
        
            
                
            
        

    
Previous Book Summaries



Book 1 Summary:

During the first book, Scarlet, having been looking for the man who raised her in the orphanage named Allen, ends up stuck in a Fracture. An event that happens when a fracture in space appears between the demon world of Tartarus and the human world of Earth where demons cross over and begin attacking the humans. But during this Fracture, she finds herself awakening to her true bloodline as a half human/half demon. A blood lycan and a member of one of the seven Noble Clans amongst the demons.

After surviving her first Fracture, she joins Allen’s Association, the Silver Association, and begins fighting in Fractures to level up. While also building up her fame amongst the humans and hiding her demon heritage. And while she’s at the Association, she finds that she has incredibly powerful capabilities likely resulting from her heritage as a half blood lycan. Which leads to her being able to join nearly any Guardians University she wishes to join.

So she enrolls into the first ranked Guardians University and attends the ranking tournament to determine the rankings of each student at the beginning of the year. And after placing within the top one hundred students, claiming her spot as a Top Ranked Student, while also making friends in the process, she finds her life entirely different.

As she prepares to attend her first classes at the university while keeping up her job as a Guardian.

Book 2 Summary:

During the second book, Scarlet begins to spend half of her time attending her classes at the Guardians University, Lion’s Heart, and half of her time fighting in Fractures. Leveling up and growing stronger while also still raising her reputation with the people.

And during her time training and attending the university, she competes in the end of year tournament between universities.

She reaches Class II, learns of her mother, the White Knight of Humanity, and meets people along the way including her young cousin known as Aria Knight.

Book 3 Summary:

During the third book, Scarlet continues to grow stronger while participating in her internship with the Garden of Blood. An Association run by the most powerful blood magic users amongst the humans that only accepts women in its ranks.

And during the ball celebrating the first year student’s completion of their first year, the Class V Fracture finally begins. And with it, everything begins to change.

All of the changelings hiding within Earth expose themselves while trying to kidnap Scarlet, with one person after another protecting her and trying to get her far away from the demons. But in the end, they fail, leading to Scarlet being sent to Tartarus.

Where she learns of her true heritage.

That she’s the daughter of a Demon Lord and granddaughter of the Demon King.

She then spends time on Tartarus, traveling the world and growing stronger while dealing with demon society as a whole. Learning about it. And experiencing their ways while meeting with the other Demon Lords and upper ranking demons.

And in the end, after obtaining a significant number of legendary skills and etched skill slots, reaching Class III, and beginning her march towards mythic ranked skills, Scarlet decides to take up The Reaper on his offer for a way home.

Back to Earth.

But she also sets a goal.

To reach Class IV before she turns twenty.


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 for a 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 for a 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 for a 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.

Tartarus:

Blood Lycans live in the Bloody Duchy.

Oni live in the Oni Citadel.

Mindeaters live in the Mindeater’s Lair.

Ghouls live in the Caverns of Death.

Arachnae live in the Spider Burrows.

Kitsune live in the Ashen Mountains.

Succubi live in the Mesa of Illusions.

The ranks of Nobility include:

Baron/Baroness {1001-1200}

Viscount/Viscountess {1201-1400}

Count/Countess {1401-1600}

Marquess/Marchioness {1601-1700}

Duke/Duchess {>1700}

Prince/Princess{Sons or Daughters of the Demon king} and Demon Lord{Four highest level demons}

Demon King

Social Contact Outside of Cities:

Demons are perfectly fine with killing any other demon they see outside of cities. However, they will generally avoid killing other demons who have crests showing clearly on their body, designating them as members of a Noble’s family. Unless the demon in question is also a child of a Noble or a Noble themselves.

The demons place absolute trust in the Royal Family thanks to the entire Demon world of Tartarus being controlled under his absolute power, and their entire society having been formed by him alone. Additionally, he solves all of their problems, and is by far the oldest demon living to this day. One of the very few demons who survived long enough to know the truth of the world.

One gold coin -> Ten silver

One silver -> One hundred bronze

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. Achievement-Locked skills are always the higher rarity versions of an etched skill the user has from an ancestor.

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 naval.

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. This is because of the 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.

Demon Generals

Description: These demons are as intelligent as a human being and are in charge of the Class III 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: Their weakness is dependent on which subspecies of demon they are.

Average Levels at the Opening of the Fracture: Always level 500

Class IV Demons – Levels 501-1000

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 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 a crown of 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 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 day 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 Silvester:

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 for as long as 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 Michael as they both contracted at the same time and are very close.

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 is 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
 

Raiden Akuma:

The daughter of the Clan Leader for the Kitsune Clan and the head maid of the Demon King. She is also currently tasked with helping Scarlet navigate the kitsune clan.

Akuma is, just like all the other kitsune, very playful and likes to toy with people and things. But unlike other kitsune, she holds herself back most of the time. And the rest of the kitsune are terrified of her because she is often the one dealing out punishment for members of the clan who lose themselves to their Sin of Greed.

Raiden Amaterasu:

The Clan Leader for the Kitsune Clan and Akuma’s mother. She is also stronger than White.

Amaterasu is, just like all the other kitsune, very playful and likes to toy with people and things. But unlike her daughter, she does not hold herself back unless she has to. Because she has the power to back her actions.

The only time she ever holds herself back is from going too far with Scarlet as she does fear and respect the Demon King too much to go any further than mere playing.


Chapter 1

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

A Race Against Time



Scarlet

A loud hissing sound fills the cavern as I stand opposite the two-dozen-meter-long snake, watching as it hatefully glares at me while covered in wounds. Meanwhile all of my own wounds quickly regenerate, Blood Regeneration having climbed all the way to level nineteen over the past few months I’ve spent training here.

I growl back at the basilisk, flexing my claws a little as the tips of my fingers, which had been scraped raw after my last clash with the serpent’s scales, finally finish regrowing.

The basilisk itself is only level four hundred and sixty, an entire thirty-one levels beneath me. But it has skills that put a lot of the other demons here to shame, along with an incredibly durable set of scales over its body. Scales strong enough that even my Metallicized Blood barely cuts through them, and that’s only while damaging both my claws and fingers in the process.

A rather terrifying defense for something that much lower level than me.

It’s to be expected though, considering that the basilisks are the strongest demons in the Ashen Mountains hunting grounds belonging to the kitsune.

Unfortunately there aren’t really any Class IV hunting grounds, with the exception of the Demon King’s continent at the center of the world. Or the oceans themselves. The rest are all just for Class IIs and IIIs.

The basilisk lets out another loud hiss, prompting me to rush forwards while covered in black, red, and blue electricity from Crimson Overdrive as I drive my spread out claws straight into the wounded creature’s head. My hand drills into its eye now that it’s too wounded to cover its head or move fast enough to dodge it, following which I dig my other hand in and begin wrenching its eye apart in two directions. Then, as the creature lets out a very loud screeching hiss, I finish ripping its eye in two and dig my way straight inside of its head to find its brain.

But the thing dies before I can.

{Level 460 Basilisk defeated. A massive EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature thirty or more levels below your level.}

“Damnit,” I swear before scowling at its corpse and walking away, finally having learned how to speak from Leonidas while in my Beast Form about a month ago.

I need to find something else to hunt. Something stronger.

“Scarlet…” Tar mutters, but I ignore him as I start to sprint through the tunnels of the cave system, searching with very little success for something close to my own level.

Damnit! Where are the highest level Class IIIs?!

“Scarlet,” Tar says louder as I continue running faster and faster, ignoring all of the weaker demons in the area without even giving them a second glance after identifying them.

I have to reach Class IV before the end of the night, Tar. You know very well why I have to do that!

“I understand you want to reach Class IV before you turn twenty, but you’re not going to find anything high enough in level here to do that,” Tar says slowly and carefully, as if I were a time bomb waiting to explode. “It might be best to ask your grandfather to take you to the central continent”

That has me gritting my teeth, but I do consider his suggestion.

I’ve always hated asking for help with a passion. But this time… this time I might not have a choice.

Not if I really want to make that deadline. To reach Class IV before I turn twenty.

I continue running through the cave for another five minutes, only to finally give up on finding anything close to high enough level to give me the EXP I need.

So I ask out loud, “Gramps! I need your help!”

And not even a second later, a swirl of blood appears in front of me, following which Gramps appears in his usual royal-looking black, red, and gold armor with his long black hair streaked with red highlights flowing down behind him as if fluttering on a breeze. He has a warm smile on his face and is… holding a head? Holding a severed head.

“Why are you holding a head?” I ask, utterly stunned by that fact for a moment.

Apparently he didn’t realize he was holding one as he quickly engulfs it in black blood that completely corrodes the head into nothing but a red and black ash that falls to he ground. Then he says, “I was dealing with a bratty Noble. Nothing you need to worry about.”

I look at the pile of ashes for a few seconds before deciding that I don’t have the time to question it as I meet his eyes and ask, “Can you bring me somewhere that has Class IV demons for me to fight? I want to reach Class IV by the time the sun rises.”

He blinks at that in surprise, only to frown.

That isn’t a good sign.

“Even if you do reach level five hundred today, you won’t be able to get all of the Catalysts needed to reach Class IV by the time the sun rises,” he plainly states, making my eyes go wide in shock at the realization that he’s probably right. “I can still bring you there if you want, but don’t get your hopes up if that’s the goal you’re shooting for.”

“Please take me,” I ask him, sincerely asking someone for help for the first time in my life.

“Wait, this is the first time?” Tar asks, sounding incredulous about that fact.

Yes. It is.

Every other time I’ve gotten help it was never due to me asking for it. It was from someone else giving it to me without me asking, either doing it just to help me of their own accord or doing it as a favor that I would return later on.

I’ve never personally asked someone for help before.

“Wow…” Tar mutters, meanwhile Gramps scratches his chin for a moment before shrugging.

“Alright,” he says, picking me up into a princess carry seconds later as my transformation suddenly reverses. Likely his own doing. He then looks down at me with a smile and says, “Let’s go.”

Everything turns red.


Chapter 2

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

A Search for Prey



Scarlet

After a period of time completely unknown to me, since it felt both like just seconds pass but also as if entire days passed both at the same time, I find myself reappearing on a cliff with some sort of strange red ground beneath us, feeling very disoriented. To the point of stumbling out of Gramps’ arms and vomiting on the ground.

“Fucking hell, please, let’s not do that again…” I mutter, only to realize what I just said and look back up, “not that I’m not appreciative of your help.”

Gramps just laughs while waving away my words, “I would’ve been surprised if you didn’t react like that.”

I narrow my eyes on the man for a moment, only to act like he didn’t just say he expected me to vomit as I look around our new surroundings.

The terrain here is very much what I remember seeing when I was flying through the air before over the central continent, but unlike then, I find us on top of a large cliff overlooking a wasteland. One filled with, in simple terms, nothing but chaos.

Everywhere I look, all I can find are demons fighting each other. Some intelligent, some not. All of them are Class III or Class IV, with the Class IVs closer to the center and the Class IIIs at the very edges.

The majority of the demons are Class IV though.

And they’re of all different kinds. Literally just thousands and thousands of different species all battling it out here.

“This is the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin,” Gramps says in explanation as he steps up to the edge of the cliff, bringing my attention back to the ground beneath us as I hear splashing sounds. And the ground itself is covered in puddles of blood with dead black soil stained in red all over it. “It’s a place where demons go to either die or grow stronger.” He glances at me. “The only people who come here are those who are aware that they may very well die in this place yet come anyways in the search of power.”

“I’ve never heard of this place before,” I tell him honestly as I step up to the edge of the cliff as well.

Gramps snorts before looking back out over the battlefield and saying, “Of course you haven’t. All of the information the human world has on Tartarus came from those irritating Knights, and there was no way they would ever come anywhere near the central continent.”

I blink at that, only to realize that he’s right.

“The only reason I wasn’t able to track them when they first arrived here was because of those damned Purple and Black Knights hiding their presence from me and my seers,” he continues, sounding rather irked by the Knights in general. “And right before I found a solution to find their locations, they retreated back to Earth.”

Huh. Was wondering why he let them run around through Tartarus killing his people.

Turns out he didn’t.

Anyways, I transform back into my beast form, bringing his gaze to me for a moment until he looks out over the battlefield again and says, “My dear pup, please keep in mind that the demons down there are stronger than any of the other demons at the same level than you’ve faced thus far. They’re also perfectly willing to die out there in their hunt for more powerful achievements.” His voice grows slightly darker. “So do not let your guard down. And if I see you going after something too powerful, I will not hesitate. I will pull you out of there myself before erasing the one you try to fight personally in order to clear the slight.”

While his words do surprise me a little, I’m far too focused on searching the battlefield below for a target to care about his warning.

I don’t need something that high a level to bring me up an extra nine levels.

Just something… maybe about a hundred levels above me?

“Remember that they’re Class IV, so they’ll have the multiplier of one,” Tar warns me. “These are also more powerful demon species as well. Ones with higher capabilities in general.”

I nod my head at that, deciding to lower the bar a bit to seventy levels above me this time.

Strictly because I don’t need to kill something as high a level above me as I’ve done before just for nine levels.

So instead of searching deeper into the battlefields, I look to the outer edges of it for Class IVs. And after searching for several minutes, identifying one demon after another after another, I eventually manage to find a Class IV demon at about level five hundred and sixty. Which will probably give me enough EXP to reach level 500 myself.

“He’ll do,” I mutter, bringing Gramps’ attention to where I’m looking. And as soon as he nods, giving me the go-ahead, I immediately burst into action, jumping straight off of the cliff and soaring through the air towards the demon I am targeting.

A revenant, which is a type of demon that uses spectral magic. One that lets them go in and out of the physical world and into the ethereal world where ghosts and phantoms live.

But a revenant, unlike ghosts and phantoms, can only stay fully on one side of the ethereal barrier, not being able to fully traverse it at will and only when they’re outside of combat. With the exception of its ability to partially traverse, making a hand or claw partially ethereal.

Which makes it the perfect target for me as while they are powerful, they’re also weak to blood magic.

All stuff I learned from my time at the kitsune’s castle. A rather unpleasant time, to say the least. If for no other reason than the kitsune in general, not to mention their leader.

I push that out of my mind as I continue flying through the air straight towards the demon in question.

Time to hunt.


Chapter 3

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

A Demon King’s Pondering



The Cliff Overlooking the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin

Arkaz crosses his arms as he watches his granddaughter soar through the air straight towards a revenant before surprising it with a punch to its face in the middle of its battle with a weaker demon. Which is ironically an arachne.

The arachne clearly doesn’t enjoy the interruption to their fight, and neither does the revenant. But Arkaz just snorts and waves his hand, turning the level five hundred and forty-one arachne into a bloody mist in the process without even looking at it. Which seems to shock the revenant for a moment only for it to regain its senses and begin fighting his granddaughter with all of its strength.

Let’s see what you can do, beloved granddaughter of mine…

Arkaz watches as Scarlet fights the demon, considering every move she makes and marking all of the mistakes she makes in his mind to tell her later. Mostly the ones involved in their family’s fighting style that she’s been learning over the last few months from him while at the Kitsune Clan’s castle.

The fighting style is centered largely around four different aspects of the blood lycans. Their regeneration, their senses, their claws, and their tail.

Although it took Arkaz a while for him to convince Scarlet to actually use her tail in her beast form, since the girl doesn’t like using it for some reason. Which is fine and preferred when she’s not in battle but in her beast form, but when she’s in battle, Arkaz and her father both believe she should use every advantage she can.

And after a while, they managed to convince her of that very thing. Even if they focused solely on the lycan form training without the tail before that.

Arkaz rubs his chin slightly as he watches her using the fighting style he himself developed. As she repeatedly moves in closer to the bipedal ghostlike creature, whose slightly ethereal skin is glowing with a black light, and repeatedly drives the creature to attack her in spots that won’t disable her in any way, letting her get a free hit in on the creature over and over again. And with each and every blow the revenant lands on her, the revenant finds its purplish black blood burning in the process, rising from its skin in the form of steam.

No… it’s not just its blood burning.

The Demon King smiles slightly as he focuses on the revenant’s body, watching as some of its blood simply vanishes with each and every blow.

That blood nullification skill of hers is just as impressive now as it was when I first saw it… she may very well be able to clear the curse when she grows up.

Arkaz would never put all of the responsibility of the entire universe on a child as young as her, but he admits that it’s looking optimistic that she’ll reach her goal of being able to remove the curses herself. Which has Arkaz feeling a little conflicted.

In the end though, he cares more about her happiness than his hatred of humans.

All he can do is blame his son and the White Knight for sending her to be raised amongst them as he prepares for her possible ending of the war.

He can’t just end the war right away since there’s always the chance she won’t manage to remove the curses, but after seeing that she had a decent chance of doing so, he at least decided to spare the civilians and change his goal from extermination of the humans to occupation of them instead.

That way he will be able to kill them all should she fail to achieve her goal, and free them all if she succeeds.

If only the humans would just lie down and accept occupation…

Arkaz frowns at that thought, understanding just how naïve it is. But he still can’t help but wish they would do just that, if only to make Scarlet happier.

The Demon King continues watching as Scarlet fights the revenant, slowly taking it over in combat while using a few of the new skills she managed to get over the last few months.

Something he’s noticed when thinking about her chances of being able to cleanse the curses is how few inherent skills she seems to be getting as she levels. Which means that she’ll be getting higher rarity inherent skills with each one.

I wonder… could she potentially get a mythic rarity inherent skill at some point when she’s Class V?

The thought lodges itself into his head and he can’t get it out. His granddaughter, being the very first being to get a mythic inherent skill.

Something not even he got.

Judging from the Universal Notifications, I wouldn’t be surprised if she was close to getting a mythic skill soon. Although which one I can’t be sure about.

He continues to watch her as she fights, using each and every one of her skills to eventually take down the revenant all on her own. A feat that many people her age would never even dream of doing. Something most her level wouldn’t do either.

And yet, Arkaz raises a brow at the frown on her face.

Was that not enough to get her to level five hundred?

Scarlet looks in his direction before nodding and turning around to attack another demon.

Guess it wasn’t.

Arkaz takes a momentary glance at his inner System clock before finding there to only be a couple hours left until the day ends.

She’ll probably still make it. But she won’t be able to get the Catalysts she needs in time. Those will probably take her at least a couple weeks to gather. And that’s not even considering the requirements to be able to ascend in the first place.

The Demon King almost sighs in a brief bout of sadness at the thought of seeing her disappointed. Because he knows that she was for some reason rather determined to make this goal of hers.

I wonder why?

From what he understands, tomorrow isn’t a special day in any way at all. Although he very much remembers her birthday that is in a little over a month from now.

Wait a second…

Arkaz scratches his chin as he furrows his brows in her direction.

…does she know when her real birthday is?


Chapter 4

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

Level Cap of Class III



Scarlet

It ends up taking me killing a second demon, this one being only twenty levels above me and some sort of insect demon that I didn’t recognize, before I get the System Messages I’m looking for.

But instead of making me happy, the requirements to reach Class IV make me grow rather depressed.

{Level 520 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.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 500. Four 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 III. Please ascend to Class IV. To do so you must find and absorb three Class III catalysts and have one skill at its max level.}

{You have earned the epic inherent skill, ‘Blood Absorption’.}

Are you fucking kidding me?!

I open my status as I stop moving in the middle of the battlefield, only to feel myself teleported back to the cliff. But I ignore Gramps as I focus on my list of skills.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Age: 19	Level: 500	SP: 67
	Stats:

	Physical: 1,446	Mental: 1,445	Magical: 1,446
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 2,507,364/2,507,364	Free Points/Level: 4
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 22	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 21	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 14	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 16	Description
	Blood Empowerment	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Swarm	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Beast Form
	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 25	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 25	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 18	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Crimson Overdrive	Skill Level: 15	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: 20	Description
	Blood Aura
	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Absorption	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Life Sense	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


I feel the strength leave my body, making me drop to my knees as I realize I won’t be able to make my goal by the end of the night, even if I were able to get the Catalysts I need. Since there is no way I’ll be able to bring one of my inherent skills to level thirty in a single night, nor do I have any Skill Points to spend on bringing a purchased skill to level fifty.

“Damnit…” I mutter, blankly staring at my status.

“Hey, it’s fine if you don’t get to Class IV before turning twenty,” Tar says flying next to me and patting my head.

But if I don’t, then I’ll miss out on the achievement that would give. And if I miss out on that, I might not be able to upgrade Gradual Corruption Nullification…

“If that’s all you’re worried about, then don’t be,” Gramps suddenly says, making me lift my head to find him standing there with his arms crossed. “You don’t turn twenty for another month and several days after all.”

I blink at him. He stares back at me.

Several seconds pass in silence.

“According to your father and the System Logs, you were born on the thirtieth of the ninth month of the year,” he says, breaking the silence after a while. “Although the exact date of your birth was probably muddled up somewhere because you were born in an illusion where time was slowed down.”

“But… why wouldn’t I…” I mutter, only for the answer to come to me as I remember that Allen simply guessed at my birthday instead of knowing the exact date.

How did I forget about that…?

I stare down at the ground for several seconds before sighing and climbing back to my feet again. Then I nod my head at Gramps and tell him, “Thanks for the help, Gramps.”

He smiles brightly at that and, with a nod, says, “Anytime, sweetheart. And now that that issue is dealt with, would you like to deal with the Catalysts?”

“Of course,” I answer him with a slight incline of my head while glancing at the battlefield behind him. Then I focus on him again as he snaps his fingers, making a large pile of hearts appear out of nowhere.

“This time you need fifty Class IV demon hearts to get a single Catalyst, and since you haven’t killed all that many Class IV demons, you only have enough for one Catalyst right now,” he says, breaking the bad news. But then he snaps his finger again, making a pool of blood appear in the air with some sort of image showing in it of a glowing red, blue, and black crystal underground as he adds, “What I suggest is to not waste your time killing a hundred Class IV demons and instead go grab these. They’re a powerful Class IV Catalyst, and there should be two of them in the same cave system.”

