of the same rank or higher are serving as my biological father’s personal guard or in some group he has called the Blood Fang. Some sort of force of soldiers beneath him. Or rather, force of Nobles beneath him.

Such a confusing term, Noble. Since every last Class V demon is a Noble, even those that have no land are Nobles. In fact, most Noble demons don’t have any land to their name.

I hold in a swear as I trip slightly thanks to my heels only to catch myself before anyone notices.

Fucking heels.

Tar chuckles in my head, making my eye twitch. But I don’t act out to swat at him or anything because I don’t want to give a bad impression to the staff at the castle. The all Class V demon staff. The staff that if they didn’t revere me as their Princess could kill me simply by swatting me like a fly.

I am a little surprised that not a single one of them seems to care at all about my human genes though.

“Well, they know that as you ascend, your human genes will slowly be devoured by your demon genes,” Tar admits, making me raise a brow. “It’s common knowledge amongst the Nobles, actually. The Demon King himself actually admitted recently that he knew from the first time he saw you that you’d only have a single percentage of your human genes left by the time you reach Class V.”

That has me quickly turning to look at the tanuki.

I will still have a percentage left of my human genes?!

“Yeah, turns out all our worrying was for nothing,” Tar says, sounding slightly annoyed by that. “Then again, I didn’t really take into consideration that your human genes belonged to the White Knight of Humanity and not just some regular human. So the genes are stronger than most humans and will at least let a single percent survive.”

That’s good. That’s very good.

The tanuki glances at me as he says, “I doubt I have to say this, but it wouldn’t be a good idea to-”

I know. I won’t just stop fighting and growing stronger just because I’m not at risk of that anymore.

Not sure if I could even if I chose to. Not with my pride getting in the way.

“Right. Considering that you just said, ‘chose to’ and not ‘wanted to,’ you could just say you don’t want to stop,” Tar mutters, making my lips quirk up slightly. Which, I notice, has the head maid walking next to me suddenly smiling and walking a tiny bit straighter as well.

That’s going to take some getting used to.


Intermission



The Demon King’s Throne Room

Arkaz repeatedly taps the armrest of his throne as he glares ahead, ignoring the talks of the various Dukes and Duchesses around him. Instead focusing all of his attention on his inner clock that comes with the System. Something most people don’t realize exist until they ask about it.

The moment the succubi finally got a connection with Scarlet through their divining, he immediately knew the mission in the Class V Fracture was a success, even if the Class V Fracture itself was stopped and the majority of the Nobles sent there killed. But the absolute joy and excitement he felt at it was immediately crushed when the divination was cut off before they could find her. The only thing they could see was that she was somewhere on Tartarus, which could’ve meant anywhere.

He of course considered his son’s palace, but it would’ve been extremely difficult for his son to have found her immediately after she passed through the Fracture unless he was the one to send her through himself. Which he knew wasn’t possible unless he paid the set mana price required to connect to his domination seed in another world. And he wouldn’t do that unless it was an emergency, since doing it across worlds would lock him out of using that mana for several months.

So he started searching elsewhere, hoping that his granddaughter was safe, only sending a cursory letter to his son in case he did find her.

A letter he only bothered to answer after the divination barrier covering his granddaughter was finally shattered by the succubi clan, exposing his son’s actions.

Arkaz slowly watches the timer tick until it finally strikes seventeen hundred, at which point he stands up from the throne, silencing all of the Dukes and Duchesses in the process, before announcing, “I will be meeting with my granddaughter. Carry on.” Then he vanishes in a swirl of blood before any of them can react, shortly appearing on an outer court high up on a palace in the Bloody Duchy where he finds his son doing paperwork.

“Leonidas,” Arkaz coldly states as his son’s gaze rises to look at him. “You have some explaining to do.”

“She only woke up earlier today, and I wanted to meet with her before you did,” Leonidas answers in a blunt manner that has Arkaz’s eyes narrowing ever so slightly. “We both know you would’ve rushed over here the moment you learned she was here, regardless of if she was awake and recovered or not.”

Before Arkaz can say anything, he continues, “And what do you think she would’ve done if she had woken up to find the Demon King watching over her as she slept? It was bad enough to wake up to find one of the Demon Lords – people she was raised to believe were evil – watching over her, even if she already knew I was her father. But for both a Demon Lord and the Demon King?” He shakes his head. “I didn’t want to risk overwhelming her right away.”

Arkaz feels a lot of his rage die down at the explanation.

He… has a point.

“But,” Arkaz says, something coming to mind, “if she was asleep, you could’ve just mentioned that to me when I arrived instead of hiding her from me and making me worry instead.”

Leonidas looks down at his paperwork, clearly using it to avoid the statement.

The Demon King snorts and lightly shakes his head at that, understanding very well that he just wanted alone time with his daughter when she woke up.

I guess I can’t really blame him for that.

“And her armor?” Arkaz asks while walking over and sitting down on a chair in the rather large court, the blood moon hanging high in the sky.

“I will start working on it after the ball tonight,” Leonidas states as he continues going over documents.

Good. If her new armor is made by him, then I won’t have to worry about it not being good enough.

“In that case, it sounds like she’s almost here,” Arkaz says while glancing towards one of the entrances to the court in particular. “And she doesn’t sound very happy.”

Arkaz notices his son wincing slightly at that, which isn’t a common occurrence.

Intriguing. I wonder what happened?

“She… isn’t a fan of dresses, as it would appear,” Leonidas eventually explains, reaching back to scratch his neck in an awkward display.

Arkaz glances at him with a single brow raised.

“You know as well as I do that it could damage the respect the Nobles have in her if they saw her in anything but a dress or armor befitting her status,” Leonidas continues with a sigh. “I wanted to complete the armor sooner, but she almost slept past the date of the ball in the first place. A ball I had made to introduce her even if others don’t know that’s the purpose of it. And-”

“You needed her awake to work on the armor, I get it,” Arkaz mutters, making his son lean back in his seat with a sigh. “I can see how that would be an issue.”

While I could threaten everyone into submission or simply kill them, that wouldn’t help her very much in the long run. And I want to help her as much as I can in any way possible. Although I get the feeling the Nobles would only think her eccentric or some such nonsense if she didn’t wear the proper attire, and that Leon is overthinking things. She is still my granddaughter after all. And that places her far above any of them.

A few seconds pass in silence, during which Leonidas finally puts down his enchanted quill. The two of them then spend a few minutes simply listening to the sound of Scarlet’s footsteps as she approaches the outer court. And the moment Leonidas’s head maid opens the door for her and she passes into the outer court, Arkaz’s eyes lock onto her and he disappears from his seat, reappearing right in front of her before lifting the startled girl up by her arm pits and smiling the widest smile he’s shown in nearly two thousand years.
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The Demon King



Scarlet
A few moments ago

After I hear my biological father and the man I’m pretty sure is my grandfather stop talking, I let out a sigh, not pausing in my walk down the hall.

Okay. So that’s a lot to take in.

“They were likely speaking with the intent of you hearing their conversation,” Tar explains for me. “Otherwise they would’ve put up some sort of sound proofing to block others from listening in.”

Good to know.

I guess that’s one way to quell the dislike that I had fostered towards the Demon Lord for making me wear a dress.

He not only didn’t know about me disliking dresses despite knowing about my dislike for not showing skin, but he also didn’t have much of a choice by the sounds of it. Of course, I’m sure they could just force it if I really wanted to try forcing my way into regular clothes. But at this point, it’s lose some of the Nobles’ respect, or wear a dress for a single night.

And loathe as I am to admit it, I think I’d rather wear the dress. Because each and every one of these Nobles can squash me like a bug.

Not exactly a good idea to get on their bad sides in any way, even if I’m pretty sure the Demon Lord wouldn’t let them.

At some point during my walk through the palace, I get lost in my thoughts. But that comes to a screeching halt when I enter what looks like a large outer courtyard on the roof of a lower floor of the palace and am greeted by a man with long red and black hair similar to mine but with a paler shade of red appearing right in front of me. And before I can so much as react to his appearance, he puts his hands underneath my arms and lifts me up like some sort of child, making me let out a slightly less than dignified yelp that no one will ever hear again.

But despite his smile, despite how absolutely happy the man for some reason looks, I can’t help but stiffen up in fear at the waves of absolute power wafting off of him every single second. Power that is completely unrestrained. Power that makes White look like a joke in the few times I saw her letting out her mana unrestrained.

Then a slightly demonic sounding message plays out in my head. One vastly different from any other System message as I physically see a label appearing above his head and not just sounding out in my head.

<-[{Demon King} {Sovereign of Blood} {Blood Immortal} {Beast of the Apocalypse} – Blood Lycan – Level 2500]->

Are those his… Titles?

Tar answers as the man begins swinging me in the air like a child, making my face turn a shade of crimson I never want anyone to see, “Yes. When a being with a Title is identified, their Titles will appear instead of their name.” And the tanuki sounds way too amused for his own good right now.

But why am I able to identify him when he’s a blood lycan too?

“Because he’s the Demon King,” Tar answers as if that explained everything. “He’s special. Everyone can identify him regardless of their species.”

Oh.

Out of the corner of my eye, I find the Blood Lord looking away while coughing to suppress a laugh. Meanwhile the head maid and all of the other maids currently around the outer court that I see, along with some people dressed in armor, all look extremely happy for some reason.

Eventually the man finally sets me back on the ground before he then steps forward and pulls me into a hug, without even letting me regain my balance. And he quite literally puts his chin on my head as he hugs me, the man being way too tall for his own good.

I’m simply too shocked and terrified right now to move, so I just stand stiffly as he hugs me.

A level 2500 being. The strongest being in existence. One strong enough to destroy an entire planet if he wished to without much difficulty.

Is hugging me and not letting go.

Who knows how long passes with him hugging me before the Blood Lord finally clears his throat and says, “Father, I think you may be overwhelming her.”

The Demon King finally takes a step back, letting me go. But I continue staring at him, my eyes wide in uncertainty and shock. Although at this point I’m pretty sure he isn’t going to hurt me, so the fear is mostly gone.

Especially considering Tar said he actually cared about me.

But… he’s the Demon King.

“He’s also a doting grandpa,” Tar comments, interjecting himself into my thoughts.

A doting grandpa… the Demon King… doting… huh?

I blink, simply staring at the man in front of me who now looks rather awkward and unsure of what to say or do himself.

Huh. Guess our awkwardness in situations like these does runs in the family after all.

After a few seconds, the Demon King seems to realize we have an audience, so he snaps his fingers while sending them a frown, making each and every Noble in the area clear out, leaving us all alone. Then he looks at me with a warm smile and says, “Hello, Scarlet. I’m your grandfather, but please just call me grandpa, okay?”

My thoughts short out.

Grand…pa… the Demon King… grandpa…

“Uh, Your Majesty, she seems to be… uh, shorting out?” Tar’s voice echoes out loud, but I continue staring ahead, unable to really think about what’s happening.

The man in front of me reaches back and scratches his neck in a display of uncertainty before looking back at the Blood Lord, at which point I finally blink again and mutter, “Grand…pa?”

His head swivels around to look at me, a bright smile appearing on his face.

Until I, without really thinking it through, ask, “Why are you attacking Earth?”

Then my hands immediately go to cover my mouth as I realize what I just asked. Meanwhile the smile on the Demon King’s face turns sad. Which isn’t the reaction I was expecting.

He looks at me, then at his son who also looks curious as to what his answer is.

After a few seconds, the Demon King lets out a sigh and turns around while motioning for us to follow as he says, “Come. I’ll tell you the story.”

The Blood Lord looks borderline shocked at his words before he looks at me and nods his head in appreciation as if I’m the only reason the Demon King was answering at all.

“Actually, that may not be far from the truth,” Tar says, only to add, “just listen to his story and you’ll understand.”

My eyes narrow for a moment, but my feet begin to follow after the Demon King without me even thinking about it.
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Scarlet

Once we get situated in some rather luxurious chairs underneath a small canopy with a table in between us, I take a moment during the Demon King’s silence to actually examine him. The man has hair a lot more like mine than my biological father’s, and it’s more like how my hair usually is. Slightly unruly but not too unruly. Still taken care of.

Mine right now though is a different matter entirely thanks to the bath combined with whatever work those maids did on it.

He also has a face just a little bit less sharp than my biological father’s, along with a generally arrogant yet also laidback attitude in his body posture. One that I can completely understand given the fact that he’s the most powerful being in the universe. There literally isn’t anything stronger than him, so what’s there to worry about? What’s there that could threaten his pride and arrogance? Or his peace, in regard to the laidback part of his attitude.

He’s wearing two pauldrons over his shoulders with multiple layers and a golden outline with black as the main color and a layer of red fur underneath, the same color as his hair. There are some golden ropes connected between the pauldrons, and he has plates of what look like a silvery black armor over his forearms. Meanwhile the rest of his armor just looks to be a layer going down from his hips past his thighs, only on the sides of his body and not on the front or back, with some clothing similar to what I’ve seen nobles in video games and tv shows wearing underneath it all.

And he’s just staring at his hands as he leans forward, his hands resting between his knees while he seems to be lost in thought.

I glance at my biological father, only to find him shaking his head at me before he focuses on his own father. So I just stay quiet and focus on him as well.

Eventually the Demon King spreads out his blood domain around us, just like the Blood Lord did before, and begins speaking in a slightly monotone voice, as if distancing himself from what he’s saying, “Unlike what many of the humans on Earth seem to believe, and even some of the demons, the System on Tartarus has been here for almost two thousand years now. And back then, when the System first initialized itself here, things were far different from now.”

My eyes widen in shock at that statement alone.

Two thousand years?!

“Tartarus was split up into several different nations, including the Holy Empire, the Grand Empire, the Arcadian Republic, and various other nations, each with their own people and their own ways of governing,” he continues, his words still sounding distant to my ears. “During that time, I was the King of a smaller kingdom known as the Blood Monarchy. And things were relatively peaceful.”

I blink before frowning. And I notice the Blood Lord doing the same.

The Blood Monarchy? The King of a smaller kingdom? Not one of the larger powers?

“That peace didn’t last long,” the Demon King says, a slightly self-mocking tone in his voice. “The Grand Empire decided to pursue world domination. And one of the very first nations they conquered was my own, showing me just how weak we were, even after the System’s initialization into Tartarus.”

I can’t help but lean forward a little, interested beyond belief in this story. Something that will most likely answer all of the questions the humans of Earth have.

“They didn’t just stop with conquering us though, instead deciding to use the powers of the System in order to create human weapons,” the Demon King continues, but the Demon Lord stops him there as he asks, “Human…?”

The Demon King raises his gaze to meet his son’s before nodding and answering, “Yes, my son. Human.”

He then meets my own eyes as he continues, “The Grand Empire experimented on my entire kingdom, my wife and I included, and turned us into test subjects. Turning us into creatures no longer even considered human by the System.”

A short pause ensues as I hold my breath.

“Turned us into demons.”

Both the Demon Lord and I stare, our mouths agape.

Demons… used to be human.

Even Tar looks shocked, not to mention my biological father’s fae who had appeared out of nowhere as well.

“Our bodies all changed, the Empire turning us in groups, making some groups stronger and faster than others,” he continues, his voice sounding monotone once again. “The vast majority of the population didn’t even manage to hold onto their intelligence. Their capability to think like a human. They were turned into what are now known as spawn.”

Neither the Demon Lord nor I say a word, simply listening as the Demon King leans back. “With our help, the Grand Empire eventually managed to achieve world domination, conquering every last nation, and creating the Empire of Tartarus. But despite our assistance being the sole reason for their victory, the rest of the humans in the world hated us. They believed us to be disgusting, terrifying creatures who shouldn’t exist, and they treated us as mere slaves. Despite them being the ones who made us into what we were in the first place.”

That’s… horrible.

“I, along with all of the demons beneath me who still held their sapience, grew more and more enraged over this as the years passed. But despite this, we still held our tongue. We still obeyed. We didn’t rebel,” he says, his voice growing softer now. “And eventually things even started to look up.” He looks at my biological father. “My wife and I had you, Leon. And we were even planning on having a daughter to give you company as well.”

His gaze turns to me, a deep sorrow filling him to the brim, “But then the Emperor of the Empire of Tartarus decided to make a show of power over the demons. By killing my wife.”

My eyes widen in shock, and I notice the blood domain around us growing slightly turbulent with the Demon King’s current emotions. Emotions that I can see written all over his face.

Pain. Rage. Hatred. And sorrow.

None of which are directed at me or the Demon Lord, but instead at those who did those atrocities.

“We were never able to have a daughter, even though my wife really wanted one, more than almost anything in the world,” he continues, his voice toning down slightly. “But when I found out that my wife was pregnant when she was killed…”

Holy shit…

“I lost it.”

An eerie silence fills the blood domain for a few seconds before he slowly says, “For decades, I hunted every last human I could find. Every single one. I grew stronger and stronger, eventually turning to killing the spawn in my own kingdom’s lands just to put them out of their misery. And after nearly a century, I managed to kill the Emperor who struck down my wife.”

The Demon King’s eyes narrow and he looks up at the canopy above us. “But the Emperor was ready for that, for he set up a dead man’s spell.” He looks back down. “Two of them, in fact. One of them cursed all of demon kind to be bound by what he called the ‘seven deadly sins,’ and the other restricted the technological development of Tartarus past a certain point.”

My eyes widen in shock, and even Tar’s do as well. Although, surprisingly, my biological father doesn’t seem surprised by this part.

“And the only way to dispel these curses,” he says, his voice growing quiet as he looks me in the eyes, “is to exterminate every pure blooded human in the universe. Down to the very last one.”

“Pure blooded…” I can’t help but mutter, feeling shocked by all of this information.

He nods his head and says, “Meaning you don’t count in that number, as a hybrid between a human and a demon yourself.”

“So that’s why you’re attacking Earth…” I mutter, unsure how to feel about all of this.

The man nods once more before turning to look at his son. “After that, I went on a berserk rampage, slaughtering every last human I could find. Even after the System had given me the Title Beast of the Apocalypse for slaughtering over a billion creatures. I just continued. All the way till the last human on Tartarus.”

“But the curses never lifted,” my biological father mutters. And the Demon King nods at that with a sad look on his face.

“That they didn’t,” he says, a conflicted note in his voice this time. “After that, I returned to my kingdom to find it in in utter chaos, so I rebuilt the kingdom. I turned it into what it is today and even gained the Title Demon King.” He then pauses as a sad note crosses his face, his eyes moistening slightly while meeting his son’s. “And the only reason I managed to retain my sanity at all, was because of you.”

I sit in silence, absolutely sure that I shouldn’t say anything as my biological father tears up a bit. Something I never thought I would ever see, same with the Demon King tearing up.

The silence extends for a little bit before the Demon King leans forward in his seat and looks at me again, “Over the years, I ended up reaching the level cap for Class V. But no matter how hard I searched, I couldn’t find a sufficient catalyst to ascend to Class VI.” He pauses here, his face turning slightly dark. “Then Queen Titania, the creator of the System, passed away, and free reign over the System for any living being became locked. After that point, anyone who wasn’t already initialized into the System would need to contract with a fae to initialize themselves into the System, even if they didn’t stay contracted to them afterwards. A way the Queen designed to keep her own people alive after her passing.”

Wait a second, everyone had access to the System at one point? Without a contract?

The hell?

“I almost gave up in my search to become Class VI,” the Demon King moves back to the subject of ascension, only to darkly chuckle. “But right when I was about to give up, the Fractures began, opening us up to a new world.” His eyes meet mine. “To Earth. Where more humans existed, explaining clearly why the curses never lifted.”

I grimace and mutter, “So you’re trying to kill the humans on Earth to lift the curses.”

He nods before adding, “And because I despise all of humanity. It doesn’t matter if they’re on Tartarus or not. Humans will always be despicable creatures. So I feel no pity anymore for killing them. No regret. Not after all they’ve done.”

That… I’m not sure if I can really blame him, but at the same time, what he’s doing is terrible. And he’s a large part of why treatment of orphans is so terrible on Earth. Why so many people die every day.

Now, I’m not a martyr or anything. I don’t really care much about other people unless it just doesn’t inconvenience me to help them.

And I’m not going to lose sleep over someone dying near me. It happens every day. Even before the Fractures, the world was constantly at war with itself, with soldiers dying every single day. With people dying due to disease all the time.

Death is just an eventuality in life. They come hand in hand.

“I can’t forgive you for what you’ve done to humanity on Earth, especially when they haven’t done anything to you,” I state while shaking my head, quickly finding a deep sadness in the Demon King’s eyes. “But I don’t take it personally either. So while I will never support you in any of your goals against humanity… from what I’m told, you didn’t even know about what was happening when I was taken to Earth and abandoned in the first place. You didn’t have a say.” I pause to glance at Tar, only to find him nodding his head, so I turn back to the Demon King to find hope in his eyes. “So, even if I will never forgive you in that, I will not hate you.” And after a brief hesitation, I add, “Grandpa.”

His eyes alight with joy at that, and I can tell he looks to be itching to hug me. But my biological father stops that as he clears his throat and says, “You didn’t finish.”

The Demon Kin- uh, Grandpa? That’ll take some getting used to. Grandpa straightens up again, wiping any moisture from his eyes as he continues, “The Fractures also represented a way for me to achieve Class VI, since I can ascend after I obtain ten Class V cores. So whatever the universe’s plot is regarding its creation of the Demonic Assaults and the Fractures, I need it to continue at least until I manage to gather all of the cores I need to ascend.”

My jaw drops open.

To ascend to Class VI.

This… is a major info bomb.

As I’m trying to parse this information, I hear my biological father slowly ask, “But what if there was another way to get rid of the curses?”

Silence fills the blood domain while both Grandpa and I turn to stare at him.

“What?” Grandpa asks, his face completely blank.
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“What if there was another way to get rid of the curse? Would you then stop your attack on the human world?” the Demon Lord asks, briefly glancing in my direction before focusing again on Grandpa.

My lips part slightly at that.

Grandpa frowns and glances at me, only to look at him again and nod, “If there was another way, I would pursue it.”

The Demon Lord’s lips twitch slightly as he says, “Then now is as good a time as any to tell you, especially since it’s allowed by the prophecy.”

Out of nowhere, Grandpa’s face turns downright terrifying as he looks at his son with the coldest look I’ve ever seen him show thus far. And the Demon Lord flinches at that look. He actually flinches.

“The prophecy the witches foretold soon after Scarlet’s birth,” Grandpa says, his voice just as terrifying as his face. “Yes, I know of it.” My father’s entire expression changes to one of shock. “I learned of it only a little over a month ago. And while saving the entire universe from the threat, clearing the curses, and bringing peace to both the humans and demons is a righteous goal…” his eyes flash with an even brighter crimson light, but with flickers of black in them as the blood domain around us grows turbulent, “your daughter, my granddaughter, was the one to pay the price. For your own choice.”

My mind shorts out at the mention of the prophecy. And the supposed goal of the prophecy.

Saving… the entire universe? Curses? Peace?

“What…” I speak, my voice barely a whisper despite it drawing both of their gazes to me, “…what could abandoning me have anything to do with… saving the universe?”

The Demon Lord’s eyes widen in both fear and distress, but I’m too shaken up to care.

Before I know it, I somehow find myself standing up and held in someone’s arms. After a few seconds of staring straight ahead, I vaguely notice Grandpa standing right next to me and whoever’s holding me, meaning it has to be my biological father.

But I still don’t move.

“I swear I didn’t want to abandon you, sweetie,” I hear the Demon Lord whisper in my ear, his voice filled with emotions I hadn’t realized he could express. “And all your mother wanted when she took you away was to clear our curses and let us live in peace as a family. To save you from having to discover the pain our Curse of Pride can bring.” His hand strokes the back of my head, but I barely notice it as I continue staring forward, my brain trying and failing to process what’s going on. “I love you, Scarlet.”

Everything freezes all at once. I stiffen up, my eyes grow wet, and I somehow feel my own claws, which are now extended without me even realizing it, digging into my own palms. Until Grandpa gently grabs my hands and pulls my claws out of my palms before healing them.

Even that I barely recognize as I begin to truly cry for the first time in a decade.



The Outer Court

Leonidas isn’t sure what to do as he holds his daughter. Not once has he ever been good at expressing or showing his own emotions in any way, and from what he’s seen so far, his daughter is the same way.

What he is sure about is that she’s in shock. That she’s crying. And that she needs someone to help her through this right now.

But am I that someone? I… I knew where she was all those years, but never went to go get her. I just left her abandoned in a fucking orphanage… Do I really deserve that? Or, would she want that?

“In my opinion, no, you don’t deserve that,” Elara says without holding back. “But it doesn’t matter what you want, it’s what she wants that matters.”

And if she would rather have her grandfath-

His thoughts are cut off when he feels his father’s arms wrapping around both him and his daughter, making her pause for a moment in her crying as if registering what had happened. Then she continues to cry, but without making any noise this time. Nothing more than tears.

“No one said it had to be one or the other,” Elara comments, her voice sounding a lot warmer than before.

Leonidas nods as he continues stroking his daughter’s hair lightly.



Scarlet

It takes me nearly ten minutes to calm down, and I’m honestly not even sure what had me so upset. Not even now.

“Maybe everything just hit you at once when your father brought up the prophecy?” Tar asks from his place on my shoulder rubbing his head up against my neck. Something I’m pretty sure those maids from before would skin him alive for doing.

Yeah, that might be it. But I’m not very good with emotions, so…

“Right,” Tar says as I take a deep breath and nod at the two who are still noticeably awkward but seem to be content for some reason. Even if they’re still noticeably worried.

The two give me a moment before I focus on the Demon Lord and ask, “You mentioned a threat to the universe. What is it and how am I supposed to be of any help against something that strong?”

My biological father frowns for a moment, making me realize that he can’t tell me about it. So I state, “To be perfectly clear, I don’t care about the specifics of the prophecy. In fact, I’d rather not know them if I can help it. It would make me overthink things.” This seems to surprise the two, but I don’t leave it at that. “What I want to know are the end goals of the prophecy and why I had to be abandoned for it to work. Like what is the threat that’s coming, how am I supposed to break the curses, and why does it have to be me?”

The Blood Lord clears his surprise rather quickly and says, “Okay. I’ll tell you what I can then.”

“I won’t tell you any of the specifics of the prophecy since neither you nor the prophecy want that, but the main points are,” he pauses to glance at his father before looking at me again after finding Grandpa frowning at him, seemingly still angry at the prophecy thing in the first place, “in order for you to grow independent, you had to be left to your own devices with some occasional nudging to grow. To gain achievements far greater than any other at the same levels. And to grow fast.”

“So it was you who was making all of the Fractures I entered so bizarre,” I state with a frown. And he nods his head and says, “It was.”

Grandpa doesn’t seem to like that, but he stays silent anyways.

“Before I tell you about the prophecy itself, I believe it should be fine to tell you about what happened before it,” he starts, making me frown slightly. “About how your mother and I met.” My eyes widen. “How we had you.”

“Back then, I hated humans just as much as any other demon did, and she absolutely despised demons even more than other humans,” he says, leaning back slightly in his chair. “I had gone to the witches’ valley after receiving a request from them and deeming it important enough to look into, simply because it’s a bad idea to ignore the seers. But when I arrived, they cast a ritual scale mythic skill with each and every one of their Nobles working together in order to trap me in the illusion valley alongside a human. Your mother. The White Knight of Humanity.”

They… the witches were behind them meeting?

I glance at Grandpa to find him still scowling.

Oh, right. He doesn’t like my biological mother.

And a ritual skill? Isn’t that a skill that requires over a dozen or so people working with the user for it to work?

“It is,” Tar answers. “Some might take upwards of a few dozen though. Generally the more people working with the user, the stronger the skill’s effect.”

“We, of course, tried to kill each other right away,” the Blood Lord continues, drawing my attention back to him with a start. “It didn’t work out. Because the illusion valley was in complete control, making it so that only the summoned creatures made by the witches would actually be able to kill either of us. Whenever we tried to attack each other, it simply didn’t do anything. So we were left fighting the creatures for days upon days, months upon months, and eventually, entire years began to pass in there.”

I raise both my brows at that.

Entire years just fighting alone with someone you hated? I think I can understand how they managed to get over their differences, if I’m being honest.

“It took us about three years to stop hating each other, and another two to realize we had fallen in love,” he continues, verifying my conclusion. “And after that, we had you, and the witches let us out.”

I blink at the abruptness of that.

“But why?” I can’t help but ask.

His eyes directly meet mine as he says, “Because that was their goal all along. To force us into realizing our feelings for each other, and to have a child.”

My jaw drops open.

That’s certainly one brutal way to matchmake.

“We, as you may have guessed, were not very happy with them,” the Blood Lord says with a dark chuckle. “But as it turned out, the entire illusion lasted for only a fifth of the time on the outside world as it did inside of the illusion. Although just like any time magic, it didn’t affect our level gain, no matter how unfortunate that was.”

Right. Time magic. I don’t like time magic.

“After that, they told us of the prophecy,” he continues, his eyes turning serious. “The goal of the prophecy to them is simple. To save the universe from the Class VI being who will be descending upon us from the void in an attempt to destroy it.”

“Holy shit…” I mutter out loud, my eyes going wide in shock. And I can’t help but glance over at Grandpa to see if he reacted at all to the mention of a Class VI, only to remember that he already knew about the prophecy. So I focus on my biological father again.

“They simply saw the breaking of the curses and the peace between the demons and humans as a means to that end. Something that had to happen for us to all work together against this threat,” he continues, sounding rather annoyed by that. “But you were absolutely necessary for it all. You, the daughter of one of the Knights of Humanity and a Royal Princess of the Demons. You, someone afflicted with the Demonic Instincts curse but who also has vestiges of null magic in her. And you, someone who, if raised a certain way according to the prophecy, could potentially reach Class VI in the distant future.”

Oh. Oh. Yeah, that does all make sense when he puts it like… wait, I could potentially reach Class VI?

“Of course that’s what you focus on,” Tar says, sounding exasperated as his voice rings in my head.

“So you are the only one who can end the curses for reasons I can’t speak of, you are the only one who can bring humans and demons together, and you will be the only one who may be able to bring an end to the threat to the universe,” the Blood Lord continues, his eyes never leaving my own as he speaks.

Several seconds pass in silence, the blood domain around us slowly shifting with droplets of blood moving in the air while likely protecting us from any would be eavesdroppers.

“I see,” Grandpa says, bringing both our attentions to him. “I knew all about the prophecy’s goal, but even I avoided trying to learn of any specifics that haven’t happened as of yet, since this is not a set in stone prophecy. And I understand that the wrong people knowing about it can lead to a shift in the prophecy.”

That’s a bit of a surprise.

“But still,” he continues, making both me and my biological father frown ever so slightly, “I will not be stopping my war on the humans until it is proven that Scarlet can indeed break the curses herself.”

When he sees Leonidas – which I believe was my biological father’s name and will be what I’ll call him now since constantly calling him biological father is getting awkward even in my own head – beginning to speak, he raises a hand and says, “However, I will not slaughter all of humanity even after I win. Not until we know whether or not Scarlet can indeed break the curses herself. And I will shift the focus from slaughtering every human in the Fractures to just targeting the Guardians.”

“That’ll have to do,” Leonidas admits, and while I wish he would call off the war entirely, I know that’s stretching things a bit. Considering how much he’s put into this war, and how it could all go up in smoke if I can’t actually break the curses. Curses he seems to really want to break for the sake of both us and his own people.

Because I can tell just from looking at him that this is more about that than his revenge and hatred of humans. After all, he wouldn’t consider not killing them if he truly hated them to the bone.

It’s something, at least.

Grandpa brightens up after a few seconds before turning to me with a smile and saying, “Oh, that’s right! We still have a ball to go to!”

I let out a groan.
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“Introducing, Her Highness, Princess Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron!” a voice echoes out into the hallway as the doors to the ballroom open and I step through, quickly hearing loud applause as everyone watches me enter the room. A room full of hundreds of Noble demons, all of whom are at least of the Count or Countess rank, making the lowest level individual here outside of the servants and myself being level 1400. And even some of those servants are still above level 1400.

I simply walk through the middle of the grand ballroom full of dozens of tables, each stuffed full of refreshments of all kinds, until I make it to Leonidas, giving him a light nod. Then we both turn to grandpa, who is smiling at me. And if we weren’t in the middle of a ballroom full of his Nobles, I get the feeling he might’ve started crying by now.

Something that would shock every last human on Earth to see.

“My granddaughter has finally made it back to us after all these years!” Grandpa says, his voice somehow making it to every corner of the room despite him not shouting or even raising his voice. “And she’s come with a total of seven legendary skills at the young age of nineteen!!!”

A loud roar fills the ball as everyone breaks out into conversation about it, with most of the demons praising me for my grand achievements. Something Grandpa said needed to happen to convince the very few demons who weren’t happy about me of my skill and worth. And I can already see those who Grandpa had pointed out to me earlier changing their attitude towards me already to, if not respect, at least no longer disliking or scorning me.

I guess it really was a good idea for him to announce that.

At first I was a little skeptical of the idea, but it looks like things are turning out well after all.

“Now, please! Eat and drink till your hearts are content!” Grandpa says, making me almost raise a brow at the change of the usual phrase used on Earth of ‘till your heart’s content’ due to most of the demons here having more than one heart.

Everyone raises their glasses to that before taking a sip and filing out into their own little cliques. Meanwhile I just focus on Leonidas as he asks me, “So how are you liking the ball so far?”

“It just started,” I comment with a single raised brow. But when he just raises a brow in response, I answer, “It would be better if I were wearing armor instead of this stuffy thing.”

I pat my dress over my leg to emphasize my point, giving the clothing a clear scowl.

“Well, you should have your armor by the time the next ball comes around,” he says while waving my complaints off. But I’m too intrigued by the mention of new armor to care as I look directly at him and ask, “So what’s the armor going to be like?”

Before he can say anything, Grandpa chuckles and interjects, “It’ll be the best armor you’ve ever seen. Far better than what you were wearing before coming here.” He then nods his head towards Leonidas and adds, “After all, it’ll be made by your father here.”

My eyes widen as I realize just how useful his blood runes could be in creating armor.

At first I had doubts about them making something as good as my old armor considering they’re stuck with medieval tech, but with that… yeah, their magic far outclasses what humans can do. Not to mention that Tartarus has far superior natural and magical materials to work with than Earth.

“Sooo… what will it be like?” I repeat my question, since he didn’t actually answer.

Grandpa snorts in amusement, his eyes practically dancing as he glances at Leonidas, who just shakes his head in exasperation. But he still answers after a second, “I have to admit that whoever did your armor was a very talented enchanter, so the actual defensive properties of the armor will only see a slight increase from your old armor. But there will be other enchants on the armor in addition to that. Something your other armor didn’t have. Things like spatial storage pockets, a way to enhance it through blood, and a way to repair it through blood.”

I stare at him for a few seconds before asking, “So when can I have it?”

Grandpa turns his head away to hide his smile as Leonidas lets out a sigh.

This time he doesn’t respond.

A pity.

I really want that armor now.

“Oh, and can you please make sure the armor doesn’t expose much skin?” I ask after a few seconds of silence, making Leonidas frown for a moment. And when I’m about to wonder if he had already made it expose too much, he says, “Of course I wouldn’t make it expose too much. Why would I want dogs eyeing you up?”

I blink at that, and at the disgusted expression he’s making. He even seems to shiver at the thought.

“Well, you are his only daughter after all,” Tar comments, sounding amused with the situation.

Huh. Guess that’s technically right.

Didn’t think he’d be an overprotective type.

“Scarlet, all blood lycans are the overprotective type when it comes to their kids,” Tar says, sounding both exasperated and amused.

Oh.

I glance at Grandpa, just to find him gritting his teeth and glaring at some random corner of the room. And when I look at the corner, I find a man seemingly around the same age as me running away and leaving the ballroom.

Huh.

Did he just…

“He scared off someone who was eyeing you,” Tar comments. “I’m more surprised he didn’t rip them apart than anything else, to be honest.”

“I didn’t rip them apart because then I’d be ripping apart everyone here,” the Demon King interjects into what was supposed to have been a private conversation since Tar was talking in my mind and not out loud. He then glances at me with a smile and adds, “After all, she’s clearly the most beautiful girl here, and no one can contest that. So it’s only natural. And I can’t go killing off half my court.”

My lips part open and my cheeks turn bright crimson.

“Um, if you’ll excuse me, I’m just gonna go to the outer yard…” I comment, quickly making my escape to the sound of Leonidas chuckling.