I blink at that before asking, “Where is this cave system?”

Another pool of blood appears but with some sort of map this time. And within the map, two locations are marked. Both with two marks at each location.

“This is a map of the Battlefield,” Gramps states before pointing at one set of marks, “this is where we are,” and then moving his finger to the other marks, “and this is where the cave is with the crystals.” He snaps his fingers once more, making my mind blank out for a brief moment as the pool of blood suddenly rushes at me, only to vanish, following which our exact location somehow becomes etched in my mind. Like I’d stared at a map for who knows how long and memorized it. “This should last for about a day or so.”

I look up at him for a moment before nodding with a smile and saying, “Thanks!”

Then I jump off of the cliff again, rushing straight towards the location marked on the map in my head.


Chapter 5

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

New Skill



Scarlet

As I rush through the battlegrounds, ignoring all of the demons in my way, I quickly open the description of my new skill.

{Blood Absorption – This skill passively absorbs common rarity blood magic skills used by other users that come into contact with the user’s body, converting the skills into mana for the user instead.}

The skill almost makes me stumble in my run, but I manage to continue without stumbling despite it.

Holy shit, that’s a good skill.

Although it’s static.

“If I had to guess, it’ll probably make it passively absorb uncommon rarity blood magic skills along with the common skills at legendary rarity, and rare rarity blood magic skills at mythic, assuming it ever gets to those rarities,” Tar says, sounding rather impressed with the skill himself. “Although it’s also possible the mythic version could skip rare entirely and go to skills up to epic rarity instead.”

That would be very nice. Although it’s still just one type of magic, even if it’s one of the more powerful types of magic.

“Most Class Vs barely even use anything that isn’t rare or higher in rarity anyways,” Tar comments, making the skill a little useless at its current rarity.

I am quite happy with all of these epic rarity inherent skills I’m getting though. Blood Aura alone is very helpful since it’s a passive skill that always boosts my stats by a tiny amount while decreasing the enemy’s stats. Although the amount is smaller than a single percentage of our total stats, so it’s not absolutely amazing or anything like that.

“Your favorite of the skills you got over the last few months is Blood Empowerment, right?” Tar comments as I continue sprinting through the battlegrounds while ignoring all of the demons thanks to my crest being on display. “The one that lets you burn your life energy in exchange for increasing the effect of one of your skills?”

Yeah, that one is almost as useful as Crimson Overdrive. Except that it’s only epic rarity and not legendary.

Plus I can recover my blood without having to do anything simply through Blood Regeneration, but I can’t do the same with my life energy. Not without pulling it from others through either Life Drain or Sanguine Effect.

Blood Swarm is kind of a meh skill for me though. It doesn’t exactly fit in with my current set of skills.

I’m not really much of a summoner, so summoning a bunch of homunculi made out of blood to fight alongside me isn’t really my style of fighting.

Out of the corner of my eye, I find a Class III demon for some reason trying to attack me despite my crest being on display, only for me to realize that they are an unintelligent one. So I simply whip my tail out of my body towards them, hardening it the moment it arrives, and cutting them in two with it. Then I pull it back inside, not wanting the thing to be out any longer than I need it to fight.

“I’m still surprised your grandfather managed to convince you to use it in battle,” Tar comments, making me grimace.

Well, I’m not going to let the disgusting comments made by those on Earth stop me from using it when it really is useful in combat. Since while the tail doesn’t actually help with balance on a blood lycan, it does help in terms of the range it gives, along with the fact that it’s like a hidden weapon.

Overall, I’m not gonna act like a natural weapon in my beast form doesn’t exist just because of my pride.

Tar gasps at that and exclaims, “You finally broke past your pride in something! I’m so proud of you!”

I quickly try to grasp at the tanuki on my shoulder, only for him to vanish right before my hand reaches him, making me grasp air instead of the furball.

That’s rude.

Tar doesn’t say anything in response, instead just sending a feeling of smugness across our bond.

I roll my eyes at his actions despite the smile inching its way on my face. Then I fling my tail out to cut another Class III unintelligent demon in half as I continue charging across the battlegrounds.

“You seem to be in a better mood now,” Tar comments after several minutes of running.

Probably because I’m no longer pressed for time and should have plenty of time left to get the achievement now. An entire month just to get these two crystals and finish bringing one of my skills up to level 30.

Actually, on that note, do you think I should try bringing Life Drain to level thirty or Metallicized Blood Claws?

As Tar answers, I kill another two unintelligent Class III demons that try to attack me, “Either one works. You’re generally using both at the same time anyways.”

You have a point.

Guess I’ll use both then.

I can train them here in the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin as well. After I get the crystals, of course.

“You know your grandfather isn’t just gonna let you grab those crystals without a fight, right?” Tar asks, and I nod my head.

Of course not. He made me gather all of the Catalysts before, so he’s gonna make me do it again. It’s the blood lycan way after all. Making the members of the pack fight for their own improvement, even if they’re pointed in the right direction in the process.

If I had to guess, there’s probably a powerful demon or a nest of demons located where the crystals are. But that’s only a guess.

“You’re probably right,” Tar says, still not appearing in case I decide to swat him or something. Which is likely a good idea.

He snorts.

I continue charging my way through the battlefield until I finally find myself at the cave that is marked on the map in my head. And the moment I reach it, I hear the sounds of skittering inside of the cave.

Yep. Judging by the number of demons I hear inside, this is a nest.

Which means it’s time to clear out another nest.

I sprint inside of the cave entrance.


Chapter 6

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

The Rift



Scarlet

The very first thing I find inside of the cave is a bunch of insects. Large ones spanning a meter in height with six legs, two compound eyes, and a hard carapace and shell.

Basically giant beetles. With a glowing green liquid dripping from their mouths.

|Drone #406 – Tricidic Beetle Spawn – Level 501|

|Drone #405 – Tricidic Beetle Spawn – Level 501|

|Drone #400 – Tricidic Beetle Spawn – Level 501|

|Drone #404 – Tricidic Beetle Spawn – Level 501|

|Drone #415 – Tricidic Beetle Spawn – Level 501|

Well that’s an… interesting set of names.

“It’s not nice to judge,” Tar comments, but I ignore him as I begin using Life Drain on the creatures. And at the same time, I use Blood Empowerment on Life Drain to increase its effect using the very life energy the Life Drain skill drains from them in the process.

Which makes a really nice combination.

Ya know, maybe I should just focus on leveling Life Drain to level 30. It might go faster just because of Blood Empowerment.

“Maybe,” Tar comments as the beetles begin growing berserk while charging at me and flinging around what I can only assume is poison from their mouths. An assumption that grows increasingly likely when said poison splashes on the stone of the walls – stone that isn’t covered in blood like the ground is – and it begins to burn through the walls with ease.

Right. So don’t let the acid touch me.

Got it.

Tar snorts in my mind as I rush towards the beetles, but I pause after a second.

Wait. Or should I let the acid touch me?

“It’s acid,” Tar comments. “You’re not going to get any Gradual Corruption Nullification training from it when the acid will be gone by the time you nullify it.”

Oh. True.

I continue sprinting towards the beetles before beginning to tear into them with abandon, the creatures being quite weak in comparison to me despite them being a higher Class. If only barely.

At one point I do end up getting acid on my arm, but it doesn’t seep through or even harm my armor very much, so I ignore it. And as I continue fighting, I notice the armor repairing itself not much later from the minimal damage it received.

Which is a nice boon. Although that only happens after it drains a tiny bit of blood from my blood storage.

It doesn’t take long after that to finish off the rest of the beetles, and after I do, I can’t help but smile at my armor. Because unlike my old armor, this one actually repairs itself automatically by drawing on my blood storage. Something Leonidas added in later on.

So I don’t have to waste any time or mana using repair on it, and it’s automatic. Not to mention the under armor that lets damage go straight to me when hit directly instead of damaging the under armor.

It’s very comforting knowing that even if my armor is destroyed, I at least won’t be naked afterwards.

I stretch a little before continuing further into the cave.

Let’s see if we can’t find these crystals.

“It’s too bad the map doesn’t include their exact location, just the location of where they are aboveground,” Tar comments, and I can’t help but nod.

Then again, maybe there will be something interesting to hunt in this cave.

It doesn’t take long before I find more beetles and immediately begin to battle them.



The Void

Tarankar, otherwise named by Scarlet as Tar, watches Scarlet fight the demons through a half-formed portal in the In-between, otherwise known as the Void. But after watching her for several minutes, he purses his artificial body’s lips and sighs.

Ever since Scarlet had entered his life, he has been conflicted. He loves Scarlet like a best friend – since he doesn’t actually love most of his siblings, he won’t say he loves her like a sister. At the same time though, she reminds him of painful memories.

Memories of his previous contractor and how he died after trying to reach too high.

Right when he’s about to sigh again, a loud ripping sound echoes across the In-Between, making him blink in surprise. Then his father appears next to him in his artificial dragon form as he declares, “Son, the prophecy is starting to come to its next arc. Make sure the girl is prepared.”

Tarankar blinks again at that, only for his father to vanish again.

Then Tarankar turns towards where the ripping sound came from, only to find a small, jagged line running across the blackness that is the Void. And out of that jagged line, a single void spawn – a grotesque being made up of insect-like chitin and tentacles – attempts to make its way through, only to fail and get stuck. Then it gets electrified by the rift in the Void itself.

Oh… that’s… not good…

From Tarankar’s lessons as a child, he understands that the Void is separated into various areas, with some areas being able to connect naturally to the mortal realm and the Farshore, and others not being able to. And for as long as the fae have existed, the void spawn have all been in the areas of the void not connected to either.

But now Tarankar can’t help but look on in fright as more void spawn reach the rift from the other side, only to join the first one in death.

If father is right and the next arc of the prophecy is starting soon, then the void creatures will begin to break through the rifts into the other areas of the void where they will then make their way into the mortal universe.

Tarankar watches the rift for several minutes in silence, not paying much attention to Scarlet’s battles as he does so. And it isn’t until he is absolutely sure that it’s only the beginning of the prophecy’s arc and that the rift isn’t going to grow any larger for a very long time does he return his attention to Scarlet.

I hope she can reach Class IV before turning twenty… because if she doesn’t get that achievement, she’ll never be able to upgrade Gradual Corruption Nullification. And if that doesn’t happen… the universe and the Farshore might be done for.


Chapter 7

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

Greed



Somewhere on the Bottom Level of the Cave

Vyxylor rubs the two crystals located in her main den with loving affection while muttering, “Don’t worry, pretties, I won’t let anyone take you from me.”

The large tricidic beetle stands at three meters in height and has a large shell on their back as they stand in a bipedal position, letting their other legs wave about their sides. But after hearing skittering coming in a rush from the entrance to her main den, her head jerks around to look, an expression of pure hatred appearing on it.

“Stay out!” she shouts, a hoarse tone entering her voice the moment she sees one of her spawn entering the cavern, feeling like the very act of something entering the den threatens her precious crystals and everything else in her collection.

The tricidic beetle spawn at the entrance skitters in place for a moment, seemingly unsure of what to do before it just stays outside and relays the information it came to relay to its mother. And immediately, Vyxylor’s eyes widen in absolute rage as she shouts, “An intruder?! Come here to steal from me?!”

Vyxylor lets go of her crystals while rushing to the entrance and grabbing the spawn by the head, her otherwise green eyes taking on a pale white color as she looks through its memories. But the sight she gets is not what she was expecting, and she ends up stumbling backwards, a conflicted look on her face. One of fear, awe, hatred, and greed all wrapped up in one expression.

The giant beetle plops down onto the ground, her legs making cracking sounds as they shift back to her monstrous form out of her bipedal one, and she immediately begins skittering around her den back and forth, occasionally rubbing up against some of the items in her collection to calm herself down.

The Princess. But my treasure… but the Princess… but… treasure…

Conflicting thoughts fill the simple creature’s head as she rushes back and forth, but after several laps around her den, the creature’s eyes begin to flash with a green light as greed fills them. Then a horrific word echoes in her head repeating the word ‘mine’ over and over and over again until she eventually stops at the entrance and screams a scream that would cause humans on Earth to have nightmares, “MIIIIINEEEEE!!!!”

As soon as her Demonic Curse of Greed takes over her mind, making her collection her absolute priority over any sort of intellectual thought, she rushes out of her den, slaughtering her own spawn for being too close to it in the first place. Then she continues through the nest while mentally giving out a single order to each and every one of her spawn.

“KILL!!!”



Scarlet

With my current set of skills, it doesn’t actually take me very long to get through the upper levels of the cave. And all of the demons in the cave aren’t much of a problem either.

At least, not until I reach the lower levels of it where I end up finding demons averaging about thirty to forty levels above me. But even then, the creatures are all unintelligent, so they don’t put up too much of a fight. And thanks to my rather vast set of legendary and epic skills, I take care of the things just like the other demons.

“I’m starting to wonder where the challenge is in this,” I mutter to myself, Tar having vanished at some point during my travels.

I continue to make my way through the cave for a while until things start to get a little odd. All of the demon beetles here begin acting rather berserk. As if something riled them all up into a frenzy.

Guess something doesn’t like me being here.

These things aren’t a demon I recognize though, so I don’t know what Sin they are bound to. And Tar didn’t recognize them either when he was here.

“I still don’t recognize them,” Tar suddenly comments, appearing again out of nowhere.

Welcome back.

“Thank you,” he says with a nod, only to vanish from sight when more beetles begin to appear charging down the tunnels of the cave. “I’m guessing you haven’t found the crystals yet. Considering how you’re still searching the caves.”

Unfortunately. If I had to guess, they’re probably located somewhere closer to the bottom of the nest.

Wouldn’t be surprised if the evolved demon leading the nest is the one with the crystals.

“They probably are,” Tar agrees as I begin tearing through the beetles with the martial arts Gramps has been teaching me. Something that is made increasingly easier by just how stupid these things seem to be. They’re also the perfect level above me for Predator V to work at full capacity without them being any higher than that.

I continue tearing the creatures apart until I finish off the last of the bunch, briefly feeling a slight amount of sadness at the thought that all of the life force from this nest won’t be given to me. Since you don’t get EXP while capped in level.

A rather annoying aspect of reality.

I wish the System made things easier on us. Why couldn’t it just let us stockpile the life force, or rather, EXP we take from other creatures when we’re level capped and just use it up all at once after ascending?

“Because a mortal’s body isn’t capable of holding life force without actually absorbing it,” Tar comments, making me frown as I continue walking through the tunnels of the cave. “So the excess life force just goes straight to the System itself instead, powering it."

Well that’s just annoying. It also makes this feel like a waste of a hunt when I’m not getting anything from these things. Except for training, that is.

And from what Gramps has said over the time I’ve been here, a wasteful hunt is not one blood lycans should go on. There always should be a goal to a hunt, whether that be to feed the blood lycan with what they hunted, gathering EXP, training, or finding something.

“Well, blame the universe, not the System for that,” Tar comments, making me pause for a moment. “After all, the System isn’t what’s making you grow stronger or ascend. All it’s doing is guiding you.”

I blink at that.

What?


Chapter 8
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The System



Scarlet

“This information is generally locked until you’re Class V, but father gave the okay to tell you,” Tar says as I slowly begin continue making my way through the cave. “Everything you believe the System is doing, it’s not the one doing it. Absorbing life force is a natural process in your universe, although the System altered it to only give you the life force of things of a different species from you centuries after it was introduced just to stop people from murdering their own species to grow stronger.”

That’s… huh. If that’s the case, are there instances of people growing strong without the System’s help?

“Well, from what I learned in my lessons as a child, Tartarus used to have mages before the System was created,” Tar explains. “They were far weaker than the System users of today though. Mostly because they had to figure out how to use their magic without any assistance, not to mention figure out what their magic was in the first place and how to absorb life force.”

Yeah, that makes sense. But if that’s the case, then-

“No, the System restricts its users from using their magic outside of their skills,” Tar answers my question before I can even ask it. “That’s never really been an issue though. Some users tend to get a skill that lets them directly manipulate their magic in a way, such as your grandfather’s Blood Domain skill, which lets him do anything with blood as long as it’s within the domain.”

Interesting… does White have a skill like that?

“No, she doesn’t,” Tar answers. “I think there are only a few domain skills in existence right now. The Blood Domain for one, then there’s The Reaper’s Death Domain, and the Lady of Devouring’s Domain of Devouring.”

A shiver runs down my spine at the exact magics connected to the other two domains. One made simply from death magic, and the other a magic that lets them literally eat the minds and even the realities of other beings.

More beetles round the corner and I quickly begin to fight them as I grunt out loud, “But what about ascensions?”

Tar seems to understand my question as he answers, “All the System is doing for ascensions is telling you how to do it. Technically someone without System access can do them as well, but they would have no way to know if they’re ready for an ascension, or how to do it themselves.”

I tear through the three beetles without much trouble before looking up at him and asking, “And the reality warps? Specifically the first one?”

“This one I only learned recently, but it’s because the System inserts reality energy into your body, giving it a bit of a jumpstart and making you enter Class I,” he explains, making me frown a little. “You can consider any regular person Class Zero. But entering Class I is what gives you access to your magic in the first place. Not the System.”

Huh. That’s rather interesting.

I wonder why this isn’t common knowledge on Earth?

“From what father said, it was because everyone who is told about it isn’t allowed to talk about it since it might make some humans and demons less willing to form a contract with a fae,” Tar answers. “And we fae kind of need contracts to survive.”

I can’t help but raise an eyebrow at that, but I don’t say anything. Because even if it’s kind of sneaky and absolutely withholding information from us, it’s for his people. So I can’t really blame him for it.

Not to mention that it sounds like you can’t get very far without the System’s help anyways. Or at least, nowhere near as far as the System can take you.

Certainly something to think about. How things would’ve developed without the System, that is.

Although, that makes me wonder. Why can’t the fae absorb life force on their own?

I start walking again through the cave as the tanuki stays silent. And I can’t tell if he isn’t sure if he should answer, or if he’s asking permission.

But I get my answer soon enough as he says, “Father just gave me permission to tell you. To keep things simple, there are three types of beings in existence. Mortals. Spirits. And Void Creatures.”

I blink at that but otherwise stay silent, letting him continue, “The humans and demons and any other species living in the mortal universe are creatures that live off of biological processes, with their reality being powered by their life force. Meanwhile spirits, such as us fae, live solely through life force. And our magic is based on spirit instead of mana, which is a resource that doesn’t exist in the mortal realm. But at the same time, life force doesn’t exist in the Farshore, or any of the other Spirit Realms either. So while we’re gifted with long lifespans, we’re also left without any way of getting stronger or extending them without the help of mortals who we contract with.”

Wait a second, you’re talking as if there are other types of spirits besides the fae… is that true?

Tar appears in front of me with a serious look on his face as he nods, “Yes, that is true. But every Spirit Realm only has a connection to a single planet each, and not every planet has a Spirit Realm anchored to their own. Including Earth.”

That has me pausing mid-step.

“The last of the three types of beings,” Tar continues, taking my silence as his cue. “The creatures of the Void. They do not have any life force in them at all and run solely on Void Energy, both in terms of their nutrients, their lifespan, and their magic. But they generally are only found in certain locked pockets inside of the Void that nothing can escape from, so we don’t know very much about them beyond that none of the void creatures we have seen have had any sort of intelligence.”

I stare at him for several seconds without saying anything, only to eventually mutter, “This is a lot to take in.”

“You don’t seem all that surprised by it though,” Tar comments, pointing that out to me.

Yeah, probably because I’m getting rather used to having what I accept as normal turned upside down by now. First with all of the other secrets kept from the public, then the whole Princess thing, and my emotions, my parents and Gramps, not to mention the prophecy.

I don’t really think there’s much that can shake me anymore.

“I don’t know if I should feel pity for that or not…” Tar mutters, and I just shrug before beginning to walk through the tunnel of the cave again, only to hear a loud screech coming from deeper in the cave.

Looks like I’ve finally found the evolved demon in charge here.


Chapter 9
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Burnout
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The screech continues to grow louder and louder as I move closer to it, only for the screeching to turn into what sounds like words. But they’re too quiet for me to clearly understand just yet. So I increase the sensitivity of my ears – something I had rather have low while in this place since I don’t like being underground with my ears – as I continue walking closer and closer until I can hear them rather clearly.

“MINE!!!!” MIIIIIINEEEEE!!!!” “MIIIIIIIIIIINNNEEEEEEE!!!!”

I blink at that.

Well, that’s not creepy at all.

“It answers what Sin the demon has at least,” Tar comments, and I almost subconsciously nod my head in response as I mutter, “That it does…”

Wasn’t expecting a Greed Sin demon here, but at least it makes things simple.

Kill the thing, take the crystals.

When someone threatens a demon with the Greed Sin’s personal possessions, they tend to lose their minds to their Greed if they aren’t very evolved demons like the kitsune. Although as I’ve learned over the last few months, even the kitsune lose control sometimes. Like when one of the Noble kitsune demons decided they wanted to possess me themselves and attacked my guards only to be put down like a rabid dog.

Rather pitiful, but it did serve as a lesson that made that sort of thing only happen a few other times after that one.

Anyways, the words continue getting closer and closer until a giant beetle begins rampaging down the tunnel towards me, its eyes flashing an eerie green the moment its eyes lock onto me as it screams, “STAY AWAY FROM MY PRESCIOUSES!!!!!”

Again. Not creepy at all.

|Vyxylor – Tricidic Beetle – Level 601|

Well, on that note, I sent my Blood Shadow rushing forwards as we both use Life Drain, Blood Boil, and all of our other ranged skills on it, making the thing begin letting off little waves of blood as it charges through the blood chains trying and failing to bind it in place. But right when I’m about to start using Blood Empowerment on Life Drain, I realize something and instead use it on Blood Thirst, making a massive amount of power fill me from the over a hundred stacks of Blood Thirst I have built up all being increased in efficiency at once.