When I reach the outer yard just outside of the ballroom, I let out a sigh of relief, finally being out of there. Then I feel a tickling sensation on the back of my neck, bringing my gaze to a dark corner at the edge of the outer court where I find some man seemingly standing guard. Then I turn and find a few others.

“Let me introduce you to your bodyguards, Your Highness,” I hear the head maid suddenly say from behind me, almost making me jump in fright since I somehow didn’t manage to sense her at all.

Wait a second… bodyguards?

“Bodyguards… you said…” I mutter, very much unhappy with the idea. Not only because it’ll make it hard to sneak away and hunt, but it’ll make it hard to go back to Earth when I feel ready to do so.

“I’m kind of surprised you’re not already planning to go to Earth,” Tar comments.

Well, they’re right in that this place is much better than Earth to grow stronger in. So I’ll be taking advantage of that for a bit before going.

“Yes, Your Highness,” the head maid says, the woman bowing slightly as she says so before she waves at the bodyguards, making five Nobles step out of the shadows, three of whom are women and two men. “These are your Royal Bodyguards, and they will stay with you at all times except when you need privacy in which case they will surround whatever area you’re in to make sure you’re safe from all harm. They were all taken directly from His Majesty’s Royal Guard.”

Or at least, I’d like to go back to Earth. But it’s starting to look like the chances of that are becoming rather slim…

“You wouldn’t have made it anyways,” Tar comments, briefly prickling at my pride before he explains, “you need another demon to help you through the Fractures to get back to Earth since you’re not a pure blooded demon. Not to mention the Fractures are all fiercely guarded, always with at least one Noble. And the Gates are even more well-guarded. So unless you somehow convinced a demon to help you through, making them risk execution for the very minimal chance you could possibly sneak by a Noble demon, I doubt you’ll be able to sneak back to Earth.”

Oh.

That’s… not really what I wanted to hear…

Still gonna try to sneak away so that I can hunt on my own though. There should be a hell of a lot of prey to hunt here, so I can tide myself over with that.

Then again, there isn’t anything pressing that I need to do on Earth anyways. So spending a year or so here can’t hurt, right?

And the headmaster of the Guardians University I go to is White in the first place, so I should be fine in terms of my time there.

Actually, I wonder if that was why she became the headmaster of a university? Because none of the other Knights have ever bothered with the other Guardians Universities for the most part.

Well, that aside, I focus on my bodyguards who have been stoically waiting as I conversed with Tar. Something that people seem to be used to on Tartarus.

Although I guess that makes sense, considering that most everyone here has a fae contracted to them, unlike on Earth.

Anyways, the bodyguards are all wearing the same type of armor, which if I had to guess is probably Grandpa’s Royal Guard’s armor. It has a lot of black, with some stripes of crimson running through it and armor plating over all of the vital areas, and some sort of leather and scale armor in the areas between the plates. Also, the armor seems to be mostly made out of Blood Metal.

The thing that stands out the most about these five is that they’re all, for one, kneeling right now and not raising their heads even to look at me despite not having said a word, and for two, they’re all blood lycans.

I wonder if Grandpa’s entire Royal Guard is just made up of blood lycans, or if he specifically chose only blood lycans for my bodyguards?

Either way, it makes things difficult.

Because how the hell am I going to escape when they have hearing and senses even stronger than my own? I can hear a damned bird flapping its wings from literally an entire kilometer away!

I blink as the sound of the bird flapping its wings goes away, being replaced with a splash of blood, a crunch, and another splash of blood.

Rest in peace bird.

“Please stand up,” I tell the guards, deciding to finally acknowledge their existence beyond simply wondering how to ditch them.

The guards immediately do so, and I almost flinch at the look they’re all giving me. Because it’s honestly rather creepy.

They’re all looking at me with absolute respect, awe, and for some reason I get the feeling they’d do anything I told them to as long as it didn’t clash with Grandpa’s orders. Even die.

And it’s really creepy.

Although I also get the feeling they won’t leave me even if I told them to.

“What are your names?” I ask, and the center guard immediately steps forward and salutes me, slamming his fist into his chest plate as he declares, “Vincent Lacroix de Argus, Your Highness!”

Then the one to his immediate right steps forward and does the same, introducing herself as Elizabeth Lacroix de Argus, his sister. And the two are followed by Juliette Argol de Argus, Seraphina Tempest de Argus, and Nickolai Valtar de Argus.

Overall, a lot of de Arguses.

“Looks like he didn’t just send you an all blood lycan team of bodyguards, he sent you a team of all branch family blood lycans as bodyguards,” Tar says, sounding slightly surprised by that. Then he turns to me and nods. “Yeah, you’re never gonna get away from them.”

I raise a brow at him.

Wanna bet?

He opens his mouth, only to close it again, seemingly remembering the last bet we had.

The one where he agreed to eat his tail if I ever get a mythic skill, which is likely to happen in the distant future if I keep my current progress.

Come on. Wanna bet?

“Uh, I think I’ll just stick to my words and say no more,” he comments while beginning to land on my shoulder just for a certain maid to pluck him off and coldly state, “I don’t care if you’re fae royalty. You are not to dirty Her Highness’s beautiful dress. Do you understand me?”

The tanuki meekly nods his head in her grasp before the frightening woman lets him ago and he immediately flies behind me, not daring to touch my dress but still using me as a shield despite his ability to vanish into the In-Between.

So about that bet.

I hear him groan in my mind.


Intermission



The Arctic

Everyone moves out of the way as Amelia walks through the crowd of Guardians to the edge of the cliff overlooking the massive horde of undead approaching them.

This is a fucking pain.

Amelia has been in a bad mood ever since Scarlet was taken, having seriously been hoping against hope that she would be able to train her daughter herself. But then that had to happen.

The woman scowls down at the horde before raising a single hand and activating her Minor Erase skill, using up millions of points of mana as a large wave of white light engulfs half of the horde. And after just a second, the light vanishes again along with the Class II and Class III undead it had engulfed.

She then turns around and begins walking away, ignoring the tens of thousands of Guardians charging straight down the cliff towards the horde she had just decimated.

“You should relax when in front of the-” Purple’s voice lethargically begins to echo in Amelia’s head, but she just blocks everyone else’s vision and hearing of her before saying, “Yeah, not happening.”

A few seconds pass in silence as White begins to teleport from place to place until she reaches a large tower located at the very edge of the Arctic, where she finds Purple sitting cross legged at the center of a large dome atop the tower.

“Why did you contact me, Gabriella?” Amelia asks right away before clarifying, “What did you see?”

Of the five Knights, Purple, otherwise known as Gabriella Silva, is a complete mute unless she is speaking to someone she has seen in a vision or a prophecy, or she is speaking to one of her students. So Amelia’s first and only guess as to why she spoke to her was that she saw her in a vision.

The woman, one who looks to be in her late thirties thanks to her fate magic that makes her appear older every time she makes a divination despite most Guardians looking young, slowly opens her glowing purple eyes to look at Amelia before stating, “The pup of two bloods shall grow into a wolf. Only then may she tear down the threat of void. But be wary, as the danger may not wait for her to grow.”

Amelia waits for a few seconds to see if Gabriella will say anything else, and when she doesn’t, Amelia just nods her head in appreciation and turns around to leave. But right when she’s about to teleport out of the tower, Purple speaks once more, “There is more than one way to interpret a prophecy.”

Amelia freezes in place at that.

Even Gabriella. Fucking damnit. I thought she was above that sort of stuff, unlike Will.

“Ah, so I’m not the only one!” a voice very familiar to Amelia echoes through the area, before a vortex of shadows appears out of nowhere just a meter in front of Amelia and Will steps into the tower through it. “Why hello there ladies! Did I miss anything important?”

Purple ignores him, simply closing her eyes and not bothering with the two other Knights in her tower now that she’s finished telling the subject of her vision about it.

Meanwhile Amelia glares at Will, only for him to raise his hands as he sees white light begin to shine in her eyes.

“Wait, wait, wait! Let’s talk this out, okay?” he says, sounding like he’s in a panic for a second, only for the joking panic on his face to evaporate in an instant, replaced with a cold disregard as he says, “No, actually, let’s not. I did what I could to keep your daughter from the demons. And so did the family that you forced into your troubles, who are now endlessly worrying about whether Scarlet will ever come back or not.”

Amelia continues to glare at him, but the white light shining in her eyes doesn’t grow any brighter.

“But what all did you do while this was going down outside of your duty?” Will asks, his voice emotionless at this point. “You simply let Leonidas leave. When you could’ve stopped him. After all, it’s not like a substitute of him could’ve stopped you from taking her back if you went all out.”

The white light in her eyes cracks once before a bolt of white lightning strikes down from the sky, passing straight through the tower, ignoring it without damaging it, and striking where Will was standing, only for him to appear a few meters away with his arms crossed.

“That was a family matter,” Amelia speaks, finally feeling confident in herself for the first time in who knows how long as she turns to face him, a cold scowl on her face. “You are not family, Will. Scarlet will be training on Tartarus as is her birthright, and should she wish to come back to Earth, she may do so whenever she is strong enough to come herself.”

Will’s indifference cracks at that as he uncrosses his arms and tilts his head slightly, “So you’re actually giving her a choice this time? In a manner of speaking at least.”

Amelia nods her head. “Once she is a Noble herself, she can do whatever the hell she wants. But for now, she can only do whatever she wants on Tartarus.” Then a cold smile stretches across her face. “And if a demon who she didn’t pick a fight with does try to mess with her? We’ll see just how overprotective Arkaz can be.”

The Black Knight of Humanity shivers at the mention of the Demon King’s name, and even the Purple Knight, who’s eyes are close, shivers as well.

Amelia teleports away from the tower after that, appearing in her home floating high in the sky with enchantments that block anyone from seeing or sensing it. She then slumps down on a couch with a sigh.

Several seconds pass as she stares up at the ceiling before her fae asks, “You’re worried, aren’t you?”

Amelia smiles slightly at that and nods.

“I can’t help but worry that she’ll go challenging someone far too strong for her to a battle and will end up dying because of it,” she mutters, knowing that the blood lycans are loath to interrupt a hunt. Including the Demon King.

She better not die. I’ll erase that entire planet if that happens. Or at least I’ll figure out how to do that.


Chapter 45
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Clothes and Corruption



Scarlet

The rest of the ball ends up being rather boring and repetitive. Fortunately, no one bothers to approach me to offer a dance because I decided to put my new bodyguards to use as a buffer. And they turned out to be an incredibly good buffer.

They literally growled at anyone who got near.

Not sure if that’s normal, but I’m not gonna question what worked.

“It’s… actually, I’m not sure if that’s normal either,” Tar comments, sounding genuinely confused as my bodyguards follow along around me as we make our way towards the room I woke up in. Specifically so I can change out of this dress.

Then maybe burn the corset.

“I’m pretty sure it’s made out of fireproof-” Tar begins, but I mentally shut him out as I continue walking, imagining burning the corset and heels as soon as I enter my room. Only for that lovely dream to crumble when I enter and realize there aren’t any clothes in my room.

“Uh, where are my clothes?” I ask one of the bodyguards, and she immediately answers, “As the palace did not have your sizes until earlier this morning, and no one dared measure you while you were asleep lest His Highness kill them-” I blink at that, but she just keeps talking as if she hadn’t said it “-the palace staff were unable to get magic clothes that fit you perfectly. However, I’m sure they will have a full wardrobe ready soon, Your Highness.”

Doesn’t that mean that this dress doesn’t fit me perfectly? And here I thought it was only uncomfortable because it was a dress.

Also, is she really just going to blow off that whole ‘lest His Highness kill them’ thing?

“Yes, that she is,” Tar says, sounding amused. “And in all honesty, I’m pretty sure he probably would have killed them if they suddenly went in and started groping you to figure out your sizes as you were unconscious in front of him.”

I open my mouth to retort, only to realize he’s probably right.

That’s a dark thought.

“Any chance we can go over to wherever they are and grab an outfit for me to change into?” I ask, hoping against hope that they say yes.

“Absolutely not,” the woman, Seraphina, says right away, startling me and crushing my hopes again, only for her to add, “one of us can go get them instead. There’s no need to bother yourself for a task such a this, Your Highness.”

I blink at that, but they don’t wait for me to say anything as the one named Juliette just gives me a quick bow and vanishes from her spot, following which I hear her speaking to someone on the other side of the castle. Then just seconds later she reappears with a folded array of clothing in her arms before she carefully steps forward and places it as gently as possible on the bed.

Uh.

“I think you’re forgetting that you’re a Princess,” Tar says, sounding like he’s holding back a laugh.

Shut up.

“We’ll leave you to get changed, Your Highness,” Seraphina says as the five blood lycans all give me a brief bow before vanishing. I then hear them appear at various corners outside of my room keeping guard.

Then even that noise goes away, showing me just how strong they are.

“Yeah, you’re never gonna escape them,” Tar states again, making me shake my head as I walk up to the clothes, finding them to surprisingly include my jacket folded up on the bottom.

I smile at that.

The rest of the clothes look to be a medieval top that would likely be worn by a high born noble family from Earth, along with pants and undergarments. All seemingly made of silk.

Very soft silk.

I look down at my dress before frowning.

Huh.

How do I get this thing off?



After both closing the curtains to make sure I have privacy and spending who knows how long trying to figure out how to take off the dress, I finally get it off and change into the outfit given to me, finishing it off with my jacket over the top. Which actually doesn’t look out of place despite the different cultures and eras in the clothing.

Then again, Seraphina did mention that they were making new clothes for me. So that’s probably on purpose.

Anyways, I walk over to the mirror to check out the new ensemble for a moment before nodding and walking to the bed.

Alrighty, now I can check out my Skills Store finally.

After lying down on my bed staring up at the canopy above me, I open the Skills Store to only show legendary skills again.

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Blood Plague	Unlocked by being Class II or above, by killing a demon one hundred or more levels above you with or without assistance over two hundred and fifty times half a year of being initiated into the System, by killing a being of higher Classes three or more times without any assistance within half a year of being initiated into the System, by having blood magic.	This skill allows the user to infect every being in sight that they choose to infect with one of three different viruses, each of which will spread through physical contact or contact with bodily fluids to anyone the user wishes it to spread to.	Active
Legendary
	60
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Unlocked by being at least Class II, by surviving what would normally kill most people at your level ten times over, by surviving having over twenty-five percent of your body petrified, by surviving a powerful poison, by having manipulated your own blood in some way before, by surviving having a vital organ destroyed that would normally lead to death soon after destruction in some manner at least five times, and by- by- by- ERROR.
User does not have null magic.
Searching for alternatives… alternative found.
And by having null magic etched skills.
	This skill allows the user to slowly nullify any sort of corruption in their body over the course of ten minutes.
The ten minutes does not have to go uninterrupted, however, the user may not use any other skills during this time.
Usage of this skill requires a steady stream of mana.
	Active
Legendary
	60
	…
					


I stare at the store for a few seconds, then turn to look at Tar, who’s jaw is currently wide open.

“You’re gonna catch a fly,” I comment, amusement clear in my voice.

His jaw shuts with a clack as he turns to look at me and says, “You don’t even realize what you just got, do you?”

I blink at that before rereading the descriptions of the skills. And after rereading Gradual Corruption Nullification, I realize that it says, ‘any corruption,’ meaning any sort of illness, virus, poison, venom, or curse.

A curse just like the one placed upon the demons.

“Oh,” I mutter before immediately taking the skill without a single ounce of hesitation. Then I try to use the skill on myself to get rid of the curse.

But I don’t find anything with the skill.

“Damn, looks like it doesn’t register the curse on all demons as a curse in your body,” Tar mutters, making me frown.

Does that mean I can’t undo the curses after all?

Tar shakes his head and says, “No, you probably can if you can upgrade this skill.”

Right. Upgrading a purchased skill. Something that’s almost unheard of, with White being the only known person amongst the humans to do it.

Something I learned about not too long ago actually. About how she originally upgraded her own Pain Diffusion skill into Sense Nullification.

I stare up at the ceiling, still smiling despite the skill not working as planned. Because now there’s a clear goal in sight. Even if it’s a farfetched one.

This’ll be fun.


Chapter 46
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New Armor



Scarlet

The sun begins to come up outside, bringing my attention to the window, which is leaking sunlight through the closed curtains, marking the beginning of the day as I hear quite the number of people going to sleep. Something I’m going to find very difficult to get used to, since Tartarus is overall a nocturnal world. The days here are just as long as the nights are on Earth. Actually, they’re probably shorter in general. Just about six or seven hours each day.

A lot of the demons don’t bother going to sleep though, since most high leveled individuals don’t really need much sleep. They need rest every day, but not all that much. And it doesn’t have to be sleep. Could just be lying down and closing your eyes for a little bit.

Too bad I’m not at that point in power just yet. I believe it only happens after you reach Class III, and your mind begins to undergo the reality warp for it.

“Yes, that’s right,” Tar confirms my thoughts as I return my gaze to the canopy above me. “Class I reality warp is to change your body to fit your magic, Class IIs is to perfect your body both in appearance and physical form, and Class III is to improve upon your mind, enhancing your magical senses and making it easier and faster to think. Then Class IV begins to infuse your reality deeper into your body, giving you a natural protection against any form of mental or reality attacks. And Class V finishes that process while also granting a powerful increase in all your multipliers and warping your body one more time to be perfectly in tune with your magic.”

Right. So I just need to make it to Class III to no longer have to waste my time sleeping.

Actually, come to think of it, you don’t have to eat at Class V, right?

Tar glances at me before landing on my chest and curling into a ball as he answers, “You don’t.”

Right. Now I really want to reach Class V.

Tar snorts.

I smirk before deciding that I might as well go ahead and start getting used to this new nocturnal sleeping.



“Really?!” I exclaim, my face practically radiating excitement as I barely keep myself still while standing in front of my bed the next night. Or rather, the next dusk? The next dusk. “It’s finished?!”

Leonidas nods his head with a faint smile before snapping his fingers, making an amulet appear in the air next to him. And the amulet is absolutely beautiful. It has some sort of blood red gem inserted into the center of a triangular shaped pyramid pointing downwards with two wolves howling engraved on the silvery black design, both wolves facing away from the jewel. Meanwhile the chain itself attached to the work of art is a sleek silver with some flecks of red running through it that you can only see at an angle. As if it were magical. Which it kind of is.

I reach forwards before grabbing it and putting it around my neck. Then I put some of my mana into it and it immediately makes a large vortex of blood move around me as my clothes are swapped out for the armor, following which the vortex of blood vanishes again, leaving me in a rather comfortable set of armor. Much more comfortable than my old set which was too tight around the chest.

After testing my movement a little in it, I nod my head, satisfied with it before going over to the full body mirror that a Noble servant had brought in at some point. And my reflection in it both has me happy and a little frustrated. Because the armor looks really nice on me, but it also emphasizes my form a bit too much. Not too, too much, but a bit. And I’m used to wearing stuff that doesn’t do that. Hence my jacket.

The armor is form fitting around the torso with some give-way in the arms and legs, which seem to be made out of some sort of silk with a gauntlet on both hands going down to my elbow along with spiked pauldrons on both my shoulders. The silk part is completely red while the pauldrons and gauntlets are a mostly solid black with deep blood red lines and are clearly made out of blood metal, just like the entire torso which is mostly black and red with a glowing blood red symbol in the center of it. Meanwhile the rest of the torso is mostly black but with some lines of blood red going down from my stomach to my navel with a triangular plate standing out from the rest going up from my navel to the bottom center of my chest and some sort of symbol at the bottom center of the triangular plate. The armor has a mostly silk collar and some extra plating around my hips, with high greaves going up all the way from my feet to my knees and the same silken material as on my arms covering the rest of my legs.

Overall, I love it. I just really wish that it didn’t emphasize my figure. But I guess most armor does that since they’re almost always fitted just right to make sure it doesn’t move around on you or try to fall off somehow while still giving you room to breathe and move around yourself. To make it fit perfectly.

I turn around to look at Leonidas to find him wiping a tear, which has me raising a brow.

“Don’t mind me,” he says, making me raise my other brow. “Just glad I finally got to make you armor.”

Huh. Sentimental much?

“The armor you’re wearing can be repaired using blood of any type, including the blood you have in your blood bank skill, and it can also be enhanced with that blood as well to grow more durable,” he immediately gets into describing the benefits of the armor. Then he points to the armor plating over my hips, bringing my attention there as he says, “There are two storage spaces in the armor that you can use, and they’re both there. Simply speak the command word and it will open the pockets for you. You can also change the command word by using the current command word and saying ‘Change.’”

I pat down on my hips, but I don’t find anything, only for him to add, “The current command word is just ‘open’ so change it to whatever you feel comfortable with later.”

“Open,” I state, and two small slits open up in the side of the hips leading into some sort of red vortex. “Cool.”

“Last but not least, at least for me, the silk underneath the armor plating is enchanted to simply pass on any damage done to the silk to you when the armor itself is destroyed so that the silk can’t actually be destroyed,” he says, making my eyebrows rise as he scratches the back of his neck. “Mostly to make sure your armor isn’t completely destroyed, leaving you exposed.”

I almost chuckle at that, instead thanking him. Because that is a rather nice enchantment.

Not like I was expecting silk to be able to handle an attack anyways. And this’ll maintain my dignity in case the rest of the armor is broken.

“I have to admit, it really is better than my old armor,” I state while glancing at the mirror again.

“Of course it is,” Leonidas scoffs, making the corners of my mouth quirk up.

Prideful old man.


Chapter 47

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Lazy Prince



Scarlet

Surprisingly, or I guess unsurprisingly considering what I know about blood lycans and hunts, Leonidas lets me leave the castle as long as I have my bodyguards. So that’s the very first thing I do, after eating breakfast that is.

The first thought that comes to mind after leaving the palace though is that the city further down on the floating island is rather scarce of people judging by the sounds I hear coming from it. But then again, it’s supposedly a city meant just for blood lycans, with no one else living there.

A place I feel I’ll probably end up uncomfortable passing through. So I ignore the city to go to the edge of the island before skirting around it to one of the bridges leading to other islands.

The bridge is made of blood metal and isn’t even so much as swaying in the wind as I reach it, the blood red metal that’s so dark it’s nearly black shining with the light of the blood moon above us. Not to mention the reflected blood moon’s light that’s coming from the blood down below us.

After poking at the bridge for a moment to test it, I quickly begin to make my way across, constantly feeling the gazes of my bodyguards watching me from the shadows as I do so. Which I can’t help but wonder how they’re even doing that, considering I’m on a damned bridge that’s only spanning about four meters in width.

Once I make it to the center of the bridge, I find a crack in it going from one way to the other with latches between the two sides, denouncing it as a drawbridge. But I continue walking without spending much time to study it.

Overall I’m kind of surprised Grandpa let me leave the palace. Particularly because he seemed to have wanted to spend more time with me from what I saw yesterday.

I could be wrong though.

Although there’s also the possibility that Leonidas simply didn’t tell him I was leaving. Which would be amusing.

“And very likely,” Tar comments, adding his own thoughts to the matter. “Doesn’t matter though. Blood lycans do not interrupt hunts.”

True. I keep forgetting that they have a completely different set of common sense than what I’m used to.

“If a blood lycan marks something as their prey, it is a social faux pas for anyone else to take it from them or interrupt the hunt,” Tar says, making me smile slightly.

That sounds nice. Maybe it’ll mean these bodyguards won’t damage my EXP gathering then.

“As long as you don’t shoot too high in terms of your hunt, they’ll leave you be,” Tar says, clearing most of my worries. “The only times I can see them interfering is if you try fighting something midway through Class III or higher. Although one of them may interfere if you fight something at Class III at all, but that would depend on the bodyguard in question.”

Right. That’s good then.

For now…

“Vincent, would you mind telling me where some good prey are?” I ask the air around me, following which the bodyguard in question appears right in front of me and points towards one of the islands to the East. “Much appreciated.”

“Of course, Your Highness,” he says with a bow before vanishing again.

That is kind of annoying.

“What? The vanishing thing or the Your Highness thing?” Tar asks, sounding genuinely curious as he appears in the air, briefly glances back at the palace, and sits on my shoulder with a happy look on his face, making me raise a brow in amusement.

Both. And did you just look back at the palace to see if that head maid was anywhere nearby?

He doesn’t say anything for a few seconds. “No…”

You totally did.

I begin walking along the edge of this island towards the bridge leading to the one the guard pointed out. A bridge that is currently up in the air and not connected.

Then again, he probably wouldn’t have pointed it out to me if I couldn’t get them to lower it.

Anyways, I don’t like not knowing what’s around me. It’s unnerving and makes me uncomfortable. So knowing the guards are always around me even if I can’t see them and feeling that uncomfortable tickling sensation whenever one of them glances at me, it just sets me on edge.

And of course I don’t like the whole ‘Your Highness’ thing. It makes everything feel stiff and formal. Not to mention that it feels weird having people who can swat me like a fly talking to me like I’m the sun. Borderline creepy even.

“Yeah, I guess I can understand that,” Tar murmurs before adding, “wake me up when we get there.”

I do a double take at the tanuki before rolling my eyes and continuing towards the drawbridge.



Once we reach the drawbridge it’s as simple as asking the Noble standing guard to pull the drawbridge down and somehow they’re immediately able to recognize me as the Princess. Which is a tad unnerving.

They rush to open it at least, so I guess it’s best that way.

The guards aren’t showing their faces right now, or their mana, so there shouldn’t be anything signifying me as… oh.

I glance down at my chest where the crest is shown.

This is the royal family’s crest. Duh.

Also, why’s the crest not symmetrical? It’s annoying.

I keep my frustration inside, not wanting to show the poor Noble, who’s already terrified for some reason, any other reason to be frightened.

Why is he so scared of me? I’m literally a thousand levels below him. What’s there to be afraid of?

“You’re the Princess,” Tar comments, apparently having woken up as he stretches on my shoulder before just draping himself across it in a lazy display.

Says the prince who’s draping himself across the shoulder of a nineteen-year-old publicly as he lazes around using her as his personal carriage.

He glances at me at that, only to look down and close his eyes, not bothering to retort.

I snort as I begin crossing the bridge, making the poor Noble flinch in the process.

Such a lazy prince.

Anyways, time to find something worth hunting.


Chapter 48

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Freedom



Scarlet

As I walk across the bridge, I pay attention to all the sounds coming from the little forest situated atop the island I’m heading to. And there are a lot of sounds there. Almost all of them being from battle between demons of all kinds.

But I don’t see any damage to the island itself, so I assume Leonidas probably enchanted it to be able to either take a lot more damage than regular ground, to restore itself with blood, or maybe even both.

Either way, it’s a really nice hunting ground by the sound of it.

Right when I’m about to step foot on the island though, I hear the voice of one of my guards saying, “Your Highness, if you would, please hide the Royal Crest.”

I pause before glancing backwards to find Seraphina standing there while slightly bowing her head.

Huh?

“Prince Tarankar,” she says, confusing me even more until Tar raises his head and says, “Oh, right. Your father told me to tell you that you can also hide and reveal the crest on your armor at will. But you should already know why that’s necessary.”

Oh. Right.

Because crests are a mark of whose family you’re from and are necessary in Tartarus because simply showing everyone the faces of who they’re not allowed to kill would ruin the way of life for Tartarus. So everyone is required to memorize crests to know who not to touch.

“Right,” Tar answers. “After all, if all the demons avoided fighting someone because their father was a Noble, then how is that Noble’s child ever going to get stronger? The System won’t let them simply level off of prisoners or people fed to them, nor would it level if the opposition just threw down their arms and surrendered before they kill them without a fight.”

Yeah. So complicated.

How do I hide my crest?

“Just infuse a bit of mana into the chest plate,” Tar says, so I do so right away, and the crest disappears from the chest plate. Which in hindsight is also necessary for when I go to Earth.

After all, can’t go walking around there with the Demon Royal Family’s crest on my chest.

And now none of the demons will recognize me as the Princess either!

“Except the Nobles,” Tar states, deflating the excitement that was just filling me. “Hey, they can’t let the Nobles have even a chance at attacking you since they’d kill you in mere moments if they tried. So every Noble demon knows your face.”

Well that’s annoying.

But I’m not hunting Nobles, so it’s fine, I guess.

For now.

Wonder if I can get a memory erasing skill one day and erase my face from their memories? That would be nice.

Tar snorts.

Anyways, I glance at where the royal guard was, just to find her gone again before I turn around and continue making my way onto the island and then into the forest there. Then I track the closest demon using my ears and soon enough run into an ongoing battle.

|Scythloid – Level 203|

|Cerberus – Level 200|

Interesting.

One of the demons, the scythloid, looks like a large praying mantis standing at two meters in height, whereas the other is a typical cerberus from Earthen mythology. A three headed dog. Although they both have the typical black and red color theme that most demons have.

Both of them have the intelligence of a regular wolf from Earth too, so they can’t speak or anything. Not that they really have mouths capable of that anyways.

I watch the two go at it for a few seconds, the scythloid trying repeatedly to cut into the cerberus as the cerberus blocks it by grabbing the blade with its mouth or blocking with its large and sharp claws. Then I transform into my beast form, my gauntlets transforming with them and revealing my claws in all their black and red glory before I cover both of my paws in metallicized blood claws, feeling a lot of freedom just in simply being able to do this in the first place, since I couldn’t on Earth.

Right when they’re about to clash again, I use half a dozen skills all at once, burning their blood, draining their life, shielding myself, putting a null magic field over them and sending a couple dozen weapons made out of blood at them all as I sprint out of the trees, shocking the hell out of them. And before they can recover, my attacks all hit at once, and even after that, the null magic field slows down their response as I arrive and draw my claws straight through the scythloid, ripping open its guts without much trouble at all despite the seven level difference between us. Which, in all honesty, is mostly dealt with already by Predator V.

And to follow it up, I pull my leg back and kick straight at the thing, sending it flying straight into half a dozen blades of blood I had float behind it, skewering it in an instant. Then I turn around to find the cerberus running for its life.

But I don’t let it, instead sprinting after it with a grin on my face before tearing into it as well with ease.

“Wow, you really are letting loose…” Tar comments as he floats over to me, having been thrown off my shoulder the moment I sprinted towards the demons.

Of course I am. This is the most fun I’ve had in a while!

I honestly am starting to be happy that I came here. After all, I can let loose without anyone hating or trying to kill me just because of what I am!

Tar smiles at that, which I still say looks odd on a tanuki’s face.

“Yeah, I bet that would be nice,” he says as I begin stretching a little, the cerberus already dead as I walk away from its corpse.

Very nice.

Earth felt incredibly stuffy for me, since I always had to hide what I was and to not use certain skills or powers.

But here? Here I can go all out. I don’t have to wait for Fractures to hunt. And I don’t have to deal with financial problems as a Princess.

Even if the Nobles and their treatment of me is annoying. And the dress.

I shiver at the memory of that.

Still gonna try to find a way to get back to Earth though, just so I can see Allen and the others and tell them I’m alright in person.

Kind of wish there was a way to communicate with them directly from here, but there isn’t. The only one who can do something like that is Leonidas who needs to place a domination seed in them from what he told me.

A pity.

Anyways, I sprint through the trees looking for more prey.


Chapter 49

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Guards and a Dog



A Blood Realm on the Southeastern Isles of the Blood Duchy

Vincent was beyond happy when His Majesty notified him of his appointment as the Princess’s royal guard. Because there are very few things the guard of the most powerful being in the universe can really do besides keep watch over him and look cool while doing it.

But now he can actually perform his duties by keeping watch over the young Princess.

At first he was a little worried that the human blood she has may have tainted her strength, made her weaker and therefore more in need of protection.

But now, as he watches her go wild in her hunt in the First of the Southeastern Isles? That worry is gone.

She’s absolutely amazing! Even a blood lycan born, raised, and trained by the Argus branch wouldn’t be a match for her at the same level! How is this possible?! She does have human genes, right?!

Vincent can’t help but grow confused, but despite that, most of his thoughts are pride. Pure pride for his Princess.

And when he looks at the other guards stationed in his blood realm, a skill creating an entire realm of blood outside of reality that they can traverse within limits to hide themselves, he finds them all looking on the Princess with pride as well.

Of course they are. She truly is the daughter of The Blood Calamity and granddaughter of the Beast of the Apocalypse.

He turns his gaze back to the Princess in question, only for his eyes to widen as he finds her picking a fight with a Class III demon. But right when he’s about to jump out to save her, she actually manages to fight claw for claw with the thing, shocking him into stillness.

The demon in question is just level 251, likely only having recently advanced. But despite that, it’s still a Class III demon, and he’d rather eat his own foot than watch her get hurt by taking on someone of a higher Class.

“Leave her be,” Elizabeth says, bringing Vincent’s gaze to his sister for a moment before he returns it to the Princess. “This will be the Princess’s third hunt against a Class III demon on her own. You know how sacred the hunt is.”

Vincent watches her fight the Class III cerberus for a few seconds until he too realizes she can take it. But he still asks, “And if she tries to fight something too high a level?”

His sister frowns before answering, “Then we step in.”

He nods his head in agreement, and he sees the others doing so as well.



Scarlet

I pant in exhaustion as I stand at the opposite corner of the clearing from the three-meter-tall two-headed dog that used to have three heads before I tore one off. And the creature continues growling and snarling as it stands off against me.

Unlike the first cerberus, this one didn’t run away when I started fighting. Or the second and third cerberus.

Actually, a lot of the cerberuses here seem to be cowards.

Which has been kind of disappointing.

But the Class III cerberus wasn’t. And that’s made things exciting.

I look over it once more before deciding that it’s weakened enough. So I use Blood of Ruin.

The once three-headed dog’s eyes on both remaining heads widen in shock when the orb of blood manifests high in the air, along with the many other drops of blood. And its gaze turns fearful when the droplets begin connecting. It even begins to run, damaging the respect I had begun to develop towards it.

Well, that’s a pity.

“That’s not something you’re supposed to be saying about a demon whose Class is higher than your own…” Tar mutters as I casually watch the Blood of Ruin skill decimate everything in the area. From my spot sitting on a tree stump, of course. Because that skill is hella expensive in terms of mana.

And why not? It’s running away! From someone who’s a lower Class than it!

“That’s…” Tar pauses, not seeming to be able to figure out what to say. “Actually a good point.”

Right?

Well, anyways, it doesn’t get far as the Blood of Ruin skill has a really large radius and decimates the doggo before it can.

{Level 251 Cerberus defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 200. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 206. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 3.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 11.]

And there we go.

I’m still curious why the System identifies and classifies the demons differently when they’re on Tartarus than how they classify them on Earth.

Is it because Earth isn’t the Demon’s home planet? So the System is classifying them as a sort of invader and calling them by ranks instead?

“Sort of,” Tar answer as he floats around me, looking at the devastation caused by Blood of Ruin, whose skill description hasn’t changed one bit. “It’s also because the demons themselves call themselves by those ranks when invading. Which gives the System more power to do it.”

Interesting.

That aside, I’m glad you were right about the whole ‘bodyguards not interfering with my hunt even if I fight Class III demons’ thing. Because that was a satisfying hunt.

Until it started running. But it only started running at the sight of my finishing skill, so it’s not too bad.

“Yeah, although I would recommend that you set a boundary with them, otherwise they may mess up a hunt in the future on accident,” Tar comments, making my eyes narrow before he adds, “For example, they could consider going in to help you, and even that brief consideration will dampen your rewards a bit without them even assisting you. Purely because you know they’re there watching you.”

Ugh. Yeah, that could be annoying.

In that case, I look up before calling out, “Seraphina.”

Time to do some negotiating.


Chapter 50

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Negotiation at its Finest



Scarlet

“Yes, Your Highness?” the guard appears in an instant as I continue sitting on the tree stump, letting my mana regenerate. Which it’s doing at a pretty fast pace thanks to my Blood Regeneration skill.

“I would like to set a minimum level of demon that you would be allowed to protect me if I need it in the fight,” I state, being as blunt as possible, surprising her only a little bit. Although my next words have a much bigger affect. “The lowest level demon you can help me against is level 300.”

She immediately shakes her head as the other guards appear, looking worried.

“No, we can’t let you face something about a hundred levels above yourself,” she says, still shaking her head, and the others obviously agree. “Would you agree to lower it to level 275?”

I shake my head, “Level 300.”

Her frown grows slightly more worried as she suggests, “Level 280?”

“Level 300,” I repeat with absolutely no intentions to change it.

“285?” she continues, sounding slightly desperate now.

“Level, three hundred,” I state, pausing ever so slightly before the words ‘level’ and ‘three hundred’ this time.

Seraphina looks at the other guards with an expression clearly stating, ‘help me,’ so Vincent walks up and says, “Your Highness, don’t you think level 300 is-”

“Level 300,” I state, starting to smile a little bit at him without a hint of shame.