My eyes widen at the beautiful rush it gives me as I seriously question why I never considered doing this before, only to throw that thought to the wayside as I make use of this high – and that’s really the only way I can describe it – to break the sound barrier and clash directly with the giant beetle’s mandibles. And just as I expected, the creature holds strong, but it doesn’t manage to push me back either, the boost from Predator V and Blood Thirst being enough to make us a match for each other. Which is certainly saying something considering how it’s an entire Class and a hundred levels above me.

“MIIIIINE!!!!” The creature shouts again, all of the intelligence it may have had not being there anymore in the slightest as its Greed fully controls it, making the creature begin to stand up on half of its legs – the back half – as the rest of them make creaking noises and shift around to better match arms instead of legs. Then they all swarm towards me, only for my Blood Shadow to intercept them immediately.

But my Blood Shadow doesn’t have the Blood Thirst boost that I have, so it only manages to send them off course before getting sent flying in the process.

I ignore my Blood Shadow as it struggles to get up, instead focusing my attention solely on the large beetle whose mandibles are starting to let off a little smoke from the electricity making contact with it from Crimson Overdrive. And I don’t hesitate to burn more and more of my blood, activating Blood Sacrifice on top of Crimson Overdrive, which has me grimacing in extreme discomfort as entire droplets of blood form on my skin from the burnt blood. But the pain – part of which I’m diffusing with Pain Diffusion – is worth it since it gives me the strength I need to lift the beetle partially into the air before slamming it into the ground to stun it. Then I yank my right clawed hand back and send it flying straight towards the creature’s head while using Metallicized Blood to create a blade of blood metal sticking out of my knuckles that I stab straight into the thing’s head.

The beetle lets out a shrill screech filled with pain as its body convulses all over, knocking me from side to side in the process until I twist my arm once and rip the blade out, making the creature finally stop moving.

And as soon as I get the System Message telling me that I can’t gain EXP while at the level cap and the message about skills leveling, I collapse onto my back while breathing heavily, completely drenched in my own blood as if I were sweating buckets of it. Until I use the Clean skill on myself, that is.

Despite my pain, despite the fact that I can barely breathe with how little blood I have left right now, me having burnt way too much of it to do that, I can’t help but grin up at the ceiling as I lie flat on my back panting hard enough that I’m sure I won’t able to say anything for a little while.

“You pushed yourself a little too far that time,” Tar comments, sounding a little annoyed. “Any more than that and you might’ve ended up burning all of the blood in your body and killing yourself.”

Yeah, sorry about that. I learned my lesson about using Blood of Ruin underground in an enclosed space when I almost drowned myself with my own blood a few weeks ago. So I didn’t think there were really any other options to take it down.

Plus it did the job rather quickly, wouldn’t you say?

Tar sighs before lying down next to me as we both wait for Blood Regeneration to regenerate enough of my blood for me to continue moving again. In the meantime I just have my Blood Shadow, that is still alive somehow, watch over us.

“Just try to be more careful,” Tar mutters, but he doesn’t sound mad. Just a little worried.

Roger that, captain tanuki.

He snorts.

Now if only I could transmute blood with blood pull, then this blood loss wouldn’t be an issue.

Instead I have to wait.


Chapter 10
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The Cliff Overlooking the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin

Arkaz frowns as he watches Scarlet through a blood mirror, unsure of if he should praise her for winning or scold her for almost killing herself to do it. He would have stepped in himself if it wasn’t for his noticing her slowing down the amount of blood she burned at the end to keep herself alive.

She knows what she’s doing.

He continues watching her for several seconds in the cave.

But if she ends up killing herself by accident I’ll be grounding her from hunting for a month after bringing her back to life.

Arkaz really hates using Blood Resurrection, because the skill costs him all of his mana and stops him from regenerating mana for an entire week. But there’s no way he would let his granddaughter die, much less to a freak accident where she ended up overusing a skill, killing herself.

The Demon King shakes his head before using Blood Transcendence and switching places with a droplet of his blood he has inside of the witches’ abode in the Mesa of Illusions. And the moment he appears fully in front of the head witch, he notices her eyes widening in shock. But she doesn’t let out another sound, unlike the other witches in the area who all let out fearful yelps before bending the knee to him.

He scoffs on the inside as he glares at the head witch, still wondering if only slaughtering ten of them was holding back too much after he found out about the prophecies, much less the witches’ act of locking his only son in an illusion for five years with a Knight and causing them to get together. But he calms himself down again at the thought of how if that hadn’t happened, his beloved granddaughter never would’ve been born.

So his glare lessens a little as he asks, “Have you an answer yet?”

The head witch immediately answers without any hesitation, still clearly afraid he will finish off the rest of the clan should she displease him, “Yes, Your Majesty. Our divination has informed us that Her Highness will be going back to Earth soon.”

Arkaz’s eyes widen in shock at that, the man never having expected her to have any chance of making it back on her own until she reached Class V, giving him at least another few years to be with her before she goes back. Not to mention a few years for the war to progress until she enters the fray.

But how…

The man blinks as an answer comes to him, then he immediately vanishes from his spot, leaving a drop of blood there so he can reform his body at the witches’ abode whenever he pleases, as he appears in the middle of the Caverns of Death, inside The Reaper’s own bedroom where he finds him sitting on a chair reading a book. And all the man does when he notices the Demon King is nod his way and continue reading without getting up from his seat.

“Answer me this, Lucius,” Arkaz states with a frown on his face, “are you planning on helping my granddaughter?”

Lucius just remains silent, but after several seconds, he nods his head. And that’s all Arkaz needs.

Looks like Scarlet will be going to Earth sooner than I expected…

The Demon King can’t help but feel saddened by that news, but despite that he just sighs and tells The Reaper, “Do as you please,” before vanishing again to reform his body where he left a drop of his blood in the Battlefield, soon finding Scarlet to have recovered enough to sit up against the wall while he was busy. But not enough to start moving around.

Arkaz watches her for several minutes, not doing anything other than that, until he eventually lets out a sigh.

If she can escape from her bodyguards, she can handle herself on her own. It was the same thing I did with Leonidas, and I’m not going to break what’s become tradition now. Even if she’s getting help to escape.

Out of the corner of his eye, Arkaz notices a kitsune Noble beginning to approach the cave system Scarlet is in. So his eyes narrow and he instantly appears in front of them, moving far faster than even the speed of light in the process and scaring them into jumping straight into the air and landing on all fours with their six tails sticking straight into the air. But he ignores that to reach down and grab them by the neck, raising them into the air as he asks, “What do you think you’re doing?”

Arkaz can tell that the kitsune is lost to their Greed. That they’re hunting his granddaughter to keep for themselves.

But Arkaz dislikes killing his own Nobles for losing themselves to their Curse, so he gives the Noble a chance.

The kitsune scratches at his hand without managing to even ruffle his clothes despite the Noble’s level of 1607, clearly not capable of clear thought right now. So Arkaz slowly begins to constrict his hand while being careful not to pop the kitsune’s head clean off in the process. And slowly, ever so slowly, clarity begins to return to the kitsune’s eyes as it’s being suffocated.

After he deems the kitsune coherent enough to speak, he releases the pressure on its throat, dropping it to the ground as he asks again, “What do you think you are doing?”

The woman – a prodigy from a younger generation of the kitsune if Arkaz remembers correctly – coughs out loud a bit before she kneels down and exclaims, “Please forgive me, Your Majesty! I have committed a terrible Sin!!!”

Arkaz watches for a few moments as the woman repeatedly bows her head over and over again towards him until he eventually snaps his fingers, making her vanish in a swirl of blood before she ends up deposited several dozen meters above the kitsune’s castle halfway across the world where she falls with a yelp down through the air. Then he reappears on the cliff he was originally on and continues watching over Scarlet, ignoring his duties as the Demon King and leaving them to his son to handle for the moment.

Serves him right for sending Scarlet to Earth.


Chapter 11

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

War Conference



Scarlet

The rest of the cave isn’t very difficult to deal with after killing the evolved demon in it, as all of the remaining beetles grow frenzied and uncooperative with each other. So I end up finding the crystal after just a couple more hours of searching after managing to regain my mobility. Then I bring it straight to Gramps who compresses the things into orbs that I absorb along with the hearts.

Which just leaves me with one final requirement for reaching Class IV.

“For this requirement, you’re not allowed to hunt unless you’re doing it solely to level this skill,” Gramps warns me, reminding me of how much blood lycans despise wasting a hunt. But then his face freezes for a moment, only for him to get a creepy grin the next that has shivers running down my spine. “Actually, I just thought of a perfect way for you to level Life Drain to level thirty in a short period of time.”

Oh please don’t be something I’m going to hate.



Two hours later

I glare at Gramps from my throne next to him as I continue using Life Drain on him and Blood Empowerment on Life Drain with the life energy the other skill is taking from Gramps. All while he ignores the skills, using himself as a way to level the skills. Because apparently skills level faster when used on higher level beings, and the System only stops you from getting credit for the skill if you have no intention of killing the person you’re using the skill on. So to train Life Drain on him, all I had to do was convince myself I was gonna kill him with Life Drain as I started using it, and it worked.

Even though my skill isn’t doing anything to him at all as the man continues talking war talk with the various dukes and Demon Lords scattered around the long table beneath us from where we’re sitting on the raised dais.

“As of yesterday, we managed to claim the Eastern half of the Earth’s Eastern Continent, gaining a major foothold on the world,” random duke A declares as I continue Life Draining the Demon King. Although I keep an ear on their conversation since it will probably be helpful to have insider information like this when I go back to Earth.

Which does kind of make me wonder why Gramps is letting me listen in like this. Does he really care more about me than his own war effort?

Because I kind of find it a little hard to believe that a man who has spent thousands of years hating humans would suddenly prioritize his granddaughter who he has known for not even half a year over that hatred. But then again, I guess he was already doing that when he ordered the demons not to kill civilians.

It is a little disheartening to know that the world has lost all of the continent that used to be called Asia though. Because that was a massive continent, even if it wasn’t a major one in terms of the Republic. Since most of the Republic’s biggest cities are stationed in what was called America in the old world. The Western continents.

“And the civilians?” Gramps asks, glancing at me in the process, something I can see out of the corner of my eye as I focus on the other demons. While still Life Draining him, of course.

“As you requested, Your Majesty, the human civilians have all been corralled into their cities under guard,” random duke B answers Gramps’ question with a bow of his head. “There were no civilian casualties during the offensive thanks to the Earthen Republic’s desire to keep them out of the fighting along with our own. However, a large majority of the human civilians from the territories we’ve conquered were evacuated to other human territories on Earth.”

“As expected,” Gramps mutters while rubbing his chin. Then random duchess C chimes in, “At this rate, the humans will never be able to retake the continent. Not now that we have dozens of Gates opening up of Classes I through III all around the continent.”

Gramps nods at that, and I can’t help but grimace a little.

That’s not good.

Random duke D nods his head as he says something in affirmation of random duchess C, but my attention is brought to the tanuki as he asks in my mind, “Why are you calling them that? They have names, you know…”

Yeah, but I’ve never been good at remembering names. And remembering the names of hundreds of dukes, only a few dozen of which could attend, is not something I plan on doing in my lifetime.

“But you could just identify them…” Tar mutters.

True. And I’ll do that if I ever speak to them.

Too much trouble to do that when I’m just thinking about them in my head though.

Tar stops talking, and I can’t help but notice Gramps’ lips quirking up ever so slightly.

Actually, come to think of it, why exactly aren’t the demons questioning Gramps’ sudden decision to ban the demons from killing the civilians?

“Because they have absolute trust in him,” Tar answers rather plainly. “The demons evolved rather uniquely compared to the humans. I guess you could say the Demon King is like a god from old world Earth to them. They borderline worship him since he was the one who raised them up from nothing, taught a lot of demons how to control their instincts back in the early days, created the nation they have, the power they have, and is by far the strongest amongst them. Strong enough to be known as the strongest being in the universe, and not just out of Earth and Tartarus either. He’s the strongest being in the universe at large, including the other planets as well. The closest mortal to ever reach Class VI.”

Oh. So it’s blind trust then.

They don’t bother to question it because there’s nothing to question in their eyes. He’s never wrong to them. And if he is, then he’s strong enough to become right despite that.

Is that what you’re saying?

“It is,” Tar answers, making me purse my lips a little, only to be distracted by a System Message.

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 26.]

Oh. Nice.

My attention is reclaimed by the Demon King as he continues talking, although what they’re talking about right now is mostly logistics and their numbers. Not what’s actually happening right now on Earth.

So it’s less interesting since I’m absolutely sure I won’t remember most of this after this meeting.

Doesn’t change the fact that I’m gonna listen though.

Because I might just remember some of it.


Chapter 12

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

Maxed Out Skill



Scarlet

My face lights up with a smile the moment I finally get the System Message I’ve been looking for after an entire week of constantly Life Draining Gramps. A week that I ended up spending more time with any other single person than any other time in my entire life.

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 30. It is now at the max level for the skill.]

[You leveled a skill to the max level and therefore meet the third of the three qualifications for breaking through to Class IV: Have one skill at its max level.]

[You have completed all the requirements to reach Class IV. Would you like to ascend?]

“Not right now,” I whisper out loud before glancing at Gramps, who pauses in his lecture at the sound of my voice. Then an incredibly wide and proud smile stretches across his face as he asks, “You did it?”

I nod my head, a proud smile of my own on my face.

And it’s about time too. Over the last week, all I’ve been doing is going through lessons with Gramps along with some of his strategy meetings for the war and other politics for Tartarus in general. Most of which has been rather boring.

At the start, I was a little interested in hearing how the war was going. But after he started teaching me history lessons on the world, along with sociology lessons on the different demon species and history on the Royal Family – my family – I started caring less and less. And when he had me come to the political gatherings, including another two balls during this period that I was thankfully allowed to wear my armor to instead of a stuffy dress, I was starting to lose it.

Especially since I was life draining him the entire time and he never showed an ounce of care towards that.

In hindsight, I can’t help but feel that he was keeping me by him this whole time more so that he could interact and spend time with me than he was to train my skill. Which makes me wonder if he knows I’ll be leaving Tartarus soon. Something that I guess is entirely possible if he bothered the witches.

Speaking of the witches, I’m a little surprised I haven’t run into any yet. Even if the witch species of demon is rather reclusive.

“Let’s put this lesson on indefinite hold then,” Gramps says while standing up from the chair across the little table from me in the outer gardens of the Demon King’s Castle. “I’m sure you’ll want to get to your ascension as soon as possible, knowing you.”

Now that has me smiling even wider before I stand up from my chair, give him a light salute, and begin heading towards the doors leading inside of the castle. But after only making it three steps away from the table, I feel someone pulling me into his chest in a hug. And it doesn’t take me long to realize it’s Gramps. Just the very fact that it doesn’t make my skin crawl with discomfort is enough to tell me that.

“Please come back and visit…” he whispers with his chin on top of my head while holding my head to his chest, making my eyes widen slightly as I understand that he does, in fact, know I’ll be leaving after all. Then he steps back while moving his hands to my shoulders and grins, “And try not to kill too many of my forces when you join the war.”

I roll my eyes at that but smile regardless.

“Also, your authority as the Princess of the nation is still beneath that of a Demon Lord during the war effort, so the demons won’t listen to you even if you reveal your crest,” he continues, confirming what I had already suspected. “And if you do find a Class IV demon who is trying to kill you but is too strong for you to take on, simply show them your crest and they wouldn’t dare so much as touch a single hair on your head. Or anyone you consider dear who is around you at the time for that matter.” His face takes on a slightly disgusted look. “Including that human family you have on Earth.”

I smirk at that.

Something I learned over the past week was that Gramps feels very conflicted about the Sylvesters, since he knows that I consider them family and that they basically raised me in a slightly roundabout way, even if I was still treated as an orphan at the start. So he doesn’t hate them, and he even seems to feel some respect for them because of it. But he still dislikes them.

Whether that’s out of jealousy or because they’re humans, I’m not sure.

He absolutely hates White and everything about her though. In fact, I’m pretty sure that if she wasn’t my biological mother and Leonidas’s wife, he’d kill her the exact instant she steps foot on Tartarus again.

On the other hand, when I told him about Aria, I think he actually seemed to be happy for some reason. Which was rather interesting.

Until the topic got to Blue and he was pissed again.

“If you want, we could have a last dinner tonight after my ascension,” I suggest, surprising both Gramps and Tar considering the emotions he sends my way. And after some brief hesitation, I add, “And Leonidas can come too.”

Which seems to shock the two of them even more than my original suggestion did.

Despite my being on Tartarus for several months now, I’ve never actually shared a meal with them. Balls not included, since while I am eating there, there are just way too many people roaming about, and it’s not at a table or any sort of dinner setting. Actually, most of the time during the balls I was preoccupied with trying my absolute best at avoiding everyone so as to not get asked to dance.

Since not only would that be torture, but I don’t know how to dance, and it would be embarrassing.

Don’t plan on learning how to either.

“I would love that,” Gramps says with an actual tear in his eye.

I smile and nod at him before heading on my way, not even pausing as I tell the maid waiting for me at the entrance of the outer garden, “Prepare the bath. I’m going to ascend to Class IV.”

The maid looks overjoyed at that and immediately sets about doing so.

Well, time to torture myself again via ascension…


Chapter 13

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

Class IV and a Surprise



Scarlet

I smile up at the ceiling as I enjoy the water in the bath for several minutes before eventually taking a deep breath.

[You have completed all the requirements to reach Class IV. Would you like to ascend?]

“Yes, I would,” I state out loud in response to the System, my voice echoing through the bath chamber after I let out the breath.

[Confirmation received. Ascension to Class IV will now begin.]

Several seconds pass in silence before I feel the extreme pain from the past ascensions return. But this time is different. I can tell almost immediately that it is.

Instead of the absolute burning pain across my body, this one feels more like that of a papercut. But all over. A simple, sharp, stabbing pain everywhere that has me instantly screaming out loud.

And I already know why it’s so different. It’s because this ascension is directly changing my reality itself. My soul as humans used to call it in old-world Earth.

A process that is making me want to tear my own skin apart just to feel something else, because not only does it hurt, but it’s fucking uncomfortable. Like I have an itch everywhere on my body and don’t at the same time.

But I don’t do anything. I just stay stiffly underwater.

Because I know better than to scratch myself at this time. All that’ll do is end up tearing apart my skin and further extending the process of the ascension to repair that damage.

The stabbing pain and discomfort continues for who knows how long as I scream my voice hoarse, only to vanish out of nowhere. Then I hear cracking sounds along with the feeling of severe discomfort and some minor pain all over my body, causing me to look down just to find my bones shifting back and forth between my beast form and my lycan form on their own with no usage of the skill. Which surprises me a little.

Not to mention the fact that judging by its appearance, it should hurt quite a bit. But it’s just uncomfortable with only some pain instead.

Strange.

The discomfort grows more when I feel my face elongating into that of the muzzle I have in my beast form, only to turn back. Then to do it again and turn back again.

Please make this stop.

As if responding to my thoughts, everything stops. And I briefly wonder if the System actually listened to me, or rather the universe since ascension isn’t actually the System’s doing.

Only for a flash of pain to echo throughout my body as the shifting suddenly starts again, but this time joined with my size growing larger. And larger. And larger, only stopping when I reach about three meters in height, at which point I feel my entire form shifting along with it.

Then everything just resets, and I end up back in my lycan form while panting heavily, unable to move as my head rests on the edge of the bath, some of the water having overflowed thanks to my increase in size.

That… was weird.

“It looks like you’re probably going to get a major upgrade to your beast form skill this time,” Tar comments. “And yeah, the Class IV ascension focuses more on the reality than your physical body. So the pain is more spiritual in form than physical, with a lot more discomfort than the others rather than actual pain.”

A lot of discomfort. I really hope I don’t have to go through anything like that again.

“You will for your eventual ascension to Class V,” Tar says, crushing my hopes rather brutally. “Class IV just partially merges your reality and your body. Class V fully merges them, so it’s a lot worse than Class IV’s ascension.”

I’m starting to wish you kept that to yourself.

Well, at least I’m not passing out from exhaustion this time. There wasn’t as much pain after all, and the type of pain felt less exhausting somehow.

So I let my System Messages flow.

	Ascension complete.
User is now class IV.



{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 501. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, on account of ascending to Class IV, your stat multipliers have been increased.}

{Your Species has changed from 75% blood lycan, 25% human to 87.5% blood lycan, 12.5% human.}

{One hundred Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class IV. Spend them wisely.}

{One hundred and fifty Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class IV within a year of being initialized into the System. Spend them wisely.}

{One hundred and fifty Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class IV while less than twenty years old. Spend them wisely.}

{Rare rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ may now evolve into the epic rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at the cost of losing three levels.}

{Rare rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ will now evolve into the epic rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ while retaining any previous effects. There is no cost in levels due to the skill being static.}

{Rare rarity inherent skill ‘Beast Form’ will now evolve into the epic rarity inherent skill ‘Beast Transformation’ while retaining any previous effects. There is no cost in levels due to the skill being static.}

{Rare rarity inherent skill ‘Life Drain’ may now evolve into the epic rarity inherent skill ‘Life Absorption’ while retaining any previous effects. There is no cost in levels due to the skill’s level being maxed out.}

{You have earned the legendary rarity inherent skill, ‘Blood Nullification.’ Rejoice as you have earned one of a significant few full multi-element skills in the world.}

That’s a lot of Skill Points, and the new legendary skill is looking very nice. Although don’t I already have a multi-element skill? Bloody Thorns?

“I’m guessing it’s not counting that one for some reason,” Tar comments, making me nod my head in agreement.

Then something I knew was going to happen happens.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
[REDACTED] has obtained an etched skill slot through reaching Class IV under the age of twenty years old!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



And another one follows right after it, making me wonder if I’m the only one with four etched skill slots without a single mythic skill.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
[REDACTED] has obtained an etched skill slot through reaching Class IV within a single year of initiating into the System!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Yeah, that was kind of to be expected. I only barely made that mark though, for the ‘within a year’ thing. Since I’m pretty sure it’ll have been a year since I was initiated within a few days. But then again, the days between Tartarus and Earth are confusing to line up. Something I learned during my lessons with Gramps over the last week.