The guards all start visibly sweating at this point, wondering what they should do until Elizabeth, Vincent’s sister, kneels slightly and says, “Please, Your Highness. If something were to-”

“Level 300,” I repeat, full on smiling this time.

They all sigh before giving up as Seraphina mutters, “Yes, Your Highness.”

My smile grows wider.

Finally able to get my way in this new world. I was growing tired of having to listen to everyone and go along with their own plans. Even my hunt is being dictated by these bodyguards, so some freedom is very nice to see.

Also is nice to know that my words are actually respected.

“Alright, now that we’ve got that settled,” I state, making them stiffen up a little, “I’m gonna take a nap.”

They all gape at me in shock, but I ignore them as I lie down on the tree stump and close my eyes.

Might as well take a nap while I wait for my mana to refill. Nothing else to do after all.



Who knows how long later I finally finish hunting for the day before checking my last System Messages.

{Level 242 Cerberus defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over thirty levels above your level.}

…

{Level 252 Cerberus defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over thirty levels above your level.}

{Level 232 Scythloid defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over twenty levels above your level.}

…

{Level 271 Scythloid defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 230 Wendigo defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over ten levels above your level.}

…

{Level 249 Wendigo defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over twenty-five levels above your level.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x29

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 216. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 231. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 5.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 14.]

[Skill ‘Blood Pull’ has leveled up to level 16.]

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 12.]

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 14.]

Ya know, my furry tailed friend, I think I’m starting to understand a lot more deeply just why the demons are so much stronger than the humans. They have so much more prey here to fight, most of which aren’t even sapient.

Although I’m not sure if I can call those wendigos sapient, considering that they were speaking in grunts, growls, and screams most of the time, and saying very little words as they tried to eat me.

“I don’t think your progress is anything to judge most demons by…” Tar says, sounding exasperated for some reason. “Seriously? You don’t even realize just how unlikely it is for most demons to go around hunting other demons who are at a higher Class than them? Much less in one of the Seven Clans’ hunting grounds?”

I open my mouth to retort, only to realize that he’s probably right. Most people don’t go around hunting things dozens of levels above them. Even if they have Predator.

Hmm. Then again, whatever works, works. And it works for me, so there’s no use not doing it.

I nod my head at that thought as I step out of the forest and reach the drawbridge, which is back to being raised. But the moment I step on the metal part of the bridge over the island, it begins to lower again. As if it detected my presence.

Which is convenient.

I never did end up finding a demon above level two hundred and seventy five though, but this agreement with them will hold even after this hunting trip. Not that it would matter because I think they’d be fine with me going after them now anyways.

After all, I’m a higher level now, and they just kind of watched me go on a massacre in the forest.

Just too bad they didn’t let me go into the other areas. Kept saying to leave the other areas for other days.

A pity, but oh well.

At this rate I will end up climbing levels at an incredibly fast pace. Far faster than I would’ve on Earth with the structured Fractures and the lack of demons to fight. Not to mention the other Guardians fighting the demons too and taking the EXP.

I stretch my arms up into the air with a light groan as I start walking across the bridge, which is almost fully lowered by now.

At the rate I’m going I will be Class III by the time I return to Earth. Maybe even Class IV if it takes me too long.

Although even here Class IVs will be harder to find than those Class IIIs.

Either way, it was a good hunt.


Intermission



The Blood Calamity’s Throne Room

“Let me get this straight,” Leonidas states, his voice slowly echoing through the grand hall and out the open balconies of the room. “Scarlet went out to hunt but not only did she only hunt things that were already above her magic level, but she hunted the damned things near extinction on that island in a single night. She also forced you into going along with her level cap on what demons she could fight, and you didn’t even think to get into contact with me about this before her hunt continued?”

The two royal guards kneeling in front of him shiver under his gaze. A gaze that is gradually growing darker and darker by the second.

Leonidas stands up from his throne and walks down the raised dais before stopping in front of the guards and quietly speaking, “Scarlet still doesn’t fully understand the differences between our culture and her own, where the humans don’t allow their own people to learn of their levels. Meaning she most likely still assumes that letting others know of her exact level is a bad thing that could compromise her safety, when in reality it’s just bound to happen.” He raises his voice a little bit as he continues, “Now, I understand that no one expected her to be this reckless, and I’m not even sure if she herself realized that you knew her level, her desire to hunt having gone to her head, but you’re supposed to be her guards. So please act like it.”

The Blood Calamity sighs and turns around before sitting back on his throne again.

“Remember that she’s still just a child,” Leonidas points out, making the two guard’s eyes widen in surprise, apparently not having remembered that fact themselves. “And until the day she turns thirty, that will still remain true, regardless of her human genes.”

“Understood, Your Highness!” both guards shout in sync. Then the female guard – Seraphina, if Leonidas remembers correctly – raises her head further and asks, “For clarification, Your Highness, does this mean we should limit Her Highness to only fighting demons up to seventy levels above her own?”

Leonidas shakes his head while tapping the armrest, “No, there’s no point coddling her now that she’s already shown herself to be able to take on demons up to a hundred levels above her. Just don’t take everything she says as law. She’s still just a child after all. So you need to be more firm with her.” He then waves his hands their way and says, “Now return to her side.”

“Understood, Your Highness!” the two guards repeat before vanishing into their blood realm to return to his daughter.

And immediately after they leave, Leonidas puts his face in his hands and groans. With his blood domain up around him to block others from hearing, of course.

Her first night out of the palace and she spends the entire night hunting without even stopping to eat. That’s more than just a blood lycan’s desire to hunt. That’s extreme dedication.

Leonidas leans back in his throne again with a sigh as he rubs his temples slightly.

Then again, it was part of what the prophecy foretold was necessary… so I can’t complain about her dedication. No, complaining about it would be hypocritical since I had a hand in making her how she is today…

“Yes, that it would be,” Elara comments, the wolf appearing in the air next to him before floating down and landing on his lap. “But I get the feeling trying to control her hunts now would only increase her desire to give those bodyguards your father assigned to her the slip.”

“Yeah,” Leonidas mutters, agreeing with his contracted partner. “You have a point. But what can I do? She’ll just continuously try to find tougher and tougher demons if I don’t. And at this point she’s trying to hunt more and stronger enemies than even I did when I was growing up…”

“Didn’t your father call you reckless for that?” Elara comments, sounding vaguely amused as Leonidas’s eyes shoot down to her and he quickly asks, “Did he really tell you about that?! Or did you make it back from the Summit without telling me?!”

“Who knows?” Elara says, a wolfish smile appearing on her face. “Although I can’t see the Demon King taking this news all that well. Because if he thought you were reckless and tried to make you take breaks every now and then…”

“Then he’ll be even more of a killjoy for her,” Leonidas agrees with a nod, still narrowing his eyes in suspicion towards the fae on his lap. “And if she is actually able to get away from her bodyguards, then that means she deserves the freedom she’ll get from it.”

Elara glances up, “Like a challenge? A test?”

Leonidas nods as he begins petting the wolf and leaning back in the throne. “If she can get away from five Nobles in the 1700s level-wise, then she can get away from most of the things that’ll actually be trying to hurt her even with her crest showing.”

“True,” the wolf agrees, resting her head back down on his lap again.

Silence fills the throne room for several minutes. Then, out of nowhere, a wave of blood passes through the room like a shockwave.

“Looks like they told him,” Leonidas mutters, smirking slightly as he wonders how his father will react. Since it’s already not looking good for his reckless young daughter.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” Elara says, sounding amused herself.

Leonidas pats her on the head without looking down as he says, “I’m just happy to have her here. Even if she doesn’t really consider me her father, she’ll always be my daughter.”

“I’m glad you’re happy again,” Elara states, not raising her head. “You’ve been rather depressed since Amy left.”

Leonidas stiffens up slightly at that, only to relax and nod his head, saying, “Yeah. Dispute or no dispute, I still miss her.”


Chapter 51
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Lecture



Scarlet

I try very hard to hold back a yawn as Grandpa continues shouting in front of me, “-and were you really going to fight a level 300 on your own? Without even allowing your guards to help you?! Do you know just how reckless that was?! You’re reminding me so much of your father right now it hurts!”

That surprises me for a moment, enough so that I accidentally let out the yawn I was holding back, making Grandpa’s eyes narrow.

Oops.

“There are a few things about demon society that you don’t seem to realize, so I think I’ll go through them with you tomorrow night,” Grandpa says, a faint grin stretching across his face as I feel shivers run down my spine. “So tomorrow we’ll be going on a walk through the city down below together.”

I open my mouth to refuse, only for his eyes to narrow, making my mouth shut again.

He’s not gonna accept my refusal.

Can I have the nice Grandpa back please?

“You do remember he’s the Demon King, right?” Tar comments, sounding both amused and exasperated at the same time. “And he’s technically doing this to help you, since you seem to be forgetting some of the demon society’s differences from the human society is like.”

I mean, yes, I probably forgot a few things. Like the whole ‘the demons can see my level just as much as I can see theirs’ thing. Except the blood lycans.

Made me feel a little awkward earlier when I realized that the blood lycans knew my level while we were ‘negotiating’ for my hunt. But then again, it’s not like it would be the first time for me to kill a demon a hundred or more levels above me. In fact, it should be the third time if I find one to kill again.

Grandpa’s face relaxes ever so slightly as he explains, “The city will help show you some of the differences between the demon and human societies, even if this is a blood lycan city and not all demon cities are the same. Which is the first thing you should understand.” He reaches out to me from his place standing in front of me as I sit on the edge of my overly large bed before putting his hand on my head, making my ears twitch slightly. “The various demon cities and duchies around the world have their own sets of rules on top of my own, that are set in place by whatever Nobles rule over those lands. And you know very well how we demons are cursed with the Sins, so some of those lands may not be very pleasant for the weak.” I try to move my head away from his hand, slightly unnerved by how it doesn’t actually make me feel that uncomfortable. And he lets me with a slight smile. “Some of these cities and lands you may not like. So know that when you are stronger, you can do whatever you want with the lands.”

My eyes widen at that.

“All you need is the power to defeat, kill, or subordinate the Noble ruling the lands in question,” Grandpa says while kneeling down next to me. “And when you’re strong enough to break away from your bodyguards, you can do whatever you want.”

Guess this world really is ruled solely by the strong.

Grandpa stands up again a second later before walking over to a table surrounded by comfy chairs in the corner of the room and pulling out a large parchment from what I can only guess is a storage skill. So I push through my drowsiness to get up from the bed and walk over there, only to find the parchment to be a large map as he places it on the table.

“This is a map of Tartarus itself,” he says while waving to it, but my attention is solely focused on the map now. Something no human has ever gotten their hands on.

Four continents and the floating islands of the Bloody Duchy, which is where I’m at right now. Specifically the Castle of Ruin.

Although the central continent is a lot smaller than the others. And the Southeastern continent doesn’t look very hospitable considering the volcanoes.

“I’m assuming you’ve heard from your father about the history of the Bloody Duchy?” he asks, but I just shake my head. Since Leonidas isn’t exactly the talkative type. And he hasn’t mentioned much about the history of this place. “Oh really? Well, let’s rectify that then.”

Part of me wants to go to sleep, and the other part is minorly curious about what he’s about to say.

Mostly I want to go to sleep right now.

“The Bloody Duchy started out as a single large continent until a series of earthquakes began to occur here on a regular basis, damaging the foundation of the continent itself and eventually splitting it up into various smaller continents, or rather, islands,” he starts, making my eyes widen slightly at the sheer power that must’ve been in those earthquakes. Something that doesn’t exactly seem natural. “Of course, we later figured out that the earthquakes weren’t natural and were really just the actions of a single oni who had lost control of his anger, taking it out on the home of the blood lycans.” His face turns dark for a seconds. “That oni is now dead.”

Yeah, that’s no surprise.

“Your father decided against abandoning the blood lycans’ personal continent and began doing massive enchantments on the islands themselves, and the remainder of the continent, while having me supply the blood for the enchantments through my blood domain,” he continues explaining, only to pause and glance at me from the map as he asks, “You do know what my blood domain is, right?” And when I nod, he focuses on the map and continues, “He ended up taking an entire month just to finish the enchantments on the islands. But the results were worth it as his enchantments not only protect the islands from further harm, enhancing them with blood metal, but they also allow the islands to drain some of the blood in the ocean below to repair themselves if needed, and, of course, they fly.”

I let out a yawn, briefly covering my mouth as I do so and making Grandpa look up at me. Then his eyes widen, and he stands up straight while putting his hand on my back and directing me to the bed while saying, “I’m sorry! I didn’t consider how tired you’d be from your hunt earlier. You must’ve leveled up a lot from it, and those levels can start showing more effect on your actual body when gained in mass the higher your level gets. So you should rest now.”

He actually guides me into the bed before tucking me in, which would normally have me staring at him in shock, but I feel my eyes drooping close instead, and soon enough, everything goes dark. But not before I hear him say, “Goodnight, young pup.”


Chapter 52
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Tartarus Lesson



Scarlet

The next dusk has me immediately being pull out of bed and told to get ready for my outing with the Demon King, very much confusing me until Tar reminds me what happened last night. At which point I just start going through the motions, taking a bath in that lovely bath chamber that has reminded me of how much I’ve always loved baths, and finally changing into a comfortable shirt and shorts and activating my armor. Then I scowl at my royal guards on the way to the front gate due to them outing me to the Demon King. Not that I expected them to really do anything else, but still.

Once I reach the front gate of the castle, I find the Demon King standing there in his usual armor simply talking with Leonidas with a blood domain pulled up around them to keep their conversation private. But when I get close enough, they both turn to me and pull the blood domain down.

“Good dusk, Scarlet,” Leonidas says, a smirk touching his lips that has me narrowing my eyes. “How did you sleep?”

Something about that smirk is suspicious. I don’t know what, but something about it is.

After a few seconds I eventually answer, “I slept well,” failing to figure out what’s up.

His smirk grows a little bit at that, and he nods to his father, saying, “Well, I’ll be off then,” and leaves.

Very suspicious.

“Hello again,” Grandpa says with a smile of his own. Although his doesn’t look suspicious. It actually looks a tad scary and too warm. “As we discussed last night, we’ll be going on a trip to the city so I can introduce you to demon society.”

I nod at that, not exactly happy about this turn of events, but not exactly all that against it either. Because while I would rather go hunt, I do understand that I need to know this stuff if I’ll be living here for a while.

So we set off.

Flying.

My feet immediately flounder around in the air as I try not to panic at suddenly being lifted into the air as he takes us straight towards the city, but Grandpa just laughs, amused by my reaction. Which has me glaring at him.

But that just makes him laugh even harder, so I eventually cross my arms and refuse to look at him, instead looking at the city.

The city itself spans for about fifty or so kilometers, and the infrastructure is entirely made up of medieval fantasy style buildings with a lot of blood metal being used in the buildings themselves. Which I guess makes sense since blood lycans are the ones who make it.

Each of the buildings are rather extravagant, making it a slightly odd looking city since it’s like a city made up of mansions of all kinds. Meanwhile the streets have hundreds of blood lycans wandering around everywhere, including blood lycan children who are weaker than myself.

Overall it’s a rather beautiful sight, but also one that would terrify most humans on Earth just from the vast quantity of Nobles down there.

“The economy between the duchies is a rather simple one in terms of what the blood lycans offer the other demon races,” Grandpa says, noticing my examination of the city.

“Blood metal?” I guess, and he nods immediately as we continue floating down to the city below.

“Correct,” he states before we land in a large plaza. “The blood lycans are the only ones who can make it, and it’s the strongest metal on the planet. So it’s rather strongly desired in terms of armor.”

As he’s speaking, all the blood lycans around us, Noble or not, bow first towards him and then towards me, albeit slightly less so towards me, before continuing on their way without a word.

Grandpa puts up a blood domain around us to keep our conversation private while we begin moving through the plaza towards one city street filled with large stores on both sides of it. “We blood lycans tend to live amongst our own with very few other races of demons in our cities outside of visitors and merchants, simply because our pack is rather close together most of the time.” I look around as he talks, taking note of how almost everyone here is indeed a blood lycan but there are also a few other demons here as well, including some vampires, an orc, some walking skeletons, and several other interesting demons. Most of which are in the stores. “Although the cities we do live in are generally separated based on the individual in the pack’s rank, but while the lowest members of the pack aren’t exactly treated as well by the higher ranking members, they’re still seen as mostly superior to the other demon races by fellow blood lycans. So they’re not treated poorly per se either.”

That part I knew about. It’s rather common knowledge after all, even on Earth.

We continue walking through the street until we seemingly leave whatever shopping district we were in and end up at the crossroads between what looks to be a district full of inns, along with a large residency district full of homes.

“This district is meant for the visiting merchants and any demons wishing to greet your father or challenge a blood lycan for the prestige that winning would bring them,” Grandpa says as he waves towards the district with the inns, the man stopping in the middle of the crossroads. Then he points at the other district with the homes and continues, “And this is the residential area where the homes are located. Meanwhile back where we came from had more homes as you could probably guess, and honestly, most of this city is just full of homes.”

I blink at that, briefly wondering what part of that was good teaching.

“We blood lycans have a rather strict hierarchy, and most of the governing over the city takes place in the Castle of Ruin itself, so there isn’t a need for a city hall or other governing buildings in the city itself,” Grandpa answers the look I’m sending him with a shrug. “Listen to those above you in the pack. That’s all. And our family is at the top of the pack. The only exception is if you’re the same age as someone else who is higher up in the pack. Then you can challenge them for the right to refuse their orders.”

Oh. Wow.

This is just like I expected it would be.

“Now,” he says, my feet suddenly leaving the ground as I bite my tongue so as to hold back a yelp. “Let’s move onto the common sense of the world itself.”

“Please warn me before you do that!” I shout at him with a scowl, but he just chuckles again.

“Now, your fae tells me that you’ve already realized by now that every other demon here aside from blood lycans can easily see your level, so I don’t have to mention that anymore,” Grandpa says, starting with the next part of the lesson without awknowledging my shout. But I don’t do anything in response to that, simply narrowing my eyes since he seems to take amusement in my usual responses. “Aww, don’t be like that! I’ll warn you the next time I plan to do it, okay?”

I blink in surprise before nodding my head and letting my face relax a little.

Huh. A reasonable Demon King. Sorta.

Who would’ve thought.

“He’s just teasing you,” Tar says, his voice echoing in my head with amusement. “Remember that he and his wife always wanted a daughter, so in a way you’re like the daughter he never had. Although a granddaughter instead.”

Hmm. Guess you’re right.

The man in question raises a brow seemingly in both amusement and slight irritation somehow at the same time.

Oh. Right. I almost forgot that he seems to be able to hear Tar’s voice.

Actually, I ask, “How are you able to hear Tar’s voice when he’s speaking in my head?”

He smiles at that and nods, “Good question. And the reason for that is quite simple.”

Out of nowhere, a meter long dragon appears next to the Demon King, following which Tar appears next to us and bows his head as he says, “Greetings, father.”

My eyes widen.

King Oberon.

“Tar,” Oberon nods his head, using the same nickname I call him, which I find rather amusing. Then he looks at me, the dragon’s slit and glowing red eyes locking directly on me. “Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, I thank you for taking care of my son.”

As surprising as his words are, I quickly find myself nodding as I answer, “Of course. He’s my friend after all.”

The dragon smiles. I think.

Anyways, Grandpa puts his hand on the Fae King’s back as he says, “Well, anyways, my contract with Oberon gives me actual benefits unlike the contracts the rest of you have.”

“Like hearing the voices of all the fae around you as they’re privately speaking to their contractors in their heads?” I ask, a slight frown on my face.

He nods his head.

Well that’s annoying. But it is nice to know that if Tar becomes the Fae King one day then I’ll get benefits too. Plus he can’t hear my own thoughts, so he only hears a one-sided conversation.

Tar glances at me as I feel amusement radiating through our bond.

Just looking at the bright side of this.

He doesn’t say anything, simply turning his head back to face his father again. But I can tell he is holding back a snort just from the emotions he’s sending across the bond.

“Well, if that’s all,” Oberon says, but I cut him off by asking, “Um, Your Majesty, is that your real form?”

The Fae King pauses to look at me, blinking once in surprise before he shakes his head, answering, “We fae don’t truly have physical forms. But this is the form I choose to take on the mortal planes.”

He then nods once and vanishes. Then Grandpa leans into my ear and whispers, “He usually takes a larger form when he’s not simply here for a conversation.”

My eyes widen as I turn my head towards him, backing away a little. “He can fight in the mortal plane?!”

Grandpa nods again, “Yeah. It’s something that the Fae King Title gives him. And yes, before you ask, he is the only fae initiated into the System. That’s the main benefit a fae gets from becoming the Fae King, set into place by the creator of the System, Titania. You could say he’s… rather different from the other fae in a lot of ways.”

Holy shit…

I glance at Tar, only to find him not surprised in the least by this. Meaning it was probably something he either never thought to bring up or it was something he couldn’t talk about.

Wow. Having a Grandpa who is contracted to the Fae King definitely skips some rules.

“Of course it does,” Tar says with a scoff, “based on the normal rules you would’ve had to wait till you were Class V to hear about all of that. But the Demon King just ignores all the rules since father can’t do anything to him at all.”

That has the corner of my lips quirking slightly in amusement.

“We’re friends anyways, so he doesn’t mind a bit of me breaking his rules,” Grandpa says with a wave of his hand, only for a familiar voice to echo around us, “I very much do mind it.”

I can’t stop myself as I snort in amusement before covering my mouth, hiding my wide smile from view.

They certainly sound like friends.

Tar snorts at that.

Anyways, it looks like there are more benefits than I realized to winning that competition of yours, Tar.

“Yep,” he answers while floating over and sitting on my shoulder. Only for him to be plucked off of it by Grandpa who holds him by the scruff of his neck and narrows his eyes.

“Who told you that you could sit on my granddaughter?” he says, his voice sounding slightly dangerous as Tar begins sweating. Something I didn’t realize was even possible.

And I honestly can’t tell if he’s joking or being serious right now. But just like I did with the head maid, I proceed to turn my head away and ignore the current goings-on around me.

Because absolutely nothing is happening.

“Help me!”

Absolutely. Nothing.

I don’t hear anyone pleading for help as Grandpa pulls back his arm and tosses a random ball of fur far away before wiping his hands and turning back to me. And I don’t hear the ball of fur screaming at all.

Hmm. It’s rather interesting how the people here treat the fae as opposed to on Earth.

The fae on Earth are treated with absolute respect even if the Guardians joke around with them. But here they don’t exactly seem to be treated like that. More like a family member.

Then again, I’m pretty sure the fae have been around here for a lot longer. Not to mention that most of the demons are older.

“Traitor,” I hear a familiar voice, bringing my attention to the furball who has made it back from their long voyage across the skies.

Welcome back.

He snorts.

“Now then, where were we?” Grandpa asks, seemingly trying to bring the topic back on track. “Oh, right. The other demon clans.”

“While I’m sure you already know some details about all of the demon clans, I also know the humans aren’t aware of everything, so I’ll start from the basics,” Grandpa says, and I nod in agreement.

That would be for the best.

“Obviously you already know about blood lycans, so the only thing I’ll say there is the one thing I don’t think you know,” he says as Tar begins to float down onto my head, only to pause when the Demon King’s eyes narrow on him before he floats up again. “It is a breach of our pride as the most powerful demon species for any other creature to kill one of our own. So it’s not just our protectiveness of our pack making us stop others from hurting our own, but our pride as well.”

My eyebrows rise at that, but in all honesty it’s not that surprising. Especially with some of the thoughts that went through my head from time to time when I was close to losing.

“Moving onto the oni clan,” he says, and I almost instinctively try to put my hands in my pockets, only to remember that I don’t exactly have physical pockets outside of the spatial pockets which are sealed up. A rather annoying fact I didn’t think much about till now. “In all honesty, the oni themselves have stronger brute force power than the blood lycans, even if they won’t be able to win a battle against a blood lycan of the same level. To put it simply, they have the most powerful magic attacks out of all demons, and they also tend to be driven by their Sin more harshly than most other demons, aside from the ghouls.”

The oni… just like Satan on Earth.

“Unlike the blood lycans, the oni tend to move out to live on their own at a young five years of age where they will fight for their lives or die, strictly because their own family may end up losing themselves to their Wrath and killing them if they’re not careful,” he continues, shocking me with information I didn’t know about them. “Although the family more often than not does manage to retain their control at the last moment, but it still splits up their family as the child’s Wrath is just as strong, and they won’t stand for almost being killed by their family. For obvious reasons.”

I nod my head at that.

Yeah. Makes sense.

“The mindeaters are the most neutral faction amongst the demon clans and they are also the laziest,” Grandpa says with a completely straight face that would make me laugh if I didn’t already know just how lazy the mindeaters are. “The large insects generally spend almost all of their time asleep with their realities detached from their bodies, and they absolutely hate being woken up by anything. Which is generally the only real thing that can anger them.”

Right. Don’t wake up a sleeping mindeater and you’re good.

“Actually, that uncle of yours,” Grandpa puts extra disgusted emphasis on the word uncle as he refers to Blue, “had most of his emotions eaten by a mindeater after the man accidentally woke it up in the middle of a fight with an oni.”

My jaw drops open in shock.

“He what?” I can’t help but ask, only to shake my head and state, “So you’re telling me Aria was left without a father because the idiot woke up a damned mindeater?! Is there any way to get his emotions back?!”

Grandpa looks surprised at the intensity of my words, but he answers nonetheless, “Yes, there is. All you have to do is kill the mindeater who ate them, or simply ask them to give the emotions back. But they’re not likely to do that even if it’s you asking, and I don’t know which mindeater it was that ate them.” Then his eyes narrow. “You are not to go searching for that mindeater until you’re at least level one thousand six hundred, do you understand me, Scarlet?”

My eyes widen slightly at that, but I nod my head anyways. Because I wasn’t really planning on going after it yet anyways.

After all, it was strong enough to make Blue run away. And Blue can crush me like an insect.

“Good. Now, onto the ghouls,” he says with a short nod. “The ghouls are known for three things. They are the only undead race amongst the seven demon clans, they are practically unkillable unless you sit there for hours hammering away at them and somehow manage to outlast their significant mana pool which also acts as their life energy, and they are always hungry. Always. To the point of a very rare few of them having lost themselves to their hunger and eaten their own family members due to their Curse of Gluttony.”

Yeah, I already knew all of that. Except just how bad their curse was, that is.

“As for their relationship with other demons? Unless they’re a clan demon, then the ghouls simply try to eat them first and talk later,” he continues, making my mouth part open for a second only to close a second later. “It’s why they live underground and far away from any other demon races.”

Right. That’s… yeah.

“Onto the arachnae, who I’ll have to speak with later about their sending an arachne out to find you,” he says, his eyes narrowing with a dangerous note to his tone at those words before he relaxes again. “Arachnae live underground in nests of about a dozen arachnae each, and their envy is strong enough that unless you’re part of the royal family, which you are, they will always hate you. Just out of pure envy. The only chance they wouldn’t hate you is if you gift them everything you have that they have any interest in at all. And even then they may still hate you just because they envy your reputation or something.”

Wow. I would rather stay away from the arachnae.

“They treat the royal family well though, simply because they believe that I deserve everything I have, along with my family,” he says before adding a second later, “plus they owe me a massive debt and know I could crush them all with ease.”

I almost snort at that.

“The arachnae also work as assassins for the Noble demons, and they’re the best assassins in the world,” he finishes. “Next up are the succubi.” His eyes narrow slightly as he taps his lips, only to shake his head and make eye contact with me. “For these next two demon clans, I know your human world seems to have a preconception of them that’s tainted by your own mythology, but most of what you humans believe about them isn’t actually true. Mostly because a succubi has never actually gone to Earth before, and the one kitsune who did was in our territory there when they died.”

I blink in surprise at that before tilting my head slightly in curiosity.

Considering that he felt he had to say that, they must be very different from what I was imagining.

Interesting.

“Unlike what you humans seem to believe, the kitsune have nothing to do with illusions nor do they have an illusion related magic or etched skill,” he says, making my eyes go wide in surprise. “They rule over the most powerful association of thieves in Tartarus called the Thieves of Tartarus, and they have a magic solely unique to them that’s called foxfire, unlike the illusion magic you humans seem to think they have. If I had to guess, the tricksters probably fooled the humans into believing they had a different type of magic than they actually do.”

“What does foxfire do anyways?” I ask, genuinely curious as I sit cross-legged in the middle of the sky next to him.

“Foxfire is a combination of fire and lightning, and the kitsune themselves are able to enhance their magic through their tails depending on the exact number of tails they have,” he answers, smiling slightly at the interest I’m showing. “Now, the succubi are a different subject entirely. They do indeed have charm magic, but most of their skills are a combination of mind control and divination, leading to them actually being more well-known for their divination than anything else.”

My mouth drops open at that. Particularly the succubus thing.

“Wait a second, I thought a succubus was a lust demon?” I ask, my shock morphing into a frown.

“It’s succubi. I’m not really sure why you humans decided to change the name the System gave them just to better fit it to your languages,” he says with a light shake of his head, making me raise a brow. “And they are a lust demon. But unlike what you humans depict them as, most succubi don’t actually enjoy the lust they have. It’s a part of their curse after all. They treat it as mere business since they have no choice but to do what they do to satiate themselves and get rid of their urges.”

Oh. Wow.

It sounds like being born a succubi is not a fun thing.

“I’m sure you’ve had times where the curse drove you into doing things you didn’t wish to do, even if the curse is probably a little lighter on you than other demons thanks to your mother’s genes,” Grandpa says with a nod, surprisingly not putting any disgust in his tone this time as he mentions White. Probably because this is the one benefit he sees of my birth mother being her.

I nod, “Yeah, I have.”

“Some demon’s instincts given to them by their Sin are more life threatening but less common to show up, like us blood lycans, while others are a regular or even constant thing that doesn’t directly affect their lives, like the succubi,” he says before glancing at the castle. Then he looks at me again. “It looks like our time is almost up before the next matter at hand needs addressing.”

I frown at that, unsure of what he means. But he just continues talking while slowly bringing us towards the castle, “You may already know some of this, but demons do not know the faces of the Nobles or their children. All they know are their crests. And that includes our crest most of all. It’s to make it so that what happens on a hunt stays on a hunt. The only time retaliation is allowed is if the Noble’s child had their crest out on display, meaning they were not out on a hunt.”

“Yeah, that I already knew,” I respond with a nod of my head.

Although I get the feeling that he would kill someone for killing me regardless of that rule.

At least he won’t interfere before that. His pride is probably stopping him, just like with Leonidas.

“All of the demon Nobles and their children know what you look like, so you won’t have to worry about them,” he continues as we begin flying faster. “Just remember not to aim too high. Otherwise your guards will interfere.”

I purse my lips at that, unhappy about having watchdogs looking over my hunt.

“Oh,” he adds, glancing at me, “and you don’t have to care about the other demons’ crests. Just kill who you want.” He faces forwards again as I raise a brow at him. “You’re my granddaughter after all.”

Right. Tyrant. Can’t forget that. Even if he is generally nice to his people and they trust the heck out of him.

Then again, I’m not gonna complain. Every demon dead is one demon that won’t be going to Earth to kill people there.

Just because I’m their Princess doesn’t mean I have to care about the demons on this planet. Even if I don’t feel any particular hatred towards them now that I know why they’re fighting, the demons are still going around killing the humans on Earth for no other reason than their King told them to. So there’s no reason to feel pity for them. No reason not to kill them.

“I’ll show you the lands belonging to the other demon clans later,” Grandpa says, bringing my attention back to him again. “For now, there are three people you must meet.”

I blink at that before frowning.

Three people? It’s not hard to guess who he means, but I could be wrong.

We fly straight through the window of the castle’s throne room as he explains, “Each of them should meet you at least once, even if they may not have any particular reason to work with you right now. And they themselves wish to meet their Princess as well, so I called them all here.”

On that note, I hear footsteps beginning to approach the throne room from down the hall.

“Remember that you’re my granddaughter and despite their power, you’re on the same level as them in station,” he says, making me gape at him in shock before quickly fixing my face.

Right. I almost forgot.

Demon society places the Demon King at the top, followed immediately by both the Princes and Princesses and the Demon Lords on the same level.

Meaning that on a technical level, I do have the same authority as them.

I school my face into a passive one before the footsteps reach the door.

Then the door opens to reveal the four Demon Lords of Tartarus.
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The Demon Lords of Tartarus



Scarlet

Of the four Demon Lords, I immediately ignore Leonidas who is standing next to a man with pale skin, pitch black eyes, and pitch black claws on each hand wearing a set of pitch black armor in the center of the four Demon Lords. A man I recognize based on his appearance as a ghoul, particularly due to his lack of any sort of pupil or sclera. Just a straight up single solid color for his entire eyes without any sort of light radiating from them.

<-[{Lord of Death} {The Reaper} – Ghoul – Level 1921]->

Yeah, this is the guy who got the new Title recently. Although he looks different from what I expected when I hear of him from the Universal Notification. Less ‘kill everyone’ like I expected from someone Titled The Reaper, and more quiet, stoic, and intellectual type. Although still taller and bigger than me overall.

My gaze turns to the man on the far right who has long red hair and a permanent scowl on his face, unlike the calm look the Lord of Death has. He also has glowing red horns on his head that I can feel the heat of from here, along with bright red skin, eyes, and claws. The man is also rather large, and his armor doesn’t cover much skin, leaving most of his torso bare. Skin that also has glowing red veins on it.

<-[{Lord of Hellfire} – Oni – Level 1910]->

Only one Title? Guess he’s lagging behind the others, since I know Leonidas has two and The Reaper has two.

I turn my gaze to the last of the four on the far left, finding them to be the most inhuman of the bunch. They have a deep green almost black carapace instead of skin, compound eyes like a bug that glow with an eerie green light, and natural blades extending from their forearms over their hands. Although they look to have some sort of carapace-like helmet on that makes me wonder if they can pull it down over their face or something. And while their carapace and bug-like appearance makes it hard to guess their gender, their chest makes it a lot easier to tell. That and their Titles.

<-[{Lady of Devouring} {The Devourer} – Mindeater – Level 1930]->

“Welcome, Demon Lords,” Grandpa says, making me realize that ‘lords’ is a gender neutral term to them. That or personal preference. “I introduce to you my granddaughter, Her Highness, Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, the First Princess of Tartarus!”

Guess he’s not using the fae’s way of ranking the royalty, instead listing the princes and princesses separately in the ranking. Although that might just be because there’s only one Prince and one Princess, and First Prince and First Princess sound more intimidating than First Prince and Second Princess.

I could definitely see him doing it for that reason.

That aside, I nod my head with a short, “Greetings, Demon Lords.”

Leonidas raises a brow at that but doesn’t say anything. Meanwhile the Reaper just nods and answers in kind, “Greetings, Princess Scarlet.”

I glance at the other two to find the Lord of Hellfire narrowing his eyes slightly without saying a word. But the Devourer smiles lightly and says, her voice coming out slightly shrill, “Hello, dear. I’m glad you’re back where you belong.”

My eyes widen ever so slightly before I nod my head, deciding not to comment on that statement.

She seems nice though.

Then again, from what I’ve heard, the mindeaters are a rather neutral demon in terms of the war. They don’t care about it at all. In fact, they’re the only demon clan against the war because it interferes with their sleep time.

A rather simple reason to be against a war, but good nonetheless I suppose.

I look to the Lord of Hellfire again, only for the man to appear right in front of me as the rather tall man looks down on me, his eyes still narrowed. But since neither Grandpa nor Leonidas do anything, I simply stare up at him with a frown on my face, not backing down in the slightest.

We stare at each other for several seconds before a slight grin cracks his face and he pats my head, chuckles, and says, “You’ll do, Your Ladyship. You’ll do.”

Now I’m glaring at him as I move my head away from his hand, to his apparent amusement.

Not what I was expecting from an oni.

“If I had to guess, he was sizing you up based on your age, what he sees of you right now, and the achievements he’s been told you’ve made, and deciding whether you were worthy for your position,” Tar says, explaining his actions. Something I pretty much guessed.

What would he have done if he didn’t find me worthy?

“Not sure,” Tar answers directly into my mind as the other Demon Lords scowl at the oni. “He may have just scoffed and left the room. Or he may have tried to kill you. Depends on how weak and undeserving he thought you were, and if it sparked his Wrath or not.”

I blink at that second possibility.

Now that would be more along the lines of what I expect from an oni.

Come to think of it, who was the Demon Lord that ate their contract with their fae?

“Uh,” Tar utters for a moment before answering, “It was The Reaper.”