And it’s a good thing I ascended before going to Earth, because I wouldn’t be surprised if the redaction on my name is cleared when I head back since the redaction on my full name was taken away when I went to Tartarus in the first place.

Although there isn’t a notification about Predator’s upgrade getting any progress, meaning reaching Class IV wasn’t one of the requirements.

But it apparently was a requirement for a different possible mythic skill considering the notification that replaces the universal one.

	System Notice
User has completed FIVE out of SEVEN of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Reach Class IV while under twenty years old.
Defeat a being one hundred and fifty levels above you without any assistance.
Reach Class IV within a year of having been initiated into the System.
By being the descendant of the Demon King who is the original etcher of the skill ‘Blood Domain’ or having obtained an inferior version of the skill yourself.
By having both blood magic and null magic or being descendant from a user with them that has etched their skills.
Complete the final two achievements in order to attain the Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.



Or… not a mythic skill?

Huh?


Chapter 14

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

Powerful Skills



Scarlet

Um… Tar… are there any skills with a rarity…

I trail off at that thought as I notice Tar just staring at the notification, clearly not registering anything I’m saying. Even after the notification disappears.

Um, Tar?

He doesn’t respond.

I snap my fingers in front of his face, splashing some water on him as I do so, reminding me that I’m still in the bath. But I don’t feel like getting out, so I stay in. The water’s automatically cleaned by the magic in the bath anyways, so there’s no reason to leave the comfort of the water right now.

The tanuki snaps out of it after getting hit by water, making him look at me as he asks, “What does redacted rarity mean?”

“Why are you asking me?” I ask out loud in return, my voice echoing in the bath, making me switch to our internal communication again for the silence of the bath chamber.

Shouldn’t you be the one with all of the information about the System?

“I’ve never heard of a rarity above mythic, so don’t ask me!” Tar exclaims while shaking his paws in front of him, only for the tanuki to glance at the wet fur on his side as if he hadn’t noticed getting wet.

He raises his gaze to me again a second later, seemingly deciding not to care about the wet fur while he says, “I should go inform father about this. You enjoy the rest of your bath.”

I blink in surprise at that, only for the tanuki to vanish. And when I reach out for our bond, I find him no longer on Tartarus or in the Void.

Wow. I just got ditched.

I cross my arms in irritation at that, only to sigh and focus on the new skill upgrades and the new skill that I got. Although first I focus on the skill upgrades, bringing up their descriptions and finding them to be rather pleasant.

Overall, Beast Transformation changed to allow me to transform into a second form. One that isn’t bipedal. Which is kind of all it’s saying, but I think I get the gist just from what happened during the ascension.

Meanwhile Metallicized Blood Claws and Partial shift now has no limit on what parts of my body I can shapeshift or use the claws on and how many parts I can use it on at once.

But Life Absorption… that one is an entirely different skill now. A real evolution.

{Life Absorption – Creates an aura around the user that automatically drains the life energy of any nearby creatures that the user designates as targets into themselves. Costs mana to use. Life energy drained can be manipulated by the user to heal themselves all over or at specific locations, flow into other skills, heal others, or pushed out of their body again to leave in the open.}

Wow. That’s good.

Now I don’t have to keep an eye on each demon when using the skill anymore. I can just activate Life Absorption and it’ll drain everything I consider an enemy around me.

A very useful upgrade.

But Blood Nullification…

{Blood Nullification – Allows the user to nullify any blood in a set radius around them for a significant price of mana dependent on the distance between the user and the blood, the obstructions between the user and the blood, and any reality that the blood may be attached to.}

That’s good. That’s very good.

Then again, it’s legendary. Of course it’s good.

As for the strange skill that may be a rarity above mythic… if I had to guess, one of the last two requirements is probably to get the Blood Domain skill myself. But that would also mean that the skill is upgrading a mythic skill.

I frown as a thought comes to me.

Blood Domain lets the user have absolute control over blood in the domain, and it even lets it manifest blood that isn’t fully set in reality like the manifested blood I have in my blood weapons. But it doesn’t let them actually erase blood that is already in the world. Only blood they manifested personally.

Maybe… maybe the upgrade will give me absolute control over both the creation, destruction, and manipulation of blood? Since Blood Domain only has absolute control over creation and manipulation of it?

That would be cool.

Either way, time to relax and enjoy the rest of my bath while I wait for the furball to get back.

I go ever so slightly deeper into the water with a sigh while resting my head comfortably on one of the relaxing, cushion-like edges of the bath. Then I close my eyes, simply feeling the magical water soaking into me.

These baths are amazing.

I’ll miss them when I go back to Earth.

My eyes shoot open at that thought.

Right! I should absolutely ask for a mobile one from Gramps before I leave!



Inside of Allen’s office at the Silver Association

Allen’s head falls down and hits his desk the moment he sees the two universal notifications that appear in his vision. Meanwhile White, who was heading the massive group call he is currently in along with all of the other important people in terms of the war’s progress, pauses for just a moment, letting silence fill the call.

She’s caught up to me in Class… in just… eleven and a half months… what am I doing with my life anymore? Can I even protect her now? I wouldn’t be surprised if she’s catching up with me in strength by now, if not soon…

The silence in the call continues for several more seconds before almost everyone begins talking at once, making no one able to hear anyone. Not until White forcibly mutes everyone except herself and says, “Be quiet.”

Then Black suddenly unmutes himself and says, “Congratulations.”

Allen’s eyes widen in shock at the absolute stupidity of what he just did. At least, until he realizes that it was probably on purpose.

Shit.

While everyone is muted right now, Allen knows that they’re all thinking the same thing. That the [REDACTED] who everyone on Earth has been searching for was actually White’s daughter. Something they know simply because of Black’s one word, since she was in the middle of speaking in the call with her clearly visible in the video, meaning it wasn’t her and therefore only leaving one person it could be meant for.

Scarlet, when you come back, you’re going to be under a lot of pressure by the press… I hope you’re ready for it.

Allen grimaces as he thinks about how Belle might be taking this news, since she was already worried about how far Scarlet was leaving her behind. And if Scarlet is already Class IV while Belle only recently reached Class III herself, Allen knows she’ll see her own progress as subpar in comparison.

Although… this might help morale amongst the Guardians, knowing a nineteen-year-old is already at Class IV. Since she’s meeting the expectations of that silly title they gave her of the Apex Predator of the Human World.

Then Allen remembers that she’s a demon. Probably mostly demon by now.

That’s a future problem to deal with. For now…

Allen looks around, furiously searching for a bottle of wine only to fail to find any.

I need a drink…


Chapter 15

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

Dinner



Scarlet

“To Scarlet’s ascension to Class IV and her two Etched Skill Slot Achievements!” Gramps says while raising his glass to the air from his place at the end of the long table with me and Leonidas on either side of him. “May she find victory wherever she goes and be given luck for her hunts forevermore!”

Leonidas and I follow suit, deciding that since this is gonna be my last meal in Tartarus, at least for now, I might as well have a drink myself. Especially since the alcohol in this shouldn’t affect me.

I can’t help but smile at that. Partially out of happiness, and partially out of amusement that he just wished that I’d find victory when I’m about to join the war fighting against him.

After taking a sip of the wine, I turn my attention to Leonidas as he says, “So what are your plans from here on out? Are you going to the Battlefield? Or moving to a different clan’s hunting grounds?”

That has me stiffening up ever so slightly before I glance at Gramps with a look on my face.

Why didn’t he tell Leonidas about my leaving Tartarus? It kind of makes this farewell dinner awkward if one of the people in the dinner doesn’t even realize it’s a farewell dinner.

Gramps just averts his gaze while calling over a maid to bring him more food.

‘Coward,’ I mouth towards him the moment he looks my way, but all he does is grin widely at that and begin eating his food, alternating his gaze between me and Leonidas now.

He’s not the Demon King, he’s a damned chicken!

I awkwardly turn to face Leonidas who has clearly noticed something’s up considering how he’s sending suspicious glances between me and Gramps, likely at our silent interaction. And as I’m trying to figure out what to say, his eyes go wide and they lock on Gramps’ as he slowly asks, “She’s not…” Gramps just nods without pausing in his food devouring, the man seeming to enjoy his meal. Then Leonidas turns to look at me again with a look of sorrow on his face.

Wait, what? Did he really just guess it from our brief interaction?

“How?” Leonidas eventually asks me, only to shake his head with a sigh and mutter, “Never mind.”

I watch him as the man raises his head to look up at the ceiling for a few seconds before he brings his gaze back down with even more sorrow in his eyes, “Just please… stay safe, okay?”

The pure emotion in his tone puts me off guard for a moment as I blink in surprise, only to dumbly nod my head in response, making the man smile.

Then he glances at Gramps as if trying to be sneaky before looking at me and making a very quick Blood Domain between us while covering his mouth and saying, “And tell Amelia I said hello and that she should visit!”

“I heard that,” Gramps growls from the front of the table, seemingly startling Leonidas. Although I’m not surprised. It’s Gramps’s skill that he just used to do that after all. I wouldn’t be surprised if he had some way to counter it.

I smile a little at the humor, ignoring the dark look Gramps is giving his food as I mouth back at Leonidas drawing his gaze to me again, ‘Alright.’

He smiles and I turn back to Gramps to ask him, “Hey Gramps, what’s the Blood Immortal title of yours for?”

Gramps turns his focus away from his food to look at me with a smile as he puts his fork down and answers, “It’s from a rather special and unique Title-Bearing Mythic Skill that I got just a couple centuries ago, not long after the Demonic Assaults began. The skill itself is called Blood Transcendence, and it makes it so that I can transform my entire body into blood.”

I frown a little at that, not really understanding why that’s a mythic skill. Mostly because the Bloody Valkyrie has a skill just like it that is only legendary in rarity.

Then he smirks and adds, “And as long as so much as a single drop of my blood remains, I cannot die.” My eyes widen in shock. “I’ll always be able to reform myself no matter what with no penalty at all anywhere I have blood, even if it’s only a single drop of it.”

Holy shit. He really is immortal then.

“The only way someone can really kill Father is if they wipe out all of the blood he has scattered around the entire planet and kill him before he can scatter any more blood,” Leonidas continues for Gramps, voicing a rather scary fact. “Although that was assuming someone could even kill him in the first place.”

Right. And that’s probably impossible unless it’s the Class VI threat from the Void foretold in the prophecy.

Come to think of it, that Class VI threat… I wonder if it’ll even appear near Earth or Tartarus when it does appear? It’s entirely possible it could appear somewhere else in the universe when it appears. Which wouldn’t be a bad thing for us since it would take time to get here.

Considering how Gramps is easily able to destroy entire worlds on his own from what I can tell, a Class VI could probably eat them whole or something. Which is kind of terrifying to think about.

Wait, I wonder…

“Did you etch that skill?” I casually ask Gramps, making him let out a short laugh as he answers, “Of course.”

Makes sense. But that also means that I could potentially become immortal myself that way.

A very nice sounding skill to get.

On that note, I turn to Leonidas, then Gramps, before eventually saying, “Thank you both for all the help you’ve given me over the past few months. I wouldn’t have been able to level this fast if it weren’t for you.”

Both of them look surprised at my sudden declaration, but not as surprised as Leonidas is when I meet his eyes and tell him, “Leonidas, I don’t know if I’ll ever truly consider you my father, but I will at least say this.” I smile. “You’re at least on your way in the right direction.”

Actual tears of happiness begin to form in his eyes, making me chuckle a little before I take another sip of the wine.

This stuff actually tastes kind of good. Still not a fan of alcohol though.


Chapter 16
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Scarlet

I share one surprised hug with Gramps and Leonidas before leaving the dinner hall about an hour later and heading towards my room. But about halfway there, I take a deep breath and then whisper as quietly as I can, “Lucius. Now’s the time.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I notice some of my bodyguards growing confused at my words, only for everything to suddenly grow pitch black with flickers of purple energy. Then I find myself appearing in the middle of some bedroom in front of The Reaper who simply asks me, not even raising his gaze from his book that he’s holding in a single hand to his face, “Where do you want to go?”

“Can you place me directly next to a Gate so that I can enter straight away?” I ask, looking around his room a little and finding it rather dark.

“I can, but you would have to navigate your way through Demon Isle or the Arctic and past all of the demons and the frontlines of the war,” The Reaper answers, bringing my gaze back to him to find him still with his nose buried in his book, which looks to be a small black book made from leather. “It would be better for you to pass through a Fracture. I’ll send a zombie with you that you can dispose of on the other side after it helps you through the Fracture.”

I purse my lips for a moment, briefly considering just how random the Fractures are in terms of where they end up. Then I decide that this is the best option and nod my head, following which The Reaper just snaps his fingers, making me appear right next to a Fracture’s rift in a very cold area alongside a rather large zombie that quickly picks me up and pulls me through it, ignoring all of the other zombies and revenants passing into the Fracture alongside us. Not to mention the Noble that I suddenly see appearing nearby with a shocked and frightened look on their face.

But they’re too late, and before I know it, I’m back on Earth again, in the middle of what looks like a park. Although I have no idea what city it’s in. Just that the park is a lot smaller than the ones I’m used to in the Tier 1 Capital City of the Republic, and that it seems to be lacking in some technological departments, appearing more along the lines of old-world technology with no magi-tech outside of the barrier around the park.

A park. Nice.

I knew I wasn’t going to have to worry about security cameras seeing me appear out of nowhere, since everyone would just assume it was White’s doing or that she gave me some sort of magi-tech item with a skill of hers imbued in it to do it. But this park doesn’t seem to have any cameras at all in it, which makes things simpler.

Won’t have to lie if there’s no one seeing me appear out of nowhere to lie to.

On that note, I quickly activate my Metallicized Blood Claws while partially shifting my arms and legs from my elbows and knees down before tearing into all of the zombies that appear around me.

Since I’m here, might as well help deal with this Class IV Fracture. Something that I’m kind of surprised ended up in a Tier 2 city in the first place. Or at least, I’m assuming it’s Tier 2 considering the lack of magi-tech.

Then again, Tier 2 cities still have plenty of people in them. So I guess it shouldn’t be that big a surprise.

Anyways, I end up having to focus on going towards the people to save them instead since the demons grow too strong too fast. And I start the little trip off by heading to the closest group of people who are screaming rather loudly in response to some undead.

Thanks to my speed, it only takes me a few seconds to appear there and throw my fist directly into the face of a Class IV Zombie Revenant. Then I quickly take to identifying the other zombies in the area.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Zombie – Level 508|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Revenant – Level 525|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Zombie – Level 516|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Zombie – Level 507|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Revenant – Level 549|

Ah, back to the old identification system.

Since they’re undead, they don’t exactly have much if any blood for me to manipulate, and as I learned from my lessons on Tartarus, while they do have life energy, theirs is different in nature from humans and is permanently stuck to their body. Which is part of what makes them undead.

So I can’t drain their life energy either.

Which leads me to simply punching them to pieces. A rather simple task considering that they’re only a little bit above my level.

“If Allen heard you say that a demon forty-eight levels above you was only a ‘little’ above your level, I’m pretty sure he’d pop a blood vessel,” Tar comments, but I ignore him. Although I am curious why he’s been so quiet since the dinner. “I was discussing things with father about the redacted rarity skill again. But nothing important has come up yet about it.”

Ah. Right.

That.

Yeah, I’m just gonna consider it some sort of super skill that’s above the mythic rarity that’s so rare it’s never been seen before. Probably because it requires more than one magic to get the skill, like the skill in question apparently needs with both blood and null magic.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you’re right about that…” Tar mutters as I continue killing the zombies and revenants, none of them really being much of a match for me.

I glance at the humans behind me to find them all staring at me in shock and recognition. But I turn my attention back to the demons again right after that glance, finishing them all off by tearing them apart. Literally.

After I do that though, my nose twitches slightly.

These demons stink.


Chapter 17
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Result of the Order



Scarlet

I look at the dead and shredded – in the case of some of them, quite literally as there is one torn in half – demons one last time before turning back to the humans, only to get a camera flash shining in my eyes. But to my surprise, it doesn’t blind me.

Probably something to do with my advancement to Class IV.

“It’s The Scarlet Wolf!!! She’s back and she’s in our city!!!” “Scarlet Wolf, can I have your autograph!!” “Please look here!”

A bunch of the humans begin shouting, seemingly forgetting where we are. So I let out a sigh before saying, “Stop.” And to my surprise, they all immediately shut up. Not that I’m complaining. “Follow me to find a bunker.”

Not like I can do much else aside from hunt the demons in a Class IV Fracture. But in hindsight, it’ll make for a good hunting ground.



After dropping the people off at a bunker while politely declining the people asking for an autograph or a handshake, and the one who asked for a hug for some reason, I make my way to the next group of people. Then I save them, go through the same process of them recognizing me, and guide them to that very same bunker. And I repeat this process one more time before I run out of people to save. Which was surprisingly fast.

Or at least, it was until I remembered the law the Demon King passed about killing civilians. Which is probably only being violated a little right now because these are undead, some of whom were probably made after the order was given by Gramps.

Guess I should mention that to him the next time I see him. Whenever that will be.

That he should repeat his order to the undead after new ones are made.

Still. As I run through the Fracture, I barely find any infected humans at all. And most of the humans seem to be safe in the bunkers.

Which means the order is still helping a lot, even in an undead run Fracture.

Anyways, I turn my focus purely on the demons in the Fracture, dealing with the weaker ones until backup can arrive. And I immediately feel that this Fracture is rather awkward in comparison to the ones I had been in before going to Tartarus. Mostly because they’re not trying to kill the civilians. And they absolutely could, even inside the bunkers. After all, Class IV demons can destroy the bunker shields if they really try.

But they’re not. They’re just wandering around the park aimlessly, as if waiting for Guardians to appear and attack.

Which definitely supports the intel I got while sitting in on the strategy meetings. That the demons really don’t care much about the Fractures right now, simply using them to lower the number of Guardians on Earth now.

Then again, what works, works. The humans can’t exactly ignore the Fractures that appear since they’d turn into Gates if they did. So they have to send people to fight in them.

The order by the Demon King just makes it so that they aren’t as rushed anymore and don’t have to worry anywhere near as much about saving lives rather than just killing the demons.

“It’s certainly an interesting change of pace,” Tar mutters from his place lounging on my shoulder.

That it is.



Somewhere on the Outskirts of the Tier 2 City

Marcus Andersson, otherwise known as the Dimensional Drifter, appears in the middle of a street in the city called Argos. And the first thing he does is open up a rift in space to pass through it again, making him reappear in the middle of a park.

These Class IV Fractures that’ve been appearing lately are getting annoying.

Ever since a few months ago, Class IV Fractures have been getting more and more common on Earth, and since Marcus is one of the few Class V Guardians with a spatial magic allowing teleportation, he is often the one sent to deal with them. But right as he’s about to step through another rift towards the core of the Class IV Fracture, he pauses.

What the… is someone else in here?

Marcus frowns as he closes his eyes and locks his senses on a powerful mana source blazing with absolute purity coming from the other side of the park. But before he can open a rift to check on who it is doing the fighting, he feels a buzzing coming from his terminal, making him raise it to his face while opening his eyes.

“What is it?” he asks the moment a woman’s face appears on the terminal. A face familiar to most Guardians working on the frontlines as Sage, the second in command of the Silver Association and a large player in the war.

“An unexpected Class IV Guardian has already saved all of the people in the Fracture and has been hunting the demons in it for a couple hours now,” Sage states, her voice still as cold as Marcus remembers from their last talk.

Marcus frowns at the other Association’s foresight and intelligence expert before asking, “Who is it? And do they need assistance?”

“Negative,” the woman answers right away. “They appear to be a newly ascended Class IV, but there is no need to assist them.”

The Dimensional Drifter’s eyes widen in shock at that, and he almost immediately teleports over there to help, only to stiffen up when Sage finishes, “The Guardian is known as The Scarlet Wolf.”

She’s out of her training?! Was White waiting for her to reach Class IV before she released her? I already know from the meeting not too long ago that the girl is behind those Universal Notifications, even if White wouldn’t admit why she redacted her name at the time beyond a simple ‘privacy’ answer.

A few seconds pass in silence before he shakes his head.

No use worrying about that monster of a girl. I need to stop this Fracture.

The man hangs up the call with Sage with a simple, “Understood,” and steps through the rift to the center of the Fracture.

Then I can meet the famous wolf girl after I finish up here.
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Scarlet

I notice it right away when I hear the sound of ripping echo from the other side of the Fracture, so I momentarily pause in my killing of the demons to glance towards the noise. And just moments later, I hear a conversation including a very familiar voice.

Sage?

That’s a surprise. This is nowhere near the capital city so why is she here?

I don’t get much time to consider it since the conversation between the two doesn’t last very long before the man whose voice I don’t recognize steps through what I’m assuming is some sort of rift in space and instantly appears at the core.

Oh, well that’s annoying. Obviously wasn’t gonna be able to destroy the core myself considering that it’s guarded by a level 1000 demon, but I did want to keep killing the lower leveled demons here for a while.

I quickly rush to kill as many demons as I possibly can before the Guardian who I’m assuming is a Class V Guardian destroys the core, only to barely manage to kill another half a dozen in time, the red tint in the air fading not even an entire minute after he appears at the core.

Damnit, there goes my training area.

“This is a Fracture, not a training area,” Tar comments, but I ignore him.

I quickly sprint out of the park as quickly as I can to avoid running into any fans, but only moments after I step out onto the street, a rift in space appears in front of me. Then a man walks out of the rift. One I vaguely recognize, but not enough to know what his name or title is.

He looks me up and down for a moment in surprise, likely due to my new armor, only to focus on my face again with a look of respect on his own.