Hmm. The ghoul then.

Guess that makes sense. He is affected by the Gluttony Sin after all.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if his eating his contract was one of the requirements for his new Title,” Tar comments, almost making me raise a brow at The Reaper.

Almost.

I hold myself back simply because the Reaper in question is currently staring at me in a slightly unnerving manner. Simply staring without blinking at all. And now that I look more closely, I notice an intense hunger in his gaze. One that I’m sure all ghouls feel all the time.

That would be a terrible Sin to have, if I’m being honest. Always feeling hungry.

At this point I feel like the blood lycan’s Sin of Pride is probably one of the easiest on the cursed demons.

Then again.

I glance at the Devourer.

She and the other mindeaters don’t seem to mind having to sleep all the time. Although, her true form is a giant insect. And insects hibernate.

Actually, she’s the only one in this room not in her true form right now. Also, the whole ‘demons used to be human’ thing certainly explains why the demons all get a humanoid form at Class V.

“If that’s all, I’ll be taking my leave,” The Reaper says, following which Grandpa nods. So he nods once towards Grandpa, then at Leonidas, then the Devourer, and lastly to me before leaving in a wave of black and purple death magic, ignoring the Lord of Hellfire in the process, telling me just what he thinks of the guy.

“Should you need anything, ask me and I will consider,” The Devourer states, her compound eyes drilling into me before I nod, and her body breaks up into thousands of insects and she flies off out the balcony.

Then the Lord of Hellfire walks up once more and places his hand on my shoulder, not budging an inch when I try to move my shoulder out of his grasp as he says, “Well, young lady, I think we’ll get along great! But I’m gonna head out! Got some skulls to crush after all.” His body immediately alights with black flames that make me begin panicking, only to realize that they aren’t hurting me in the slightest. “As you humans often say, sayonara!”

I blink at that before his body vanishes out the window in a flash.

Then I just stare out the window for who knows how long.

What is wrong with that guy?
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Scarlet

“Scarlet,” Grandpa’s voice snaps me out of it, bringing my attention to him to find the man smiling. “That’s all for today. You’re free to do whatever you want.”

My eyes widen with glee before I give him a quick salute and rush straight to the balcony, jumping off of it without a hint of fear into a roll on the ground far below. Then I simply sprint straight towards the gate, passing through it in a flash.

Please let me get to the island before my bodyguards catch up to me!

“Your Highness,” I hear one of them state, making me glance to the side to find them easily running alongside me.

Shit. That didn’t work as planned.

“I mean, what did you expect?” Tar says with a snort, sounding more than a little amused.

True. Doesn’t mean I can’t still dream, right?

“I’m going hunting,” I tell him without pausing in my run or slowing down in the slightest. “I swear I’ll reach Class III by the end of the night!”

A proud smile makes its way on the guard’s face. One that I completely ignore.

“As you wish, Your Highness,” he says, somehow bowing while running at my top speed. Something that kind of makes me want to punch him because of how fluidly he did it, making me look slow by comparison.

Then again, that might just be my pride talking.

Anyways, the man vanishes to his blood realm as I continue running straight towards the bridge.

Time to fight the other demons on that island!



After ten straight hours of nonstop hunting in the forest, something I wouldn’t have been able to do on Earth, my System Messages suddenly play through by themselves the moment I finish off another bicorn.

{Level 242 Bicorn defeated. A small EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over ten levels above your level.}

…

{Level 252 Bicorn defeated. A large EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over twenty levels above your level.}

{Level 232 Blood Bear defeated.}

…

{Level 271 Blood Bear defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over thirty levels above your level.}

{Level 230 Wendigo defeated. A small EXP penalty is extracted for killing a creature below your level.}

…

{Level 249 Wendigo defeated. A medium EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifteen levels above your level.}

{Level 242 Blood Revenant defeated.}

…

{Level 271 Blood Revenant defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over twenty levels above your level.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x57

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 232. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 250. Three Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to- Level up canceled due to you being at the cap of Class II. Please ascend to Class III. To do so you must find and absorb two Class II catalysts.}

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 6.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 15.]

[Skill ‘Blood Pull’ has leveled up to level 17.]

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 13.]

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 14.]

{You have earned the rare inherent skill, ‘Life Sense’.}

My eyes widen in shock at the new inherent skill.

Now that’s a skill I know about. It’s a rather rare skill but a well-known one on Earth.

The skill lets you sense anything living within a radius around you depending on the skill’s level. It should also let you see the exact amount of mana someone has even if they’re hiding it simply by looking at them. At least, at the higher levels of the skill it gives that.

“One of the skills you learned about at the university, right?” Tar comments as I take a moment to sit down on a tree stump.

Yeah.

I close my eyes, focusing on my senses before slowly gaining a sense of awareness of five presences surrounding me, but when I open my eyes, I don’t find anyone there. Meaning they’re probably the guards.

So I close my eyes again and focus once more until I find the presence of a demon approaching the clearing we’re in.

I open my eyes and turn to look at it, finding a blood revenant – an undead creature made mostly of blood and bone – whose mana I can see clear as day.

It’ll take a bit to get used to though, since it’s kind of bizarre to see a blue aura around everything. And since it’s a passive skill, I can’t exactly turn it off.

The only real downside to the skill.

I’ll also have to figure out how to determine something’s level from their exact amount of mana, if that’s possible.

Although the fact that I only got two inherent skills in my entire time as Class II is disappointing, not including the one I got for reaching Class II in the first place. Even if I know it’s due to the inherent skills I got being higher rarity.

Something that tends to happen for people with a lot of difficult achievements.

Anyways, I quickly distribute my free points before getting up and stretching a bit. Then I tell the guards, “Let’s head back to the palace. I’ve reached level 250 and just need the catalysts now.”

“Of course, Your Highness,” the guards all state, each of them appearing for a moment before vanishing again from my physical sight, but not from my life sense anymore.

At least I can tell where they are now. That’s a plus.

Didn’t realize life sense could see into a blood realm though. Not that I actually knew what a blood realm was before yesterday, but still.

Now I just have to figure out where I can get the catalysts. Although Grandpa might just offer them to me for free.

I kind of doubt he will though. It’s just not the blood lycan way of doing things.

So with that thought in mind, I make the crest reappear on my armor and begin heading back towards the castle again, only to pause after just three steps when a cloud of miasma suddenly appears in front of me, following which the guards all immediately surround me with their arms partially shifted.

Then The Reaper appears out of the miasma, his eyes locked on mine.

What’s he doing here?
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“Lord of Death, why may I ask are you here?” Seraphina asks in a stern but relatively polite way. Or at least as polite as one can be while ready for battle.

The Reaper glances at her before shaking his head and stating, “I simply wish to offer her a catalyst for her ascension.”

I raise a brow, and his comment seems to catch the others off guard as well. But without even giving me a chance to consider his offer, I hear a voice echo in my head.

And it’s not Tar’s.

“Hello, young Princess. What I truly wish to offer you is a way to escape your babysitters. To get back to Earth.”

My eyes begin to widen, only for his voice to continue, “Do not show any reaction if you don’t want your guards ruining this chance for you.”

That stops me, making me narrow my eyes at the man instead. Something that would be expected from the offer he mentioned out loud.

“Her Highness will be searching for her own catalyst soon, so there is no need, Lord of Death,” Seraphina says with a light nod of her head. Meanwhile the man’s voice continues in my head, “Simply say my name out loud and I will have you teleported to wherever you wish to go, away from your bodyguards. This does not have to be now either, as I know you wish to grow stronger here first.”

“Very well then,” he says with a nod before black and purple energy begin to move around him again. “I will be taking my leave.”

Then he vanishes once again, leaving only one last statement in my head, “If you don’t trust me, simply know that I believe all children should have the freedom to choose their own paths.”

And just as if he were never here, the forest goes silent again.

Several seconds pass before I glance at Seraphina, the woman finally shifting her arms back to normal, and ask, “Seraphina, would you mind telling me a little more about The Reaper?”

The woman continues watching our surroundings as she answers, “Of course, Your Highness.” And after she appears satisfied that he’s gone, she focuses on me, the other guards vanishing, and asks, “What would you like to know about him?”

“Well, for a start, has he ever lost control of his hunger?” I ask while beginning to walk through the forest again.

Seraphina quickly moves to keep pace with me, carefully watching our surroundings as she answers, “The Reaper is probably the most self-restrained ghoul in existence, having only ever lost control of his hunger once.”

“Once?” I ask, vaguely surprised. “How do you know he didn’t lose control more than that?”

Most ghouls lose control of their hunger at least once a month, not just once in their entire life…

He must have strong self-control. That or he’s just not telling the-

“Because it was His Majesty that has praised the man’s self-restraint, not the man himself,” she says, surprising me even more.

“And the one time he did lose control?” I prod, growing a little curious about The Reaper.

Because if he can really be trusted, I might actually have a way off of Tartarus after all.

Seraphina glances at me before facing forwards again, “It was because of his father. Very few people know of exactly what occurred, but from what I do know, his father did something that made him lose his self-control. Which led to him racing out of the room to devour a nearby demon, only barely stopping himself from eating his own father.”

My jaw drops wide open at that.

The fuck? That’s... messed up.

“And his father? What happened after that?” I ask, feeling more and more interested the more I hear.

She glances at me for a second and answers in a short sentence, “He’s dead.”

Awkward silence fills the forest as we walk.

I can’t tell if she respects or fears The Reaper, and I feel awkward asking at this point.

There is one more question I need to ask regardless though.

“What’s the relationship between The Reaper and Grandpa?” I ask, making her eyes widen slightly before she smiles and answers, “The two of them actually trust each other quite a lot.” She faces forwards again while continuing, “The Reaper doesn’t really show much of his emotions very often, similar to you and your father, but he does trust His Majesty with his life. Even if he disagrees on how family should be treated.”

“Wait, what was that about family?” I ask, stopping her there.

She glances at me with a look of surprise and confusion, almost like she’s wondering why I’m asking all this, before saying, “The Reaper’s father raised him in a rather harsh manner, trying to force him into living just like he did. And that’s warped The Reaper’s view on family, making him dead set on the idea of children having the right to go and choose their own paths to follow without their parent’s forceful intervention.”

I blink at that.

Okay. That would explain why The Reaper made that offer.

I might take him up on it when I reach Class IV, or if something major happens in the war between the humans and demons. But for now, he’s right. I do want to continue growing stronger here first.

Maybe I can head back when the original adoption was planned to take place, around July?

That said, I’ll need to talk to Grandpa a little bit about The Reaper just to make sure he’s trustworthy.

“Good idea,” Tar comments. “Just make sure not to clue him in to The Reaper’s offer otherwise he might put an immediate end to that chance.”

True.

Oh, right. I also need to ask him about the catalyst.

Actually, The Reaper’s fake offer about a catalyst might make a perfect excuse to ask him about The Reaper.

I glance at Seraphina, only for her to bow slightly and reenter her blood realm, the woman realizing that I’m done with my questions before I look forward again.

Let’s see what Gramps has to say about catalysts. And The Reaper.
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“That didn’t take long,” Grandpa says with a raised brow after appearing out of nowhere in my room, the man having been busy with something when I got back to the castle, making me jump in surprise straight off the bed. “You ready to learn about the next set of catalysts in full? More than just what the humans know about them?”

I quickly nod my head, honestly not having expected him to finish his business in just a few minutes. Seeing as I literally just sat down on my bed in the first place after getting here.

He raises his hand, making a crystal shard appear in it covered in blood as he says, “This here is a Class II Fracture Core Shard, one of the many possible Catalysts. And to ascend with it, you’d need two of these.” Then he raises his other hand, making three objects appear there, each covered in blood as well with one of them – some sort of purple organ – pushed out a little closer to me than the others. “This is the heart of a Class III demon, and to ascend with these, you’d need one hundred Class III demon hearts as only fifty of these combined count as a Catalyst.” The heart moves in a circle, making the next object – some sort of crystal – move to take its place. “This is a Class III Metal that has passively absorbed mana for thousands of years, and to ascend with it you would need at least a few kilograms of the stuff. Although there are also some special crystals that are basically just extremely pure versions of the metal that would count as one Catalyst each.” And lastly, the final object – some sort of glowing orb – moves to take its place. “And then there’s the pure brute force manner of ascending. With a core or other object packed full of mana.”

“Wait, something like that can act as a Catalyst?” I can’t help but ask, looking at the orb that I’m pretty sure is just a random magical item designed to hold mana that someone filled to the top.

Grandpa nods, “It can and does.” The orb vanishes with a snap of his finger. “But you’ll be using the demon hearts since you’ve already got quite a collection growing of them.”

That has me blinking in confusion, only for a pile of hearts to suddenly appear in the room, somehow not making a mess of the floor.

“You didn’t think your bodyguards were only there to protect you, did you?” he asks with a smug grin on his face. “They were also there to collect the hearts of any demons you killed and preserve them for your ascension.”

My jaw drops open.

How the heck did they manage to do that without me noticing? I’m pretty sure it should’ve been rather obvious if they were going around digging through the bodies of the demons I killed.

“Right now you have a total of forty-nine Class III demon hearts,” he says, sounding slightly impressed by the number. “So tomorrow you can go ahead and hunt just Class III demons for more hearts and if you get enough by the end of the night, you can go ahead and ascend in the bath chamber.”

I nod at that, only to pause at the mention of the incredibly nice bath chamber.

He smirks at that and adds, “Don’t worry, the bath can easily cleanse the ascension impurities.”

Thank the stars. I was not looking forward to experiencing that again. The pain is bad enough already.

“What’s a Class III Metal exactly?” I ask, genuinely curious as I look at the crystal. “We don’t have those on Earth.”

He moves the crystal closer to me and says, “They form in areas of high mana usage, generally after a contractor uses a strong enough magic that it floods the area with mana, making the world in that area begin generating its own mana after having its reality touched by the powerful magic. And it would be more accurate to say that they don’t form on Earth yet, since it takes hundreds or even over a thousand years for them to form from the ambient mana.”

Oh.

“And Earth’s only been in the System for two hundred years,” I finish, making him nod. Then he snaps his fingers once more, making the Class III Metal vanish along with the Core Shards.

Grandpa suddenly pats me on the head, making me frown and push away his hand, but he just laughs and says, “Well, I’ve gotta go, dear pup. I shouldn’t make those Demon Lords wait too long just because I left to see you.”

My jaw drops open.

“Did you really-” he vanishes before I finish, trailing off part of the way through my statement, “leave in the middle of a meeting…”

Tar starts laughing as he appears, draping himself over my armored shoulder.

He really just dipped on his meeting to go see me and explain Catalysts? I hope the Demon Lords don’t blame me for that.

Wait a second.

I frown.

How could The Reaper have been in a meeting with him if he met with me in the forest?

“It was probably a clone that we saw,” Tar says, finally getting over his laughing fit. “He’s certainly strong enough to make one.”

True.

Oh, shit. He left so fast I didn’t get the chance to ask him about The Reaper…

“You can ask him later,” Tar says with a cute wave of his paw. “Not like he’s going anywhere permanently.”

Hmm, you’ve got a point.

I walk over and lie down on my bed again while deactivating my armor, resulting in me once again being in casual clothes of a T-shirt and pants. Although I stopped wearing my jacket since it could get damaged on Tartarus beyond Repair’s capability to repair it.

One thing I should definitely ask Leonidas about later.

“What is it?” Tar asks, sounding curious as he crawls onto my chest and lies down.

The armor is missing one of its most important parts.

Pockets.

The tanuki just snorts and closes his eyes, seemingly going to sleep without bothering to say anything in response.

I mean it. They really need pockets.

And I don’t mean the spatial ones they have.

Real pockets I can put my hands in, because I’m too used to putting my hands in my pockets as I walk. So it feels awkward now that I can’t do that.

Tar doesn’t respond, instead snoring.

I roll my eyes at that before glancing at the window to find the sun rising.

Then I close my eyes, beginning to go to sleep myself without caring about the open window.
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I spend the entirety the next night simply hunting Class III demons until I finally get enough hearts to use as Catalysts, following which I head straight back to the castle and meet with Gramps, who once again ditches his meeting to join me. Something I get the feeling I’m going to hear complaints about at some point in time if he keeps on doing it.

But for now I’ll ignore it. Especially considering the fact that it should actually help Earth if his plans are delayed.

“That’s certainly one way to do things,” Tar comments with a chuckle. But then he asks, “So why are you starting to think of him as Gramps instead of Grandpa?”

I blink as I enter my room where Gramps is.

Honestly not sure. It just feels like it suits him more now that I’ve gotten to know him a little better.

“I wonder what he’ll think if he hears you calling him that,” Tar says with a smirk as he purposefully floats next to me instead of on me, likely due to not wanting to be sent flying. Something that will probably happen if Gramps sees him sitting on me.

“That was fast,” Gramps says with a proud smile on his face before snapping his fingers and saying, “now bring them here.”

Then a pile of hearts appears next to him from the bodyguards who’ve been gathering them up for me after I killed each demon.

Gramps holds both of his hands out to the pile of hearts before a blood domain covers them and he lifts them into the air while saying, “This isn’t exactly the normal way to do this, but we don’t have the time to do things the normal way. So I’ll just speed things up.”

The hearts separate into two different groups, each with fifty hearts, before they all begin spinning and merging into each other. Then a crimson glow shines out, followed shortly by a short shockwave.

And not even half a minute later I find myself staring at two glowing red orbs as he moves them over to me.

“And here are your Catalysts!” he exclaims with a proud nod of his head, almost like he’s searching for some sort of praise from me. Kind of like a puppy.

“I think he’d keel over and die if he heard you call him that,” Tar comments dryly.

Doesn’t change the facts.

“Thank you,” I tell him with a smile, probably one of the first smiles I’ve shown since I got to Tartarus. Or at least, one of the first sincere smiles, seeing as I smiled at the guards while we were ‘negotiating’ our agreement on levels and interruptions. Also smiled a couple times at Tar. Never at anyone else though.

And surprisingly my smile actually stuns him into simply staring dumbfounded for a few moments.

I ignore his shock though as I reach out and grab both of the orbs, causing them to pass right into my body just like the core shard I used to ascend to Class II did when I touched that core.

[You have devoured the compacted hearts of one hundred Class III demons and therefore meet the second of the two requirements for breaking through to Class III: The absorption of two Class II Catalysts.]

[You have completed all the requirements to reach Class III. Would you like to ascend?]

“No,” I state out loud in response to the System.

[Negative received. Ascension to Class III will begin whenever the user wishes.]

Gramps finally snaps out of it at my answer to the System as he blinks and says, “Well, I should get back to my work. Feel free to visit me after you reach Class III!”

Then he vanishes in a vortex of blood.

I stare at where he was standing for several seconds without moving.

Okay. I’ve gotta ask.

How does Tartarus run with a Demon King as flippant as him leading it?

Tar actually coughs at that before muttering, “Of course she’d ask something like that…” but when I raise a brow he clears his throat and says, “Well, he’s not normally like that. You should be able to tell just from how your mother is afraid of him.”

I can’t help but feel skeptical about that, but I guess he is still the Demon King who strikes terror into the hearts of all humans…

“He acts completely differently around you as opposed to everyone else,” Tar says, trying to convince me. “It’s the same with most blood lycans actually.”

I find it hard to believe that most blood lycans basically turn into excited puppies when they’re around their children or grandchildren. After all, Leonidas isn’t like that. Except when he was waiting for me to wake up.

Tar doesn’t say anything this time, seemingly not having anything to retort with.

Yeah, thought so.

Although I can understand that he’s different around others. After all, a reputation has to come from somewhere.

“Yeah!” Tar exclaims like a person latching onto a lifeline, making me chuckle for a second before I stretch a little and begin turning around to leave my room.

“Are you planning to head to the baths and ascend, Your Highness?” one of the guards appears and asks, and I nod my head without a word as I continue walking. “Then we will inform the staff to avoid that area.”

I nod my head in appreciation, only to pause and add before he leaves, “Also, could you inform Leonidas that if he hears any screaming coming from the baths, or rather, any screaming louder than he was likely already expecting due to the ascension, then ignore it. I’ve been told that my ascensions are more painful than most peoples’.”

The guard winces at that and says, “My condolences, and I will do as you say at once, Your Highness.”

He then vanishes in an instant, following which I begin heading towards the baths that I went to before.

This is not going to be pleasant.

But at least I don’t have to deal with the stench this time.
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I let out a sigh as I lie in the bath, having taken off my clothes in the changing room and left them there already.

The water in here is so nice…

“You do remember why you’re here, right?” Tar’s voice echoes in my head and I just wave at him, finally no longer caring at all about him seeing me without clothes on now that I know he really has no interest in a human body. That fae don’t even really have physical forms in the first place. Or at least, not tangible ones that can be physically touched.

I continue soaking casually in the water for a few minutes before Tar says, “You really should start.”

That has me frowning, only to eventually let out a sigh.

Well, now or never. At least I won’t stink this time.

[You have completed all the requirements to reach Class III. Would you like to ascend?]

“Yes, I would,” I state out loud in response to the System, my voice echoing through the bath chamber.

[Confirmation received. Ascension to Class III will now begin.]

And just like the last time, nothing happens for several seconds, following which that same burning pain spreads throughout my entire body and I have to choke back a scream. But then the pain shoots up again, making me let out a loud scream that echoes throughout the bath chamber as I feel myself partially losing my grip on my spot and sink further into the bath until my head stops on the edge of it, just barely above the water.

I clench my eyes shut through the pain, feeling another stabbing pain radiating around my chest where I’m likely getting another heart, along with a stabbing pain in my teeth. And along with that pain, my scream goes up in pitch as my teeth begin to get pushed out of their sockets and I cough out a mouthful of blood, only for new teeth to grow in and then shift back to normal, just like what happened with my claws in the last ascension.

After several seconds, the pain in my mouth and chest fade, making me feel relieved.

Then I feel the absolute worst headache I’ve ever had in my entire life. One that is far worse than even when I was hit by a mind spike. As if my mind is about to crack and shatter into pieces, making me scream so loudly my voice starts going hoarse before healing and going hoarse again over and over again.

Throughout the excruciating process, Tar stays absolutely silent, instead just putting his paw gently on my cheek as if in some form of reassurance that he was here. But after noticing that, my thoughts completely fragment as the pain grows even worse, following which everything just goes blank.

Then it all vanishes, and I suck in a gasp of air, shooting straight up into a sitting position, sending the water on me flying in the process all the way to hit the far wall, cracking it slightly and startling me.

“That. Fucking.” I turn around to look at Tar. “Hurt.”

“I’m sorry you had to go through that,” he says, sounding genuinely sorry. Like he has anything to do with the pain I just went through.

I sigh.

It’s not your fault or anything like that. It just hurt.

Bad.

Not like you can do anything about it.

“Yeah, but still…” Tar mutters, sounding sad despite me being the one who just experienced the mind shattering pain.

I pat the little guy before looking around and finding the little blood and black impurities that hadn’t already vanished currently vanishing in the bath. Then I look at my own body to find it squeaky clean just like when I went into the bath in the first place.

When we go back to Earth, I’m taking this bath with me.

Tar looks up at me, surprised for a moment before chuckling and shaking his head, “Sure. Whatever you want.”

I smile at that as I step out of the bath for a moment, only to shake my head and step back in, lying back down.

“I can check the results and everything after a short nap…” I mutter before falling asleep thanks to my exhaustion the moment my eyes close.



The Blood Calamity’s Throne Room
Right before the start of Scarlet’s Ascension

Leonidas sits on a makeshift throne of blood made by his domain at the bottom of the dais as his father sits on his own throne at the end of the hall, and he can’t help but wonder what the other Demon Lords are thinking about the Demon King’s current actions. About his constantly flaking on their meetings just to go do something superficial with Leonidas’s daughter. Something any regular servant could’ve done.

Although…

Despite Leonidas’s thoughts, he can’t help but feel a tad jealous of his father. After all, the Demon King is able to spend as much time as he wants with Leonidas’s daughter while Leonidas can’t do it himself. And even if his daughter clearly doesn’t hate him, there isn’t any love there either.

But he can tell that she’s beginning to care in a way towards her grandfather, even if it’s still tainted a bit by his actions.

Leonidas sighs at the thought.

Then the screaming echoes out from the baths and both Leonidas and his father stiffen up, being the only ones in the room whose ears are good enough to hear past the soundproofing on the bath walls.

She’s started then.

The Reaper suggests some random reform or something for his land to the Demon King, but neither the Demon King nor Leonidas pay any attention to him. All they can focus on is Scarlet’s screaming as they fidget, constantly looking in the direction of the bath.

“Your Majesty?” The Reaper asks, sounding confused for a moment only to seemingly realize what’s happening. “Ah, she’s ascending, then?”

“Already? That was fast!” the Lord of Hellfire comments, sounding excited, most likely at the thought of eventually fighting Scarlet when she reaches his level in the future.

The Devourer stays silent for a few moments as Leonidas hears the screaming rise in pitch, making him almost jump out of his throne to go after her. Then he hears the Devourer mutter, “I hope her ascension is swift…”

Leonidas can’t help but nod at that sentiment, but he already realizes that it won’t be thanks to the sound of her screaming louder now than when the ascension first began.

Then her screaming grows in pitch once more and becomes hoarse, and neither Leonidas nor his father can stand it anymore despite her saying it would be more painful than it is for most people, immediately rushing from their thrones and going straight towards where the baths are. But they don’t dare to even so much as open the door to the changing room, instead pacing outside of it to give her privacy.

Since they both know she would be extremely angry if they went in.

Please be alright…



Outside of the Baths

After way too long spent pacing back and forth outside, Scarlet’s voice finally cuts off, signifying the end of the ascension. And both Leonidas and his father stop pacing to stand still right outside of the changing room connected to the bath, simply waiting for her to leave the bath and get changed.

But she never leaves.

Leonidas and his father share a look before Leonidas asks, “You think she passed out in the bath?”

His father frowns and glances at the door with a look that tells Leonidas that he’s probably considering going inside to check. But before either of them can do anything, a tanuki appears in front of them looking slightly down.

“Is she okay?” “How’s she doing?” Both Leonidas and his father ask at the same time, their eyes drilling into the tanuki completely lacking any sort of patience.

“She’s fine,” the tanuki answers, making both of them let out sighs right away. “But she decided to take a nap afterwards and is sleeping in the bath. So please don’t disturb her.”

Leonidas feels surprised that the usually meek fae prince would order him around, even if in a polite manner, much less the Demon King. But when he glances at his father, he just sees the man nodding while summoning a throne of blood and casually sitting in the hallway.

After a few seconds of silence, Leonidas nods and does the same, sitting outside of the changing room waiting with his father for his daughter to wake up.

And right before the tanuki vanishes, he can’t help but notice a surprised and slightly incredulous look on the ball of fur’s face. But he ignores it on account of how important he is to his daughter, along with the fact that he was the only one there to help her through her ascension.

Even if the fact that she was technically naked in the same room as the fae grinds on his nerves.

“Remember that-” Elara starts, only for Leonidas to answer in his head, ‘I know you fae don’t feel sexual attraction towards humans. But that doesn’t change how a father might feel.”

Elara stays quiet, but Leonidas notices faint waves of amusement wafting to him from their bond.

He tries to distract himself by thinking of whatever matter The Reaper was talking about before Scarlet’s ascension started, but that only brings his mind to the report about The Reaper offering his daughter a Catalyst. Something he shouldn’t have done.

If I had to guess, it was due to his dislike of how we blood lycans do things… but that was still almost crossing a line…

Leonidas shakes his head at the thought.

Well, nothing happened, so it’s better to not cause trouble with the ghouls.

The man then sighs, his gaze not leaving the changing room door. But his eyes go wide when he realizes that the fae is probably in there alone with his daughter as she sleeps naked in the bath, making his claws extend on their own at the realization.

I must not rip the tanuki apart. I must not rip the tanuki apart. I must not-

Elara chuckles this time, making him narrow his eyes. But then he continues the chant in his head.

I must not rip the tanuki apart. I must not rip the tanuki apart. I must not rip the tanuki apart…



Scarlet

After waking up feeling a lot more relaxed in the bath who knows how long later, I stand up and stretch a little with a short yawn before walking to the changing room and getting dressed. Then I hear Tar saying, “You’re finally up? Your father and grandfather have been sitting outside for about three hours now waiting for you.”

I blink at that and stare at the tanuki for several seconds.

Oh.

Oops?

I walk over to the door while activating my armor before opening it, not surprising them in the least. Until I say, “I’m okay,” and begin closing the door again so that I can check my messages, only for a hand to catch the door, making it stop moving instantly.

“Did you seriously think that would be all you needed to say?” I hear Leonidas’s voice ask rather incredulously as he pushes the door back open.

That has me tilting my head slightly, my head still more than a little sleep addled from my lovely nap in the bath as I mutter, “Yeah?”

I see the tanuki slapping his paw to his face in a display of exasperation as Leonidas’s mouth parts open in surprise and Gramps full-on belly laughs. But I’m still not sure what’s happening so I just turn around and walk over to the bench as I let the System Messages pass.

	Ascension complete.
User is now class III.



{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 251. Four Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, on account of ascending to Class III, your stat multipliers have been increased.}

{Your Species has changed from 62.5% blood lycan, 37.5% human to 75% blood lycan, 25% human.}

{One hundred Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class III. Spend them wisely.}

{Fifty Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class III within a year of being initialized into the System. Spend them wisely.}

{Fifty Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class III while less than twenty years old. Spend them wisely.}

{Uncommon rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ may now evolve into rare rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at the cost of losing three levels.}

{Uncommon rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ will now evolve into rare rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ while retaining any previous effects. There is no cost in levels due to the skill being static.}

{Uncommon rarity inherent skill ‘Life Drain’ may now evolve into rare rarity inherent skill ‘Life Drain’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at the cost of losing three levels.}

{You have earned the epic rarity inherent skill, ‘Metallicized Blood.’}

The sight of an epic rarity inherent skill gives me pause, but I yawn again, showing just how tired I am. So tired that it actually doesn’t faze me at all.

“It’s likely a side effect of the trauma you just experienced,” Tar answers my thoughts for me. Then he speaks out loud, presumably for Leonidas’s sake, “You should probably get some more rest. In an actual bed this time. It took a lot out of you to ascend both in body and mind this time, and your body needs the sleep.”

I sluggishly nod at that before standing up with another yawn. But just seconds later, I feel the strength in me leave as I begin to fall down to the ground, everything growing dark as I fall back to sleep, only barely registering the feeling of being caught by someone instead of hitting the ground.


Intermission



Inside of a large Museum on Earth

Arabellia grits her teeth as she uses her Basic Mental Barrier skill to create a large shining purple wall between her team and the Class II demons while repeatedly glancing at her boyfriend, who she still believes shouldn’t be with the rest of them here. After all, while she and the others have all reached class II, he hasn’t. He is still at Class I. So he’s entirely relying on them all here.

Soon after Arthur became a Guardian, he had joined their team. But despite getting someone to fill the gap Scarlet left, the team’s popularity still shot down a significant amount after the Rising Star Guardian of their generation left it.

“Fuck,” she grunts when several fireballs slam into her barrier. But the acolyte problem is soon taken care of by Michael’s dryad familiar as the walking tree lady sends a wave of powerful spikes of bark straight at the acolytes attacking them, killing them all in one fell swoop. Then she finally lets the barrier fade while dropping to one knee.

Arthur quickly rushes over to help her up, but she raises a hand and pushes herself up instead. Then they stand in awkward silence as the others go around making sure the civilians they had just saved are safe.

Eventually Belle turns to look at Arthur and says, “You don’t have to work yourself this hard.”

Her boyfriend just shakes his head and retorts, “Look who’s talking.”

Belle sighs at his words, not even denying them. Because they both know that they’ve been trying as hard as they possibly can since Scarlet’s abduction to grow stronger. To catch up to her, even if they both understand that to be an impossible goal, considering her origins and stubborn temperament.

And it’s not just those two. The others in their team have been pushing harder as well, even if they don’t know exactly what happened to Scarlet. Only what the rest of the public believes. That she was taken by her mother to do private training and is being given private tutoring for her time in the university as well, staying out of all public affairs for now.

Something that really disappointed the majority of her fans, even if they knew she wasn’t a social person. But no one raised any sort of fuss thanks to her status as White’s daughter, and because they knew she would come back stronger soon enough.

And they’re probably right, considering how much better Tartarus is as a place for her to grow stronger… I wouldn’t be surprised if she’s already nearing Class III by now.

Belle sits down on a bench in the museum, the others giving them space as Michael goes around healing the injured civilians.

“How are your parents doing?” Arthur asks, sitting down next to her.

Belle just shakes her head and says, “They’re not taking it well either. Both are blaming themselves for letting her get taken.”

Her boyfriend winces at that before Belle leans into him, Arthur’s arm going around her shoulder in the process.

Several seconds of silence pass. Then Belle murmurs, “I miss her.”

Arthur just nods his head and quietly says, “Me too.”

Even with only a little over a week passing since her disappearance, and the city’s only recently having gotten back to running how it was before the Class V Fracture, it still feels like months have passed to Belle. And she’s sure it’s the same to her parents as well, considering how they’ve been beating themselves up about what happened since.

If anyone took it the hardest, it was them…

Something Belle didn’t know until the day after the Class V Fracture ended was that her parents had met with Scarlet’s mother and were going around with her during the Fracture solely to protect Scarlet. So they both feel like failures, not having been able to do just that.

She sighs again for what must be the hundredth time that day before her thoughts turn towards Black, who had apparently helped Scarlet during the Fracture according to her parents.

Whole lot of good that did…

The two sit in silence for a while until the others finish with the civilians and signal them that they’re ready to move on. So the both of them stand up with Belle glancing at Arthur and saying, “You still sure you don’t want to back out?”

Arthur rolls his eyes at that and answers with the same thing he had answered for the last dozen times she asked, “I’m staying with the team till the end.”

Belle sighs once more before starting to walk towards the others.

It only takes a second for Arthur to catch up with her, and he immediately reaches for her hand, taking it to feel it shaking slightly.

“I’ll be fine, Belle,” he says quietly, “and Scarlet will be as well. You know how they treat their own blood.”

Belle nods at that but still feels nervous about it. About both Arthur and Scarlet.

“I know… I just wish you wouldn’t go putting yourself into unnecessary danger,” she murmurs as they walk, soon joining with the others of their team along with the civilians. They then begin heading over to the closest bunker marked on Belle’s terminal.

“I know,” Arthur says in a whisper, “but I can’t let myself fall behind. I won’t. And not going with you would make me fall further behind than ever.” Belle feels his hand tighten slightly around hers. “I won’t be helpless again.”

A sad smile forms on Belle’s face as she gives Arthur’s hand a little squeeze as the two continue walking.

I wonder how Scarlet’s doing right now? Is she safe?

Then a thought comes to mind, making her smile grow a little wider again.

Is she out hunting? I wouldn’t be surprised knowing her… she’s probably turning the demon world inside out already.

Her thoughts come to a halt when they find another group of demons after turning a corner.

Back to fighting.
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Scarlet

I wake up feeling more than a little groggy as I sit up in my bed rubbing my eyes. And it takes me just a few seconds to realize that I’m in my bed and not the bath, where I last remember being awake.

Did someone-

“No, you woke up and left the bath to get changed, only to pass out afterwards,” Tar says, interrupting my thoughts and making me relax again.

Okay. Mind telling me what happened then? I don’t remember anything.

“Well, you checked your System Messages after getting changed, and that was basically it,” Tar explains. “In the messages, three skills were offered to evolve and are still awaiting your answer, while you also got an epic inherent skill called Metallicized Blood. Which I think you can probably guess what does.”

Oh, that’s nice.

I stretch for a moment before his words actually register and I turn to stare at the tanuki who I find sitting next to me.

Wait, an epic inherent skill?

He snorts at how long it took to register.

Actually, which of my skills were offered evolutions?

“The three lower rarity inherent skills you use the most,” Tar answers. “Metallicized Blood Claws, Life Drain, and Partial Shift.”

Ah, right. Yeah, I’ll evolve all three of those.

{Uncommon rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ has now evolved into the rare rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at the cost of losing three levels.}

{Uncommon rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ has now evolved into the rare rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at no price.}

{Uncommon rarity inherent skill ‘Life Drain’ has now evolved into the rare rarity inherent skill ‘Life Drain’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at the cost of losing three levels.}

That was all, right?

“You also got two hundred Skill Points,” Tar points out, making my eyes widen slightly.

That’s a lot.

I open up my status to find that they really are there, along with the new skill. So I go ahead and focus on the description of the new skill.