“Scarlet Wolf, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” he says with a nod of his head, and I quickly return it while examining him. The man has purple eyes with hair spanning about a few inches in length tipped a little in a deep purple color, and he’s wearing a black and purple trench coat for some reason. One glowing with purple particles of energy. “Congratulations on reaching Class IV!”

I blink at that, slightly surprised that he isn’t surprised at my Class, but answer with another nod of my head as I respond, “Thank you.”

We share an awkward moment of silence before I ask, “Is there anything you need? Otherwise Imma go now.”

He looks surprised by that as he blinks and says, “Oh, Sage wants to know if you need help getting anywhere.”

Now that has my attention.

“That I do,” I tell him with a nod of my head.

A terminal would be nice to have as well, but I can’t really tell him that. Not when everyone on Earth believes I’ve been training with White on Earth this whole time. So me not having a terminal and needing to ask for one would sound rather suspicious.

Best to bug Allen about that. Or Amelia.

Probably Amelia. I’ve bugged Allen enough over the years. In fact, I should probably give him a break.

He’s probably enjoyed the past nearly half a year or so I spent on Tartarus with a lot less stress now that I’m gone. Maybe it’s helped with the stress that had been building up in him ever since I contracted?

I should leave him to his peace after saying hi.

Belle on the other hand is probably gonna try glomping me when I see her next. And the others from our team might not be very happy that I vanished for so long without a word to them.

“Not very happy might be an understatement in Emily’s case,” Tar comments, making me grimace a little.

Emily might just be a tad clingy ever since I saved her life. Which makes things a little awkward.

Also, I still don’t know who this guy in front of me is. Other than the fact that he’s able to contact Sage when he wants. Like right now.

“Yes, she would like help,” he says into his terminal call. One that he opened as I was lost in thought.

“Then that’s your next assignment,” Amelia’s voice suddenly says from the other side of the call, making my eyes widen ever so slightly in surprise. And he clearly wasn’t expecting it either, considering the way his mouth parts open ever so slightly.

After a few seconds pass, he closes his mouth and answers, “Understood, Lady White.”

Then the call drops out.

An awkward silence ensues. Again.

This guy is clearly not much of a talker.

“Where would you like to go, Scarlet Wolf?” the man whose name I still don’t know asks after who knows how long passes.

I purse my lips at the thought before tapping my chin a few times and eventually answering, “Wherever Allen is.”

The awkward silence comes back.

“By Allen, do you mean Cipher?” the unknown man asks with a slight frown on his face, and I nod. “Cipher is in the council currently in charge of the logistics back in the capital. I’ll take you to the Silver Association base.”

I blink at that in surprise, only to realize that it would only make sense for the Republic to be under martial law right now. The only reason why Guardians would form the councils for the war, taking over the power of the government.

Although I’m kind of surprised the government let that happen… wait a second…

My eyes go wide as I remember the over a hundred Class III and IV changelings that were killed during the Class V Fracture. Not to mention Fredricka’s actions, which either got her killed or exposed her identity.

Meaning that the government might not be as strong as it was before. Especially if Allen managed to tell people that there were changelings in it.

A very interesting development.

Either way, the man in front of me begins to raise one of his arms, but as he’s doing that I can’t help but ask, “By the way, who are you?”

And out of all of the things that’ve happened since I met him, this one is the thing that surprises him the most.
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After some more awkward silence, the Guardian eventually introduces himself as the Dimensional Shifter before practically shoving me – figuratively – through the portal. Which kind of makes me think they don’t like me for some reason.

No idea why. Not my fault I don’t know the names and appearances of every Class V Guardian in the world.

Anyways, I end up in Allen’s office after passing through the rift. But Allen’s not here, so I look around for a moment in the familiar room that I’ve been to who knows how many times. Probably less than I’m remembering. Then I head to the door of the office and walk out into the hall before walking through the base to find someone.

And the first person I find is Sage as she walks down one of the halls of the base directly towards the office, meeting me partway.

“Welcome back, young miss,” the woman says with a light bow of her head, seemingly a lot more respectful to me now that I’m the same Class as her than she was before. “Allen will be here soon, so please make use of your suite until then.”

I nod my head back in respect before catching something she throws at me, soon finding it to be a terminal that I quickly attach to my forearm.

“Have a nice day, and congratulations on your many achievements during your training,” she says with one more nod before beginning to walk away without another word.

Blunt and to the point as ever, I suppose.

I continue walking down the hall in the direction of my suite, occasionally nodding my head to some shocked people who don’t seem to have expected to see me here. With good reason, considering that I’ve been missing from the public on Earth for months now.

When I reach my suite, I find it in perfect condition. The exact same as when I left it.

Which kind of makes me wonder if it’ll be the same for my suite at the university. Also, the next semester began, so I wonder how they dealt with that? Mostly the whole ranking tournament thing.

Did I lose my rank, or was I seeded for a rank?

“You should probably remember that you’re Class IV,” Tar points out, making me blink for a moment.

Right. I’m the only Class IV student ‘attending’ the university. Of course I’ll be ranked number one.

Guess my stuff at the university is safe then. Not that I really had anything there that I cared about, otherwise I would’ve asked Amelia if she could’ve brought it to me at some point. Just like how I had her send a message to Belle, Allen, and Cynthia while I was on Tartarus.

The only personal item that I have any attachment towards is my jacket. Everything else is just a bunch of objects with no real value to me.

And my credits are stored in my bank accounts, not physically anywhere. So those can’t go missing.

Anyways, I continue walking through my suite, just making sure no one else is there before I jump onto my bed and lie back while finally opening my Skills Store to see if there are any new legendary skills for me. And to my surprise, there aren’t.

Huh. Odd. Was kind of expecting to unlock a new legendary skill for the two etched skill slot achievements I got for reaching Class IV so soon.

“Well, generally those types of achievements are only an additional requirement and not the main requirements for skills,” Tar comments, making me frown a little. “After all, what sorts of skills could you get simply because you reached Class IV at a really young age? Not many. The only one that reaching a Class at an early age really matters for seems to be Predator, which makes some sense when you think about it.”

Yeah… kind of disappointing though.

“It’ll open up new paths for you at least,” Tar says, seemingly trying to comfort me. “After you get the required achievements for the skills, that is.”

I nod my head at that with a sigh.

Yeah, you’re right on that front.

Although I guess this isn’t all bad. Not at all. After all, I can finally spend the entirety of my Skill Points on leveling skills. And I have five hundred and six Skill Points to spend right now.

I sit in place staring at my status for several minutes, just doing math in my head until I eventually mutter, “Screw it,” and start calculating it in my terminal instead. Because legendary skills are expensive to level up with Skill Points.

Overall, it takes me almost ten minutes of chugging calculations until I figure out what I want to level up.

Since the skill I use the most is Crimson Overdrive, I spend one hundred and eighty-five Skill Points to bring it straight from level 15 to level 20. Then I focus on one of my skills with the most potential and the best for my fighting style and bring that skill, Bloody Thorns, from level 10 to level 15 with one hundred and thirty-five Skill Points.

Lastly, I turn my attention to the skill that will eventually rid the demons of their curses, bringing Gradual Corruption Nullification from level 15 to level 20 with another one hundred and eighty-five Skill Points.

Which all totals up to five hundred and five Skill Points spent out of my five hundred and six total Skill Points.

A rather costly set of upgrades, but certainly worth it. I hope.

To prove that it was worth it, I quickly focus on the skills’ new descriptions, finding two of them to have changed.

Gradual Corruption Nullification now only needs three minutes to remove any corruption from myself, whereas Crimson Overdrive lets me burn blood that doesn’t belong to me as well instead of just my own. Meaning I can now use the blood in my Blood Bank skill for it.

A very nice benefit.

And Bloody Thorns didn’t change at all, so I’m kind of just hoping that it raised the base amount of damage that the skill deals to the enemy in blood nullification.

All that aside, I’d say the spending spree was worth it.

Now then.

I get up from bed and begin heading in the direction of the training room.

While I wait for Allen, I’ll just train a bit.
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The Logistics Council

“-and so, in conclusion, we need to send more-” the Class V support Guardian pauses when a screeching sound comes from one of the chairs around the large table as Allen shoots to his feet with his eyes wide in shock and glued to his terminal. The Guardian then narrows her eyes ever so slightly at him and says, “Cipher, if you’ve got important intel, please share it with the group.”

Allen immediately looks up from the terminal, having been too shocked by the message he had gotten from Sage to even consider his current location. But even now that he’s considering it, he still wants to simply ignore her and rush out the door.

He doesn’t though. Instead, he displays extreme patience as he says, “The Scarlet Wolf is back in action!”

Then he begins running out of the room while all of the Class IV and V Guardians in it express their shock at the news, with several of them looking rather interested in meeting her. But by the time most of them recover enough to ask questions, the man is already running down the hallway towards the entrance of the building.

She’s home!!!! Finally!!!

Allen rushes straight out of the building before waving his hand as he runs, creating a hoverboard made solely out of nanomachines that he jumps on and begins flying through the air towards his base. From there, it only takes him a few minutes to reach the base, following which he startles each of his Association’s members that he passes by, only for some of them to show happy and knowing expressions. As if they know exactly what it is that has him so excited.

But Allen doesn’t care about any of that. He just keeps running through his base until he reaches Scarlet’s old suite and pauses outside of the door, panting a little from the exertion that it took to get there so quickly. Then he hesitates for several seconds outside of the door, briefly reaching for the knob only to pull his hand back again. Reach for it, pull it back again.

Right when he’s about to repeat the process once more, the hall around him begins frosting over and his wife appears next to him, practically pushing him out of the way as she opens the door and rushes into her suite.

Shit.

Allen quickly follows after her without a second thought before finding a surprised Scarlet being held in his wife’s arms.

Then he pulls both of them into his arms, lifting the two of them up into the air himself as she exclaims, “You’re back!”



Scarlet

It ends up taking me nearly ten minutes to get the two overprotective parents to stop smothering me. And just minutes later, Belle rushes in and does a repeat of her parents’ actions.

“Belle, please let her talk, I’m sure there’s a lot she wants to say,” Cynthia says, being the hypocrite that she is as she completely ignores the fact that she literally just did the same thing she’s warning her daughter not to do.

I raise a brow at her for a moment, only to shake my head lightly after Belle draws back a little.

Then we all settle down on my bed as I begin to describe to them everything that had happened on Tartarus, after a white field is placed around us of course. Starting with how I was pulled there and ending with the different clans and the hunting grounds I used to grow stronger.

My explanation takes quite a while and by the time I’m done, the family in front of me – each of whom had been patiently listening the entire time without interrupting even once – looks like their minds have been blown by all of the information I’ve given them. So while I let them digest it all, I turn my attention to Amelia, who had finally shown herself about five or so minutes into my explanation. After I mentioned hearing Leonidas say that he missed her once.

Something I mentioned mostly to get her out of hiding, since I could tell she was here just by the prickling sensation on the back of my neck even if she was still erasing my sense of sight of her with her Sense Nullification skill. Something that doesn’t really work on a ‘sixth sense’ of sorts. Unless it’s just a plain sense mana.

From my understanding, I’m able to tell when people are looking at me purely through instinct.

It was getting annoying. Not to mention that she covered us with something to block eavesdroppers, not that anyone would be able to eavesdrop in the middle of my suite inside of the Silver Association’s main base.

Well, not anyone but Knights, that is. Like White.

Anyways, Amelia has been dazed ever since she heard that, and especially thanks to my descriptions of the Demon King since I met the guy. Probably because the guy almost killed her once. Maybe twice.

Not sure why Amelia thought it was a good idea to go back to Tartarus a few times over the years since she had me. It was all but asking for him to grab her the moment she did.

I frown at that, only to lightly shake my head.

Never mind. She doesn’t know all of Gramps’ skills, so she didn’t know just how good his senses were.

Actually, most of humanity doesn’t know just how powerful he is despite everyone recognizing that he’s the strongest being in the universe.

A rather scary thought, to be honest.

Oh, right. One more thing to tell them.

“After the Demon King learned about the prophecy and my Gradual Corruption Nullification skill, he gave an order to all of the demons to no longer target civilians and only target the Guardians,” I tell them with a smile on my face, honestly proud of making that happen even if it was entirely due to the Demon King’s will and not my own.

None of them seem surprised by this.

I blink at that.

Why aren’t they surprised by this?

“It’s not exactly hard to figure out that you’re the one responsible for your grandfather’s sudden change in attitude,” Tar comments. “Especially when it happened soon after you went to Tartarus in the first place.”

Oh. Yeah, I guess that’s true.

I scratch my head a little.

Yeah, this is awkward now, but I think I at least broke them out of their stupor.

“It wasn’t very hard to figure that out,” Allen says with a faint smile on his face. Then Cynthia chimes in, “Pretty much everyone that knows who you are also knows it was you who’s behind the change.”

Yeah, very awkward.

“Aaanywaays,” I drawl a little bit as I change the subject, “what all has happened here on Earth since my impromptu vacation to hell?”

Amelia’s lips quirk slightly at my name for what was essentially me being kidnapped to the demon world before she answers, “Quite a few things have happened since you were here. To start off, Black managed to expose Fredricka as a changeling to the world after he threw you in his attempt to save you. So the people have lost significant trust in their government, and even Black and Purple both withdrew their support of it.”

My eyes widen a little in shock at that.

“After that, the government started losing its power little by little until it no longer has more power than the Associations themselves,” Amelia continues with a rather pleased gleam in her eyes. “They can’t really do much anymore to force anyone to do anything, and to top it off, the rest of the changelings were sniffed out after Cipher’s father figured out how to detect these higher Class changelings that were previously undetectable.”

I glance at Allen at that, finding him with a smile on his face as he nods in confirmation. Then I look back to my biological mother again who currently has a rather smug look on her face. And I find out why rather quickly.

“The top Associations began to take charge of the Republic and the war effort in their entirety after the government nearly collapsed entirely thanks to the cleansing, and the first thing I had them do was significantly improve the treatment of the orphans,” Amelia explains, making me smile a little at that. “It turned out that the changelings equated to every last councilmember and government official who was severely opposing the orphan’s rights acts that kept being rejected. So the opposition pretty much vanished from the rest of the government.” The woman’s lip quirks up a little. “Not that they’d have the power anymore to stop us even if they did oppose it.”

That’s good. That’s very good.

I flop back letting my head hit the pillow with a smile on my face.

No more poor treatment of orphans.

“The Republic’s been cleansed but we still have a war to fight,” Cynthia says with a stern look on her face in the corner of my eye. “And with this new information about the Demon King, I really don’t think we can do much of anything to win it beyond stalling their progression until Scarlet can upgrade that skill and remove those curses.”

Everyone nods at that, and I do so as well despite lying down flat on my back on the bed.

Can’t forget the war. The cleansing of the Republic’s leadership was only one major step in the direction we need to go. It isn’t the end by any means.

I sigh at that thought before rising to a sitting position again and turning to Amelia to ask, “Where do you think I’ll be able to hunt the most on the frontlines?”

Amelia smiles at that and answers, “The Eastern continent.” Her smile fades a little. “You won’t be able to fight as well in the Arctic since the demons there are all mostly undead, unlike the demons in the Eastern continent.”

“The demons on the Eastern continent are also stronger since they’ve been here on Earth for longer than the ones in the Arctic,” Allen chimes in while rubbing his chin a little.

“Then the Eastern continent is where I’ll go,” I declare with a nod of my head, making Belle only look briefly worried before she calms down. Which is rather surprising considering how protective she can be sometimes.

“I’ll be going with you,” Belle says, surprising me a little. But before I can say anything in response to her, she continues, “Don’t try to stop me. I’m already assigned to go by the logistics council.”

I purse my lips for a moment before sighing again and saying, “Alright. Just be safe, okay?”

She looks surprised by my answer as she dumbly responds, “Y-yeah… of course. You too.”

I raise a brow at that and chuckle, only to notice that the others seem a little surprised as well.

Wonder why?

Tar appears in the air and goes down to my lap as he says out loud, “Scarlet matured a bit during her time in Tartarus, so don’t be so surprised.”

I blink at that, simply staring down at the tanuki in my lap while everyone else does the same.

“Matured?” Belle asks before glancing at me and looking me up and down, making me frown at her.

“Not in that way,” Tar comments, sounding slightly exasperated at Belle, who only shrugs a little at his words. “I’d say that she’s become more comfortable with people in general, with no little help from the kitsune.”

I shiver at the mention of those demons. Terrifying creatures, the kitsune. Far scarier than the demons I’ve been hunting for a long time now.

Especially the Raidens. They’re just straight up terrifying.

Also, the others look skeptical. Why do they look skeptical?

Actually, what do you mean by saying that I’ve matured?

Tar turns to look at me as he answers my question out loud, “You didn’t even react when they all hugged you and you explained everything clearly to them instead of glossing over the details of what happened on Tartarus. That’s not something you would’ve done before.”

I stare at him for a second before looking at the others and finding them slowly beginning to agree with the tanuki.

Huh. Was I really that bad?

“Yes,” Tar answers in my head this time. “You were.”

Oh. Uh, that’s… oh.

“Well, anyways, would you mind bringing me to the frontlines?” I ask Amelia, only for her to get a rather terrifying smile on her face. And she’s not the only one, as it’s mirrored on both Cynthia and Belle’s faces.

Meanwhile Allen starts quietly making his way out of the room.

I have a bad feeling about this.
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Scarlet

I let out a sigh after getting to the frontlines, feeling more than a little exhausted by the shopping spree I was just put through. Which was apparently required because I grew a little over the last half a year. And apparently my old clothes don’t fit me anymore. Which I highly doubt, but I go along with them anyways just because it’s nice to see them again before I go straight to the frontlines.

Plus they were worried about me, so I decided to go ahead and humor them a little.

“Be honest,” Tar says from his place on my shoulder, “you just became numbed to it because of those kitsune doing it to you so much, didn’t you?”

I have no idea what you’re talking about.

Anyways, I look around the base camp I find myself in after Amelia’s rather interesting method of travel. Some sort of skill that nullified the boundary between space itself between where we were before and where we are now. A rather interesting way to make a portal or teleport.

The base camp is full of Guardians without a single non-Guardian here, and it makes for a rather interesting sight. There are also quite a few buildings set up with power lines going through the base, some larger buildings where a lot of people are moving in and out, and a large black and white wall made out of neon blue barriers going around everything. All with a single gate down a straight-line path between the buildings on the other end of the base.

I glance at Amelia to find her motioning towards me with a faintly glowing white light shining around her. And when I look down at my hand, I find that same light shining around me.

Which would certainly explain why no one is looking at us right now.

Speaking of, I activate my armor as we walk through the street towards a building at the back of the base. One that I’m guessing is probably the main building of the base. The strategic center or something.

Amelia completely ignores everyone as we walk, but I can’t help but look around out of curiosity. From what I’ve been told, the frontlines has moved from the far Eastern coast of the Eastern continent all the way to about the center of it, bordering the place that used to be called Europe. And everyone is wearing their armor, which would look odd to a random passerby considering the heavy snow falling down around us.

At least, odd until they realize they’re all at the very least Class III in terms of power.

We continue walking through the base until we enter the main building to find more people in it. But once again, Amelia just ignores them all and continues walking until we reach a fancy looking door closer to the back of the building. Then she opens the door and continues in, surprising the man inside who I quickly find to be a man I recognize from the news.

“White,” the leader of the Golden Retreat says, the man having golden hair and glowing golden eyes just like the name of his Association would suggest as he stands up from his seat behind the desk. “You’re back.”

I glance at Amelia to find that she hasn’t actually stopped cloaking us. Meaning this man saw through her nullification of her senses.

Of course, it’s possible that she’s not hiding us from him. But I don’t get that feeling from the way he’s looking at us. Not to mention that I’ve recently noticed a very faint white line shining from Amelia towards anyone that she is nullifying the senses of thanks to my Life Sense skill. And there’s a line going towards him.

Although I wouldn’t be surprised if I can only see this because she’s letting me.

“It could also be because you have some minor null magic yourself,” Tar says, stating another likely possibility.

Yeah.

“I’m here to register my daughter with the Guardian Assault Forces,” White says while undoing her Sense Nullification skill, making the white energy vanish from around the two of us.

The man glances between me and her for a moment before sitting back down as he says, “Very well. I know you want it done quickly, so hand me your Guardian Identification Number and I’ll hurry this up.”

I blink in surprise at how polite the man is, simply because I was expecting him to be a little rude. After all, according to the internet, the man created the Golden Retreat Association just to spite the woman he cheated on. The Bloody Valkyrie.

Then again, it’s not really a good idea to judge someone by their public persona. Or by what the public thinks or says about them.

I reach into my pocket to grab my ID before handing it to the Golden Rider, and he accepts it before beginning to type away at the computer in front of him. Then just half a minute later, he looks up at me and says, “Scarlet Asger, as a member of the Assault Forces, you will be required to kill a certain number of demons during your time serving. Unlike the Defense Forces or the Main Forces, you won’t be required to serve under a leader or follow orders. You will be able to roam through the frontlines with absolute freedom as long as you’re contributing to the war for the humans.” He looks at the computer screen again as he finishes, “But I doubt I’ll have to give you any warnings over maintaining your contributions.”

That last comment has my lips quirking upwards slightly in amusement.

He types something into the computer again before handing back my GID and placing a blank white paper in front of a camera next to the computer. The camera then projects an image onto the letter-sized page, printing out what looks like some sort of paper of identification. Probably something I need to have permission to move through the frontlines.

The Golden Rider looks up at me again while handing me the paper before nodding his head slightly and saying, “Good luck with your hunt, Scarlet Wolf.”

I nod back as I grab the paper, then we begin to leave the room, and the Class V Guardian, while shutting the door behind us.
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Scarlet

Amelia leads me out of the base entirely and into the snowy mountains around it before we stop and she turns to me while saying, “As a member of the Assault Force, you can go wherever you want and fight as many demons as you want. I figured this would be the most desirable position for you. You don’t have to fight on the main battlefields, don’t have to listen to the orders of the higher ups or the councils unless an emergency is happening, and most importantly, you can fight away from other humans.”

My eyes widen slightly at that, only for a grin to make its way onto my face.

The frontlines expand for basically the entire span of the continent from one edge of the water to the other, and any points in the continent on the demons’ side are free reign for battles as well. So there should be plenty of places where demons are passing through the continent towards the frontlines from the Gates that I can fight without having to worry about humans seeing me.

Although it isn’t a guarantee that I won’t be seen, so I should still be careful. But with my hearing, I don’t think there should be a problem. Not unless I have some sort of Class V stealth Guardian stalking me. And if that was happening, then I’m pretty sure I’d have more trouble than them finding out what I am.

“Keep your identification papers on you as they absorb a miniscule fraction of the life force let off by the demons when they’re killed before the System can get it in order to keep track of the total number of kills you make,” Amelia says as I flex my claws slightly, already having shapeshifted my right arm just from the thrill of the hunt running through me right now. “You’re going to be fighting far more demons than is required, so I wouldn’t bother paying attention to the number it shows on the paper. Just don’t attack any demons that are too strong for you, and you’ll be fine.”

She hesitates for a moment before adding, “And if you do end up facing off against a demon that’s too powerful for you to take on and you can’t escape, just make sure to show them your crest.”

I nod my head at that. But then I purse my lips for a moment and ask, “How many Noble demons are on Earth right now anyways?”

Amelia frowns for a moment before her eyes flash white and she answers, “There are currently about three hundred and forty-eight Noble demons on Earth, along with nearly twenty thousand Class IV demons. But the Class III and below demons number in the hundreds of millions.”

Doesn’t sound to be too far off what I was expecting. The strategic meetings that I attended never mentioned the exact numbers, but they did make plans revolving around an estimated number of demons. A number that is constantly growing as more demons pass through the Gates and Fractures into Earth.

“Do you know the levels of those Noble demons?” I ask out of curiosity.

Overall the Noble demons don’t concern me until I can actually deal with them. After all, Noble demons should all recognize my face, so they won’t attack me. Even if I go slaughtering their forces.

From what Gramps said to me, they’ll only either try to capture me before letting me go after whatever plan they’re carrying out, or they’ll leave me alone, canceling whatever plans they have. Mostly will just depend on the Noble demon in charge of the horde of demons and how important whatever plan they’re carrying out is.

“This intel isn’t confirmed, but there should be two dukes, sixteen marchionesses and marquesses, sixty counts and countesses, one hundred and one viscounts and viscountesses, and one hundred and sixty-nine barons and baronesses,” Amelia answers, making me grimace a little at the mention of the significant number of marchionesses and marquesses.

I already knew about the two dukes, those being Satan and Damien, but I didn’t know about there being that many marchionesses and marquesses…

“More are coming through the Gates and Fractures as we speak, so the number isn’t completely accurate,” Amelia continues, sounding rather annoyed by that. “But you shouldn’t have to worry about them. Just go do what you want, and if you do end up in a situation where you can’t show them your crest and you’re in trouble, then simply press the button on the device I gave you.”

I pat the device that’s in my pocket at that before nodding.

“Alright, I have to go back to the major battlefields now,” she says with more than a little reluctance. “So please stay safe.”

She seems to hesitate for a moment before quickly rushing in a hug and then vanishing, surprising me for a moment.

Hmm. Okay then.

I look around for a moment before closing my eyes and listening to my surroundings, raising the sensitivity of my ears in the process. Then, after figuring out the direction that has the least humans and the most demons, I begin heading there right away.

From what I can understand, the demons estimate the reality energy in the Gates with a unit of measurement simply called one unit of energy per level of the demon willing to pass through to the power of their Class. So a level one thousand five hundred demon would take about seven-point-six quadrillion units of energy, with the amount of energy used up being about the level of the demon or human to the power of their Class. Meanwhile the Gates only regenerate an amount of energy depending on the number of creatures both demon or otherwise that die near the Gate. But from what they mentioned during the strategy meeting, it sounded like it regenerates around one trillion units of energy a day at an incredibly rough estimate. Some days more, some less.

Generally enough to let a Demon Lord cross the Gate once every eight or nine decades. But only if the Demon Lords are the only demons crossing through that gate. And they’re not.

That’s also not considering that the Demon Lords are a significant part of the ruling of Tartarus and can’t be gone for all that long simply fighting, nor are they absolutely controllable by the Demon King. Most won’t want to cross the Gate, even if they were allowed to do that.

Then there’s the fact that other Demon Nobles have passed through over the years as well. In fact, I’m pretty sure the only reason there are two dukes on Earth in the first place is because they passed through when the Gate was still a Fracture, after it was just formed and filled to its maximum capacity with reality energy.

Overall, the Earth is screwed in this war. We have no chance outside of stalling it long enough for me to upgrade my skill and remove the curses.

Otherwise Earth will end up subjugated under the demons, and I doubt Gramps would relinquish control back to the humans even if he does free them. After all, he’s fought a two hundred year war against us. He won’t just leave after he wins.

He did say that he would leave if he doesn’t win though. So we just need to stall him.

Meanwhile I have to grow stronger.

As strong as I can become.

I clench my fist before increasing my speed and running through the snowy mountains in search of my first prey for the day.
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Somewhere in the Mountains

Yetara clenches his fist as the yeti looks out over his camp at the hundreds of other yetis moving around, many of them preparing to head to bed for the night while the others take their places during watch. And he can’t help but feel honored at the esteemed privilege that he – a level 731 yeti – was given, being placed in command of an entire battalion of yeti. Class III and IV yeti at that!

Everything has been going well for the demon world recently. They managed to reclaim their lost Princess, the frontline was broken in the war and the stalemate along with it, and to make things even greater for Yetara, he was designated a General even without being level 1000!

Even if it was because of his Noble father.

But Yetara doesn’t see that as a downside. His need to use his father’s connections. Because everyone, even Yetara, needs a chance to achieve greatness.

And if he needs to rely on connections to do that, then he will.

Yetara unclenches his fist, showing a smile on his face that reveals the sharp fangs on his white-fur-covered face. The yeti has, unlike the other yetis around them, a set of glowing red patterns on the fur in his face that are unique to his ancestor’s etched skill. Patterns that spread onto his tusks as well. Meanwhile the rest of his two-and-a-half meter tall body is covered entirely in stark white fur as he flexes his claws a little.

Also unlike a lot of the other yeti here, Yetara’s armor consists of blood metal, making a stark contrast in color from his fur.

The yeti continues looking out over the base camp from his place on a cliff’s edge, ignoring all of the snow falling down around him until he finally turns around and begins to enter his tent. But right when he’s doing so, he feels a slight itch in his body, followed by a twitch in his head that gives him pause.

Yetara turns around and looks at his surroundings for a moment before studying the yetis below the cliff, only to turn around again and head back into the tent.

Must’ve been my imagination.



A few hours later

Yetara grimaces as he gets up from his bed in the tent, feeling a dull pain radiating throughout his body, along with another stabbing pain in his head. Then he walks over to the entrance and leaves the tent before shouting, “Again!”

One of the healers now currently busy healing any other demon in the area rushes over to him and uses a healing skill on him that grants him relief from the faint pain, and more importantly, the stabbing pain in his head. But they once again fail to do anything about the fogginess he feels in his mind.

Just what in the Demon King’s name is going on?! Is some sort of major disease running through this camp? Or did the humans release a disease on us? But how is it coming back every time we heal ourselves?

The yeti’s grimace grows larger as he steps up to the cliff and looks out over the base camp, finding all of the demons under his command in various degrees of sickness all over the camp. And along with that he notices all of their water, their food, their resources, and even the air around them filled with a very faint reddish-black tint to it.

His eyes narrow at the sight of the mist. A mist that he didn’t see until this time leaving his camp.

Looks like it’s a skill, and whatever it is has been building up for a while now. Since it wasn’t visible when I first used Magic Sense to check out the camp.

“Search the nearby area for any humans!!” he shouts despite having already given that order once before. “And pack up the camp! We’re moving locations!”

The enemy will just find us again and continue their assault after moving, but we’ll at least move out of the heavily contaminated area.

Yetara continues using his Magic Sense skill to search through his surroundings for any sort of sources of mana or magic at all, but no matter how hard he tries to search within the few kilometers surrounding the base camp, he can’t find anything out of the ordinary. Except for the disease in the air itself.

Damnit, they have to be somewhere nearby!!!

The yeti grabs a potion crafted by the witches – an incredibly expensive item on Tartarus that costs thousands of gold coins – and downs it to recover his mana.

“Yaltal!” Yetara shouts, making a female yeti standing just a bit shorter than him approach from her post outside of his tent. “Send forces outside of the base camp to search for the enemy as well. I suspect they’re trying to wear us down and drain us of our mana to give them an easy time when they assault in mass.”

“As you command, General,” the woman states before rushing off to do her job.

I have to prepare for an army of humans. There’s no way whoever’s targeting us has any less than a force of a thousand Guardians with them, and if they attack us while we’re weakened like this…

Yetara’s grimace returns at that thought as he considers the ramifications for him if he were to lose his very first campaign on Earth. One that he was given control of simply due to his father’s rank and no actual achievements on his part.

If it comes down to it I can just give out my stock of potions.

His father had given them to him for a reason, but he really didn’t believe he’d have to use them all this early on.

Just the thought of burning dozens of potions on the campaign this early on irritates the man enough to finally rouse him from his Sloth.

Whoever this bastard is, I will make them pay tenfold for what they’ve done. They can’t keep this up forever after all.

Yetara immediately redoubles his efforts into searching for the enemy.
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Scarlet

I let out a relaxed sigh as I continue lying down on the mostly dead and snow covered tree, simply listening to the sounds of the demons panic due to the seven different plagues I let loose in their camp. Something that is probably a little cruel, but considering that we’re at war, not something I need to care about. And since the plagues only infect those I consider my enemies, I let them spread into the air and basically in any way possible.

Each of my plagues created by Blood Plague is highly contagious, and since they’re magic based, they don’t exactly build up any sort of immunity to the plagues. And while I’m not really sure how that works, I don’t really care either.

“It’s magic,” Tar comments from his place lying on my chest.

True.

Anyways, this is a rather easy way to hunt an entire battalion of demons. After all, there’s no way I’d be able to deal with several hundred Class III and IV demons on my own without whittling them down first.

They also can’t find me considering that I’m several hundred kilometers away from them. Something that they don’t even consider to be possible thanks to how active my plagues are and how they’re getting reinfected after being healed.

Now if only I could target those with healing skills from here. That would make this rather easy.

“Well, the demons wouldn’t die just from your plagues,” Tar says as he stretches a little. And I admit, he’s right. The plagues I currently have aren’t really designed to kill. They’re mostly to weaken the infected targets.

Although you said that the skill should give me fatal plagues at the higher levels?

“Yeah, but those will probably cost a lot more mana to spread,” Tar answers, making me hum a little in response.

Sounds about right.

The plagues they have right now should significantly decrease their fighting capability, both in terms of focus, physical strength, mental strength, their speed, and basically any possible way. They do have seven different plagues after all, even if they keep healing them.

It’s also burning their mana while they’re healing. Which is a win-win situation.

I just have to sit here as they spread the plague more, because the only way they could possibly get rid of it completely is by healing every last person there at once. Since every infected individual literally breathes and coughs out the plague into the air around them, not to mention that they’re spreading it to everything they touch.

And from what I understand of their forces, which are mostly made up of a bunch of ice and cold focused magic users, they aren’t going to be able to heal that much at once.

While sitting in on Gramps’ strategy meetings, I learned the structure of the demon army. They have squads which are their lowest groups of troops consisting of just about ten or so demons with one captain leading them. Then they have a platoon consisting of about fifty demons, a company with about one hundred demons, a company with about two hundred and fifty demons, a battalion – which is what the demons I’m spreading the plague through are – with about five hundred to a thousand demons, a brigade, which is controlled solely by Nobles and has tens of thousands of demons, and lastly, the legions.

Overall, the legions are the main forces of the war. They’re each army as a whole, so I guess I could just call a legion an army on its own.

Meanwhile each level has their own Class along with one Class below them serving in them. Except troops, which are just Class I demons. And legions, which are basically everything combined into one.

Platoons have Class IIs and Is and are led by a Demon Commander, companies have Class IIIs and IIs and are led by a Demon Elite, battalions have Class IVs and IIIs and are led by a Demon General, and brigades have Class Vs and IVs with a Demon Marshal leading them. And all of those groups are a part of a legion, which is led by a higher ranking Noble demon, with the current clan demons on Earth controlling all of the legions.

But because of the size of each force growing exponentially, I can’t exactly run in and attack. These are all organized forces of demons, each with magic of their own. And this particular battalion has about seven hundred and thirty or so demons in it. Not a force that I can take on without some… extra precautions.

I look down at my skin to find the faint white glow still there, shining in the darkness of the snowy night.

Good thing Amelia used a skill of hers to nullify the sight of any human or human technology from seeing me. So I don’t have to worry about humans seeing me transform, nor do I have to worry about them recording it.

And as long as I transform before attacking them, the demons won’t know what I look like in my human form. Although they’ll be rather confused as to why a blood lycan is attacking them.

The only ones who’ll know the truth are the Nobles who will just ignore me since they should know I’m on Earth and will be fighting them. Well, ignore me as long as I don’t cause too much trouble. Which I’m planning on doing. But I can deal with them when that happens.

Although this particular skill of Amelia’s only lasts for about three or so months. So I’m going to have to get it refreshed periodically.

But three months is a pretty good amount of time.

“Have you decided what you’ll do for that particular issue?” Tar asks, making me purse my lips with a sour look on my face.

I don’t have much of a choice. I’m going to have to get a skill similar to Amelia’s to redact my own name from now on, since hers is running out of uses on me quickly.

Something I find rather annoying. That she can only use that particular skill on someone a few times.

Then again, it’s not a mythic skill she’s using to redact my name. It’s a legendary one.

Also one that she doesn’t have etched, unfortunately. So it doesn’t have the boost that the original etcher of a skill gets for etching the skill.

“If you get another etched skill slot, the current redaction on your name won’t be able to hold it and will shatter,” Tar comments.

Yeah… and then my identity will be revealed to all of Earth in the process.

So my only option really is to get a skill to redact my own name before that happens.

I glance in the direction of the battalion as I listen to what’s happening over there once more.

Although… maybe it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world if I were… no, never mind.

I let out a sigh as I look up again and close my eyes.

Those demons sure are taking a while to tire out.
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Scarlet

Nearly four entire days pass in silence as I laze around occasionally hunting a random demon that gets close before moving again. And throughout that time, the battalion has grown weaker and weaker to the point that I’m pretty sure I can take them now.

Their healers in particular seem to be out of mana entirely at this point, considering how they stopped healing and started focusing all of their attention on searching for me. Which lets my plagues grow more severe.

Something else that I find rather nice is that I’m getting life energy just from the minor damage my plagues are doing to them. A very nice benefit that I hadn’t realized was a thing at first.

“It’s a little too powerful if you ask me…” Tar comments before suddenly snorting from his place on my shoulder as I stand atop a tree. “I just realized you might end up getting more plague and corruption related skills and achievements just from this rather cruel method of warfare you’re conducting.”

Maybe. Probably. Okay, yeah, I’ll absolutely be getting achievements related to this. But skills? I doubt it.

Anyways, I think it should be fine to attack soon. I’ll just give it a few more hours to make sure they don’t heal up again before I attack.

“You going all in right away?” Tar asks, sounding a little bit excited for this fight. Which I understand completely, considering how I haven’t really gotten much hunting in even after coming here.

I purse my lips for a moment at his question before shaking my head.

No. I’ll fight personally to whittle them down and maybe let them gain some confidence before I use Blood of Ruin to wipe out the rest of them.

It should make for a good plan.

Start off by frightening them with my sudden appearance while they’re so weak, take out a lot of them in the midst of their surprise, then finish them off when they’re gaining confidence and won’t just run the moment they see Blood of Ruin.

“Sounds like a plan,” Tar says with a nod of his head. Then he vanishes and I stretch my arms a little.

Looks like it’s about time to start the hunt.

I transform into my beast form before stretching a little again to get any kinks out from my lazing around.

Let’s go.

I jump from the tree to the next one in the direction of the battalion, then the next, and the next.



The Demon’s Second Base Camp

Yeta lets out a sigh as she leans on her spear while looking around the trees at the edge of the camp, only to look back and find the rest of her team all exhausted around her just like she is. But all of them are mostly out of mana by now thanks to the diseases that have been going around the camp for the last several days.

I don’t even care anymore… please just make this end…

At first, Yeta, just like all of the other yetis, wendigos, and frost salamanders were all livid at whoever spread the diseases through the battalion. But now she’s just exhausted and hoping to go home. To get out of this place and recover from the diseases.

If it weren’t for the Demon King’s orders, Yeta suspects several demons would’ve already deserted by now. But that’s not a possibility. Not with his orders.

Yeta feels the exhaustion in her body still growing thanks to the plague. And even if she knows that it won’t kill her just based off of instinct, she’s not stupid enough to believe that the culprit behind the diseases will simply leave them be after they’re weakened.

I’m surprised the force of humans hasn’t attacked already… several hundred humans should easily be able to wipe us out at this rate with us in this condition. So it means they probably only have a few hundred and are waiting for us to get at our absolute breaking point.

The yeti feels real fear at that thought before she shakes her head and stands up straight, using all of her strength to stand rigid and with the power that she has shown in the form of ice coating her skin. But when she reaches her full height, she frowns. Because a flash of red catches her eye in the snow-covered trees.

“Everyone, watch out, I see something in the trees,” she tells the others, her voice carrying through their team’s antinol’s telepathy skill. “It might-”

Her words are cut off when a blood lycan of all things rushes out of the trees in its, no, her, bipedal beast form, making Yeta physically jump in surprise as abject terror appears on her face.

|[REDACTED] – Hu/bl-ood-ma/\ly-/cann – Level 532|

The blood lycan, or at least, Yeta thinks it’s a blood lycan, has blood red eyes that shine with an eerie light in the dark of the snow-covered night. And that red light is joined by the red, black, and blue electricity running across the blood lycan’s body and armor. She – and Yeta can clearly tell it’s a she considering the blood lycan’s figure despite her being in her beast form – is wearing armor made out of blood metal and radiating with enchantments and blood runes that Yeta can sense with her own rune magic.

Yeta’s eyes are drawn to the black and red claws that are quickly covered in blood metal as the blood lycan rushes out of the trees towards them. Then, as Yeta raises her spear to block the strikes of the blood lycan, she sees the blood lycan suddenly change direction towards one of her team members. And under her eyes, the blood lycan draws her claws straight across the chest of Icefang, one of the wendigos in her team.

“No!” Yeta shouts, but the blood lycan just ignores her as she tears the throat out of her teammate. Then the girl – Yeta is assuming the blood lycan is a child since it’s only Class IV and is as small as she is – sprints towards another one of her teammates while seemingly drawing blood from the corpse of Icefang.

Right when the girl is about to tear the throat out of her other wendigo teammate Frostmoon, Yeta shouts, “Why would you help those disgusting humans?! Why would you betray your own clan?!”

The girl pauses for a split second before proceeding to tear apart Frostmoon, followed soon after by every other member of Yeta’s team, each of whom are too exhausted from the diseases to put up much of a fight against her. Then she finally walks up to Yeta while flexing her claws a little and controlling the blood dripping off of them to absorb into her claws and harden.

“I don’t owe an explanation to a pawn who’s just attacking on the orders of someone else out of blind devotion,” the blood lycan answers, her voice having a terrifying note to it despite the voice itself sounding beautiful. Like she didn’t have the head of a wolf right now and were still in her lycan form.

Yeta’s eyes widen in shock at that, only for everything to go black right after the blood lycan sprints at her, making the last thing the yeti ever sees be the blood lycan’s claws meeting her gaze.
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Eavesdropping



Scarlet

I frown at the corpse lying near my feet before shaking my head and sprinting through the trees to find the next group to hunt.

Sorry, yeti, but you’re on the wrong side of the war. And I’m sure I’ll find plenty of other demons that are not necessarily ‘bad’ people, even according to the biased opinions of the humans. Just that they’re obsessively devoted to Gramps and don’t even care about what they’re doing. They just believe the humans are disgusting and should be killed.

Then again, even if they were on Tartarus, they’d likely end up attacking me anyways just to grow stronger. When my crest isn’t shown, that is.

Tartarus is just that sort of world after all.

A rather sad thing, but there wasn’t much Gramps could do considering the demons’ instincts, and the lacking intelligence of most of the demons.

Not to mention the fact that most of the demons are purely carnivores until they reach Class V, so most of their food consists of other demons. One of the many things the mutation turning them into demons in the first place did to them. Made it so they didn’t need a significant amount of the vitamins and nutrients humans needed.

I grimace at the thought before reaching the next team of demons and tearing them apart just like the first. Then I move on to the next, and the next, and the next. And soon enough, it becomes a bit of a routine with me taking on any demons that are a part of this battalion, including the ones nearly two hundred levels above me. Simply because they’re all weakened too much by my plagues to put up anywhere near as much of a fight as they would before.

In fact, the only demons that are actually able to fight me well are those who are about two hundred or so levels above me.

I’m kind of surprised by how weak this battalion is though, since the vast majority of them are all in the first couple hundred levels of Class IV or not even Class IV in the first place. There are also quite a few demons in these teams that aren’t even sapient.

Time passes and by the time I’ve hunted nearly a hundred demons, all of the teams finally form up on the base, no longer leaving it to scout. Which makes it even easier for me to spread the disease through their groups. Something I honestly wonder if they even considered.

Then again, they seem to be on their last straws now.

I climb a tree on a mountain looking over the valley their base is located in before standing at the top of it with my arms folded under my chest, my finger tapping from time to time on my elbow as I listen in on their leader’s conversation with his troops.

“I’m telling you, we need to leave!” “But we can’t! We’re under strict orders to-” “His Majesty wouldn’t want us to just sacrifice ourselves to a filthy human, would he?!”