{Metallicized Blood – Allows the user to have a limited amount of control over their own blood once it leaves their body and allows the user to metallicize their blood, turning it into blood metal.}

Now that has me fully waking up as I grin.

I move my hand outwards before trying to use the skill, and almost immediately, I transform a small amount of the blood in my forearm to metal while also pulling on it, ripping it through my arm and out of my body. Then I gradually shift it into the form of a rather shabby looking sword and reach out to grab it.

“Now this skill could come in handy,” I comment, my grin turning into a full-blown smile.

“Remember to spend your Skill Points,” Tar comments, following which I realize I don’t have anywhere to put the sword. So I just toss it off the bed, making it clatter to the floor as I focus on my skills. “And check the store just in case.”

I check the store, only to not find anything new there.

Although Blood Plague is still there, so I go ahead and buy that legendary skill. Just because it’s legendary and looks like it could be quite useful in some ways. Particularly due to it being another skill like blood boil and life drain. A passive damaging one. Except this one lets the passive damage spread to others as well. But only those I want it to spread to.

And looking at my skills list again after buying the new skill, I decide to spend thirty of my one hundred and ninety-four points on getting blood armor to level ten, which makes the last purchased skill for me to bring to level ten. With the exception of the two legendary skills I bought recently that are both at level one.

So I spend sixty-four Skill Points right away to raise both legendary skills to level five at the least. Then I look at my remaining points, which total to exactly one hundred points on the dot.

“That’s a clean number,” Tar comments, and I can’t help but nod my head in agreement.

Then I go and check the descriptions of the two legendary skills.

{Blood Plague – This skill allows the user to infect every being in sight that they choose to infect with one of five different viruses, each of which will spread through physical contact or contact with bodily fluids to anyone the user wishes it to spread to.}

{Gradual Corruption Nullification – This skill allows the user to slowly nullify any sort of corruption in their body over the course of nine minutes. The nine minutes does not have to go uninterrupted, however, the user may not use any other skills during this time. Usage of this skill requires a steady stream of mana.}

Looks like two more different types of viruses were added to Blood Plague, and the amount of time I have to use Gradual Corruption Nullification has been reduced from ten minutes to nine. Both good changes.

I run some math in my head to figure out how I can spend the rest of the Skill Points before deciding to bring one of the two legendary skills to level ten and the other to level six. Which should use up all of my remaining points but three.

But the question is, which should I bring to level ten?

“Is there even a question about it?” Tar asks, and I shake my head.

Not really.

I bring Gradual Corruption Nullification to level ten and Blood Plague to level six, simply because I’ll need the corruption nullification to be as high a level as possible if I ever want it to evolve.

Still gonna bring Blood Plague to level ten later though. When I get the points.

And with that done, I sit back to look at my status.

Or rather, I distribute my free points and then I sit back to look at my status. And what a beautiful status it is.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Age: 19	Level: 251	SP: 3
	Stats:

	Physical: 699	Mental: 698	Magical: 698
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 584,644.8/584,644.8	Free Points/Level: 4
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 13	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Beast Form
	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 14	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 14	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 17	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 12	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Armor	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Manifestation	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Sacrifice	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Bank	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Regeneration	Skill Level: 14	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Bloody Thorns
	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Just something about seeing skills below level ten now is making me want to level them to level ten at least. I don’t know why. It just bothers me.

“You’re a perfectionist in some ways, so it makes sense that it does,” Tar comments with a shrug as he floats up and lands on my shoulder.

Yeah, anyways, I close out of my status and get up from the bed. Then I activate my armor, making it switch out with my regular clothes like usual.

“Come to think of it, did anyone say anything about my screaming?” I ask while glancing at the tanuki on my shoulder. And his eyes widen for a second before he opens his mouth to answer, only for someone to appear in front of me, grabbing him by the scruff of his neck.

I raise my gaze upwards a bit to find Leonidas narrowing his eyes on the tanuki before raising a hand, making a whip of blood metal form that wraps around the balcony door handles and opens the door.

Then he tosses the tanuki outside and closes the door again, finally turning his focus on me with a faint smile.

“Was that necessary?” I ask with more than a little amusement in my voice.

It never gets old seeing the tanuki getting tossed out a window.

“Hey!” Tar shouts in my head.

I mean, you’re gonna have to get used to it if you insist on sitting on me here on Tartarus. Considering everyone’s pension for respecting the Royal Family. And their habit of throwing you away.

“Yes, it was necessary,” Leonidas answers my question, making me raise a brow. Then, as if to reaffirm his statement, he repeats, “It was.”

“Agreed,” I hear Gramps’s voice from behind me, making me turn around to find the man having appeared there out of nowhere.

“Do you people always have to just appear out of nowhere?” I complain with a frown, since it’s really getting annoying.

“Yes.” “Of course.” The two answer at the same time.

When I simply stare at the two of them with a brow raised, Gramps elaborates, “It’s a fright tactic we learn to use on others to show power over them on Tartarus.”

“Hmm,” I hum before tilting my head, still with a brow raised, “and you’re using it on me… why?”

They both stiffen up at that, and I swear I hear laughter coming from outside of the castle. Likely from the tanuki who seems to be laughing out loud and not in my head.

I stand in place tapping my foot for a bit to make the two sweat for a little while before eventually moving on and asking, “So what time is it and where is the best hunting ground for me now?”

Both of them blink in surprise. Then they share a glance, following which the tanuki finally comes back inside again.

“You shouldn’t be surprised at this point,” Tar says to the two, bringing their attention to him. “Hunting and growing stronger are probably some of the most important things in the world to Scarlet. It’s all she thinks of sometimes.”

“Hey!” I exclaim, crossing my arms. “I think of other things too!”

“Like?” Tar asks, turning to me with a brow raised. Which looks ridiculous on a tanuki.

“Video games,” I answer with a serious scowl on my face.

Tar starts laughing. Meanwhile Gramps looks at me incredulously and Leonidas just shakes his head with his fingers rubbing his temples.

And the Sylvesters and Arthur.

I mention this second part in my head since I don’t think Gramps would very much appreciate me mentioning some humans I care about in front of him.

Tar doesn’t say anything, likely due to the Demon King’s ability to hear Tar’s voice when he speaks privately to me. But since he can’t hear my thoughts, I’m good.

“Your love of that human technology aside,” Leonidas says, “there is another island where you would likely find more Class III demons on average if you would like to go there. But I think now would be a good time for you to go explore more of Tartarus instead of staying solely in the Bloody Duchy.”

I blink in surprise at that, only for Gramps to jump in, “Your father is right, Scarlet. Not only would it be good for you to fight a variety of different demons with different magics, but it would also benefit some of the demons you might see when traveling through the cities for them to see you. Improve morale.”

Oh. So I should avoid visiting demon cities if my presence would hurt the human’s side of the war.

Rather ironic.

Wasn’t planning on visiting them anyways.

“You kind of have to for food and supplies,” Tar comments, almost making me groan.

Wait, what if-

“Also, you will be responsible for procuring your own food and supplies,” Gramps says, making me let out an internal groan that I don’t voice out loud. “Of course, I’ll pay for anything you wish for. But you must buy it yourself. Your guards can carry it. Or your fae.” He adds this last part while narrowing his eyes at Tar, who he really doesn’t seem to like.

Then again, from what I’ve seen so far and just from blood lycans in general, blood lycans can be a bit protective of their kids and grandkids. So it makes sense in some twisted form of logic that they’d dislike the idea of Tar being so close to me as a guy even though he’s a fae.

Actually, I get the feeling they’d be a lot happier if Tar was a girl.

I hear Tar choking at my thoughts, bringing my gaze to find him staring wide-eyed at me.

So I just shrug.

Not like I’m wrong.

“Before this trip though, you need to stay an entire night in the castle for a first,” Gramps says, making my head swivel around to stare at him. “You haven’t spent an entire night here thus far. And more importantly, I want to show you some of my work as the Demon King.”

Okay, I feel a tiny bit of fear at that last part.
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Scarlet

I try very hard not to scream as Gramps pulls me through the air with some skill, the two of us flying straight towards the center of the world alongside the Blood Lord. At speeds that I have never gone in my entire life before. Not even on a supersonic magi-tech train. Speeds so fast that the view below us is just a mere blur to my eyes despite me being Class III now.

And to make matters worse, I don’t think I’d be able to scream even if I wanted to. I don’t think I can even talk, since whatever Gramps is doing that is letting me breathe isn’t exactly letting me talk.

Why the heck Gramps said all he did about me not staying the night in the Castle of Ruin when he wasn’t even going to be having the business of his that he wants me to watch in that castle is beyond me.

“He just wanted an excuse to show you his work, and another side of himself,” Tar comments, and judging by the slight pursing of Gramps’ lips at those words, I’m guessing he’s right.

At the very least, the trip only takes a few minutes. Even though we all just flew for several tens of thousands of kilometers during these few minutes.

And when we actually stop, I find myself staring at a massive castle in front of us on the ground in awe. The castle itself is over twice as large as the Castle of Ruin, and it has four even larger towers on each corner of the rhombus shaped castle, each spanning nearly three times the castle’s size in height. And the castle’s design is very dark, clearly made entirely out of blood metal with the whole thing being a very dark black with hints of red in color and a sleek metallic sheen to it.

What makes the castle look even more sinister though is the barren wastelands surrounding it. Since the ground is completely red with no fertile soil in sight, no life at all except for the millions of spawn I see all fighting each other around the castle.

Although in hindsight, there isn’t really much fertile soil on Tartarus in the first place. And the demons don’t exactly eat vegetables or fruit or anything like that.

If I remember correctly from Gramps’ lessons, the Bloody Duchy is the only ‘continent’ in the world that has fertile soil. And they don’t really farm much, seeing as most demons don’t bother eating vegetables or fruit and sustain themselves almost entirely on meat. Often the meat of other demons of other species. Although a lot of spawn are cannibals too.

Nobles are often the only demons with a much larger variety in their palate.

“This is my castle,” Gramps says with a proud look on his face.

I numbly stare at it as he begins dropping down into the center of the castle where a large tower stands, albeit not as large as the four surrounding it. Then he drops us all in through a skylight at the center of the tower into a throne room.

“Welcome, Your Majesty,” a demon I can only assume is a kitsune says with a bow. So I identify her out of curiosity.

|Raiden Akuma – Kitsune – Level 1792|

Holy shit this is one strong kitsune. She’s almost as high a level as most of the Knights of Humanity. And with her being a kitsune on top of it, she’s probably stronger than them. Just like Satan.

The kitsune has a pair of red and black fox ears along with nine fox tails spread out around her, each of them being a sleek black. And her eyes themselves are like that of a cat, and they’re amber in color. Although while they are slit, they aren’t anywhere near as narrow as a reptile’s eyes are.

Her gaze turns to me and Leonidas as she says with another bow, albeit one that doesn’t go as deep as the one she gave towards Gramps, “And welcome to Your Highnesses as well.” Then she focuses solely on me with a polite smile, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Princess Scarlet. I hope we can get along.”

I feel a shiver run down my spine at the way she’s looking at me. Like I’m a toy for her to play with despite her clear loyalty.

A similar look that I’ve seen both Belle and her mother get from time to time. Particularly when they’re looking to dress me up.

Albeit with this woman being far more frightening than them.

Gramps begins walking past her towards his throne as he says, “Akuma, please bring in the requesters.”

The kitsune takes a second to turn her gaze away from me before she bows again towards the King and says, “Yes, Your Majesty. Right away.”

Then she vanishes in a flurry of fire and lightning, both of a color mixture of yellow, red, and orange.

Foxfire.

Leonidas walks up to me and makes a blood domain around us while whispering, “I would watch out for that one. She may absolutely respect the royal family like other demons, but also like other demon clan demons, she is a lot more willing to do things to them that won’t actually harm them or cross their respect. Particularly the kitsune, who can be rather playful.”

I purse my lips as I look back, only for the blood domain to vanish at a wave of Gramps’ hand, making me realize he has more control over blood domains than his son. Then he waves at the two thrones next to the large one he’s now sitting in. And I can’t help but feel a little awkward as I walk over and sit down on one of the rather grand looking thrones.

All three of the thrones are clearly made out of very expensive and luxurious material, likely all made from demon parts. Not to mention that the metal in them is blood metal, making this one throne probably more expensive than my entire suite back at the university.

And that’s not considering how the King’s throne is larger and grander looking than ours.

“You can watch or participate yourself,” Grandpa says without looking at me, focusing his attention on the vast doors at the end of the long throne room. “It’s entirely your choice. I won’t force you to participate in demon affairs. Only show you a little bit of it.”

I nod my head at that, feeling appreciative at his consideration there.

Although I do admit that I’d rather not be here right now.

The kitsune appears again in a flash of lightning and fire before bowing slightly and moving to the side of the thrones. Then she raises her voice, declaring, “Enter!”

The door to the three-meter-tall grand double doors to the throne room open with a quiet creak, revealing dozens of demons on the other side, all of which are strong enough to squash me like a bug. And each one of them begins filing into the room before forming a large quadrant about half a dozen meters in front of the raised dais we’re on. They then all perform a bow, kneeling down low and saluting with a synchronous, “We greet Your Majesty and are grateful for the audience you have given us.”

“You may raise your heads,” Gramps says, his tone having gone slightly cold as opposed to the warm tone he uses with me.

They all do so before each of them continues, “We greet Your Highnesses.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I find Leonidas nodding his head, so I just do the same, deciding that mimicking him is the best option for me right now. And it seems to work as they all focus on the King again.

Out of nowhere, another person appears in the room, immediately attracting my attention to a man who is now standing about a meter away from my throne to the side, on a lower step, symmetrical to where Raiden is standing. And I can tell the man is a ghoul before I even finish identifying him.

|Cedric Tor de Blackheart – Ghoul – Level 1822|

Is he The Reaper’s brother? Because he really does look very similar to him. And he has the same names as well, with the exception of his first name.

“Royal Court is now in session, please make your pleas and be heard by His Majesty one by one based on your ranking,” the man says, making me realize he’s probably some sort of prime minister type guy. At least, by the way he sounds. Or maybe a royal guard?

Almost immediately, one of the demons stands up and moves forward before kneeling again. The man has a very similar appearance to the Lady of Devouring, albeit with a much lower level.

“Your Majesty, I wish to go to war with the Blackwater Duchy, with your permission,” the mindeater states, and Gramps turns his head to look at another demon before asking, “The state of your territory, Duchess Blackwater?”

The duchess in question – a dragonoid with two large red wings, a draconic head, and red scales across her body – steps forward as well and bows herself as she answers, “Improved enough to benefit from a war, Your Majesty.”

Gramps turns his gaze back to the mindeater and declares, “The Darkheart Duchy and the Blackwater Duchy are now at war for a period of ten years, following which the winner shall devour the loser’s territory. The victory conditions of the war will be decided upon by the two Duchies involved. However, both sides must give the inhabitants of their duchies ten days to leave should they not wish to participate in the war.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” Duke Darkheart states, sounding very grateful before both him and the duchess step back into line.

Then the next Noble steps forward and the process continues, making me feel more than a little bored.

I can’t help but wonder if this is how princesses felt back in medieval times on Earth. Just having to sit here looking pretty as other people talk politics.

“Probably,” Tar comments.

Although Gramps has a lot more control over everything than any ruler from medieval times on Earth had. Partially because he can flatten them like insects if they disagree, and partially because they respect him so much. It’s like everything he says is absolute. Like nothing he does can be wrong.

It’s kind of creepy.

The proceedings go on for hours, leaving me sitting in this rather comfortable chair wondering what I’m doing with my life. Then, after who knows how long, the Nobles split down the middle and move to the sides of the halls, the pleas all finally done and over with.

I start paying closer attention again when Leonidas vanishes from his throne. And the throne vanishes a second later as well.

Demon Lords?

Right on cue, the door opens once more, having been closed earlier after all of the Nobles had entered, and this time it reveals the four Demon Lords as they step into the room, passing in-between the Nobles with level steps.

After they make it to the throne, each of them bows, albeit not as low as the rest of the Nobles did. Then they each greet me as well, with the exception of Leonidas.

“Welcome to my Court, Demon Lords,” Gramps says with a nod. “And may it be everlasting.”

“May it be everlasting,” each of the Demon Lords declares, reminding me of something Gramps had told me before. About that exact phrase and how it’s meant to signify the eternal reign of the Demons of Tartarus. Of the Kingdom built across the world so that it may never fall again, like it fell to the Empire of humans long ago.

Something I find rather curious considering the fact that there aren’t any other nations or races on the planet. So who exactly could it fall to? Aside from the humans on Earth and the creatures from the Void.

Actually, are there any other worlds out there with intelligent species on them?

“Probably,” Tar answers. “The fae have a connection to the world of Tartarus located directly beneath this castle where we can cross over into the mortal realm. It would make sense if there are two inhabited planets already, but we don’t have a connection to any other world. We didn’t even know Earth existed until the Fractures began.”

Oh. Right. I think you mentioned this before.

My eyes are directed towards Gramps when he stands up from his throne with a powerful aura blanketing over the entire throne room, making everyone in the room begin kneeling. Although he seems to avoid covering me with his aura, so I’m spared from it.

Then he begins speaking, “I have an important announcement to make to the Kingdom.” And I swear I hear his voice twice. Once echoing in my head, and once from him standing there.

“It’s because he’s spreading his aura over the entire planet, speaking into every last demon’s mind right now,” Tar says, making my jaw drop open in shock.

This is probably important then.
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A few seconds pass in silence before Gramps continues speaking, “A prophecy has been told and evidence collected. The way we war on Earth must change. From now on the primary goal of the war is no longer to exterminate the human species but to instead conquer them until a time when the prophecy comes to pass. You are now all to avoid causing unnecessary human casualties during the war. However, contracted humans are still targets and to be considered soldiers of the human species. Take this command as law and obey, my subjects!”

My eyes widen in absolute shock.

He… he really just… he just did that…

All of the demons in the throne room look shocked by the command as well, including Leonidas. But not a single one voices a complaint.

“They have absolute trust in him after all, so of course they wouldn’t,” Tar says. “And it helps that your Grandfather specified a prophecy, and that the prophecy was proved already, so they are given a clear reason for the change.”

Yeah… but still… wow.

I… may have to rethink how I treat White.

“Why is that?” Tar asks, sounding curious.

I’ve always treated her completely apathetically, if not slightly rudely for what she did based on the prophecy. But I also know that if she didn’t do any of that, then this wouldn’t have happened. The Demon King wouldn’t have given that order, since I absolutely wouldn’t have gotten Gradual Corruption Nullification. Which is most likely the skill that’ll become the one I need to fulfill the curse lifting part of the prophecy. The reason he’s made this change in the law in the first place.

If I hadn’t been through everything I’ve been through since awakening, then it wouldn’t have happened.

So in a sense, I guess I can forgive her a little bit.

She still isn’t my mother in my eyes though, but that’s moreso because she wasn’t the one who raised me. But I can stop treating her rudely now.

“Well, you weren’t necessarily rude before anyways, so to speak,” Tar comments, which I guess isn’t all that wrong. “You treated her as you would most pushy people trying to get to know you. Like anyone else. It’s just that most people aren’t purposefully trying to get to know you and spend time with you even if they know you don’t care.”

Hmm, okay, yeah. You have a point.

Although there’s still the possibility that there might have been another way to go about this. But I’ll reserve my judgement on this topic till the next time I see her. Which may not be for a very long time, if I’m being honest.

“True,” Tar mutters.

“Now for the other announcement,” Gramps says before motioning towards me and saying, “my Granddaughter, Princess Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has finally returned to us! And not only that, but she, as a child of only nineteen years old, has already reached Class III with nine legendary skills!”

All of the demons present go silent at that before they all focus on me with awe and pride in their gazes.

Looks that make me feel even more awkward than I already was.

I wish he kept that announcement to himself. Also, I know I told him about the Gradual Corruption Nullification skill due to the prophecy, but I didn’t tell him about the Blood Plague skill. So how did he…

“He can hear me when I talk to you through our bond, remember?” Tar mentions, making me let out an inner groan as I stare at the demon Nobles with a completely neutral expression. “You have to admit though, you do deserve their awe. After all, most people at Class III only have one or two legendary skills at most. But you have nine. And you also have plenty of difficult achievements that are likely to affect future legendary and even mythic skills as well.”

Wait, so you admit I’ll probably end up with mythic skills?

He goes silent at that, seemingly understanding what I’m getting at.

I barely hold myself back from grinning.

Better be ready to eat your tail when I do.

“Of course you still remember that…” Tar says with a groan.

And I’ll never forget it either.

Gramps moves back to his throne again, drawing the Nobles’ eyes back to him and making me relax on the inside. Then he states one last thing, although this one not being announced to everyone in the world judging by the lack of the echo of his voice in my head, “The Princess will also be heading out on a trip to explore Tartarus and hunt tomorrow, so should she arrive on your doorstep one day, you understand what will befall you should you mistreat her.”

“Of course, Your Majesty,” every last Noble in the room, including the Demon Lords except Leonidas, and the prime minister dude and kitsune all shout at once.

The Demon King waves two fingers at the prime minister dude, signaling the guy to declare, “And that is the end of this Royal Court Session.”

Gramps follows that up with a short and loud, “You are all dismissed.”

Then everyone immediately clears out of the throne room in an orderly manner, leaving me along with Gramps, the Demon Lords, the terrifying kitsune maid, and the prime minister dude.

And within seconds of the massive doors shutting, I feel myself being lifted up into someones arms and squeezed figuratively to death by a large oni as the Lord of Hellfire exclaims, “You’ve already made it to Class III, little lady! Congrats!” I let out a grunt due to not being able to breathe. “We’ll be battling someday soon I’ll wager!”

Then the force of nature that is the Lord of Hellfire suddenly vanishes, letting me gasp in a breath of air before I look over at Grandpa to find him holding the man in an orb of blood above his head. But the man doesn’t seem to be struggling. In fact, he actually seems to be having fun trying and failing to break out of that orb.

Okay. He’s also more terrifying than I originally thought.

The Reaper just gives me a polite nod and a look, likely about what we had talked about before, and I nod back. Meanwhile the Devourer smiles warmly at me like an elderly grandmother and says, “Just make sure to take care of yourself, dear. We wouldn’t want His Majesty destroying the planet because you died trying to rush things. Slow and steady works just fine too.”

I’m not too sure about taking that particular advice from someone affected by the Sin of Sloth.

Leonidas just looks amused. And the prime minister looks happy for some reason.

Of course, the maid is still giving me chills from the way I occasionally see her glancing at me.

Gramps turns to me and asks, “So what did you think?”

I turn to him before bluntly answering, “I don’t think I’ll ever be going with you to another one of these again.”


Chapter 62
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Identify Obscuring



Scarlet

First thing the next dusk, I find myself standing ready outside of the castle waiting for Leonidas to arrive with whatever it is he said he would be arriving with. Since he told me last morning in no uncertain terms that if I didn’t want everyone identifying me and figuring out who I was from that, I’d better wait for him.

But now I’m starting to wonder if I should just go without him, since I’ve already been here for a couple hours.

I sigh as I look up at the blood moon hanging low in the sky, marking it as just past dusk. Something I’m still not all that used to. Waking up at dusk and going to sleep in the morning.

“Are you alright, Your Highness?” One of my bodyguards asks from his place standing at attention next to me.

That just has me sighing again at the very fact that I have a bodyguard before I answer with a question, “Do you know if Leonidas will be getting here soon?”

He opens his mouth to respond, only for a blood domain to suddenly cover the area, making his mouth close again. We both then turn to look at the direction the blood domain spread here from before finding a rather shocking surprise in the form of Leonidas walking here with a large blob of blood walking alongside him.

Uh… huh?

Both he and the blob of blood stop moving just a couple meters from us before he nods his head to my guard and says, “Guards, leave us.”

And all five of my guards along with whatever guards he had following him leave in an instant, making me feel a little bit of relief. But it still doesn’t answer the question of what’s the blob.

After the guards are gone, the blood domain thickens to form a large dome of blood around us, blocking any sight, sounds, smells, and completely cutting us off from outside the dome.

Then the blob of blood falls to the ground, revealing a woman inside who is wearing a set of armor actually similar to mine in a way but without the insignia, and made of white and black colors instead of black and red. She has stark white hair with gray eyes and looks no different from how I remember her before leaving Earth except her new armor.

I turn to Leonidas as I ask, “How exactly did White get here?”

He smirks and says, “Father decided to let her come here to obscure your name from identify and nothing more. So she won’t be here long.”

Huh. A little surprising, but in hindsight makes sense.

Gramps is a rather pragmatic sort. He doesn’t seem to let his own personal dislikes drive his actions, such as how he’s planning on dropping the war with Earth should I manage to upgrade the Gradual Corruption Nullification skill to Mythic despite his hatred of humans.

And from what I’ve been able to tell from him so far, he views lying as beneath him. Something he would never do simply because he has no need for manipulation or trickery.

He’s practically a god after all.

Power and a pragmatic attitude that I can respect. Absolutely not what I had originally expected when I first met him.

Anyways, I turn to White, finding her smiling at me.

I purse my lips for a moment before sighing and beckoning her over to me.

I’d feel bad if I punched her now that the prophecy turned out to be helping Earth and I guess me in the end.

Her eyes widen in shock, but she doesn’t waste a second as she rushes over and engulfs me in a hug. But I only let the hug last for three seconds before I tap her arm, making her immediately let go again. And after she does, I find tears in her eyes.

“I still find issue with you not trying any other routes before abandoning me, but I at least don’t hate you for what you did, nor do I hold it against you as much,” I tell her, making her tears fall faster with a look of hope blooming on her face. But then I add, “I still don’t consider you my mother though. Just remember that.”

She nods right away with a quick, “Of course!”

I glance at Leonidas to find him smiling before I focus on White, or I guess I should call her Amelia? Since I’m calling Leonidas by his name. Either way, I focus on Amelia and ask, “So you were going to do something about my identify?”

The woman quickly nods and raises her hands in front of me, placing one directly over my collar bone and the other in front of my face. Then she whispers some sort of incomprehensible chant and a layer of white liquid flows out of her hands and over my entire body. But despite that, I can’t actually feel anything happening.

After several seconds of this very odd sight, she moves her hands again and says, “It’s done.”

And as if he were just waiting for those words, I hear Gramps’ voice echoing in the blood domain with a feeling of power to it akin to the fae royalty despite the place being locked from the outside world, “Then you are no longer welcome in my world, White Knight of Humanity.”

That has me raising a brow, simply due to the absolute hatred in his voice when he said her Title.

Huh. I guess I underestimated how much he hates Amelia. But then again, she’s the strongest human and went gallivanting about his planet murdering who knows how many demons and reducing their number of Nobles rather significantly from it.

She’s also the main person involved with foiling the Class V Fractures that have opened up in the more recent years. The two latest ones.

So in his eyes, she is the main threat to the warfront. And yet, despite that, he’s not killing her when he can easily do so. Just because she’s my biological mother and Leonidas’s ‘mate,’ as blood lycans apparently call them, with the exception of the Demon King who was married before he even became a blood lycan.

It’s a clear show of self-restraint on his part.

Although the sight of her being covered in another blob of blood before shooting through the air straight out of this blood domain that pops like a bubble in the process, the woman flying straight towards the East, has me raising a brow.

She is literally helpless against him right now. He’s just throwing her around like a toy, likely sending her back towards whatever Gate she came through to get to Tartarus. A Gate that was drained of energy to let her through in the first place, hurting the war effort further.

It’s shows of strength like these along with the Royal Court Session I witnessed that clearly show off the man’s true power. And while it’s still frightening to see, it’s also hard to link the image of him doing stuff like this to the overprotective Grandpa I’ve seen him as most of the time.

Kind of weird.

Anyways, I turn to Leonidas and nod, “I’ll be seeing you when I see you, Leonidas.”

He nods, and I give a similar goodbye to Gramps. But I actually don’t get a reply from him, which confuses me until I realize he’s probably focused on sending White back to the Gate. That and the fact that he’s not actually here.

Also, just his ability to spread out his aura and talk to and see every last person on the planet if he wishes to is terrifying.

He could literally destroy the world if he wanted to.

I shake my head at the thought before setting off on my trip.


Chapter 63

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Southwestern Continent of Sands



Scarlet

After some thinking, I decide to visit the Southwestern continent first out of the three continents I haven’t been to yet. If it were just for the climate, then I’d go to the Northeastern continent thanks to the cold and snow. But I don’t particularly like starting my trip by going to a continent ruled by envious spider people and gluttonous ghouls. So the desert continent it is.

Especially considering the other one is literally just a massive volcano filled with other volcanoes.

So I start the trip off by heading South and swiftly reaching the bridge to the third largest island of the Bloody Duchy. And by my estimate, the island itself should take me close to an entire night just to traverse even at my fastest speed while in my beast form. Which goes to show just how massive these islands are, since this particular island is about 7500 kilometers long. Especially considering that my regular non-shapeshifted form is about five hundred times faster and stronger than the average human being. Not even considering my shapeshifted form which is even stronger and faster.

Makes me very glad reality itself alters how we interact with things based on our desires, so we don’t go breaking everything on accident.

Especially considering that even with the help of my bodyguards speeding me up, it still took me at least a couple hours just to get to the hunting grounds each time I went.

And since I’ve already seen bits of the Bloody Duchy, the guards agree to help me across the island faster than it would’ve taken otherwise. So the trip ends up taking a lot less time than it would’ve otherwise.

A rather large increase in speed.

But the trip takes an interesting turn after we reach the edge of the island overlooking the ocean of blood. Because the ocean is supposedly stretching for close to ten thousand kilometers between the edge of this island to the Southwestern continent.

“Don’t worry, Your Highness,” Seraphina suddenly says before I feel the layer of blood metal surrounding me begin to shift into a throne, pushing me to sit on it, “we’ll handle the trip to the continent from here.”

Then I choke back a scream as we begin flying through the air straight over the blood ocean.



I must not glare at them. They are helping you, Scarlet. Do. Not. Glare.

Somehow I manage to not glare at the guards after we make it to the continent before they disappear again. And fortunately, the continent itself is enough to distract me from the infuriating habit the demons of Tartarus have made of making me fly through the air faster than humans should be able to go.

“Well, you’re not a human anymore,” Tar comments. “Not mostly at least.”

Shut up.

Anyways, I can’t help but look around the desert I’m in with a little bit of awe. Mostly just because I’ve never seen one in real life before. Outside of a game or a magical reality, that is.

And my first thought about it is that the wind is annoying since it’s blowing my hair everywhere.

Actually, I frown for a second before metallicizing a small amount of my blood and pulling it out of my body. Then I slowly snake it around to my hair and tie it into a ponytail from the base.

That’s much better.

A perfect hair tie since it’s made from magic.

I nod my head at my work before looking around again, narrowing my eyes slightly at the sand blowing everywhere.

Next problem. The sand in my eyes and mouth.

“Your Highness, please activate the filter on your armor,” one of the guards says without appearing.

I frown at that, which prompts them to explain, “All magical sets of armor come with certain environmental features that are meant to help the wearer in different environments. One of them is a filtered mask made out of see-through magic over the face to protect it from the sand.”

Oh. Convenient.

The guard explains how to activate it and soon enough, a very faint red layer of energy appears over my face. One so faint you can only barely see it if you tried. And immediately after that I no longer feel any sand hitting my face.

Nice.

“Your old armor probably had something like it as well,” Tar comments, and I agree.

Still nice.

I stretch a little, trying to get the kinks out from the couple hour long flight here that I spent on a throne before I begin walking through the red sand towards the Southeast, specifically avoiding going directly South thanks to what I remember from the map. Since directly South of here should be the Ashen Mountains. The home of the kitsune.

A place I will be avoiding like the plague.

My walk only lasts for several seconds though before I run into a demon. One that is burrowed under the sand according to my life sense skill.

Is it going to be the stereotypical giant worm monster that is found in deserts in RPGs?

“Is it what?” Tar asks, sounding completely confused. “Why would you compare a video game to Tartarus? It’s not a very-”

Tar cuts off when I jump to the side, following which a two-meter-long sandy-orange colored worm jumps out of the sand where I was just at, seemingly trying to eat me.

|Unnamed – Sand Wyrm – Level 231|

Hmm.

You were saying?

Tar stays silent.

I snort at that, the noise coming out rougher since I’m in my beast form right now as I rush forward, activating metallicized blood claws on my right paw before tearing my razor sharp claws straight through the worm without much resistance. And the thing quickly ends up bisected into two with both pieces falling to the ground.

Sand worms truly are the staple of any fantasy world desert.

I nod my head in absolute certainty at that thought as I look around for a few seconds.

Although these don’t seem to travel in groups, unlike the ones from the games I’ve played. Nor is it anywhere near as large as I was expecting.

Not that those are bad things, but they are a tad surprising.

Anyways, let the hunt begin.


Chapter 64
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Regrets and Civilization



Scarlet

It only takes me a week of hunting to realize three things. One being that I hate deserts, another that this desert is a much worse place to hunt in than the islands of the Bloody Duchy since the demons are a lot more spread out and weaker, and the last thing being that I probably should have stopped at a village for food and supplies before I left the Bloody Duchy.

Because the map doesn’t have villages and cities marked. Just the major locations on the map. Making the more local maps something else Gramps decided I would have to find on my own.

And the guards refuse to take me back, stating that Gramps told them to not help me in any way except purchasing supplies when we do get to villages. Well, that and the whole ‘them interfering in my hunt should I go after too strong prey’ thing.

Which I’ve yet to figure out how to convince them otherwise.

I frown as I continue walking across the desert, wondering what I’m doing with my life. The stupid demons here are far lower level on average than the islands, most of which being Class II and not giving me much of anything in terms of EXP while making me understand clearly why the islands I hunted on were called the best hunting grounds by the guards.

Time gradually passes, and after another hour or so I finally begin to pick up the sounds of activity from far to the East. So I begin running without a care until I reach the top of a dune and find a relatively decently sized city down below.

One with an oasis in it.

Deciding that I’d rather not draw attention to myself, I deactivate my beast form while pulling on a brown cloak – one of the few things Gramps and Leonidas did give me to prepare. Mostly just to hide my ears through the hood.

Since a blood lycan’s ears are a dead giveaway. Not that them identifying me wouldn’t already be a dead giveaway… actually, what does my identify even say anymore?

“It’s starting to transition more towards your demon side,” Tar comments. “The System, I mean.”

And that means?

“While the identify used to show you as a human with some issues in the identification, now it’ll show a completely messed up identification with parts of both the human and blood lycan words mixed in,” Tar explains in a way that confuses me but still answers it nonetheless.

Huh.

Well, at least it doesn’t say human. Since that would probably be a nice way to get everyone to kill me.

Wish Amelia could’ve hidden that as well though.

“That wouldn’t have been possible without trying to seal away your demon genes again, which also wouldn’t have been possible considering you’re Class III and more demon than human now,” Tar comments as I walk down the dune towards the city.

Huh. Good to know.

Anyways, the city itself has a large sandstone wall surrounding it with a gate facing just a few dozen meters down from where I’m standing. And at the gate are two demons that I have no clue what are. They both have tusks with some dried out skin and are bipedal despite not being Class V. Which I guess is normal since Gramps said most guards responsible for checking those who enter cities need to be bipedal to be able to check the stuff going into the city. Or at least, they need hands.

Or telepathy.

These don’t seem to have telepathy, but they do have hands. And bandages despite not seeming to have any injuries.

|Grulok the Savage – Mummified Orc – Level 531|

|Durgok the Merciless – Mummified Orc – Level 550|

Wait a second, those are orcs? Huh?

Well, I guess that explains the boar-like head?

“I told you long ago in that game of yours, those orcs in it are fake,” Tar says with a sense of smugness in his voice that I completely ignore.

There seem to be dozens upon dozens of demons trying to get into the city, and each one of them is eyeing the others with distrust. Like they may start ripping into each other at any moment. Which kind of goes to show just how friendly Tartarus is.

Although they also seem to be afraid of the guards at the gate. For good reason too, seeing as they’re all lower leveled than the guards.

“Your Highness,” I hear Seraphina’s voice echo in my head, the woman likely using some sort of telepathy somehow. Probably a magical item. “The orcs will likely ask for a toll to pass into the city. Remember that one gold coin equates to ten silver, and one silver equates to a hundred copper. And since you’re a fresh face, they’ll likely try to scam you. So keep that in mind.”

I frown at that last part before shaking my head and unconsciously glancing at my spatial pockets, where Gramps pushed tens of thousands of gold coins on me. Along with thousands of silver and copper coins as well, just to make sure I have my bases covered.

Honestly not sure if I care much about being scammed by them, but at the same time, if I showed that, then they might mark me as a target to rob. Which wouldn’t be a good thing.