“The target isn’t a human,” the leader eventually speaks up, interrupting the other demons in his tent and making me raise a brow as I stand on the tree in my lycan form. “One of our scouts has returned with intel that the attacker in question is a blood lycan.”

Silence fills their tent for several seconds, only for each of the several demons in it to blow up at once into shouts.

“A blood lycan?! Why is it here?!” “Why is there a blood lycan on Earth!?” “How did it get here?! There hasn’t been any news of one of the Lords of the Blood Lycan Clan coming to Earth!” “Who is it?!”

“Silence,” the leader declares, shutting all of the demons up immediately. Then he continues, “We aren’t sure about who the blood lycan is as they have their name redacted somehow. And their species is also messed up as well, likely due to whatever is redacting their name.”

I raise my other brow at that rather convenient excuse served up to me on a silver platter.

“What about recognizable features of the blood lycan?” one of the other demons asks, breaking their silence.

The leader doesn’t seem to mind this time as he answers, “All we have is that the blood lycan was in their bipedal beast form, was small and most likely a child blood lycan, was Class IV, and is the most likely culprit behind the blood plague. Which means they’re our enemy.”

All of the demons go silent after that. And they stay silent for a while.

“What can we do?” one of them finally asks.

But all the leader does is answer, “The only thing we can do. Follow our orders and fight it. We’re on Earth, and the blood lycan doesn’t have her crest showing. There’s nothing else we can do but fight to survive.”

Looks like my identity really is safe.

“Well, extremely few Class IV demons have ever actually seen your grandfather or your father, and even fewer know that you’re on Earth,” Tar states some good points. “And while blood lycans never exile children, they will probably just assume you’re some blood lycan child that ran away and ended up on Earth while deciding to rebel or something by damaging the war effort.”

I blink at that.

They will really think I’m some sort of entitled brat having a tantrum? Seriously?

Wow.

It makes for a really good coverup, but at the same time, it’s kind of sad that they’d truly believe a blood lycan child would just throw a tantrum by slaughtering hundreds of Class III and Class IV demons on Earth.

Also, I’m getting sick of being called a child. I thought I was done with that shit after leaving Tartarus.

It’s infuriating.

“Well, technically by demon terms you are a child,” Tar comments, and I just let out a huff at that and begin walking towards the base.

I’ll be turning twenty years old in just a few days. I am not a child.

Anyways, time to finish off this base.
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The Princess’s Rain of Destruction



The Demon’s Second Base Camp

Yetara grimaces as he looks out over the remaining four hundred demons of his battalion. A meager force compared to how many demons he had under him in the beginning.

And all of it was caused by just a single demon, not even a human, much less the force of thousands of humans he was expecting.

Even if it’s a clan demon, isn’t this too much?! How can a single demon handle so many… shouldn’t they have run out of mana by now? Or were they using some sort of extremely powerful legendary skill to do all of this?!

The yeti lets out a short growl of frustration before suddenly jerking his head to the side as he sees a flash of red through the snow. Then he growls louder for a moment and shouts, “Blood lycan child! Why are you doing this?!”

All of his men move to their feet, pushing themselves through the exhaustion and pain of their diseases as they turn to face the lone female blood lycan in her beast form. A form of only two-and-a-half meters in height. Maybe not even that much.

Damnit, they really are a fucking child! Even if we manage to kill them and get home alive, there’ll be hell to pay if this child’s death is ever learned about by the blood lycan clan!

Yetara glances around his men for a moment before coming to the decision that he’ll kill off all of his own men after dealing with the blood lycan child, just to make sure no word of it reaches the higher ups.

To Yetara’s surprise, the blood lycan girl doesn’t stop moving even to talk. Instead she just continues walking towards them until she is in the middle of the sickened demons, some of whom are beginning to tense up in order to attack her. And right when Yetara is about to order them all to attack her at once, she stops moving and raises her hand into the air.

Then a chill runs down Yetara’s spine. And he’s not the only one considering the fear he sees on the other demons’ faces around him.

Under his and all of the other demons’ eyes, blood begins to rip itself out of the blood lycan’s body by the droplets. And to top it off, more blood begins to rush out of a pocket dimension space that opens above her hand. But the girl herself just ignores this all as she watches the blood rise into the air to form an orb.

An orb that swiftly starts turning a corrupted black in color.

Oh no…

The blood orb begins to spin, slowly at first, and then faster and faster until it’s moving too fast for Yetara’s eyes to keep up with it. Then little droplets of blood start to appear all over the large base camp and even in the forest around them. And the moment Yetara sees those droplets, he begins running for his life.

By the grace of the Demon King, why the fuck is Her Royal Highness here on Earth killing her own forces?!?

Yetara quickly thinks back to the troops he had already sent to explain his battalion’s situation to the legion he’s a part of, but he knows reinforcements won’t be coming quickly enough to matter.

Abject terror fills the demon’s hearts as he runs through his base, passing straight through the hundreds of demons who are too terrified to move and don’t recognize what it is they’re looking at. But out of the corner of his eye he finds several other demons running just like him.

His diseased condition makes him too slow though, and by the time he reaches the outskirts of the base camp, he’s left staring at lines of blood that are quickly turning black after they’d connected to the orb in the sky without his notice, blocking his escape route. So he turns back around to find the many droplets of blood having turned into orbs themselves.

Yetara looks around the area in terror, only for his gaze to eventually settle on the Princess.

If I can just knock her unconscious without killing her, the skill should stop!

With this thought in his head, he begins running through the other demons towards the girl who is now on one knee due to the mana drain of the skill. But he doesn’t manage to make it before he feels a powerful tugging sensation in his blood that makes him stumble. And while the tugging sensation is only barely not strong enough to rip his own blood out of his body, it’s not the same for many of the other demons around him as dozens of demons end up with their blood being forcefully ripped out of their body through their skin and fur before it rises to the orbs above them along with the blood on the ground.

No! I can’t let it end like this! I was supposed to make a name for myself in this war! Supposed to raise my status on Tartarus!

Yetara fails to climb back to his feet after falling to the ground, and by now the orbs are cracking and droplets of black blood are all starting to fall all over the base camp and beyond.

Screams immediately fill the camp as the blood of ruin corrodes anything and anyone it touches, including the snow around them and in the air, as it starts to turn the base camp into a barren wasteland of blood and red ash. And Yetara isn’t an exception to that as he screams until his throat is too corroded to scream anymore.

Despite his screaming and pain though, Yetara can’t help but look one last time at his Princess. And despite it all, despite everything she’s done to him, he can’t help but feel proud to have a Princess as strong as her. Even if she’s acting out right now and fighting against the wrong side, likely due to her human genes.

At least my death will mean something… and when she’s returned to the right side of the war… she can… rain destruction… on the… filthy humans…

These are the last thoughts Yetara has before he dies, the last image engraved in his mind being that of his Princess rising to her feet again as she looks out over the destruction she had wrought.
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Aftermath



Scarlet

I watch in silence all the way till the last demon of the battalion dies before letting out a sigh. But I don’t regret anything. I don’t feel bad for them. Because these demons all signed up voluntarily to come here and dominate the human world. All just for their own advancement and for their own prestige.

Even if a few of the demons in the battalion did show some rather human emotions by the end of it.

“Well, they were all human once,” Tar comments as I turn around and quickly sprint out of the area. “Or at least, their ancestors were.”

Yeah.

I continue running until I’m several kilometers from the base camp before I transform out of my beast form and stretch a little. Then I control the blood covering me to push it into my blood storage as I slowly start walking through the mountains towards the human headquarters. A place that should be located a couple thousand kilometers to the East.

After spending almost a week outside in the snow while waiting for those demons to weaken, it’ll be very nice to get back into my bed for a night.

I continue walking for a while before eventually letting my System Messages flow. Something that’s been a longtime coming since I haven’t done it since the start of this hunt.

{Level 542 Frost Salamander defeated. A small EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

…

{Level 652 Frost Salamander defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred levels above your level.}

{Level 522 Yeti defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

…

{Level 671 Yeti defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over a hundred levels above your level.}

{Level 530 Wendigo defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

…

{Level 649 Wendigo defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over a hundred levels above your level.}

{Level 731 Yeti defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over a hundred levels above your level.}

{Thirty Skill Points are awarded for killing three hundred creatures in a single use of a skill.}

{Thirty Skill Points are awarded for spreading multiple plagues through a vast area so that anyone targeted who enters the area will immediately become infected.}

{Twenty-five Skill Points are awarded for infecting over five hundred creatures with multiple plagues.}

{Twenty-five Skill Points are awarded for infecting over five hundred creatures with a plague.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for infecting over one hundred creatures with a plague.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Yeti.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Frost Salamander.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x187

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 532. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 599. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 15.]

[Skill ‘Blood Empowerment’ has leveled up to level 11.]

[Skill ‘Blood Empowerment’ has leveled up to level 12.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood’ has leveled up to level 17.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 26.]

[Skill ‘Blood Nullification’ has leveled up to level 4.]

[Skill ‘Life Sense’ has leveled up to level 16.]

A hint of a smile stretches across my face as I walk, proud of my achievements. And I don’t have to worry about the plagues I let loose either, since they were eradicated alongside the rest of basically everything thanks to Blood of Ruin.

So win-win.

Also, that was a lot of achievements over my use of plagues. Which was kind of expected.

What wasn’t expected was the whole ‘getting ninety Skill Points for it’ thing.

Not that I’m complaining. The more Skill Points I get, the happier I am. And with this recent hunt, I now have three hundred and eighteen Skill Points to spend.

I also didn’t expect Blood of Ruin to be able to kill them all with a single use of the skill. Although I guess that was probably because of Blood Empowerment, which I’m pretty sure expanded the range of Blood of Ruin and made it stronger. Even if it drained me quite a bit of life energy.

Sanguine Effect restored that quickly enough, considering how I massacred an entire battalion, but it was still rather uncomfortable.

And looking at how Blood Empowerment leveled up in the process, completely worth it.

I stretch a little and yawn. Something that doesn’t happen very often considering that I don’t actually need sleep anymore. Not since reaching Class III.

At least, not if I don’t stress my body out like I did in this battle. Not to mention that I’ve been hunting mostly nonstop for days now.

I continue walking as I consider whether or not I should spend the three hundred and eighteen Skill Points I have right now on leveling up skills or on getting new ones. Because if I keep taking every new legendary skill I get, I won’t really be able to level up my current ones very high. But at the same time, I think a new legendary skill is worth more than a few levels on an old one.

What do you think, Tar?

“I think you should just look at the new legendary skills even if you don’t buy them,” Tar suggests, and I admit he’s right.

If there isn’t a legendary skill I’m interested in enough to buy over leveling skills, I just won’t get it.

Although I doubt I’ll get any new legendary skills with these achievements alone. With the exception of the killing three hundred creatures with a single use of a skill achievement.

That one I can see maybe unlocking a legendary skill.

Maybe.

It should at least be counted towards a legendary skill, even if it doesn’t unlock one just yet.

With that thought in mind, I open the Skills Store to look for a new legendary skill. And I find nothing.

Well, that’s disappointing.

In that case, time to figure out what to level up with Skill Points.

The first thing I do is bring both Blood Plague and Blood Thirst to level 15 by spending two hundred and seventy Skill Points total, following which I stand in place while staring at my status – after allocating my free points, of course – for several seconds. Then I eventually settle on spending the remaining forty-eight Skill Points on bringing Blood Retribution to level 12 from level 10. Or rather, I use forty-six of the forty-eight remaining points on doing that.

The last two points are just gonna sit there gathering dust until the next time I get Skill Points. Which shouldn’t be long considering I’ll probably go out on another hunt either tomorrow or the day after.

Probably tomorrow.

Anyways, after making sure everything’s done, I take another look at my status overall.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Age: 19	Level: 599	SP: 2
	Stats:

	Physical: 1,743	Mental: 1,743	Magical: 1,743
	Physical/Level: 2
	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 1,312,033.9/ 4,532,355	Free Points/Level: 5
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 22	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 21	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Blood Nullification	Skill Level: 4	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 17	Description
	Blood Empowerment	Skill Level: 12	Description
	Blood Swarm	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Beast Transformation	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Life Absorption	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 18	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Crimson Overdrive	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 12	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: 20	Description
	Blood Aura	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Absorption	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Life Sense	Skill Level: 16	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


A very nice looking status, if I do say so myself.

“Humble, are we?” Tar comments, making me smirk in amusement. But then the smirk vanishes as I focus on the descriptions of Blood Plague and Blood Thirst, only to find that the change was basically the same as it was the last times. Blood Plague got another three plagues added while Blood Thirst increased the amount of bonus per stack by a very small amount again.

Nothing overly new, but Blood Thirst is definitely useful in this war, so it’s best to raise its level a bit. Especially since it’s a lot more useful at higher levels.

And if I’m gonna be using Blood Plague to wipe out battalions like this, I might as well go ahead and level that skill up too.

Very nice to see the fast progression again though, since it always slows down the further I get into a Class. A rather annoying facet of the System. Or I guess the universe, since the System isn’t what decides how things work. For the most part.

Considering how that battalion only had about a third or a fourth of its numbers in Class IV, I don’t think I’ll be able to level up as quickly with the next battalion. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if I end up only getting half as many levels with each battalion I wipe out. Not to mention how it’ll probably get harder as I destroy more of them, since I wouldn’t be surprised if the battalion here had a teleporter or two who managed to escape and warn the other demons of my actions.

At least I know none of them saw my use of Blood of Ruin. I would’ve heard them otherwise, not to mention sensed them with Life Sense.

I’m pretty sure it’s safe to say that I should expect the other battalions to have more healers amongst them when I attack. But that won’t be an issue. Just means I have to sit there longer waiting for them to wear out.

Especially considering that I have more mana now than before thanks to the large influx of levels I got from this first battalion. Not to mention more plagues.

Actually, come to think of it, I need to test out the three new plagues I got access to with the level-up of Blood Plague. Because if they’re good enough, I might be able to make quite the use of them in the next battles.

I continue walking through the snow-covered mountains until I find a wild animal and quickly try to use Blood Plague on it, making the different types of plagues appear in my thoughts as I do. And just moments later, I find myself smirking.

Not bad. Not bad at all.

Two of the plagues are meh. Not much better than the others.

But the tenth plague of the ten plagues? That one seems to make use of my null magic a little by nullifying a very miniscule amount of the target’s mana when they use their mana. A plague that’ll reduce the amount of time it’ll take for me to wait out their healers, seeing as they’re gonna be burning even more mana every time they cure each other of my plagues.

The only thing I need to worry about is the possibility that they may have a demon who can somehow cleanse the entire area at once of my plagues. But they’d have to have a Class V demon to do that, and I can’t see them bringing one to a mere battalion. Especially not this early on.

I continue sprinting through the mountains again in the direction of the base with a wide smile on my face.

One night’s rest coming up soon, then the next hunt begins.
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In a Mountain Range far to the East of the Frontlines

Silgar heaves in exhaustion as he appears once more after teleporting dozens of kilometers in a single go, only to teleport again and again until he finally arrives at the teleportation hub in the secondary line base of the demon army on Earth. A base fortified with blood metal walls created by a couple lower level blood lycans who had recently crossed the Gate into Earth.

But Silgar ignores the grand sight that is the massive base and its equally massive walls surrounding it as he rushes through the base, teleporting in between the various other demons inside of it who are all going about their own business for the war effort. He even ignores the attention he begins to gather both from his weary appearance, the occasional popped blood vessels and other blood related diseases visible on his body, and his obvious hurry while rushing straight towards the main building.

The cosmic lampyrid doesn’t manage to make it far into the main base before he’s stopped by two Nobles, both of whom are vampires who grab onto him with their darkness magic.

|Draven von Nightborne – Vampire – Level 1201|

|Aurora von Nightborne – Vampire – Level 1202|

“I have an urgent message for the legion marshal!” Silgar shouts loudly in the base, seemingly uncaring of the bindings made out of pure darkness holding him in place.

The two vampires share a glance before the female of the two looks back at him and sniffs, only to grimace.

“You’re plagued,” the vampire states, her voice being slightly high pitched, matching her appearance that humans would associate with a sixteen or seventeen year old girl. Then the other vampire next to her, a male with the same aged appearance that looks like he could be her twin adds, “And you’re already spreading your filth to the rest of the army.”

Silgar’s eyes widen in shock at that, but he doesn’t get a chance to say anything before the darkness envelops him entirely, following which he’s left in absolute silence for a period of time unknown to him. And when the darkness eventually goes away, he finds himself in a medical center being cared for by a dark dryad – a demon he doesn’t see very often that is very similar to the dryad spirits a lot of summoners summon.

The dark dryad is currently healing him with a strange light that’s a mixture of black, red, and light green colors, making all of his injuries and fatigue quickly fade away.

“This is your only warning. Do not carry in highly contagious plagues to the base ever again,” the female vampire, who Silgar now notices standing at the entrance of the medical center declares with a cold look on her face. And it’s only now that Silgar notices her attire, which is a set of black and red armor using a large amount of blood metal in its design with a flaring skirt over pants and several plates of armor over silk on the top.

Silgar quickly gets off the bed and bows as he exclaims, “Viscount and Viscountess Nightborne, I’m here to report the loss of the ninety-eighth battalion!”

Silence fills the medical center, making Silgar tense in anticipation of their response. But none ever comes, so he peeks up to find the two vampire twins staring at each other, likely using some sort of telepathy skill to speak privately. Then after nearly an entire minute, the two look back at him and the sister asks, “There wasn’t any advanced intelligence of a force of humans anywhere near the ninety-eighth battalion, so taking into account your condition when you arrived, is it safe to assume this was done by a Knight?”

Silgar immediately shakes his head, surprising both vampires along with everyone else who is watching as he answers, “No, your Ladyship. It was done by a single demon.”

The Nightbornes share a shocked look as whispers spread throughout the medical center, but they only grow worse when the lampyrid continues, “A blood lycan.”

Just seconds later, a wave of blood washes into the room before forming the shape of a humanoid creature. The blood then fades to reveal a blood lycan as the woman adorned fully in blood metal armor with long mostly red hair with streaks of black tied back in a ponytail asks, “What did you just say? A blood lycan? Describe the blood lycan to me now.”

|Crystal Varter del Argus – Blood Lycan – Level 1401|

Every demon in the room including the vampire Nobles immediately take a knee without saying a word with the sole exception of Silgar who begins to tremble ever so slightly despite him answering without a single shake to his words, “I never saw the blood lycan myself, but from the descriptions I heard, it was a female blood lycan child who never left her bipedal beast form. And she was wearing a full set of blood metal armor with blood runes.”

Crystal’s eyes flare slightly with particles of blood and a bright red light before she narrows them and looks down as she mutters, “A runaway? But there should only be a dozen blood lycan children at a level strong enough to fight a battalion…”

The blood lycan continues muttering to herself for a few seconds while ignoring all of the demons in the room, only to eventually look up and ask, “Was there any other information about the child?”

Silgar, who has managed to calm down thanks to the blood lycan’s muttering, answers clearly, “No, Countess Varter. I was sent back to the base before the battalion was eliminated, so all I know is that the blood lycan had spread various different plagues through our numbers and let them fester and continuously renew over a few days’ time until she began attacking personally, taking out team after team while escaping before any reinforcements could arrive. The only reason I know the battalion was eliminated was due to my bond with them being severed.”



Crystal grimaces at the news before waving her hand and dismissing the cosmic lampyrid and then turning into blood a moment later to move through the base.

His Majesty won’t be very happy about one of the pack turning on the demon’s forces, even if they’re simply having a tantrum. But he will absolutely be livid with whoever managed to let a child sneak onto Earth in the first place.

The woman continues rushing through the base for several seconds before ending up at the war chamber of the base where she finds several Nobles lined up, some of whom are more powerful than her in terms of level despite not being clan demons. But Crystal knows the only reason she was sent to Earth and given command was because the higher leveled blood lycans took too much reality energy for them to spare just yet, and they needed representatives of the clan on Earth. Both to represent the clan itself and to create blood metal and help build the bases.

“Listen up,” she declares, making all of the marquesses and marchionesses in the room turn to look at her. “A blood lycan child is currently attacking our forces and has destroyed an entire battalion on her own. With the power vested in me by His Majesty and the Argus branch of the Blood Lycan Clan, I hereby order the legion to search for and capture the child without causing her any harm!” Her eyes then narrow as she sees the shocked looks on the various Nobles’ faces. “If any permanent harm should come to the child, then you will be hearing from my father himself.”

“Understood,” all of the Nobles declare, following which Crystal leaves the room again to appear in her own chambers with a sigh.

Just which of those children would come to Earth to have a damned tantrum right now?

She can’t help but frown at the thought as she walks over to her bed and sits down on it while leaning with her elbows on her knees. Then she sighs again and lies back on the bed.

At least Her Highness, the First Princess, is back on Tartarus and already proving just how worthy she is of her bloodline. I just wish the others of her generation could be the same.
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Scarlet

The next morning – something that I’m still getting used to saying again after spending several months on Tartarus where the day and nights are swapped – finds me quickly going to take a bath with one of the baths I may or may not have taken from Tartarus and stuffed in my pockets. Which is rather odd to think about, considering the whole thing of me carrying around a bath in my pocket. But worth it considering how lovely those baths are.

Although it’s awkward taking a bath outside, seeing as I don’t exactly have anywhere to put the thing indoors. Even if the bath itself is indoors and has walls and a ceiling with a lock on the door, it’s still off-putting to know that someone might try knocking on the door if they found this place in the middle of the mountains while I’m bathing.

Then again, I know some Guardians straight up bathe in rivers and lakes out here just for the fun of it. So having an actual building is good enough for me.

Most Guardians don’t bathe outside here though, simply because it’s too cold. Only those with a heat related magic that can heat up the water and area around the water tend to do that.

Coincidentally, those people also happen to often be more… bold. In general.