I blink at that.

Or would it?

“Don’t even think about trying to bait robbers out just to kill them,” Tar states rather sternly. “Remember that some of these robbers may very well be Class IV.”

Right. No baiting the robbers to hunt.

A pity.

The city probably would’ve liked it if I cleared out some of their scum.

“Yes, but I don’t think they’d like an angry Demon King coming here after you’re killed picking a fight with bandits,” Tar comments drily. “Nor do I think they’d like him destroying half of the continent around here in a fit of rage. Maybe even more. Possibly the entire planet if he’s that pissed.”

Okay, okay, I got it.

No baiting the bandits.

Not until I’m a higher Class.

Tar sighs as I continue walking towards the end of the line, fortunately being ignored by most of the demons here in the process. Likely due to my smaller size than almost all of them.

Although the ones that do notice me keep an eye on me. Probably because they identified me and saw my level.

Well, time to do something I’ve done who knows how many times before in Hunter XI, but in real life this time.

Paying a toll at a medieval world city gate.

This could be fun. Or maybe not.

Interesting if nothing else at least.


Chapter 65
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The City



The City Gate

Durgok growls at the random antical demon in front of him as the overgrown ant tries to sneak into the city past him. And when it doesn’t stop, he moves up to it faster than most of the demons at the gate can keep up with their bare eyes before he flattens it into a paste on the sand before lifting a hand and spraying acid from underneath one of the wraps around his hand, burning the corpse until nothing remains. Then he steps back to his post and growls, “Next.”

The next demon steps up and Durgok immediately states, “Pay five coppers or leave.”

Durgok feels a mixture of disappointment and relief when the sand weaver reaches into its silken pouch and pulls out the coins before dropping them in his hand and moving on through the gate. Disappointment because nowadays his only real source of EXP in this dump of a city has become killing the many demons who try entering without paying the fine, and relief because he’s grown sick of dealing with it today.

A mug of ale would be great right now…

Gradually, time passes, and dozens of demons all pass through, some trying to sneak by and being killed, others actually paying the fine. But after nearly an hour, Durgok feels chills run down his spine at the sight of the next demon that begins approaching him from the line standing back a few meters from him and the gate.

And those chills only grow worse when he identifies her despite his clear advantage in levels and Class.

|[REDACTED] – Hu/bl-m-oo/d-a/\ly-/cn-an – Level 257|

What under the Demon King’s rule is that supposed to mean?! A redacted name? Some sort of messed up species?

The demon in question is slowly walking up to him with a baggy brown cloak covering most of them. One so baggy that if it weren’t for their size and figure, he wouldn’t be able to tell if the demon was male or female or not as he can’t see their face.

A beggar? No… that cloak is clearly designed to hide the appearance of the one wearing it, and it looks expensive… fuck, I don’t care. It’s not my problem as long as they pay the fine.

“Seven coppers,” he states his usual fee for newcomers to the city who don’t know the actual fee, only to be handed five coppers, making his mouth part open slightly. But the demon just walks past him without a word, not even giving him the chance to refute them.

You know what? I don’t care.

Durgok shakes his head at the sight of their back, only to pause for a moment when the wind suddenly picks up, pushing the demon’s hood off of their head to reveal wolf ears before she quickly moves it back over her head again – and by this point, he realizes for sure that the demon is a she just from the glimpse he got of her without her hood.

But from just that one single glimpse at the she-demon’s head, Durgok can’t help but feel shivers run down his spine.

She can’t be… can she? It was just the back of her ears… so maybe they aren’t a wolf’s ears? Maybe I just mistook it for them? She did pick the hood back up so fast no one below Class III would be able to see it…

After debating it over in his head for a bit, he lets out a low growl and turns to the next demon in line while shouting, “Next!”

No one else seems to have noticed, so best not to tempt fate.



Scarlet

Well that was easier than I expected it to be. And figuring out the gate guard’s little scam was also rather easy thanks to my hearing.

The guy was literally scamming about a third of the people there. Most of which he seemed to treat more coldly or apathetically than the ones he didn’t try scamming.

Probably because he already knew them.

I am kind of surprised he just let me go when I gave him five copper coins, completely ignoring his words in the process.

“It was probably because he saw you when your hood was blown off,” Tar comments, making me frown a little. “Or just base instinct.”

That’s annoying, but I guess it probably saved me a hassle that would’ve been worse otherwise.

Then there’s the other guard who looked like he wanted to be anywhere but there, despite him being on the other side of the gate also scamming people. Just a lot more often than the guard whose line I joined.

I look around the inside of the city after I finish passing through the rather wide gate to find myself standing on a wide street with buildings mostly made up of sandstone on either side of the street. Meanwhile the demons who are walking around all vary in species, with some being the same mummified orcs as the guards at the entrance, others being those rather large ant people, and some even being large lizards or even lizard people named kobolds.

Overall though, they all share the theme of clearly being desert dwelling creatures at a glance. With a couple of exceptions that are probably travelers like me.

The main thing that catches my attention though isn’t the demons, the buildings, some of which are shops and others homes, or the random stalls on the street. It’s the large manor sitting much further in the city towering above the rest of it.

Guess that probably belongs to the guy who runs this place.

Wonder if they’re a Noble or not?

“They probably are,” Tar comments as I put my hands in the new pockets that I managed to nag Leonidas into putting into my armor while walking through the street, glancing back and forth between the stalls and shops.

Yeah, probably. From my understanding, most walled cities are owned by a Noble after all. Although probably only a Baron. And only one who had just recently become a Noble as well.

Anyways, I need to find a store that sells food and supplies. Which doesn’t look too hard considering that a lot of the stores and stalls here sell just that.

Probably because it’s in high demand in a desert.

But first I should listen to some of the conversations around here so I’m not scammed.


Chapter 66
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Shopping



Scarlet

After looking around for a while and listening to quite a few conversations including a few private ones, I find that this city belongs to a Noble called Baroness Selene de Razor – a shadow weaver demon. Some sort of demon spider with the ability to create shadows in the place of silk.

The baroness is rather laxed in her governing of the city, only really using it as a way to amass some money. But at the same time, the insectoid and arachnid type demons often are rather lazy.

Although a lot of them tend to be envious too.

The insectoid and arachnid type demons are generally of the Envy or Sloth Sins from what I’ve learned in class. And if I had to guess, this one should be a Sloth Sin demon.

Which bodes well for me as it means they’re not likely to bother me.

Although Sloth demons also don’t tend to think of the consequences of their actions much, or even think too deeply on their actions at all. They’re kind of careless, thinking of very little but getting back to sleep.

I frown as I open my eyes and finally walk out of the alley I found before joining the little traffic in the street and heading directly towards the store called the Weaving Market. Something that I really think should get a better name, since from what I’ve been able to gather, it’s just a store. Not a market.

Wasn’t hard to figure that out either thanks to the many people asking that question every now and then that I can hear in the store.

It takes me nearly half an hour to walk across the city to get there, but the trip is rather smooth. Smoother than I was expecting, if I’m being honest.

Especially considering the significant number of muggings I’ve heard going on throughout the city where demons are pulled over into the alleys and attacked. Although they seem to leave everyone who is indoors alone. Some sort of rule of the city.

“It’s probably because you’re Class III,” Tar comments, his voice echoing in my head as I finally enter the Weaving Market.

Probably. Most of the people in this city are Class II, with quite a few Class IIIs as well, but they tend to be higher profile and rarer.

And the few Class IVs all have important places or shops in the city.

After entering the store – which is just a large sandstone building layered in some sort of glowing orange metal – I immediately head to the food and supplies area. Although I notice the clerk currently manning the store – a Class III shadow weaver – staring at me as I walk despite the many other demons here.

It’s annoying that I still stand out even with the redacted name and my cloak.

“Well, in all honesty, your redacted name is probably getting you more attention, and while your cloak isn’t suspicious, the fact that you have a humanoid form and are wearing a cloak that completely obscures your appearance is a tad suspicious,” Tar says, sounding tired for some reason.

Yeah, guess you’re right. But there’s not much I can do about it. Walking around showing off the fact that I’m a blood lycan would attract even more attention, much less walking around without my name redacted. A name that everyone on the planet knows.

Why did Gramps have to announce my name to the entire world? It’s annoying.

“Well, even if he didn’t, the Archeron name is a dead giveaway already,” Tar comments as I finally make it through the crowd of people filling the rather large store to the food and supplies section.

True.

Anyways, I narrow my eyes slightly at the magical items they have here. Some devices where people can toss coins in and get a certain amount of food from each machine.

Kind of like a vending machine. But one that uses magic instead of science.

Honestly wouldn’t be surprised if they stole the idea from Earth, considering a few things Leonidas mentioned that they did actually steal from Earth.

After looking around the machine and studying it for several seconds, I find myself frowning. Because it looks like I can’t take out more than one of each item at a time. And pulling out one loaf of bread or whatever food items they have here at a time in order to get supplies for a month would be a pain.

“Excuse me, would you like to purchase in bulk?” I hear a voice from behind me, making me immediately turn around, my hood blowing slightly in the wind to reveal my face for a moment to the shadow weaver I find standing behind me. The woman then bows her head slightly with a short, “My apologies, ma’am. I did not mean to frighten you.”

Looks like they saw my face, judging by the fact that they know my gender. Something I’m pretty sure the guard outside didn’t actually notice. And something I know I’ve heard a few conversations on the way here trying to figure out through my cloak.

Honestly kind of glad they gave me this cloak since it’s working wonders for hiding my species, considering how it’s even managing to hide my gender.

As long as they don’t find out my species, I don’t care.

“It’s fine,” I answer the lady, whose form is that of a human but with pitch black eyes, four spider-like limbs sticking out of their back, and black claws on their fingertips. “And yes, I would like to buy in bulk.”

The level 453 shadow weaver nods her head and says, “Please come with me then,” before turning around and walking to a room closer to the clerk’s desk. But right when she’s reaching for the doorknob, a string of shadows suddenly shoots out of her and coils around one of the customers who I now realize is trying to walk out of the store with one of the pieces of shadow silk armor without paying. The string of shadows then begins constricting around their arm holding onto the piece of armor until the orc lets out a scream, following which the arm is completely severed, dropping both the rest of their arm and the armor it was holding to the ground.

I indifferently watch as the demon thief runs screaming out of the building after grabbing their arm. Meanwhile the shadow weaver clerk stops at the door and opens it, saying, “Right this way.”

Well then. That’s one way to deal with a thief.


Chapter 67
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Child



The Trade Room at the Weaving Market

What is this thing?

Ravena can’t help but think this as she politely speaks to her latest customer, negotiating the supplies they seem to want. Supplies meant to last for an entire month without stopping at any other cities. Something that Ravena thinks is a little too hopeful of an outlook, but she isn’t one to judge her customers.

Unless they’re robbing from her, of course. But even those only lose an arm or two before being politely shown the door.

The shadow weaver continues speaking, surprisingly finding the demon sitting on the chair across from her in the trade room to be a capable negotiator, if clearly still new in some ways. And the demon – who Ravena couldn’t tell was female through her cloak until she turned around fast enough that the rather low hanging hood blew back to reveal her face – is also rather polite.

Something most demons visiting the city are not.

Ravena continues the negotiations for just about ten or so minutes before she eventually sells the she-demon an entire month’s worth of supplies, along with a map of the northern part of the continent. Which made Ravena aware that the woman isn’t likely even from the Southwestern continent.

As the two are standing up from the chairs and beginning to walk towards the door to the main room, Ravena’s middle claw twitches, signaling another thief. So she pulls down on it, locking the item being stolen in place before opening the door to the room and sending out a thread of shadow to bind and then relieve an arm from the current thief. Following which they run screaming out of the building.

But Ravena doesn’t pay them any mind as she focuses on the she-demon, finally letting her curiosity get the better of her as she asks, “Would you mind telling me your name? You were a better negotiator than I was expecting.”

The she-demon pauses on her way to the door before turning around and answering, “Scarlet.” But she doesn’t say any more than that, instead turning back around and heading to the door of her store.

Ravena blinks.

Probably shouldn’t have expected a full name anyways. But…

Unable to handle it anymore, Ravena activates a skill, letting her see through the cloak on the she-demon. And what she sees has her eyes widening in shock.

The she-demon is wearing full blood metal armor and is very clearly a blood lycan despite her messed up identify result. Which in hindsight would explain why someone would hide her name.

I didn’t realize it was possible to mess with the species in an identify though… whoever did that must’ve been powerful.

Ravena can’t help but feel glad that she didn’t treat the she-demon poorly.

Scarlet, was it? I should keep an eye… wait, Scarlet?! She couldn’t have been… could she?

The shadow weaver watches the she-demon leave her store and continues staring even after she is no longer in sight, completely ignoring her other customers for longer than she should. Eventually though, she just shakes her head and turns her attention back to her store again.

The mistress might be interested to know about this she-demon, regardless of whether or not she’s that Scarlet.



Scarlet

After leaving the store with all of my food and supplies stowed away in my spatial pockets, I immediately begin heading towards the best inn I found in my research. And once I make it there, I open the door and go inside to find dozens of demons laughing and drinking all around the inn, likely due to the fact that the sun is going to be rising in the next couple hours.

Most of the people in the main lobby ignore me, simply continuing to drink whatever versions of magical ale they’re drinking as I walk through the center of the many tables towards the reception desk. But some of them do pay attention to me. And most of those are class III or Class IV.

Hmm. Starting to wonder if choosing the nicest inn in the city was a bad idea or not, considering that it’s also the one most of the stronger demons passing through or visiting seem to use.

Either way, the receptionist at the desk is just a Class III demon at about the same level as me. And to my surprise, they’re actually an undead.

|Lyria de Clare – Shadow Weaver Draugr – Level 252|

Interesting. A draugr is a higher form of zombie. One that retains its intelligence and is quite a bit stronger but can only turn someone into one of them by quite literally giving them an organ from their own body.

And this is a draugr of a shadow weaver.

Come to think of it, I’m running into a lot of shadow weavers in this city. Probably because the Baroness ruling over it is one herself.

Anyways, the draugr is just like the other shadow weavers in appearance, just with her skin being a bit of a grayer color than the pale skin the other shadow weavers had. Almost like it’s dying. And her hair is paler too instead of the completely raven black they had.

“Hello, would you like a room or dinner?” the lady asks with a smile on her face, showing her fangs as she gestures with her hand towards a plate of food that someone else is walking up to grab right now, likely after ordering it. She is wearing a purple apron over a regular tunic and a skirt, and actually looks rather cute, with the appearance of a young teenager despite something about her making me think she’s older than I am.

“Well, demons age slower than humans,” Tar comments, and I nod my head to both that and her question as I answer her out loud, “A room please.”

Right. I almost forgot about that whole ‘blood lycans aren’t adults till they’re 30’ bullshit.

“I mean, it makes sense when you consider that the typical blood lycan lifespan without the blood lycan being contracted is about a thousand years old,” Tar states, making my hand pause as it reaches for my pocket.

“That’ll be twelve coppers per night, including the day beforehand thrown in,” the draugr says with a cute yet terrifying smile thanks to her fangs.

Okay, a thousand years is a long lifespan without the System. I was expecting something more along the lines of a few hundred years.

But a thousand?

That’s a lot.

I grab the coppers from my spatial storage pockets and hand it to the lady before she hands me a key that I can feel mana coming out of. Then she says, “Your room is room twenty-nine, and it’s on the third floor at the back of the left side.”

I nod my head at her before beginning to walk towards the stairs.

Now I kind of understand why thirty year olds are still children to blood lycans. In fact, I’m a little surprised the bar isn’t a little higher considering some of the other races of demon.

“The ghouls are considered children until they’re one hundred,” Tar comments, almost making me stumble in my walk towards the stairs.

Stupid undead and their endless lifespans.


Chapter 68
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An Unpleasant Dusk



Scarlet

I wake up in the middle of the morning to the sound of my room’s window opening, making me shoot up while activating my armor, only to find a demon peeking their head through the raised hatch of the window.

Then our gazes meet.

“Shit,” he mutters making me realize I don’t have my cloak on as his eyes wander to my ears, but I don’t give him the time to retreat as I wave my hand, sending several blades of blood to skewer the guy, knocking him off of the window in the process with a scream of pain.

Annoying.

I get up out of the bed and walk over to the window before looking down to find him with a blade of blood running through each extremity as he fails miserably to get up off the ground while screaming. So I end it quickly with another blade of blood straight through the throat of the demon – who happens to be another mummified orc.

To my surprise, no one leaves their homes or stores, ignoring what had happened. And just a few minutes later, a guard of the city walks into the street before glancing at the corpse, raising his hand, and burning it to ash. Then he looks up at me, his eyes widening at the sight of my ears.

A second passes in silence.

The guard bows his head in polite respect and walks away.

Huh.

Guess it’s perfectly fine to go murdering a would-be thief.

I close my window again, wishing I had some sort of skill that could trap it or protect my room from thieves. But then again, my instincts and life sense make it so that I wake up right away. So it’s not really an issue.

Just means I’ll be waking up every time a thief sneaks in. Or tries to sneak in.

Actually, now that I think about it, the inn had a clause about thieves, didn’t it? Something about the rooms having enchantments to block people without a key to the room from actually getting inside even if they opened the window or the door.

Meaning the idiot probably would’ve been stuck at the window even if I didn’t wake up and kill him.

I stare at the closed window for a few seconds before shrugging at the thought and going back to bed, deactivating my armor as it’s not the most comfortable thing to sleep in.



After waking up at dusk, I have food brought to my room where I then eat it and begin leaving the inn. Only to end up finding several guards standing outside, making me tense up. But none of them seem ready to fight, or even tense at all. Which confuses me.

“Are you Miss Scarlet?” One of the guards asks, bringing my attention to the center one who is Class IV and closer to Class V than III.

My eyes narrow.

Okay, yeah, in hindsight I probably shouldn’t have told someone my name.

“Why does it matter?” I ask with a frown hidden beneath my cloak.

The guards look surprised before their laxed mannerisms turn slightly more stern. But before any of them can say anything, a voice echoes in the area, startling both us and our little crowd of spectators that is building up, “Because I would like to meet you, Lady Scarlet.”

Everyone around us appears absolutely shocked by what the feminine voice says, but my eyes just narrow further.

If I had to guess, that was probably the Baroness of the city. And she, just like all the other Nobles, knows what I look like.

Annoying.

That’s really all I can consider this situation.

Just plain annoying.

At this point, refusing her will just attract attention to me. Not to mention it might upset the Baroness as well.

I let out a sigh before answering, “Very well.”

The guards appear to relax at that, and we all begin heading towards the large manor at the center of the city. Meanwhile anyone who was watching just stare in shock at what just happened.

Good thing I was planning on leaving the city first thing in the… night? First thing in the night.

Still getting used to that.

“It’ll come,” Tar says. “And it’ll probably get confusing again when you make it back to Earth eventually.”

True.

Why do the two planets have to be so different? Not only is Tartarus just so much bigger than Earth, with a much larger population, but day and night is inverted, and the blood moon is always out…

There are still times I wake up forgetting that I’m on Tartarus and look to the sky to find the blood moon there.

“Yeah, I remember you doing that once…” Tar mutters, sounding slightly downcast himself. Something I’ve noticed since we first entered the city.

Wait, are you upset you can’t travel on me while we’re in the city?

He doesn’t respond, basically admitting his guilt.

I am not your mode of transportation.

The tanuki doesn’t respond.

I’m not.

Seriously.

He still doesn’t say anything.

I huff very lightly in irritation as I continue walking through the street with the guards. And eventually we reach the large manor. Or rather, the gate to the large fence around it, where the guards promptly open the gate.

Then we proceed inside.

The manor itself is quite large and is made out of a mixture of wood, which I can’t help but wonder where they got, some sort of silver metal that has mana in it, and sandstone. It’s about four stories tall and is very wide but not too long.

Overall a nice place, but not of a style that I like. Not somewhere I’d want to live.

But I’ve also grown to dislike sand in my time on this continent, even though it’s only been a month.

Honestly kind of wish I chose to go to the Northeastern continent instead already. Even if there are gluttonous ghouls and envious spiders there.

“You think, as you’re going to go see a spider,” Tar comments, making my eye twitch.

She’s a Sloth Sin spider. It’s not the same.

And besides. From what I’ve heard, shadow weavers don’t use their spider form very often. Because they apparently are able to weave their shadow silk better in their human form for some reason.

Doesn’t make much sense, but I’m not gonna question it.

Anyways, most of the guards leave me once we get to the porch of the manor, leaving only a single guard still with me who escorts me inside.

Time to meet the baroness, I guess.


Chapter 69
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The Baroness



Scarlet

The moment we step inside of the building, we’re greeted by the Baroness who is kneeling down to greet me, shocking the hell out of the guard with us as she declares, “I welcome you to my home, Your Highness.”

That shocks the guard even more.

Poor guy.

I ignore the hastily kneeling guard as I frown and state, “I would’ve preferred to have gone incognito.”

The Baroness looks surprised at that, only for the surprise to shift to worry before she hastily issues a bunch of orders out loud seemingly to no one. Then she bows her head again to me, but all the way to the ground this time as she declares, “Please forgive me, Your Highness! I wasn’t aware!”

Well, duh. And shouldn’t my attire have already hinted to my desire to stay out of sight?

Then again, she’s a Sloth demon. They’re not exactly the most observant of demons.

The demons are smart, sure. Just that they don’t often bother using their intelligence. Generally only the highest level Sloth demons like the Lady of Devouring actually think things all the way through.

I sigh at that thought and pull my hood back. Then I free my hair that is tucked down the collar of my cloak rather uncomfortably, letting it flow down my back again.

Much better.

“Do you happen to have a better way out of the city than the front gate?” I ask while glancing to the side when I see one of my bodyguards suddenly appear. But I subsequently ignore them to refocus on the Baroness again.

She quickly nods, answering, “I have a private tunnel leading out of the city that’s meant for emergencies, but you can use it whenever you wish to enter the city, Your Highness!”

I nod at that myself, “Then I think I will.”

And this way I won’t have to deal with the annoying line at the gate every time I come back.

Maybe meeting with her wasn’t all that bad.

I glance at the bodyguard, only to find Vincent not doing anything other than keeping a close eye on the shadows of the building. Which lead me to believe that the Baroness has guards of her own or something.

Kind of surprising that they didn’t come out to kneel as well considering how obsessed the demons seem to be with ranking, but who cares. They may also just be clones or something.

And considering how I don’t sense someone looking at me, they’re probably either kneeling in the shadows or are keeping their focus on the Baroness.

Anyways, it’s time to leave this city and return to my hunt again.



After Scarlet Leaves the Manor

Selene lets out a sigh of relief after the Princess leaves through her emergency escape route. She never would’ve expected that the Princess would immediately arrive at her city just weeks after His Majesty made the announcement.

Even if the blood lycans have a non-interference pact with their kin when they’re out hunting, if Her Highness were to die here or even get hurt or suffer in any way in my city…

The Baroness shivers at the thought before immediately turning around and climbing the stairs to the main room where she pulls on the shadow tether she has on the shadow weaver that notified her of the Princess’s presence in the first place. And not even a minute later, that very shadow weaver appears in the room bowing in front of her.

Before the shadow weaver can say anything, Selene states, “If you are to see Her Highness again, you will treat her with all the respect you can possibly give her. Is that understood?”

The shadow weaver’s head jerks up with an expression of shock on her face before she clears it and responds, “Of course, mistress.”

“Now tell me what you sold to her and how much you sold it for,” Selene continues, narrowing her pitch black eyes on her child.

“Of course, mistress,” the shadow weaver says before answering, “I sold her a month’s worth of food and supplies for an amount just a single copper over market value after Her Highness negotiated it down.” And when the Baroness’s eyes narrow, the shadow weaver asks, “Would you like me to go find her and give the Princess her coin back?”

Selene shakes her head, “No, that would likely just insult Her Highness. And from what I could tell by how she was acting, quite possibly irritate her as well.” Her brows furrow slightly. “She seemed to be in a rush to hunt.”

The shadow weaver’s eyes widen, and she quickly bows her head and states, “As you wish it, then, mistress. I will treat Her Highness as well as our store can manage the next time she arrives at the shop.”

“No,” Selene says, her voice hardening as she glares at her child. “She appeared to want to go incognito during her trip, so treat her as a regular VIP when in public, and only as the Princess in private.”

Her child doesn’t appear surprised by that, instead looking up with a look of determination in her eyes as she says, “Your will be done.”

Selene begins to step towards the stairs, only to pause before looking at a seemingly empty location in the center of the room. Then a vortex of blood appears there, following which a blood lycan – one of the Princess’s guards no doubt – steps out into the room.

The Baroness immediately kneels down as she says, “Greetings, Your Grace. How may I serve you?”

The man Selene immediately recognizes as Duke Nickolai Valtar de Argus glances at her with his eyes narrowed before ordering, “Send word to all the nearby cities that should the Princess arrive at their city, she is not to be bothered.”

“Right away, Your Grace,” Selene declares. She then glances at her child, finding her already nodding her head and vanishing in a mist of shadows to fulfill his order. Selene then turns back to him again and asks, “Is there anything else, Your Grace?”

Nickolai seems to think for a moment before he answers, “Please have intel on the closest nests brought to me at once.”

“Of course,” Selene says with a bow of her head as she orders some of her clones to go do just that. And when the clone makes it into the room with the intel, she immediately hands it to the Duke and returns to her kneeling position.

“That will be all then,” the Duke declares before vanishing in another vortex of blood, leaving Selene to let out a sigh of relief.

Too many important people arriving today… maybe I can get back to my nap now…
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Nests and Evolved Demons



Scarlet

After getting out of the tunnel, I glance to the side as I notice one of the bodyguards missing. Nickolai to be exact. One of my quietest guards.

Hmm. Guess he probably had business to take care of.

I immediately begin to set off into the desert again while activating the features of the armor to protect my face from the sand, not bothering to put my cloak back on in the process. Because it’s annoying to wear that thing even if it does work well.

And besides. I don’t care if someone recognizes me as a blood lycan outside of the city.

In fact, from what I’ve heard, a lot of people like to challenge the blood lycans by attacking their young when they don’t have their insignias on display. Simply to bring down the most powerful demon species a notch.

Although this is driven solely by their Demonic Instincts and not by any sort of sanity since they’re basically just asking to be wiped out when they try that crap. And the ones that do manage to retain their sanity while attacking always leave it at just that. Attacking. Not killing.

Not that I’m complaining since it gives me people who will be attacking me.

After getting a little ways away from the city, I glance back when Nickolai appears next to me holding a map out to me.

I raise a brow, waiting for him to explain.

“I have gotten the Baroness to notify the nearby Nobles to leave you alone should you arrive in their cities and have been provided a map of the nearby nests now that you’ve already gotten a map of the area yourself,” he explains, making me raise my other brow.

Interesting.

“Nests?” I ask with a frown.

He bows slightly and answers, “Nests on Tartarus are locations filled with demons ruled by one or more Class III or higher demons, where all of the species in the nest are unintelligent and only able to be led by a Class III or IV demon of a superior and evolved species to or of their own.”

My frown grows deeper for a moment, only to turn into a smile.

“That’ll work for my next hunt,” I tell him, making the guy seem extremely happy. To the point that I notice his ears twitching slightly.

Okay, I really hope I don’t ever develop a habit of showing my emotions with my ears. That would be way too embarrassing.

Ignoring the overly happy blood lycan Duke, I take the map and look at it, finding that one of these nests should be located just about an hour’s walk from here. So I look up at the man again with a brief, “Thank you,” before turning in the direction stated by the map.

Let’s see… evolved species include things like arachnae being evolved species of arachne – the creature that almost killed me during the Class V Fracture – and things like draugr which are one type of species evolved from zombies. With evolved species basically being just that. A demon that evolved its race after growing into a Noble themselves.

Generally the inferior versions of the demons are either not intelligent at all or are less intelligent than the evolved versions. Like how zombies can’t have any intelligence, only acting on their Gluttony Sin as they try to eat others for no reason aside from the Sin.

I begin to sprint in the direction of the nest as I think.

What type of evolved demons do you think would be in the desert, Tar?

“Well, you’ve already seen some,” he answers, making me frown for a second before it comes to me.

The mummified orcs?

“Right,” he answers as he appears in the air and lies down on my shoulder with a happy sigh, likely due to finally being able to do that again now that we’re out of the city, “and any other mummified demon. They’re all evolved from mummies.”

Yeah, guess that was to be expected.

I wouldn’t be surprised if one of the nests I end up going to is filled with mummies, now that I think about it. Those creatures will infest anywhere given the time to multiply.

They’re much worse than the zombies in that all they have to do is get that infected cloth wrapping to touch a creature’s skin and they’ll be infected with their curse. Although the curse’s strength is dependent on the strength of the demon who is doing the infecting, so a level one mummy can’t infect a level one hundred.

I frown as I try to remember what caused the curse in the first place, only to realize that they never taught that.

“You can always ask your bodyguards,” Tar comments, making a good point. Although I’d be surprised if he didn’t know the answer himself. “I think you should ask them for things more often. They seem to like helping you at the very least. Might as well make them happy.”

They’re keeping an eye on me and making it so I can’t escape to Earth. Why would I want to-

“If you make them happy, it might make them drop their guard and perhaps allow you to escape to Earth while it’s dropped?” Tar suggests, making my mouth part open for a second only to close again.

That’s sneaky.

I like it.

So I glance at one of the life forces I can sense before asking, “Would you mind telling me what started the mummy race?”

Seraphina appears floating along next to me as she answers, “The mummy race was originally created one hundred and seventeen years ago when an arachnae decided they wanted a pyramid owned by a race known as the anubi. The arachnae Noble cursed all of the residents of the pyramid with an incredibly strong curse, erasing their intelligence and turning them into mindless monsters that attack everything on sight.”

I blink at that.

“So Gramps didn’t do anything?” I ask out of curiosity, but Seraphina just glances at me in confusion as she answers, “Why would he? It was a feud between a Noble demon and lesser demons. Even if he did interfere, he would side with the Noble.”

“And the mummies? He just let them stay alive and spread?” I continue as we run.

Seraphina nods, “He did, because they serve as excellent fodder for higher Class demons to hunt.”

Interesting.

Then again, there’s no way they could be a threat to the world, so why would he interfere?

I guess I’m still thinking more along the lines of what a human would do. And Gramps is by no means a human anymore, even if he was originally one.
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Mummies Nest



Scarlet

The nest, as it turns out, is indeed full of mummies. What I wasn’t expecting though was for it to be a giant underground cavern.

Aren’t mummies supposed to be in pyramids?

“Well, the evolved mummies do sometimes live there in groups, but not the regular ones,” Tar says as I casually rip out the throat of another mummy, not really caring about the creature’s rather pathetic attempts to attack me, seeing as it’s an entire one hundred levels below me. Just class II.

And why are the demons here so weak?

“You do realize that if these ‘weak demons’ were to be let loose on Earth, they’d kill thousands of people?” Tar comments, but I stand by my statement. These demons are weak.

Tar sighs as I continue walking through the tunnel of the cave system I’m in while in my beast form, tearing apart any mummy I find with ease in my search for Class III mummies.

“You’ll find the Class III ones deeper in,” Tar comments with a sigh, making me smile before I start moving faster through the tunnel.

In that case, let’s go!



After slaughtering mummies so low leveled they don’t give me any EXP for a few hours while traversing through the web of tunnels that is way too large to be natural, I finally find some sort of structure down here with a large circular sliding door. One that I kind of ignore to punch through it, smashing the door without trying to figure out how to unlock the thing after finding it locked.

“Brute,” I hear Tar whisper, making me raise a brow and try to speak, only to remember that I can’t in beast form.

You’re banned from sitting on me for a day.

“Wait, no!” Tar exclaims, but I ignore him as I focus solely on the Class III mummies that are rushing, or rather lumbering towards me from inside of the structure.

Finally! Some EXP!

“I’m sure the mummies appreciate being called EXP…” Tar grumbles, clearly upset about his punishment.

Well, they aren’t intelligent, so I couldn’t care less.

He snorts as I sprint forwards to tear apart the mummies while using Blood Manifestation and trying Blood Boil as well, only to find that boiling their blood doesn’t do anything, making me blink in surprise.

“Mummies don’t have blood,” Tar comments, answering my unasked question before I continue killing the things but with Metallicized Blood Claws and Metallicized Blood instead. Although Metallicized Blood isn’t exactly helping since I’m still trying to figure it out despite how long has passed since I got it.

Right now all I’m able to manage is swiping my arm and metallicizing some small parts of my blood in my arm at the same time, flinging the metallicized blood through my arm and out at the enemies as metallicized blood spikes and needles. Which does help, but not all that much due to how small they are and the limited amount of force I can put into the attack while keeping it stable and accurate.

“It’s a difficulty that comes along with a more flexible skill,” Tar comments as I continue slaughtering the mummies. “Skills that give you a direct manipulation over something instead of just doing it for you.”

Yeah. Guess the more powerful stuff always comes with a price.

I’m guessing my control will improve as I level it though?

“Yeah,” he answers rather quickly, making me nod in satisfaction as I rip the head off of another mummy, briefly grimacing at the black liquid that splatters out from its neck and head.

So that’s not blood, right?

“It’s their curse manifested in physical form filling their body,” Tar explains, showing he knows a lot more about mummies than I expected.

Guess he’s only answering me now because I can’t speak out loud to ask the guards these questions. Not in my beast form.

I continue traversing through the structure whose walls are made out of sandstone, unlike the sand and dirt walls of the tunnels before, until I find something new. A demon that is not just a regular mummy.

|Fredrick Nightfall – Mummified Shadow Weaver – Level 252|

The demon looks just like the other shadow weavers but with dried out skin and a couple random bandages sticking out of them in some places.

They also notice me the moment I enter the room with them in it, long after I’d already noticed them thanks to my ears.

“Leave,” the demon states after it finishes killing the mummy in front of it and glances at me. But the indifference on its face completely vanishes when it sees my beast form appearance, turning serious. “Leave or I’ll be forced to attack you.”

I raise a brow at that while folding my arms under my chest and tapping one claw against the armor on my other arm. Then I shake my head and let out a growl to decline their statement, really kind of wishing I could speak in this form.

The demon looks around my armor, likely for a crest, but when they don’t find any, they let out a hiss and begin transforming into a large spider themselves. And as their transformation occurs, I hear a voice echoing through the room we’re in.

“Verryyy well, you ssshall be dinneeerr.”

Me? Dinner?

For a mummified shadow weaver?

I scoff at that thought, the sound coming out as a snarly growl before I uncross my arms and stretch my claws slightly.

“This might be a good time to test out some of your other skills that you haven’t been able to work on much,” Tar comments, making me lightly nod my head in response.

Like Blood Plague.

Too bad he probably doesn’t have blood if he’s mummified. So Bloody Thorns is just as useless on him as it is on the mummies.

A rather annoying limitation on that skill I didn’t realize before. That they actually need to have blood for it to do anything.

I let out a short snarl at that thought before activating Blood Plague and deciding to give them a little surprise.


Chapter 72

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Disappointment



Scarlet

The particular plague I decide to give the spider is one that debilitates their thinking. It makes them sluggish, with their thoughts becoming unclear, and parts of their body feeling like they’re wading through mud instead of freely moving as they are.

A rather useful plague that affects only his mind through their brain and their nervous system.

And while this thing might not have blood, he does have a brain and nerves. So the plague seems to set hold as the guy starts to stumble slightly after he finishes his transformation, letting out an irritated hiss.

I grin at that before deciding why not and using Blood Boil to no avail.

Yeah, didn’t expect that to work.

I use Life Drain after that, which does work, along with summoning my Blood Shadow, making me let out a grunt as the blood and shadows are taken from me. But Blood Regeneration soon takes care of it thanks to the amount of blood needed having significantly reduced for Blood Shadow as it leveled, along with the speed of Blood Regeneration’s blood regen going up. Not to mention life drain doing its work to heal me.

A green aura begins to surround the spider, but I don’t let it do whatever it was planning as I set up a null magic field around it, making it blink in surprise when the aura suddenly shrinks.

Without a hint of hesitation, I finish off my preparations by using Blood Chains on it and Blood Armor on myself, covering my own armor with hardened blood that I then use Blood Metallization on to turn into blood metal while the spider is covered in chains of the same.

I grin, happy that I managed to find this particular use of the skill, even if I don’t consider it Blood Metallization itself but rather a combination of the skills.

Then I sprint forwards at the shocked, confused, and bound spider before taking advantage of its surprise to rake my claws straight across the three-meter-long pitch black spider’s face. Only to realize that the thing is weaker than I thought as my metallicized blood claws covered hands quite literally rip into the thing’s face with ease, leaving me blinking in awkward silence after the demon’s corpse hits the ground.

{Level 252 Mummified Shadow Weaver defeated.}

Uh… huh? I was hoping for a satisfying battle…

“Scarlet, you do remember that you’ve been hunting demons upwards of seventy or so levels above you on the hunting islands in the Bloody Duchy, and that this demon was actually a lower level than you, right?” Tar asks, sounding slightly patronizing.

Uh… yeah, I guess you’re right.

“To level up as fast as you did to get to Class III, you’re going to have to find a place somewhere that is as good a hunting grounds as the blood lycan’s personal hunting grounds that you were using,” Tar says while appearing in the air and trying to sit on my shoulder again, only for me to avoid him to his displeasure. But he doesn’t stop talking, “And finding a place as good as that will be hard. Most of them will also already be claimed by other demons, meaning you’re going to have to either fight for the right to use them or just show your crest and get in that way.”

Ugh. And I doubt I’ll be able to fight whatever Nobles are using them to train their children.

“Probably not,” Tar comments before disappearing again, apparently deciding he has no reason to be here physically if he can’t use me as a means of transportation.

I use Beast Form again, transforming back into what the lycan’s call their lycan form. Which is just our regular form. Then I turn to look at one of my stalkers, err, bodyguards as I ask, “Do you know of any hunting grounds as good as the one I was going to in the Bloody Duchy?”

This time Juliette appears and answers, “While they aren’t as good as our hunting grounds, I do know of some hunting grounds of high enough quality for you to use. But they will take several hours of you running at your fastest speed to reach, and you’ll have to talk with the demon clans who own them.”

Ugh.

Guess the hunting grounds of that quality won’t be uncontrolled after all. Not even by a regular Noble. Only under demon clans control.

That’s a pain.

I can’t help but frown as I turn to stare up at the ceiling. But then I look at Juliette again as I ask, “What clans near us control them? Or do all the clans control a hunting ground of quality close to ours?”

A faint smile stretches across her face, likely at the term ‘ours’ that I used, but I ignore it when she answers, “All of the clans control hunting grounds that are usually restricted to their clan alone, but they are all also required to allow the royal family access to them whenever they would like. So you can use any of them as you please. Although I suggest you not overuse them. Especially if you go to the oni clan’s hunting grounds.”

Right. The oni’s Wrath could end up overpowering their respect for me if I do that, and I’d rather not die via angered oni.

Best not to test them.

And the idea of going to the succubi’s territory is kind of disturbing.

“Why’s that?” Tar asks, sounding genuinely curious.

From what I’ve heard of the succubi, there are some of them that do act flirty even if the majority of them don’t. After all, saying that none of the creatures are lustful by nature is like saying no human being is lustful.

Just that the succubi are worse. And the thought of one of them hitting on me sends shivers down my spine.

Even if I have to go to the kitsune to avoid them, I will.

“Hmm,” Tar hums, “understandable.”

Overall it’s basically a decision of possibly risking getting killed if I piss the oni off too much, risking a succubi or two making very suggestive moves on me and making me incredibly uncomfortable, or dealing with the kitsune’s playfulness, pranks, and treating me like a child. And while it will get annoying having them try to play with me like I’m a child, it’s better than the alternatives.

I just hope I can avoid interacting with them too much.
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War Updates and a New Prophecy



Belle’s Suite at Lion’s Heart Guardians University

“Are you sure about this, Belle?” Arthur asks as Belle walks over to the couch and sits down next to him before reaching over and turning on the TV, making a news reporter’s voice immediately fill the room.

“I am,” Belle answers without any hesitation while listening to the news reporter.

“As an update on the war’s progress, a third of the Eastern continent was taken by the demons after the demons from Demon Isle and the Arctic both coordinated attacks with the Class V Fracture, breaking past the frontlines of the war and onto the mainland from Demon Isle,” a woman with red hair wearing a winter coat declares as she looks into the camera from her place standing on a rooftop somewhere. “And ever since then, the war continues to rage on within the Eastern continent itself, having only gotten worse when the White Knight of Humanity had to step in to stop the undead from heading south of the Arctic.”

Belle sighs at that before turning the TV off again and leaning back on the couch.

“At the rate things are going now, we won’t even have a choice by the time we graduate,” Belle explains her decision. “So yes, I will be going to the frontlines of the war to fight.”

“You know as well as I do that all we have to do is ask White and she’ll make it so we can all stay at the capital,” Arthur rejects her explanation with a light shake of his head. “They still need Guardians here to help with the Demonic Assaults after all.”

Belle frowns at him and shakes her head, “I won’t use Scarlet’s mother to our benefit. I just won’t.”

Her boyfriend frowns back at her for a few seconds before sighing.

“When will you go there then?” he asks, only to cross his arms and add, “It better not be before you’re at least Class III.”

Belle’s eyes widen and she raises her hands, exclaiming, “I wouldn’t think of going before at least reaching Class III! I’m not that stupid!”

Arthur cracks a grin at that, making Belle lightly punch his arm before she leans her head into his shoulder.

Ever since the demons started pushing the humans back further into the human territory on the planet, expanding their own territory into the mainland, the government began hiring Guardians from some of the Tier 1 cities to head out there and battle. More than they usually do by a significant margin.

Along with this, they also began hiring Guardians to head to the Arctic to handle the undead, leaving each city with far less Guardians to defend them. Which has already shown its result in the significantly higher death toll on the populace.

Until the demons suddenly stopped targeting humans to kill them, instead focusing solely on the Guardians and ignoring the civilians.

Something that shouldn’t have been possible according to what the Republic knew.

Scarlet’s doing probably. Her grandfather is the Demon King after all.

Belle closes her eyes as she thinks about what life will be like on the frontlines of the war. Will she die? Will she speed up her leveling to get closer to Scarlet’s leveling speed?

Then again, Scarlet’s probably leveling a lot faster than any humans right now… assuming she isn’t locked away in some castle somewhere.

Belle almost chuckles at the mental picture of Scarlet pounding on the wall trying to get out of a castle as the guards treat her like a princess. But she manages to hold herself back.

“Do you think classes will start up again next year at the university?” Belle asks Arthur as she raises her head to look at him. But he just frowns, seemingly unsure of the answer himself. Belle looks down again. “I hope they do. But if they don’t, I plan on asking White to bring me with her to the frontlines after I reach Class III.”

Belle feels Arthur’s hand tense slightly on her shoulder, but he doesn’t say anything. So she reaches up with her left hand and lightly grabs it, making him relax a little again.

Thanks to the significant damages done to the capital, the summer semester of every university’s classes were either canceled or moved online only. Especially for some of the universities whose campuses were completely destroyed in the battles.

Neither Belle nor any of her team members were planning on taking any summer classes anyways, so it doesn’t matter to them. But the Fall classes will matter. And if they aren’t going to happen, then Belle sees no reason for her to stay in the capital after she reaches Class III.

After a few seconds of silence, Belle turns the TV back on, making a different news reporter’s voice come through to fill the silence, “Breaking news! The White and Black Knights of Humanity have both confirmed from a demon General that the current unusual behavior of the demons in them not attacking civilians is due to a recent order directly from the Demon King himself! However, they were not able to get a reason for the Demon King’s change in orders!”

Belle sighs at that, a light smile tugging on her lips.

“Looks like she’s helping us from the other side,” Arthur says, a smile on his face as well, making Belle nod. “And in a big way too.”

Yeah. That she is.

Both of their expressions dampen when they hear the next words out of the reporter’s mouth, “The Purple Knight of Humanity has reported a prophecy to all of the other Knights and the government! We will relay this prophecy to you now!” A video of Purple replaces the reporter as the woman apathetically speaks to all of the viewers watching, “The day will come when the true enemy arrives. A day when the sides of day and night must unite to fight for the universe. A day when the princess of both worlds shall unite them and lead the charge.”

Belle and Arthur share shocked looks with each other before looking at the TV again when the screen changes back to show the reporter as she exclaims, “Right now all of the experts in the world are trying to decipher just what this prophecy may mean! But so far none of them have released any words on it!”

The princess of both worlds.

Belle sighs and looks up at the ceiling.

I guess she can be considered a princess of Earth too, considering her mother…
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A Test of Blood And Fire



Scarlet

So this is the evolved demon leading this nest of mummies?

I frown at the large mummified drake in front of me. The creature is about five meters in length and three in width, with a height of about three meters, its wings being entirely dried out with holes in them patched by bandages. Meanwhile various other places on its body are leaking a black liquid through bandages, with other places having the black liquid just coating the large creature’s black scales as it stares at me with its pitch black eyes, the creature’s head being that of a lizard.

|Unnamed – Mummified Drake – Level 421|

“Your Highness, perhaps-” Seraphina begins, only for me to raise a hand and shake my head, feeling slightly frustrated that I can’t talk in my beast form right now. So Tar appears and speaks for me, “She will be fighting it regardless, so it’s best to just let her do what she wants.”

Seraphina opens her mouth seemingly to reject his words, but Tar continues with a frown on his tanuki face, “Scarlet may appear reckless, but she has never made a decision thus far that has led to her death. If she chooses to believe she can fight this creature, then I believe she can do it.”

The bodyguard’s mouth closes, and she appears to look at the other guards for help. I notice all of them appearing unsure about what to do though, so I instead step forwards into the room, making the drake let out a roar in the process.

“Let her handle it,” Tar says from next to them as I slowly move further into the large room filled with various pieces of treasure along with a few clean, rectangular pools of lava in the middle of the sandstone chamber, with obsidian around the lava. “This mummified drake should have blood other than just the cursed blood, so it can be affected by blood magic.”

That has me grinning slightly as I spread my claws out on either side of me.

This might just be my most difficult hunt yet. The thing is one hundred and fifty levels above me on the dot and is a stronger species than the tarachts. Although not as strong as the arachne, this one only being stronger due to its higher level.

But the thing has no minions. It is vulnerable to blood magic according to Tar and has the sluggish speed of a mummified demon. And it is a drake in an enclosed space where it can’t fly.

Everything lines up to my advantage.

Without any hesitation, I have my blood shadow enter the room with me before both myself and my blood shadow use skills at the same time, starting with Blood Boil, followed by Blood Armor, Blood Chains, Life Drain, Blood Manifestation, Blood Plague, and finishing it all up with Blood Sacrifice. Then we both rush straight towards the drake, taking advantage of the dozens of stacks of Blood Thirst I have from the mummies I slaughtered to get into this room in the first place before the timer runs out on the stacks.

In our initial sprint, we both crush the sandstone blocks making up the floor where we were standing before moving across the room in a flash and jumping at the drake, startling it with all that’s happened in mere moments. But it recovers quickly enough to spin around, sending its tail flying towards us both.

I have my blood shadow move in the way of the tail, striking it with its metallicized claws as I continue towards the creature itself, my own claws digging into its shoulder, going a mere three inches deep despite all of the skills I have active. Then I push Blood Sacrifice even further to grab onto its leg with my other arm before using it to fling myself over its body to its other side to avoid the creature as it snaps its sharp fangs at where I was just at. And just that snap alone makes a small shockwave radiate out from where it attacked, making me frown in the process.

Powerful. Fast.

It turns its head towards my blood shadow as it gets sent flying by the tail after the drake’s tail suddenly starts glowing black before the drake builds up a fireball made out of black flames in front of its opened jaws.

I quickly activate Pain Diffusion, perfectly ready for the backlash from my blood shadow being killed as I climb up its side, digging my claws in throughout the process to jump onto its back and then target the open wound it has from my initial attack.

If I can just get rid of one of its arms, the fight will take a turn for my benefit. But for whatever reason, my claws only manage to pierce another inch deeper into the wound. As if the black blood in it is fighting against me.

So I pour massive amounts of the blood in my blood storage into my blood claws before letting the claws drip towards the wound while metallicizing the blood and stabbing my hand back down, my fingers grouped together. And this time my claws and the metallicized blood that’s being thrown down all go a few inches deeper. But at the same time, I feel a spike of pain radiate through my head marking my blood shadow’s death. One much less severe than it would otherwise be thanks to Pain Diffusion.

I quickly glance up to find a patch of blackened sandstone covered in black flames that shouldn’t be able to catch fire on sandstone in the first place. Then I look at the drake’s head again to find it turning towards me as I prepare another attack, sending my claws drilling down to its shoulder again. But right when my claws hit it, going a few more inches deep, the creature’s tail reaches around and smacks me from the back, sending me flying off of the mummified drake’s body with a cry of pain.

I grit my teeth as I fly through the air, only to right myself before I land several meters away, finding the drake already facing me with a black fireball building up in its maw again.

My eyes narrow and I focus on the blood covering its wounds, using Blood Pull to draw it towards me, along with a large amount of blood from its wound, itself until the skill stops me from pulling more from the same wound. But instead of pulling the blood into my claws or to use for Blood Sacrifice, I make a large orb in front of me.

Let’s see if this can’t numb the blow.

The fireball launches towards me right before I jump far backwards, leaving the blood orb where it is and making the fireball explode against it. But the explosion continues past it, heading straight towards me.

I grimace before using Blood Retribution the moment before the flames strike me, making me let out a scream of pain as I feel burns across my entire body. It’s not just me screaming though, as I hear the drake letting out a roar of pain once the flames dissipate, leaving me kneeling on the ground with black smoke rising from my charred body, my armor somehow having tanked the hit without much to show for it. Aside from some burn marks that aren’t very visible on the black and red armor.

I quickly check on my Blood Thirst stacks to find them all still in effect for another minute or so, making me let out a sigh of relief. Because the Blood Thirst stacks are currently raising my stats by about fifty percent, which in addition to Predator is probably the only reason I can still move right now as I struggle to my feet again.

My burnt flesh begins to mend itself before my eyes thanks to Blood Regeneration, but it’s not as fast as it could be under the light of the blood moon. Life Drain and Sanguine Effect are helping though, since I’m still using Blood Boil and Blood Plague on it, and Blood Retribution and Bloody Thorns’ damage is also blood magic so they’re all making me drain more life energy with Sanguine Effect.

I finally focus on the creature again to find black steam rising from its body the same as the smoke is rising from mine.

And the creature doesn’t look happy. Not one bit.

My eyes narrow before I begin to slowly circle around as it does the same, albeit sluggishly thanks to the plague it currently has, not to mention its leg.

After circling each other enough to reach each other’s original positions, we both rush at each other again, it seemingly reacting to me rushing at it now that my wounds have healed enough. But right when I’m about to get within a meter of it, I use both Blood Chains and Blood Manifestation again to lock it in place while distracting it with more attacks, making it raise its head to look at them while swiping one of its wings at the blood weapons. Meanwhile I duck down under its other wing to charge straight for the same leg I was attacking before.

It doesn’t take the demon long to deal with my weapons and shatter the chains, but I manage to climb back onto it and stab my hand into its wound again during that time. And before it can knock me off, I pull my arm back and stab one last time while also burning more blood than I’ve ever burnt before, finally cutting straight through it and out the other end to the sound of the drake roaring in anger. Then I jump off of its leg while it goes limp, the thing barely hanging on by a few tendons around the large hole I made.

But my goal was achieved. The leg is now lying lifelessly on the ground as it drags it around, unable to make any use of it now but still having to lug it around and feel the pain of the wound.

I’m honestly a little surprised that the creature is feeling any pain at all though, seeing as it’s mummified.

Then again, it has real blood in it along with the cursed blood. So I guess it makes sense.

The drake lets out a loud roar of pain before suddenly flaring with black flames all over its body, making me jump backwards with my claws spread out, ready for any sudden moves. Only to find the creature suddenly going berserk and charging straight towards me, while reaching its jaws over to clamp around its own wound and tearing its entire limb off in mere moments.

Holy shit.

It lets out an incredibly loud roar filled with pain but doesn’t stop charging.

I grit my teeth as I try to jump out of the way to no avail, only to activate Blood Retribution again, following which the thing slams into me with black flames licking all over its body spreading over to mine. Then everything goes dark for a moment until I come to again what must only be moments later while feeling pain all over as I lie next to a wall.

The pain flares when I try to get up, making me immediately drop down again. So I turn my head to look at the drake, finding it standing in place several meters away from me while roaring, its head lifted up into the air with black mist wafting off of its body to form a bloody black steam at the top of the chamber. And as this happens, I feel life energy entering my body at a rather rapid pace. But not rapid enough to heal my wounds just yet.

I try to get up again, only to groan as the pain pushes past my Pain Diffusion and my body simply refuses to move, making me look down to find that all of my skin is completely gone around my right arm, shoulder, and right leg. Meanwhile the bones in my right leg are a complete mess, with several of them in my ribs sticking out through my skin and armor, albeit only barely. And I notice that the bones sticking out are very slowly moving back in. Fast enough that it’s visible, but not fast enough for it to happen any time soon.

Shit. This isn’t good.

One of the sources of life energy cuts off, bringing my attention back to the drake as its roar tapers off along with the bloody mist it’s releasing. The creature then slowly lowers its hate-filled eyes to me before snorting a puff of black flame through its nose.

Very much not good.

Out of the corner of my eye, I find the bodyguards all tensing up from the entrance to the room alongside Tar. But none of them are moving despite that, which has me smiling slightly.

Then the drake charges towards me.

Well, now or never.

I activate Blood of Ruin. And to top it off, I release all of the blood in my blood storage as a flood towards the drake, pushing it away to build some distance between us.

Then I sit back and watch as droplets of blood are torn from my body, making me grunt, the extra pain from that not really registering much outside of flaring up the pain I’m already feeling. But I keep my eye on the large orb of blood that forms before turning black as if it was corrupted. Then I watch the whole process of the droplets forming, the spikes shooting out of the main corrupted spiky orb to the other spiky orbs, the corrupted blood of ruin – as Leonidas likes to call it – leaking to the other droplets across the lines, and the blood in the area both my own and the blood on the ground being pulled into the skill. I even see the drake’s blood being yanked out of its lost limb with the limb itself being pulled into the main corrupted orb, making the orb shoot up in size. Which didn’t happen during the last usages of the skill.

Guess this demon has more powerful blood or something?

I let out a grunt when the mana for the skill is pulled from me, making me grow weaker and weaker until I can barely lift my head to watch.

A loud cracking sound echoes throughout the area, following which the various lines and orbs of blood show cracks on their surface that quickly leak the blood of ruin, burning and corrupting everything in the chamber. Although I can’t help but notice the bodyguards vanishing into their blood realm while Tar vanishes to the in-between so as to not get hit by my skill.

At this point the drake truly looks frightened, but it can’t go anywhere since the lines of blood are blocking its escape.

I grimace both at my pain and exhaustion, and the fact that blood of ruin is just pouring all over me, flowing off of me without any effect aside from making me feel the incessant need to wipe my eyes and clear my vision. Only to feel irritation at not being able to lift my arm to do just that.

Damn, this is uncomfortable… like I’m taking a shower in blood while I can’t move.

The drake roars in pain and fear, but unlike the majority of the demons I’ve used this skill on, the drake doesn’t run away. Even if it did look to see if it could. Instead, after realizing it couldn’t run, it begins to charge towards me while trying to avoid the lines of corrupted blood.

Then another cracking sound echoes through the chamber, the main orb and the lines cracking once more and flooding the area with more blood of ruin as the drake begins charging through the stuff while roaring even louder in pain.

But it continues going, making me try to get up with a pained scream of my own, realizing that the thing doesn’t care that it’s going to die anymore.

It’s trying to kill me knowing it’s going to die.

I start burning my own blood to push myself up, screaming all the way despite Pain Diffusion being fully active, making me understand that if I do survive this, I’m going to be paying for it later in pain. But I don’t think about that right now, just pushing as hard as I can before I finally reach my feet, using the wall I’m next to as a crutch to stand on my feet despite a few shards of bone still sticking out of my leg and a rib sticking out of my torso scraping up against my armor.

Fuuuuck, this hurts!!! Why does this hurt so much?!

“Use Gradual Corruption Nullification,” Tar says, sounding worried but somehow confident I’ll win this.

So I do just that, and the skill quickly locks onto something in my body, making my eyes widen in understanding.

Its blood got into me, didn’t it? Its corrupted blood.

Mana begins to drain from me as the skill goes to work clearing up the corruption. But I doubt it’ll clear up fast enough for it to help in the battle. Not when level 10 takes seven minutes of the skill’s use to clear the corruption. So I continue pushing through the pain before using Blood Chains on the creature as it tries to push through the lines of blood of ruin, getting parts of its body corrupted and destroyed each time.

The creature keeps coming though, and soon enough it reaches within a couple meters of me. If it weren’t for the blood of ruin raining down everywhere, it would’ve just shot a fireball at me to finish me off. But when it tried that, the thing simply dissipated thanks to the blood.

I grimace before checking my mana and finding it at only about five percent left.

Fortunately Gradual Corruption Nullification barely takes any mana to use, so I use up some of that remaining mana to-

My thoughts cut off when a shattering sound echoes through the chamber, following which all of the blood flows freely to the ground from each and every orb, flooding the entire chamber and sending the drake straight towards me as its body quickly corrodes. But right when it’s about to reach me with its jaws wide open, I feel a massive surge of life energy enter me, my Blood of Ruin skill technically being finished and therefore giving me the life energy from Sanguine Effect. The energy quickly pushes my remaining wounds to heal at incredible speeds, allowing me to jump out of the way of the creature’s charge, leaving it to only bite into my shoulder and tear its one remaining claw straight across my other shoulder and down my chest, tearing off my entire left arm and severing my right in the process. Meanwhile cutting through two of my hearts and making my scream go up a pitch for only a moment, just for it to vanish entirely when I find it hard to breathe.

Everything goes silent with the only sounds in the chamber being the rushing flow of blood as the last of the drake is destroyed by the blood of ruin and my mind is flooded with nothing but pain.

Then my vision goes dark, the last thing I hear other than the flowing blood being the sound of Tar and all of my bodyguards’ voices.
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Once More



The Chamber after Scarlet Passed Out

Seraphina feels real fear as she rushes over to Her Highness, the blood of ruin having begun to drain into the sandstone beneath them, turning it into red ash before all five of the Princess’s bodyguards, herself included, immediately begin using their blood magic to heal her. But she knows that even with their help, reattaching two arms and fixing all three of her hearts is too much for them to handle alone.

Nothing but panic fills Seraphina’s head, and she quickly notices the same looks on the other bodyguards’ faces.

Please don’t die!!!!

Tears begin to drip down her face as she continues healing the Princess, focusing first on her hearts before alternating between her hearts after one of them is fixed and her severed arms. But to her surprise, she finds all of her body suddenly beginning to repair itself at frightening speeds, making her stumble backwards and pause her own healing job.

Out of the corner of her eye, she sees the others having stopped as well.

But the healing continues, with Scarlet’s body being completely restored within seconds, absolutely shocking all of the bodyguards.

Then the voice of His Majesty echoes through the room, saying, “You did well not intervening.”

All of the bodyguards immediately kneel when they find the Demon King standing just a meter behind them, not a single one of them having noticed his arrival.

The guards keep their heads down as the Demon King walks over to his granddaughter and picks her up into his arms before saying, “Let’s go.”

Seraphina and the other guards all stand up without any hesitation with a brief, “Yes, Your Majesty.”

Then they all fly straight out of the ceiling, shooting straight through the ground and out of the nest entirely.



Scarlet

I wake up, my eyes opening to find another canopy above my head with the sound of someone pacing next to the large and fancy bed I find myself in.

Why do I feel like I’ve been in this situation before?

“Because you have,” Tar says, his head rising from underneath the blankets, making me look down at him to surprisingly not find him worried. “Why would I be worried when I knew the Demon King was watching you the entire time?”

My jaw drops open.

He was what?!

“Your grandfather kept an eye on you as he dealt with his business throughout your entire trip, not taking his attention away for a moment,” Tar says, making me gape at him in shock. “He told me that he wasn’t going to interfere unless you tried fighting something one hundred and seventy-five levels or more above you. And you didn’t try that. So all he did was instantly heal you after you won.”

I continue staring at him for several seconds until I hear someone clearing their throat, making me glance to the curtain to find that whoever was pacing has stopped right out of the curtain. So I pull the curtain open to find Gramps standing there awkwardly.

“Hi,” he says with an awkward smile.

Oh. Right. He could hear Tar’s voice, so he could tell I was awake even before I made a sound.

I stare at him for a few seconds, my eyes narrowed as I do so, making him appear slightly nervous. But then I let out a sigh before lying back down on the bed again.

“Thank you,” I tell him with a faint smile on my face. And he practically begins glowing at those words.

I roll my eyes at that, only to turn onto my side and ask, “How were you able to heal me?”

Those wounds were pretty severe, and I never heard of the Demon King having a healing skill.

He blinks in surprise before seriously answering, “Blood Domain and Life Energy Control.” I blink at those two skills, so he explains, “Blood Domain lets me have absolute control over blood, remember? And blood is one of the most important things in your body. So I used Life Energy Control to transfer a small amount of my life energy into you to quickly heal the parts of you that didn’t require blood, like sealing off your wounds and reattaching your arms before summoning blood copied from your own cells to replace the blood you lost. Then I simply transferred more life energy to you, healing all of your wounds with a large influx of it.”

My jaw drops open.

“He fully healed you from all of your wounds in just a few seconds,” Tar adds as he climbs on top of my side and looks down at my face.

Gramps grins slightly with obvious pride.

He was able to reattach two arms, heal three hearts, and fix whatever other damage I had while restoring my blood in just a few seconds… and this guy is supposed to be the strongest person in the universe in combat by a massive margin… and is known for his combat… without a hint of news about his healing…

I stare up at him in a daze until I feel Tar tapping me on the face with his paws as he says, “Scarlet, snap out of it!”

That has me blinking before looking at Tar and then Gramps, who now looks slightly worried.

“You’re too broken,” I state rather bluntly with a short nod before sitting up in the bed, knocking the tanuki off me along with the blanket. And to my pleasant surprise, I am wearing the same thing I was wearing prior to falling unconscious.

Meaning no one changed me while I was out.

Honestly, I think I’m starting to make a nasty habit of almost dying and then going unconscious for someone to heal me.

I should probably stop that.

“You think?” Tar asks, sounding more than a little sarcastic.

Yeah, probably.

“I’ll leave you alone now that you’re awake,” Gramps says with a light pat on my head that has one of my ears that he touches in the process twitching slightly. “I’m sure you want to check out your gains right about now.”

I nod at that, frowning slightly at his hand but not moving it. Both because he saved me, and I have my sensitivity severely toned down right now anyways. Meaning it isn’t very uncomfortable.

He smiles rather widely after seeing me not push him away before he turns around, removing his hand and beginning to walk away.

It’s kind of creepy how well that old man seems to know me sometimes. Almost as if he can tell what I will and won’t like and avoids it while making sure he can spend time with me and protect me despite it.

Although… it also makes me feel slightly warm that I have a blood relative who actually cares about me and hasn’t done anything bad to me.

Well, except the whole demon war thing. But he’s at least stopping killing the civilians.

So there’s that.

I shake my head to dislodge any more thoughts on my doting Grandfather before focusing on my System Messages with a grin of my own.

Time to see what I got.

“Time to see what legendary skill you’ve unlocked this time…” Tar grumbles, actually making me laugh out loud due to how despondent and straight up defeated he sounds. Like he’s gotten used to having his reality turned on its head by now.

Anyways, I let my System Messages flow.
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A frown replaces the grin on my face when I hear a cracking sound akin to glass shattering.

Huh?

{Level 421 Demon Vanguard defeated. An enormous EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature one hundred and fifty or more levels above your level.}

{One hundred Skill Points are awarded for killing a being one hundred and fifty or more levels above you without assistance. The prey has become the predator, climbing their way to the top of the food chain with or without their sanity intact.}

	System error
User is below the age of etching yet has completed two achievements unlocking etched skill slots.
Allocating resources…
Resources allocated
Searching for a solution…
Solution found
User ‘Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron’ has now forcibly had their etched skills feature unlocked.
Resources returning to usual procedures



I blankly stare at the System Error notice for a few seconds before I ignore the message prior to it about me possibly having lost my sanity as I mutter out loud, “What’s the age of etching?”

“It’s the minimum age the System will allow users to use any etched skill slots they’ve gained,” Tar answers, not sounding surprised. “Generally most people don’t manage to get etched skill slots until they’re Class V anyways, so this has never been a problem before now. And the few times people have gained etched skill slots, they only gained a single one before reaching the Age of Etching at thirty years old. Something that the System just holds in reserve for them, only making a Universal Announcement about the achievement when they reach their Age of Etching.”

Oh. Wait, doesn’t that mean-

My thoughts are interrupted by a dinging sound and the sight of a Universal Notification appearing in front of me.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
[REDACTED] has obtained an etched skill slot through reaching Class III under the age of twenty years old!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Wait, I’ve never heard of someone getting an etched skill slot for achieving that before.

“Well, no one has ever achieved that before you did, so of course you wouldn’t have heard of it,” Tar answers, shocking me into silence as another Universal Notification appears right after it.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
[REDACTED] has obtained an etched skill slot through defeating a being one hundred and fifty or more levels above them with no assistance!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Well now I am even happier that Amelia redacted my name.

Tar nods his head at that without saying a word.

Then I get another notification from the System, although not a universal one this time.

	System Notice
User has completed three out of four of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing Mythic Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Reach Class III while under twenty years old.
Defeat a being one hundred and fifty levels above you without any assistance.
Have the Predator V Skill.
Complete the final achievement in order to attain the Title-Bearing Mythic Skill.



I blankly stare at this notice for several seconds before turning to find Tar gaping with a nervous look on his face.

“So when are you planning on eating your tail?” I ask him without a hint of smugness in my voice. Absolutely none.

He blinks and retorts, “Just because you’ve completed three of the achievements doesn’t mean you’ll get the last one!”

Hmm. If you say so.

Anyways, considering that Predator V is a requirement, I think it’s safe to assume this is for the mythic version of the skill. Although I didn’t realize it was a Title-Bearing Mythic.

“Yeah, neither did I,” Tar answers, surprising me. Or at least, surprising me until I remember what he just said earlier.

That I’m the only person to ever reach Class III while under twenty years old.

Doesn’t that mean there isn’t a single being alive that has the mythic version of Predator?

“That’s correct,” Tar answers as the notice fades away. “Not even the Demon King or the Demon Lords have the mythic version of the skill.”

Oh. Wow.

“Most people don’t end up fighting beings that far above their level, and those who do generally end up dead,” Tar explains rather bluntly. “You’re an exception thanks to your being a blood lycan of the royal family born with at least thirteen etched skills, along with the upbringing you had.”

I grimace at the mention of my upbringing.

You do have a point though. Without the prophecy I probably wouldn’t have ended up in the situations where I’d end up fighting those demons in the first place, nor would I have wanted to fight them.

I sigh at that thought before letting the rest of the System Messages flow.

{Fifty Skill Points are awarded for taking enough damage to kill most people your level twenty-five times over and surviving. This is not a safe habit either. It is suggested you stop this as well.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Mummified Drake.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 272. Four Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 290. Four Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 14.]

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 15.]

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 7.]

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 8.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 15.]

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 15.]

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 15.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood’ has leveled up to level 5.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood’ has leveled up to level 6.]

[Skill ‘Blood Chains’ has leveled up to level 11.]

[You have gained two Etched Skill Slots. To use them, simply wish for one of your skills to become etched, and it will be passed down to all of your descendants regardless of if they were born before or after you etch the skill or skills.]

Okay, seriously. Does the System just think I make a habit of getting myself hurt or something?

Tar turns to look at me as he asks, “Wait, you don’t?”

I stare at him for several seconds before reaching out to grab him, only for the tanuki to retreat to the in-between.

Coward.

“It’s called a tactical retreat,” Tar says, making me roll my eyes in exasperation. “Not the least bit cowardly.”

If you say so.

Anyways, that’s a lot of skills that just leveled. And quite a few of them reached level fifteen.

Let’s see what changes if any were made to their descriptions…
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After checking each of the skills’ descriptions, I find that the only ones to have changed are Pain Diffusion and Blood Regeneration. Pain Diffusion can now diffuse up to sixty percent of the pain, and I only have to feel half of the pain in the next week after using the skill diffused through the week instead of all of it. Blood Regeneration’s description simply changes to change the word ‘significantly’ before the ‘increases the natural regeneration of the user, both in terms of life energy and mana’ part to ‘immensely.’ Which probably means a nice boost to the skill.

Overall some nice changes.

“Don’t forget that you need to experience the pain from your battle with the drake,” Tar comments, reminding me of something I wish I could forget.

Let’s not think about that right now.

Instead of that, let’s think about what new legendary skills I’ll have unlocked through that battle!

Tar snorts at that but doesn’t say anything as I open my Skill’s Store while limiting it to just legendary skills. And just as expected, there is a new one there.

One that has my eyes widening in absolute glee.

Hell, yeah! Now this is something I’ve been wanting for a while now!

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Crimson Overdrive	Unlocked by being Class III or above, by killing a demon one hundred and fifty or more levels above you without assistance, by killing over a thousand demons of higher levels than you while enhancing your physical body through sacrificing your own blood, by taking enough damage to kill most people your level twenty-five times over and surviving, and by having blood magic.	This skill allows the user to push their body into overdrive using their blood as fuel, forcing their blood to pump faster, their muscles to grow stronger, pushing their bioelectricity into overdrive, and overall increasing their physical strength, speed, regeneration, and senses by the amount of blood used as fuel.	Active
Legendary
	60
	…
					


Without an ounce of hesitation, I immediately purchase the skill that is basically just a legendary upgrade of Blood Sacrifice with more than just a strength bonus. Then I jump up off of the bed and begin using the skill right away, finding a sight very different from what I’m used to seeing from Blood Sacrifice.

Instead of a bloody mist rising from my skin, a faint current of red, black, and blue electricity begins to run across my body as I feel invigorated in every way. And when I push the skill harder, I find it already giving me a boost about on par with Blood Sacrifice despite it only being level 1 while Blood Sacrifice is level ten.

I think this is the only skill that I have that actively increases my regeneration and senses as well, since Blood Regeneration is a passive skill.

“It really is a great skill,” Tar comments while floating to land on my head, only to suddenly fly away again when he’s zapped by the black, red, and blue electricity running across my body. But it doesn’t seem to do much damage. Probably only a bit more than a static electricity shock would.

So nothing I can use in battle. It just looks cool for the most part.

And if I had to guess, the blue is because of the fact that it likely has some bioelectricity involved, mixing in with whatever is making the red and black colored part of the electricity.

My thoughts cut off when I find myself being pat on the head, making me instinctively raise my hand to push the arm away, only to find the arm belonging to Gramps, who had suddenly appeared next to me with a proud look on his face.

“Great job, sweetie,” he says with a wide grin, “you’re the youngest person to have their etched skill slots unlocked!” Then he pauses as he takes in the electricity running through my body that I quickly stop before he adds, “And congratulations on your latest legendary skill as well!”

I frown at that while backing away from him a little while asking, “How are you always able to tell what rarity skills I have? Are you just listening to Tar as we talk?”

His grin grows wider as he crosses his arms and answers, “Another perk of being contracted with dear old Oberon.”

Well that’s just unfair.

“Can you see exactly what other people’s skills are?” I ask out of curiosity while activating my armor.

He shakes his head, “No, just how many skills they have and what their rarity is. Not what they can do.”

That’s a relief at least. And something to look forward to should we win that fae tournament thing.

Actually, why does Oberon have any control over the System to be able to see that stuff if he wasn’t the one who made it?

“Father has no control over the System,” Tar answers quickly while beginning to land on my shoulder only to pause when he notices Gramps’ eyes narrowing. “All the Fae King can do is a few preset commands given to him by Titania and access some of the logs of the System. He has no actual authority over it and can’t change anything himself.”

Interesting.

I’m kind of surprised you can tell me this though.

“Well, my father decided to give us some exceptions to the fae laws simply due to you being his contracted partner’s granddaughter,” Tar says, stating some rather blatant nepotism. “Can’t complain when it’s helping you.”

True.

“Although I’m pretty sure the only reason he’s doing it is because he knows the Demon King will happily answer the questions for you anyways,” Tar adds with more than a little amusement. And based on how Gramps’ lips are quirking up a bit more after Tar said that, I think it’s safe to say he’s right.

I raise an eyebrow at Gramps.

It honestly feels like the Demon King has the Fae King wrapped around his finger sometimes…

“Well… father does put his foot down when it really matters, but generally the Demon King’s actions don’t actually harm the fae, so while he does wish he would stop, he’s mostly given up on trying to stop him after over two thousand years of being his contracted partner,” Tar says, sounding rather amused by his father’s situation.

I watch Gramps for a second before deciding that I agree with that statement.

The man is all-powerful, has little interest in doing what others tell him to do if it doesn’t benefit him, his family, or his world, and seems like he doesn’t exactly play by others’ rules. But then again, when someone is the strongest being in the universe, I guess they don’t really have to care about other people’s rules.

Rules are, after all, just put in place by whoever is in power to keep order. For the most part at least. And for the better powers.

And Gramps is in power wherever he goes.

Anyways, I look around the room again before glancing at Gramps once more and asking, “Where are we?”
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Gramps smiles at me before walking over to the balcony and opening the curtain, revealing ash-covered mountains outside of whatever large castle we’re inside. A castle that from where I’m standing as I walk over to the balcony myself, looks to be of an Eastern style. Or at least, Eastern in Earth standards.

“Your fae told me which clan you decided to head to for access to better hunting grounds, so I just brought you there,” Gramps says, making me feel a tiny amount of fear. Especially when I see some kitsune walking around the castle, either ignoring or straight up playing tricks on the Noble servants wandering about. Some of them are even stealing from them, not that the Nobles seem to notice.

The only reason I notice is thanks to my hearing.

Well, at least I won’t have to deal with that Raiden woman. Gramps’ head maid for his castle is just straight up terrifying.

I didn’t have to deal with her for very long whatsoever, but I swear if she got a chance she would’ve tried stuffing me into a dress and making me a dress-up doll or something.

“The other kitsune probably aren’t as bad,” Tar comments, seemingly trying to comfort me.

And it works.

Until I hear a familiar voice appearing right behind me as it says, “I am here as requested, Your Majesty.”

I spin around perhaps a little too quickly to find the very kitsune I was thinking about standing behind me in a mostly black maid uniform with two red bows on her waist and in her black hair. And just like before, she has a polite smile on her face and that same terrifying look in her eyes.

“I will be busy handling the war, since the whole ‘no killing civilians’ rule has made the war a lot more difficult and needs more supervision,” Gramps says while placing his hand on my shoulder, bringing my gaze back to his face to find him smiling. “So I decided to ask Duchess Raiden Akuma to stay here with you and keep the other kitsune out of trouble while you’re here.”

“No, I’m sure I’ll be fine without-” I start, only for the head maid Duchess – who I am really wondering why the hell is a head maid in the first place when she is likely stronger than the Knights of Humanity – smiles slightly wider as she interrupts me, “Apologies, Your Highness, but the kitsune often lose themselves to their Greed. I’m afraid that at least one of them will attempt to steal from you while you are staying here, unable to hold themselves back even with the fear of their impending deaths hanging over their heads.” She bows slightly before straightening back up again. “It is an unfortunate shortcoming of our Demonic Curse, but one we must live with.”

My eyes widen in more than a little fear, and Gramps just pats my shoulder once more, leans in, and whispers, “Don’t worry. She may have some… odd fixations… but she’s a good person. And she’s one of the strongest kitsune.” Then he pats my shoulder again and vanishes in a swirl of blood, not letting me get a word in as I gape at where he was just standing.

I slowly turn to look at the head maid again where I find her still smiling that very large, very polite, and very terrifying smile as she says, “Now, Your Highness, there are a few things your father and grandfather wish of you to do while you’re here. Duties that are yours by birthright of being the Princess. But after that, I will take you to the Ashen Mountains. My family’s hunting grounds.”

A shiver runs down my spine at the mention of ‘duties that are mine by birthright,’ but the mention of the Ashen Mountains piques my interest a bit.

“You mentioned that it’s your family’s hunting grounds?” I ask, genuinely curious as I momentarily forget – mostly – her terrifying gaze.

She nods while holding her hands neatly on the front of her skirt, standing perfectly straight with the clearly trained posture of a maid, “Yes. The Raiden family is the leading family of the Kitsune Clan, standing near the top of the world in strength. And my mother is the leader of the clan.”

Raiden… family? Wait, do they have the same naming sense as what the Eastern continent on Earth used to have? Where the family name came before the given name?

That’s kind of interesting.

Wait, so Akuma is her given name then?

I stare at her for a few seconds, trying very hard to ignore the look she’s still giving me before I turn around to walk to the edge of the balcony and look out over the city.

“You mentioned some ‘duties’ that I have to perform?” I ask, sounding more than a little trepidatious.

“Don’t worry, Your Highness,” the maid says behind me. “You won’t have to do much. Just simple things such as getting your portraits done for the Royal Hall for tradition’s sake, getting regular magical imprints done of you, introducing yourself to the head of the Kitsune Clan, my mother, and that is all you will need to do for now.”

I let out a sigh at that.

Right. Okay.

Wait a second, I turn around as I ask, “What’s a magical imprint?”

The woman doesn’t even blink as she continues smiling politely at me and answers, “I believe they are Tartarus’s equivalent of what the humans call ‘electronic pictures’ but through the use of magic to take and store the image instead of technology, Your Highness.”

Oh. So I’ll be getting a painting done, followed by getting my picture taken.

“You said the portrait was for tradition’s sake?” I ask her for clarification.

“Correct, Your Highness,” she says, making me feel slightly irritated by the drastic number of times she’s calling me that. “The Royal Family has a tradition of having the portraits taken of each member of the family and hung up in the Royal Grand Hall in His Majesty’s palace.”

Okay. I can deal with that.

Wait.

My eyes narrow slightly.

She said portraits.

“Why do you need more than one portrait?” I ask, growing slightly nervous.

Her grin grows wider, but she just bows slightly and motions towards the door as she says, “Right this way, Your Highness. We can get the portraits out of the way first.”

Why do I have a bad feeling about this?
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“Why did I have to do that?” I ask with a scowl on my face after we finish the portraits and I immediately take off the damned dress they had me wear for the formal portrait as opposed to my armor in the battle-ready portrait. “Why couldn’t I have just worn a suit or something?”

If I had to wear something formal, I’d much rather it be a suit than a damned dress. But she wouldn’t let me. Just forced me into the thing without a care in the world.

“You could have, Your Highness,” Raiden says, making my eyes widen in shock, “but believe with a clear conscious that everyone would prefer you to wear a dress that brings out your beauty rather than a stuffy suit.”

My eye twitches in my irritation.

So basically ‘you could have worn a suit, but I wouldn’t let you’ is what she’s saying.

“Yeah,” Tar agrees, sounding slightly fearful himself as he sits on my shoulder. Something the maids at Leonidas’s palace never allowed but is apparently fine here.

The maid and I walk through the palace, myself feeling rather exhausted from having to put on another dress just like the one at the ball but different this time before taking it off again after finishing the portraits, and her just as much a model of a perfect maid as ever. Which just makes her even more terrifying considering how terrifying she can act while still looking like the model maid.

Especially considering that when I tried to refuse putting the dress on, she simply snapped her fingers, making my body freeze stiff with a light wave of electricity running through it before she started getting to work changing me with my body somehow acting against my will. Which according to her, was because she had a skill to control the bioelectrical signals in other people’s bodies, letting her directly control their movements.

Absolutely terrifying.

And no matter how hard I fought against it, I couldn’t do anything. Which proved to me that this woman really doesn’t care about treating me as I wish to be treated like all of the other maids I’ve seen so far. She only wishes to protect me and have me respected by the other demons.

And to dress me up apparently.

“As there is no tradition for formal wear when taking the magical imprints, you may wear your armor as you wish for all of them, Your Highness,” the demon in a maid outfit – literally – cleanly states as we walk down the hallway of the castle, passing by other maids and servants along the way, many of whom run far away from Raiden in terror. “These magical imprints should only take but ten minutes at most, unlike the paintings. So they will be out of your way soon, and we’ll be able to visit mother after them.”

I let out a sigh of relief at that.

This woman really is terrifying.

She’s honestly making me wonder if I chose the wrong clan to visit after all.

We continue down the hall as she says, “When you meet with mother, make sure to give her the impression of yourself that you wish for her to have.” She glances at me with a serious look on her face, one that actually surprises me since she hasn’t shown that since she was with Gramps. “She has a habit of judging people right away, and she has very little impulse control, just like the majority of my clan.”

I blink at that before asking, “What about you?”

My words seem to catch the demonic maid by surprise for the first time since meeting her before she returns to her regular smiling face and says, “I am different.” Then she faces forwards again, stopping at a door and adding, “We’re here.”

The abruptness of the change of subject catches me off-guard this time, but I walk inside the room after she opens the door for me. And the room I find myself entering is rather large, with various little scenes set up akin to a recording studio on Earth. Except without the Earth technology, and with some magic thrown in.

Overall, a rather bizarre looking setup to have in a medieval castle.

“Right this way, Your Highness,” the maid says as she walks into the room and begins heading to a corner where a man is standing, seemingly waiting for us.

I can’t help but grimace.

The portraits were bad enough, but I really hate pictures…



“And that’s the last one,” Raiden says, still with that picture perfect smile on her face. “Now we can go visit my mother before the rest of the day is yours.”

I sigh at that in relief, only to frown and ask, “Raiden, why are you acting like my personal maid when you’re a Duchess?”

She looks surprised again, and the man who was taking my photos starts sweating as if he were about to die or something. And the head maid doesn’t say anything for a few seconds. Then she bows slightly and says, “My apologies, Your Highness.” She stands straight again. “Forgive my silence as I wasn’t aware you knew our customs for names.”

I blink at that, both at the fact that she deflected my question and what her deflection was in the first place.

Deciding that I’m actually a little more interested in this than why she’s acting as a maid, for the moment at least, I answer, “Earth used to have a nation that had using a person’s given name as a much more intimate affair, instead having people who weren’t closer to you calling you by your family name. And since they also had their family names going before their given name, I guess I just automatically went with that instead.”

Well, that and I’m used to calling people by the first name I hear when they list their names, but I’ll leave that part out.

She looks surprised before a look of remembrance appears on her face and she says, “The nation that used to be Demon Isle. I believe I remember Satan telling me that it used the same naming sense as us in most ways.”

I blink, surprised that she knows about that. But then again, she’s the Demon King’s head maid and a Duchess. So I guess it would make sense that she’d know it, among a lot of other things about Earth.

She looks out the window of the room before bowing slightly and saying, “Let us head to the gardens, Your Highness.” Raiden stands up straight again. “That is where my mother will be right now.”

I frown for a second before nodding my head.

Guess it’s time to see her mother. And I can get the answer to my question later.
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The two of us walk through the halls of the palace in silence for a little while until we reach a hallway covered entirely in windows on one side overlooking a garden. Likely the garden she’s taking me to.

But right as we’re walking through the hallway, I feel a sudden surge of some sort of energy flash outside, and along with it I see cracks beginning to form in the air.

“A Fracture,” Tar explains before I can even ask, making my eyes widen in surprise.

I’ve heard of a lot of Fractures forming throughout my time here on Tartarus, but this is actually the very first time I’ve seen one so close. Mostly because all of the Fractures on Tartarus appear close to demons just like the Fractures on Earth appear close to humans. Something that Seraphina said was due to the ‘reality energy’ inside of us, which as it turns out is actually something the System coined for the name and not those bogus researchers from Earth.

And I was kind of avoiding large groups of demons in my travels.

When I follow the cracks with my eyes, I can indeed see the actual Fracture on Tartarus’s side. The thing is in the form of a large rift in reality with what looks like a random hallway in a building on Earth with some humans running away screaming shown inside of the rift. Which is clearly the other end of the Fracture on Earth.

I stop walking through the hall as I watch the Fracture and all of the Class III demons gathered around it that are now flooding inside. But instead of just passing through the rift, it’s like they’re just vanishing. And sometimes I find some of the demons randomly appearing somewhere on the other side of the rift, proving that their passing through simply teleports them near the Fracture Core on Earth and not at it.

Not that that was in question or anything.

I glance at the demons around me to find all of my bodyguards surrounding me while looking around with vigilance, none of them looking directly at me. Meanwhile the head maid is just staring directly at me, as if she were watching my every move.

Guess they are being vigilant to make sure I don’t cross over.

“Well, your Grandpa isn’t going to make things easy on you to get back,” Tar says, and I can’t help but agree with him. “If you’re going to be getting back to Earth, you will have to work for it. To be smart or strong enough to pull it off. Only then will he let you.”

Wouldn’t I have already made it to Earth by then though? How would that be ‘letting me’ go?

“You should know by now that he can see everything that happens on the planet if he wants,” Tar says, making my eyes widen slightly as that little fact sets in. “So if you do slip away from your guards, he could simply teleport you back to them within moments. But he won’t.”

Holy shit, how didn’t I realize that before?

“I meant it when I said he would let you go if you could get away from your guards,” Tar says with a shrug from his place draped across my shoulders rather lazily. Something I notice seems to be getting on Seraphina’s nerves. “What he cares about is your happiness and safety. So he won’t just lock you away simply to protect you. He’ll keep you guarded until you’re able to take your independence and freedom into your own hands.”

Huh. Interesting mindset.

“It’s a common one amongst blood lycans,” Tar adds before I glance at the head maid and begin walking again, surprising them until they join me.

Oh, right. Wasn’t that the thing that The Reaper hated about Gramps and Leonidas? About blood lycans in general?

“Yeah, it was,” Tar answers as I ignore the looks sent my way by the guards and the head maid to watch the Fracture from here.

Something I find interesting about the rift shown from this side of the Fracture is that the reality energy making up the Fracture is clearly visible here as a purplish-red colored energy floating around the rift. And the color is fading the more demons pass through the Fracture. All the way till the rift closes itself despite not disappearing. As if the Fracture was rejecting any other demons from entering.

Probably reached the maximum number of demons this Fracture could handle in terms of reality energy, with the rest of the reality energy likely going to be put to use bringing them back after the core shatters. Or forming the Gate if it doesn’t shatter.

Speaking of a Gate, despite the rift being closed, it does look like it’s shifting slightly in form. Almost as if the Fracture was trying desperately to take on another form.

Is this what it looks like when the Fracture is trying to gradually turn into a Gate?

“It is,” Tar answers my thoughts as we continue walking into the garden. But soon enough my attention is stolen by a beautiful woman with similar features to Raiden. What with the pair of fox ears, black tails, and amber feline eyes.

But unlike Raiden, this woman has ten tails instead of nine. All the same color as Raiden’s though.

Although the part about her that terrifies me the most are the eyes that look just like her daughters. Terrifying. Like I’m a plaything.

Except she isn’t hiding it as she grins at me like a cat.

I identify her.

|Raiden Amaterasu – Kitsune – Level 1882|

Oh… she’s a higher level than White.

Well that’s… well then.

I don’t show any of my fear on my face though, instead keeping up a serious and calm front. Mainly because of what Raiden Junior said to me earlier about her mother being quick to judge.

And not even a second later, I find myself being hugged before getting raised into the air as my eyes widen in surprise.

“Our Princess is sooo cute!!!” The terrifying woman, who is probably stronger than White, exclaims as she holds me by my armpits for a moment until she pulls me in and squeezes me into her chest, smothering me in the process.

My eyes go as wide as saucers.

What the fuck is happening?!


Chapter 81
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Cute and Terror



Scarlet

I’m quickly yanked out of the crazy lady’s arms by my bodyguards who pull me into their midst while surrounding me as Vincent says with a hint of warning in his voice, “Clan Head Amaterasu, please keep your impulses under control.”

The woman pouts at me for a moment before turning her gaze to the guard, the gaze shifting to a cold one in the process that has shivers running down my spine. And when she speaks this time, I swear I hear thunder striking somewhere the moment the first word leaves her mouth, “Duke Vincent Lacroix de Argus, I very well understand the consequences of going too far. Please mind your words when you’re speaking to me.” She then turns her gaze back to me, softening again in the process as she continues, “And I know very well that I can’t have the Princess, no matter how much that pains me.”

I feel a shiver run down my spine. Again.

This woman is even more terrifying than her daughter. Can I go choose a different clan now?

“They would take that as an offense,” Tar comments, sounding slightly frightened himself.

Right. Of course they would.

And offending the woman who is even stronger than my own mother is not a good idea. Not as strong as Leonidas though, nor anywhere near as strong as Gramps.

“Also, the leader of the Succubi Clan is only about a couple dozen levels below her anyways,” Tar comments, giving me pause for a moment. “And as for the oni clan, here if the demons lose control to their instincts all you have waiting for you is being hugged and treated like a dress-up doll. Over at the oni clan you could be killed if they lost control of their Wrath. Like that arachne did before.”

Ugh. You’re right.

Doesn’t mean I have to like this.

Maybe I should’ve gone to a different continent after all…

“The ghouls would eat you if they lost control, and the arachnae live in spiderwebs,” Tar continues, crushing that thought. “And unless you want to live in magma-filled volcanoes, I don’t suggest the mindeaters. Those demons tend to live in caves.”

Yeah, I doubt the mindeaters would be very happy to help me anyways considering that it would interrupt their sleep.

“Your Highness, it is lovely to meet you,” Raiden Senior says with a terrifying smile on her face. And it’s only now that I start paying any attention to her attire, which is kind of like a cross between Japanese traditional clothing and armor.

Not something I expected to see on Tartarus, that’s for sure.

I put on a serious face as I nod and return her greeting, “I appreciate you letting me stay here, and you letting me use your Clan’s hunting grounds.”

Her smile grows wider, and she spreads her arms out as if welcoming me in for a hug, but doesn’t approach, instead just saying, “Why, of course I would help a little cutie like you, Your Highness!” She closes her arms again, crossing them under her chest as she tilts her head. “And don’t worry, I won’t let any of my little kits lose control of their Greed. You have my word.”

Raiden Junior clears her throat, bringing both of our gazes to her as she says, “Excuse me mother, but I will be handling the Princess’s wellbeing in the palace and the other clan members. There is no need for you to step in yourself.”

The two then start staring at each other with smiles on their faces that look a tad bit too forced, making me glance at Vincent and Seraphina, who are standing in between me and them, the two of them both frowning. But they just mouth ‘later’ without giving me a hint at what’s going on.

I look back at the Raiden duo again before focusing on Raiden Junior, whose smile has returned to normal again, no longer seeming forced.

Why do I get the feeling this mother-daughter pair doesn’t like each other?

“Well, it would certainly explain why the daughter of the head of the Kitsune Clan is acting as the Demon King’s head maid,” Tar comments, making me subtly nod my head in agreement.

I return my gaze to Raiden Senior to find her staring at me with that creepy smile of hers again. One that looks like a mother’s smile, but with a bit of greed and some longing mixed in. And I can’t help but notice her hand twitching slightly.

Okay, yeah, the other demon clans have it worse in terms of their curses.

Although why do I get the feeling she thinks of me as a pet of sorts? Or a plaything that she wants?

“Because she probably does,” Tar says, almost making me grimace. But I hold it in. “She clearly thinks you’re adorable, and judging by the staff in the building…”

Right. All of the staff members were cute and young looking girls. Not a single older looking person in the castle that we passed by.

Although I just kind of thought that was because of coincidence. Since all Class II and above humanoid beings improve their appearance to what they and reality believe to be perfection for their body.

But the fact that they’re all cute girls without any that aren’t cute in particular.

“Guess we found her Greed’s fixation,” Tar mutters, making me wish that I didn’t look as I did.

Am I really cute though? I never really thought of myself as cute.

Cool, definitely. But not cute.

Tar snorts in my head without saying anything.

Hello?

He still doesn’t say anything.

I hold myself back from crossing my arms under my chest and frowning. Specifically due to the pervert staring at me.

“Well now that greetings are over with,” Raiden Senior says with a light clap of her hands, apparently noticing that me and Tar are done talking considering her repeated looks towards the tanuki. That or she is just interested in him too since he is rather cute. A thought that has the tanuki shivering slightly on my shoulder. “Let’s head over to the hunting grounds, shall we little one?”

Damnit, she thinks I’m cute because I’m short, doesn’t she?!

“Scarlet…” Tar mutters, only to sigh and not say anymore.

Wait, so that’s not it?

He doesn’t answer.
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Scarlet

Tar never answers my question, not even after the Raiden mother-daughter pair both create clouds filled with mostly orange and red lightning and have us get on them. In fact, he just falls asleep on my shoulder to avoid answering.

Stupid tanuki.

The cute thing has to do with me being short… wait a second, now that I think about it, am I really that short? Compared to a lot of the demons here, to Leonidas, my grandfather, and to the Raidens, yes. But I’m pretty sure five foot eight inches tall is actually above the average height on Earth for women by a few inches.

I think.

“Doesn’t change the fact that most of the demons are taller than humans, and you’re not a human yourself,” Tar comments, making my head jerk around to find him with an eye cracked open, the damned tanuki apparently having been awake after all. “So as a blood lycan, you kind of are rather short.”

Damnit, stupid tanuki.

But that has to be the reason.

He doesn’t say anything again.

My eyes narrow, only for me to be distracted by the sight of a large cave in one of the Ashen Mountains we’re flying to. A cave surrounded by a small fortress with kitsune manning the walls. Kitsune who are all above level one thousand six hundred.

After examining the fortress for a few seconds, I hear Raiden Junior call out from the front of the large storm cloud she and I are on, leaving her mother to a storm cloud of her own, “This cave is one of the Class II and III training grounds we have. It doesn’t have any Class IV or above demons in it, nor does it have any intelligent demons in it beyond base instincts akin to a more intelligent animal.”

Sounds a lot like the hunting grounds in the Bloody Duchy.

“You’re probably comparing it to your family’s hunting grounds, and while there are similarities, this hunting ground has demons that are more at home in the desert, caves, and the Ashen Mountains in general,” the woman says, somehow knowing just what I’m thinking without even turning around to look at me. Which is honestly kind of frightening. “And don’t worry about my mother, Your Highness. She will behave and will not go too far in her actions.”

That’s nice to know but doesn’t exactly comfort me much when she’s already picked me up and spun me around like a child before smothering me. An incredibly unpleasant experience.

I don’t say this out loud, of course. Because the devil of a woman is within earshot.

And I don’t want a round two.

We continue floating towards the fortress until we make it directly above it, following which the storm clouds begin to slowly drift down to the ground before dispersing. Then I immediately find myself being the center of attention for all of the kitsune here, likely due to my crest being on display.

A single look from Raiden Junior, followed by another one from Raiden Senior makes them begin shivering slightly in fear before they each bow towards me, saying in unison, “We greet Her Highness, First Princess Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, and welcome her to the First Ashen Hunting Grounds.”

I look at Raiden Senior in surprise for a moment, only to nod my head towards the kitsune who are all bowing towards me.

Guess Raiden Senior does at least care about her subordinates showing me respect. Just that she doesn’t care about herself respecting my boundaries.

“All of the kits are out of the training grounds as you requested, Clan Leader,” a male kitsune wearing a full set of red and orange armor that I swear still looks Japanese, just like all of the other armor around here.

Why is it that all of the kitsune’s style clothing, armor, and buildings all look Japanese?

“From what I’ve heard, they actually had this style before coming to Earth,” Tar says, sounding slightly curious himself. “In fact, the kitsune were rather surprised to find Japan when they took it over as Demon Isle, since it looked quite a bit similar to their own culture in some ways. Although still very different in others.”

It is rather bizarre that there are so many similarities despite the two coming from entirely different planets. But then again, I don’t really care right now.

The Clan Leader turns to look at me with that creepy smile on her face as she says, “You may use our hunting grounds as you see fit, but please do see that you don’t drain it dry of demons. Leave at least half a dozen of each type of demon in it before you move onto the next hunting ground, since they don’t just reappear from nothing.”

I nod at her with a brief, “Thank you, Clan Leader.”

Her smile widens, growing even creepier when she answers, “Of course, my dear Princess. Please come visit me when you find the time.”

Then she begins flying away, making me let out a sigh of relief once she’s far enough.

“Please forgive her, Your Highness,” Raiden Junior says with a light bow. “I know she can be a bit much sometimes.”

My eye twitches at just how hypocritical she is being. Since she isn’t all that much better than her mother. Just a lot more restrained.

I let out a sigh before answering, “Sure.” Just to pacify her for now. Then I swiftly change the subject, “I’ll be heading into the training grounds now.”

She bows again with a quick, “Of course, Your Highness. And once more, congratulations on your etched skill slots.”

I blink at that before nodding. Then I begin to walk into the cave, soon finding some sort of scorpion demon. A Class III one that’s several levels above me.

Without any hesitation, I grin while entering my Beast Form and rushing forwards, using all of my skills, and testing out Crimson Overdrive in the process. The very same Crimson Overdrive that I just got this dusk, when I woke up, and leveled to level ten on the flight over here using up all of my saved Skill Points.

And all of this ends up surprising the level 301 ashen scorpion so much that it barely even puts up any sort of defense, letting me kill it incredibly quickly.

After finishing it off, I can’t help but let my grin grow even wider as I feel just how much power Crimson Overdrive gives me. How much stronger it actually is than Blood Sacrifice at the same level and for the same price in blood.

Absolutely worth being called a legendary skill.

I clench my fist before looking at the scorpion’s corpse, then at the entrance to find the head maid standing at the entrance looking out at the fortress as if watching the other kitsune and acting as a barrier to block them from entering. So I turn to look deeper into the caves again.

Alright. I think I’ve decided.

“What did you decide?” Tar asks.

I glance at him, finding him floating in the air above me, no longer lying on my shoulder due to not wanting to get in my way mid-battle.

On what my plan is.

I look deeper into the tunnel again.

First, I’ll fight my way to Class IV here and in their other training grounds, hopefully getting the mythic Title-Bearing Skill along the way.

And then?

Then I’ll take The Reaper up on his offer and head home.

“Sounds like a plan,” Tar says, sounding genuinely excited.

And I can’t blame him. Because I feel the same.

I sprint forwards, deeper into the mine as the black, red, and blue electricity arcing along my armor and skin illuminates the cave around me with a faint glow.

“Time to get to work,” I mutter, my grin still ever present on my face.


Epilogue



Allen’s Office
When Scarlet Woke Up

Allen groans as he sits at his desk with his head down on it, missing both his wife and his adopted daughter who he hasn’t been able to adopt yet. Mostly due to the daughter in question not being on Earth while his wife is on the frontlines battling.

“Please dad! I want to go to the frontlines when I reach Class III!” Belle exclaims from the other side of his desk, adding yet another problem to his list of things stressing him out lately.

Unlike a lot of the other Class IV Guardians, Allen was told to stay at the capital since his help was more beneficial in making magi-tech than he was in direct combat. Which left his wife to go to the frontlines without him.

And now his daughter wants to as well.

Allen sighs while sitting up again, looking at his daughter, who is looking at him with her signature pleading and yet stubborn look.

“You know you don’t need to ask me for permission, right?” he eventually mutters, reaching up to rub his temples. And she just nods. “But you’re doing it anyways.”

She nods again.

Allen sighs once more.

“I’ll give you my blessing as long as you take the magi-tech equipment I give you and you stick to your mother like glue while you’re there, understood?” Allen states, deciding that she just wants to make him less worried about her since she’ll be going anyways.

“Sure!” Belle exclaims, a smile on her face. But before either of them can say any more, a dinging sound echoes in their head, followed immediately by the appearance of a Universal Notification.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
[REDACTED] has obtained an etched skill slot through reaching Class III under the age of twenty years old!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Both Belle and Allen stare in silence at the notification, neither of them saying a word.

Then, right as Allen is about to drop his head back to the desk with a groan, another notification replaces it.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
[REDACTED] has obtained an etched skill slot through defeating a being one hundred and fifty or more levels above them with no assistance!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



This time he just stares blankly ahead with a slightly dead look on his face.

At the same time, he notices Belle smiling across his desk from him.

It’s just one thing after another, isn’t it…?

Several seconds pass in silence before Allen slumps in his chair while staring up at the ceiling, muttering, “She really killed something a hundred and fifty or more levels above her… and I thought she’d be watched more carefully over there…”

Belle snorts at that, only to go into a full-on belly laugh, making him realize just how optimistic that belief was.

“Look at the bright side,” Belle says, trying and failing to contain her laughter, “her shenanigans aren’t your problem to deal with right now. It’s her father and grandfather’s.”

Allen turns his eyes to his daughter with a tired look in them as he says, “That’s the problem. Can you really see the De-” he falters slightly, rewording his sentence, “Can you really see those two admonishing her for this? It’s more likely that they’d compliment and congratulate her instead…”

That has Belle’s mouth parting slightly in surprise before she closes it again, seemingly realizing that fact herself.

“Just how…” Allen mutters while leaning back in his chair and once again staring up at the ceiling, “is it that I’m still stressing out over her actions when she isn’t even here…”

Out of the corner of his eye, he sees his daughter sitting down on one of the sofas in his office, not saying anything in response.

I guess it was a good thing for White to leave the frontlines and redact her name when she did… else every user in the universe would know who Scarlet was just from her full name alone. That she’s a demon.

He sighs once more, finding it to be a common thing where his adopted daughter is concerned.

I need a drink.



Purple’s Tower 
Moments before the Universal Notifications

Amelia appears in a flash of white light in the middle of the dome atop Purple’s tower, quickly finding all of the other Knights of Humanity already present. And without wasting any time, Red says, “Good. Now that you’re here, let’s get this-”

Before he can finish talking, all of the Knights are distracted by a Universal Notification appearing in their vision. One that’s followed almost immediately by another one.

Then silence fills the dome for several seconds as Amelia smiles.

“Well that deals with one of our problems,” Red says with a brief nod of his head towards Amelia. “Assuming that was your daughter?”

Amelia just smiles even wider at that.

Of course it was her.

Black – who Amelia has been ignoring since getting there as he is currently floating around in the air on a cloud of shadows, just lounging around like nothing was happening – raises his head from the cloud of shadows and says, “Then she’s completed some of the requirements after all.” Then his eyes narrow. “But she hasn’t gotten the skill yet. The one everything you did was meant for her to get.”

Amelia glares at the man, only to notice that her brother and Red are both looking towards her, Red with a conflicted look on his face and Blue with apathy. So she sighs and says, “It’s only a matter of time for her before gets the achievements mentioned by the prophecy that’re needed for her to be able to completely nullify all curses, including blood ritual curses.”

None of them say anything in response, simply waiting for her to continue. And she does, “You all know by now that we stand no chance against the Demon King, much less the Voided Overlord. Scarlet is the only hope for both worlds to survive. And for the war to end, she will need that skill upgraded to Mythical. Something that can’t happen without the skill.” Her gaze alternates between each of the Knights. “And according to the prophecy, everything should be set for her to get the remaining achievements for it.”

She pauses, only to look at Purple and finish, “All Scarlet needs to do is to wait for an opportunity.”

Purple finally opens her eyes for the first time since the meeting began before saying, “An opportunity that she won’t find on Tartarus.”

All three of the other Knights turn to stare at her in surprise.

“You mean…” Amelia asks, and Purple nods her head in agreement with her unasked question.

She then stands up from her place seated at the center of the dome and says, “Before the child turns twenty years of age, she will return to Earth, where everything will follow through as predicted.”

Amelia’s eyes widen in both happiness and surprise, meanwhile she sees Black’s mouth parting open as the man is shocked into silence. And Red is just smiling at Amelia, happy with this news as well.

The White Knight of Humanity doesn’t bother looking at her brother as she knows what face he’ll be making already.

Instead she just smiles and looks up at the top of the dome, her eyes closing in her happiness.

It wasn’t for naught… thank the moon. Thank the fucking moon…


Author’s Note



Hello! Thank you so much for taking the time to read Wolf of the Blood Moon, Book 3, Tartarus!

If you enjoyed the book, then please consider leaving a review! It helps me a lot as a self-published author whose entire career pretty much relies on these reviews!

Now, onto announcements!

This is my first book that I’ve released since graduating from College! So yay for that!

I will now be a full time author instead of a part time author and part time college student!

This is my current publishing schedule for the rest of the year! Do note that I have already completely finished writing 5 books of Wolf of the Blood Moon along with half of the last book, book 6! I also tend to write faster than I publish, which ends up with me having a bunch of books written and not published. Because the process of publishing can be tedious sometimes.

Also, this schedule is likely to change if something happens that requires it to change.

June/July: Eternal Winter's Reign Book 2

July/August: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 4

August/September: The Calling of Wrath Book 2

September: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 5

October: The Rise of the Winter Wolf Book 6

November: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 6

December: The Undying Magician Book 4

I hope you all have a lovely day! And please consider checking out my Patreon if you are interested in reading the chapters of my books that haven’t been released (or edited) yet in advance for a small subscription fee!

Also, consider checking out my discord server! I make announcements in there since I don’t like using social media. I also keep the above listed schedule updated on my Discord server.

And as always, go try out my other series if you’re interested in one of them listed below! And a recommended story as well!


My Other Series



My current most popular series on Amazon,

The Rise of the Winter Wolf

What would you do if your entire life was suddenly changed at the drop of a hat?

The entire population of the world that you were born into suddenly transported to another planet along with the rest of the intelligent inhabitants of the Milky Way Galaxy.

A strange System talking to you about abilities and levels without a care for your opinions.

Thousands of monster spawning dungeons placed around the new world without a care for the new inhabitants.

And if those weren't bad enough, a forced invitation for one thousand random individuals to compete in a livestreamed competition within a dungeon with the rank of Administrator as the prize.

You don’t know?

Well, it’s actually pretty simple.

You survive.

Our story follows Wolf Adler as he, along with every other human on Earth, are faced with a strange blue box filling up their vision, warning them about an upcoming reappropriation of every being of sufficient intelligence to a new planet for the initialization of some sort of System.

Will he perish in this new world? Or will he thrive?

If you’re interested, click here!

The Undying Magician

How would a true immortal with average talent in magic fare within a world where magic is everything?

In the world of Aria, only a small fraction of the population are classified as magicians.

These magicians are able to use magic through the manipulation of the mana they are born with and are the core of the military strength within every nation.

However, one nation in particular uses magicians to an even higher extreme than the others.

This nation is known as The Republic of Arcania.

The largest power in Aria.

Our story follows Nathan Fox as he graduates from high school and is sent to the Arcane Academy for his required training as a magician before he eventually serves his ten year term in the military.

Nathan has been a true immortal ever since he got a semi-magical disease that makes any damage done to his body instantly reverse itself, bringing him back to his top form on the day that he became an immortal.

Death is an impossibility for Nathan. But there are worse things in the world than death.

And if the power-hungry magicians of the world were to learn of Nathan's true immortality?

Then he might just experience those things for himself.

Nathan must navigate his way through the military academy without giving away his secret. But when the entire world falls into chaos due to a revolt by the most powerful beings on the planet, how will he keep his secret safe?

That has yet to be foretold.

About the series: Join Nathan as he navigates his way through a dystopian world, whether that's inside of a magical academy, in a land of the dead, or fighting wars against other magicians. As he hides his immortality until it's no longer needed, grows to learn the loneliness of immortality, and learns more and more about magic and his own disease.

If you’re interested, click here!



Then there’s my two latest series on Amazon before this one,

Eternal Winter’s Reign

Alexander North: A regular second lieutenant in the Terran Empire’s military until the apocalypse starts and he finds himself no longer being human.

It’s year 8019 on the Universal Calendar, and the Terran Empire is only continuing to expand its influence.
The artificial symbiont technology created by the Terran Research Union is being sold to the higher ups in the military, granting them powers beyond human beings; the Economic branch of the Empire is beginning to expand further into the other nations of the Universe; and the military only continues to expand into the Arctic Empire’s land, bringing the war closer and closer to an end.

However, all of this comes crashing to a halt when the Eternal Winter spreads across the entire universe and changes the laws of physics themselves.
No longer can people use guns; no longer can they use electricity; and no longer can they use fire.

But the worst of the storm is from the glowing blue shards filled with a strange energy that mutates any creature it enters into a mindless monster whose natural instinct is to kill.

How will Alex cope with his newfound changes as the only infected soldier in his base to not fully turn into a monster?
Will he die to the other monsters? To the soldiers?
Or will he thrive?

If you’re interested, click here!

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Calling of Wrath

What happens when a medieval world of swords and steel is invaded and forcefully introduced to a System of levels and magic?

It was just another ball.

Princess Cassandra thought she could deal with it.

She just had to pretend for half an hour to actually care about the attending nobles before her father would let her leave, as usual.

That is, until the sky started glowing blue and strange text appeared in front of her face, mentioning something about a System.

Even that she could deal with.

After all, it’s interesting, right?

Regardless of how… bizarre… it is, it’s still something new in her rather boring life.

But being kidnapped by planar invaders from some planet called Earth after a literal glowing heart flies through a portal in front of her and disappears in her chest?

That might be a little too much.

If you’re interested, click here!
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