“I can’t say whether it’s weird one way or the other,” Tar comments as I step out of the bath and put the small building back in my pocket.

Right. Almost forgot that you don’t have a physical body, so you probably haven’t ever actually taken a bath.

“Well, I’ve taken some with you before,” Tar says, causing me pause for a moment before I start walking towards the frontlines.

Don’t say that anywhere near Leonidas, Gramps, or Amelia. I’m pretty sure they’d skin you alive for that.

Tar doesn’t say anything in response, but I notice a hint of fear creeping through our bond despite that it has me smirking.

Allen probably would as well.

He still doesn’t say anything, so I just continue walking through the woods in the mountains while quietly enjoying the snow falling down around me. Because I’ve always been partial towards the snow. It’s just beautiful, and I love the cold.

Although I can’t really feel much cold anymore, considering how tough my body has gotten over my time as a Guardian.

“How long do you think it’ll take for the demon army to realize it’s you hunting down their forces?” Tar asks as he appears and sits on my shoulder, pretty much just perching himself like a cat on the pauldron there.

I glance at him before looking forward again.

Eh, I think a month is a good amount of time to give them. Maybe two.

I’ll probably be able to destroy at least a few battalions by the time they realize it’s me attacking them.

After all, Gramps never actually announced that I was going to Earth, nor did he say that I was going to be fighting against the demons. Which makes sense considering that it would demoralize the troops if they knew they’d be fighting to the death with me while not actually being allowed to kill me themselves. Not that any of them except the Nobles even know what I look like.

Although if they knew a blood lycan Princess was going around fighting them, and saw a blood lycan girl attacking them, I doubt it would be hard to reach the right conclusion.

“They’d have to be stupid to not realize it was you at that point,” Tar says, sounding vaguely amused.

Yep. And demons aren’t… okay, the higher Class demons aren’t stupid.

I blink at that thought.

Most of the higher Class demons aren’t.

Tar sends me an amused glance as he comments, “Took you three tries?”

“Shut up,” I state out loud without deigning to look at the furball covered in snow.

The tanuki actually laughs at that, making me purse my lips. But I still don’t look at him as I walk through the snow.

At some point during my walk, I begin to hear signs of a large force a few dozen kilometers to the Northeast of me. So I change my direction to head there. But after I make it about halfway there, I hear signs of another large force near them, along with some signs of what sound like the start of a battle.

Which means that other Guardians are already attacking that battalion.

Unfortunate.

I change my direction again to head deeper into demon territory in search of a battalion that is further away from the frontlines and not engaged in combat. Preferably one like the first one I took down that was simply on the move towards the frontlines from their base.

“You realize that sooner or later they’ll start putting a Noble in each of the battalions, right?” Tar points out, making me frown a little.

Yeah, I know that. But I’ll keep milking these battalions for EXP for as long as I can before that.

Then I can go to the frontlines themselves, where the Nobles and Class V Guardians are fighting with the main forces and continue my hunt there. I might actually be able to help a bit as well with Blood Plague, since I can target just the demons.

Too bad it won’t do much against the Class Vs though. Wouldn’t be surprised if they were somehow immune to the plagues altogether actually. Simply due to being too powerful. After all, there is a vast gap in power between Class IV and Class V. To the point that Class IVs only get five free points to distribute each level while Class Vs get ten. Something about the power of the contractor growing exponentially due to their reality and body being fully merged.

But it should help a lot against everything else.

On that note, I glance at my army identification paper to find the number of demons I’ve slain currently standing at a little over eight hundred, with a fourth of those being Class IV and the rest Class III. Which is already far more than my actual quota.

Not that I actually care about that rather tiny quota.

I look around for a moment before speeding up in my run.

Let’s see where the next battalion might be.
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A Month



Somewhere on the Frontlines
One Month Later

Zephyr shouts, “The Warden is here!!!” And almost immediately, every last demon in his battalion of griffons, wyverns, and drakes starts roaring their defiance at the sight of the blood lycan child as she slowly walks towards the battalion standing at eight hundred demons. Meanwhile all around them blood can be seen falling down from dark rainclouds filled with an evil crimson glow, blocking out any sun that would otherwise mark the day.

But the roars don’t last long before the plagues spread by the Warden of the Red Plague, an unofficial title created by the demons who had survived their battalions being assaulted by the blood lycan gave the dangerous girl, begins to ravage their bodies at a much faster speed than it had when the girl first started slaughtering her fellow demons.

The windstorm griffin narrows his eyes at her with a grimace at the sight of her level, uncaring about the blood raining down around him being blocked by a barrier of wind surrounding his body.

|[REDACTED] – Hu/bl-ood-ma/\ly-/cann – Level 742|

She’s been terrorizing us for a month now, and we still don’t even know her name! And her level… oh Demon King, her level… she was brand new to Class IV at the start of this, right?

His fae nods its head from atop Zephyr’s own large head in agreement as he answers in his mind, “Yes, she was. This advancement is downright terrifying.”

Zephyr watches with a mild amount of horror in his gaze as the girl suddenly sprints forwards while lines of life energy suddenly stretch out from every demon within thirty meters of her straight towards the girl. And she doesn’t stop there, tearing straight into the demons with abandon, bubbles of blood forming and popping on dozens of demons’ skins around her, blades of metallicized blood forming and launching at all of the demons, and a black, red, and blue electricity running across her skin with some steam along with it.

After watching the Warden tear through his demons without much struggle for several seconds, Zephyr finally snaps out of his daze and lets out a loud screech while rearing back on his hind lion legs, letting his two large wings flap behind him as the screech echoes out of his eagle head. Then he sends dozens of blades of wind magic towards the girl who is nearly two hundred levels below him.

But to his surprise, the girl just performs a backflip, ignoring the blades to instead go after other demons of Zephyr’s battalion.

She’s… ignoring me? Why?

Zephyr decides to take that as an invitation and rushes straight through the air, his wings folding up against his body to let him move faster through the air towards her. But when he gets close to the girl, she just jumps straight into the air and turns to face him, a wolfish grin on her wolf-head. One that sends a chill down his spine.

Despite her clear smug arrogance, she doesn’t attack him like he was expecting, instead rushing to kill off more of his demons.

“Face me blood lycan!!!” he shouts, his voice resonating over the battlefield of several hundred sickened demons versus one blood lycan. And once again, the blood lycan surprises him by ignoring him.

What happened to her curse of Pride?! Is she somehow ignoring it?!

The two continue their game as the girl rushes around killing hundreds of demons in his army, starting with the Class IIIs, and moving onto the Class IVs. And it isn’t until over half of Zephyr’s battalion is already wiped out that he realizes through the blind rage his Wrath had begun driving him into that the girl is growing stronger with each kill.

That’s why!

But the moment he slows down and considers fleeing to head back to the base instead, the girl changes directions and rushes straight to him with her fist raised.

Zephyr lets out a loud screech when the fist directly hits his wing that he brings up to defend himself, sending him falling to the ground.

I need to escape!

Before Zephyr can even get back up from the ground though, the dust and blood in the air clears up enough for him to see the girl grinning widely while falling through the air towards him, her glowing crimson eyes illuminating the blood as a terrifying power builds up within her, making Zephyr realize that it’s too late.

Then Blood of Ruin comes for the battlefield.



A News Station in the Capital City of the Terran Republic
Days after the death of the Battalion

Chloe Martinez smiles widely at the camera pointed at her as she exclaims, “And news has just come to us that the great Scarlet Wolf, the Apex Predator of the Guardian World and the newly dubbed Warden of the Red Plague has destroyed a fourth battalion in just a month! This is extraordinary news as this one Class IV Guardian is making more progress towards the progression of the war than any of the Class Vs on the frontlines except the Knights!”

“But Chloe, don’t you think this is to be expected from the Guardian who’s managed to reach Class IV before even turning twenty years old?” Chloe’s cohost and brother, Jackson Martinez says with a wide smile of his own as he sits across a table from her. He, unlike his long-haired sister, has short black hair elegantly combed to one side and is wearing a black suit just like his sister. “Not to mention the White Knight of Humanity’s daughter.”

“I guess you’re right there, Jack,” Chloe answers with a smile and a shrug, using her brother’s nickname. “Ever since the Warden made it back from her training, she has been fighting directly on the frontlines of the war. Fighting so long that the demons themselves dubbed her the Warden of the Red Plague thanks to her usage of a type of corruption magic to spread plagues through the battalions of demons in order to weaken them.”

“But why do you think they call her the Warden? Why not Bringer of the Red Plague or something like that?” Jackson asks while tilting his head, acting as if he doesn’t already know.

“I believe it’s because she’s acting as a Warden, keeping the demons locked away on their side of the frontlines and away from our territory,” Chloe answers with the prewritten script.

“Oh, I think that fits her rather well,” Jackson says with a wide smile. “Even if she has never been particularly known for being the most social of Guardians, the Warden has always loved going out and defending the world against demons, hasn’t she?”

Probably not. I think she just likes fighting.

Chloe doesn’t speak her thoughts out loud and instead answers, “Of course! Who else would keep those disgusting demons in check while the main forces push them back?”

“But…” Jackson starts before hesitating as planned, “have you heard the rumors?”

Chloe tilts her head this time and asks, “What rumors?”

“Rumors that the Warden may not be what she seems,” Jackson says in a whispered voice.

“Oh, you mean that rumor,” Chloe plays along while shaking her head. “The one where some people are beginning to wonder if the Warden is entirely human herself.”

“Right!” Jackson says while pointing at his sister. “I’m particularly fond of the rumor of her being some amalgamation of the White Knight’s genes and a void creature.”

“Why not a demon?” Chloe asks with a frown, but her brother just shakes his head and says, “That’s not possible. There have been records of a human and a demon trying to have children before, and each and every time the child died or became a full-blooded demon soon after childbirth. Some of them even before they were fully born.”

“Ah, right,” Chloe says with a look of understanding on her face.

“So what’s your favorite rumor?” Jackson asks while leaning forwards in his chair as if conspiring against something.

Chloe purses her lips before looking back behind her chair for a moment and then back at her brother, “Well, I know this rumor is completely impossible, but I personally like the rumor that she is the daughter of the White Knight of Humanity and a blood lycan.”

Her brother gasps at that, making his sister quickly bring her hands up to say, “It’s not a very founded rumor. Just one that people made jokingly online because she resembles a blood lycan with her wolf-like features.” She lowers her hands again. “I just really like the whole star crossed lovers thing that it would mean between the White Knight and a demon. It’s just,” she pauses as she gets a dreamy look in her eye, one that isn’t actually planned by the production as she truly feels this way, “romantic! Don’t you think?”

Jackson smirks slightly and says, “Yeah, but it could never come true. And if it did, the White Knight would draw a ton of ire from the people.”

“You don’t think the Warden would get any hatred?” Chloe asks with a faint look of feigned surprise as she tilts her head.

Her brother shakes his head and says, “Probably not. She’s fighting on the frontlines against the demons after all and helping quite a bit at that. It’s not her fault who she was born to.”



Scarlet

I stare blankly at the TV screen as the two news reporters continue talking, but I don’t really pay much attention to what they’re actually saying. Not after hearing them say that even if I was exposed, the humans would probably direct their anger towards Amelia instead of me.

“That’s… actually not all that surprising,” Tar says from his place in my lap. I look down at him from my place seated on the couch before he explains, “Well, it’s what they’ve already said. You’ve made your position on Earth’s side of the war clear for all to see, even if the demons are too stuck in their ways to realize it. So sure there will probably be a lot of people who are afraid of you if you get exposed, the majority probably won’t be. And even amongst those afraid of you, I wouldn’t be surprised if a lot of them still consider you a weapon that they’re pointing towards the demons.”

Oh. Right.

I’d basically be a clan demon turned traitor, helping the humans with their sorely lacking manpower.

“Yeah,” Tar says with a nod of his head before lying his head back down on my legs. “Amelia won’t be getting off that easily though.”

True. But she probably won’t care.

Tar hums in agreement.

I’m pretty sure Amelia doesn’t care about her public image at all.

It’s too bad she can’t just erase that memory from everyone’s minds though. If it were ever revealed that is.

“She mentioned something to you about it before, right?” Tar asks as the news reporters move on to talking about Blake, who is apparently fighting on the frontlines at the main battlefield.

Yeah. She said that it would be too much information to remove from too many people’s minds. That she doesn’t have the mana for it, and even if she did, she would end up turning a sizeable chunk of the world’s humans into walking vegetables by doing it.

“How did she wipe out all of the other information on her that she did before?” Tar asks while raising his head to look at me again.

Well, apparently she was unconscious for nearly a year after that. On and off, of course. With her waking up and doing the removal process bit by bit with each tiny detail about her one at a time before going back unconscious.

But she can’t do that with one large and very prominent piece of information that will be at the forefront of everyone’s minds.

A rather large restriction on that skill, but I guess it’s still just a skill. And all skills have to have their limits.

Even a Title-Bearing Mythic skill like Erase.

I think there’s also a level limit on the skill. That she can’t Erase anything or anyone who is a higher level than her at all, and the higher level the being is she’s trying to erase or erase something about, the more mana it costs to do it.

“It’s the skill she got for her White Knight of Humanity Title, right?” Tar asks, making me glance at him with a raised brow.

I thought you already knew all this?

He stares at me for a few seconds before slowly lying down to take a nap.

You forgot, didn’t you?

He doesn’t answer.

I snort while shaking my head.

It is the skill she got from that Title, you’re correct. And it’s an incredibly powerful skill. The ability to erase anything from existence for an incredibly large amount of mana as long as it’s a lower level than you. Including a concept itself, although it would only be for a like a few meters cubed in volume.

“Oh, right, couldn’t she erase something like gravity entirely in a small amount of space, as if that concept didn’t exist in the first place?” Tar asks, acting like he hadn’t forgotten.

Yeah. But it costs more mana than she has to erase someone who’s even just two hundred levels below her, so she doesn’t use that particular skill often. Might actually cost more than she has to erase someone who is three hundred levels beneath her.

I lean back against the couch in the middle of the living area of my rather small suite of only a few rooms at the base. Something that’s supposed to be a privilege for someone at my Class, but just feels small. Probably because I kind of got a tad used to the Princess treatment on Tartarus in terms of rooms and stuff. Not to mention that it wasn’t much different on Earth before that considering my suite at the university.

Anyways, that news station actually made me relax a little bit.

Before I can really get comfortable though, I immediately sit straight again and pull out my terminal.

I forgot to check.

How are the online forums responding to this news?



Scarlet

“Are you sure you want to do that? You do remember the last couple times you checked online chats, right?” Tar asks, sounding slightly amused.

This is different. This is about how they’d act if I was exposed.

[ShadowWalker#11 – The Warden? A blood lycan? Pfft, that’s hilarious.]

[PirateSoul_73 – Really? A blood lycan? That’s just impossible. Why would a high and mighty blood lycan deign to lower themselves to mate with a human, even if it’s one of the Knights? It’s just not possible. No use talking about it.]

[DreamWeaver&19 – Yeah.]

[AlphaWolf987 – I think it would be kinda cool to have a clan demon on our side of the war though, don’t you guys?]

[MysticalMuser – A clan demon on our side… is that… even possible?]

[TechNinja_42 – I know I wouldn’t be upset if she was a blood lycan. At least, not at Scarlet. She’s too cute to be upset with.]

[AlphaWolf987 – Agreed.]

[SilverSurfer66 – Really, dude?]

[ShadowWalker#11 – Well, if it were actually possible, then… I guess it’s not Scarlet’s fault who she was born to. White would be a traitor though.]

[DreamWeaver&19 – Oh, without a doubt. But there’s nothing anyone can say or do about her. She doesn’t care about the public’s opinion towards her.]

[PirateSoul_73 – I still say it’s impossible.]

[TechNinja_42 – Come on, dude, we’re just speaking theoretical here. No need to get your hair in a knot.]

[TechNinja_42 – But yeah, the White Knight of Humanity wouldn’t be much of a savior of humans if she was having a kid with a clan demon.]

[ShadowWalker#11 – She can’t call herself a Knight of Humanity if she bangs a blood lycan. Period.]

I close out of the chat discussing the news station before leaning back against the couch again.

Huh. They really are just pushing the blame off onto Amelia.

“Well, technically you have no responsibility in this,” Tar comments, making a rather good point.

I’m just kinda surprised is all.

Although… what would happen if they knew I was the granddaughter of the Demon King…?

Tar looks up at me again and answers, “If they hear how you convinced the Demon King to stop attacking civilians, then they will probably accept you. Most of them, at least.”

I blink at that before remembering that that had happened.

Right. They’ll see that I’ve used my position for the betterment of humanity.

Or at least, the logical people will.

And not everyone is logical.

“True,” Tar mutters as he lies his head back down and goes to sleep judging by the feeling our bond sends me.

I pet the little guy, my hand stroking his back while thoughts of what could happen in the future fill my mind. But after several seconds of that, I let out a sigh.

No use worrying about the future.

I probably won’t be able to attack any more battalions after this last one, so I should shift my focus to the main battlefield. And Rain of Blood should help with that a lot.

A skill that basically combines with Blood Plague by pouring down a bunch of plagues from the sky that I can control who gets infected by them. Something I got as an inherent legendary skill at level seven hundred.

I smile as I remember getting that skill.

Then I frown at the thought of how it was the only damned inherent skill I’ve gotten since starting this hunt.

Completely stupid, but I guess that’s what I get for getting so many achievements. And since my achievements influence my inherent skills direction, it ended up being related to plagues.

At this point I really wouldn’t be surprised if I ended up with a plague related Title sometime in the distant future.

Come to think of it, I did get that unofficial Warden of the Red Plague title. I wouldn’t be surprised if I ended up getting that as an official Title in the distant future, since from what Gramps said, the exact name of a Title is influenced by how people view the one who is getting the Title.

Actually, the same with the Title-Bearing Mythic skill for the Predator line of skills, since people already call me the Apex Predator.

Interesting thought.

I wonder how Gramps would feel if I got a Title called The Apex Predator? Sounds cool to me. I’d be very happy with a Title like that.

Warden of the Red Plague is cool too though. Although I never particularly cared much about plagues in games, and it’s not exactly a happy thing to be thought of alongside, but considering that I use blood magic in the first place… not to mention that I go around tearing things to shreds with my claws.

“So you finally admitted to being a- ouch,” Tar shuts up with a quiet and exaggerated ouch when I bop him on the head with my hand.

I’m a perfectly reasonable and elegant lady, thank you very much.

“Sure you are,” Tar comments but doesn’t say anything else when I pause in my petting. And after a few seconds of silence I continue petting him again.

I stare up at the ceiling for a bit, just thinking about the future of the war until I hear a loud explosion ringing out in the far distance, from the direction of the main battlefield. Which is close enough for me to hear from here if I raise the sensitivity of my ears.

Come to think of it…

My eyes narrow as a skill that I haven’t really used much despite it being an epic rarity skill comes to mind.

Actually, Blood Swarm… could be very useful in a war setting. In a large battlefield.

“You’re finally gonna put that skill to use?” Tar asks, and I nod my head after seeing him raises his own to look at me.

Summoning a swarm of blood homunculi would be helpful in fighting the weakling demons in the main battlefield. And I can rain down plagues through both Rain of Blood and Blood Plague to spread my plagues throughout the entire main battlefield. Which would be a large boon for the humans, even if they’ll have Class V demons there that will likely try to stop it, not to mention heal the plagues.

But aside from their usage in the main battlefield…

Tar waits a moment before asking, “What?”

I look down at him with a grin.

The main battlefield will serve as a rather nice place to level up those skills with all of those demons there to hunt!

He groans.
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Arrival at the Main Battlefield



The Main Battlefield

Blake is pissed the hell off as he sends pillar after pillar of black flames straight at the masses of demons down in the snowy plains below him and the rest of the spell-casters of the Human Army. He’s pissed because not only did his game friend in Hunter XI vanish several months back, leaving him to fend for himself again in the game and making him struggle to bring back the guild they had made to power after their loss, but Scarlet Asger has already eclipsed him in level and Class in less than a year of his knowing her.

It’s absolutely fucking ridiculous, that’s what it is.

And to make matters worse for him, the girl in question vanished for several months only to reappear again!

He doesn’t want to admit it, but he missed her over the time she’s been gone. Even if he knows he doesn’t even have the slightest chance of being with her in a romantic setting, not only because of her own lack of interest, but because she isn’t even human. And her father and grandfather are terrifying enough.

Blake shivers at the thought of going out with the granddaughter of the Demon King.

But despite that, he still can’t help but miss her.

“Love does some strange things…” his fae mutters, but he ignores them to instead continue blasting balls of black hellfire straight at the demons down below, killing dozens at a time despite those demons being the weaker Class II demons. And the demons in question let out hoarse screams filled with horror and pain from the soul-burning hellfire killing them.

“Son,” Blake hears his father’s voice, but he refuses to turn around and look at him. Because he knows exactly what he’s going to say. “If you want to catch up to her in strength, you’re going to have to do better than hunting mere Class II demons.”

“Fuck off,” Blake says, still not looking at him. And right when he’s expecting to be hit in the head for talking back, he sees his father stiffen up for a moment out of the corner of his eye. So he stops sending fireballs at the demons and turns his head to look at what his father is staring at.

And the first thing he sees has his lips parting in surprise.

Out of nowhere, blood started to rain down over a corner of the battlefield without his noticing. And that blood is only continuing to spread as Blake watches it through to the rest of the battlefield, blocking out the sun in the process.

Then Blake hears whispers echoing from the demons’ side of the battlefield.

“The Warden!” “She’s here!” “Everyone prepare your cures!” “Get ready to use your potions!!” “Healers!!”

Blake feels his heart almost stopping in his chest as he finally turns his gaze to the edge of the large plane of snow down beneath them – snow that is currently being dyed red with the blood rain – to see the girl he has not been able to get out of his mind for months now walking up to the battlefield with her arms and legs shapeshifted into that of a werewolf with silky black fur streaked with crimson. And he can’t help but feel a little surprised at the sight of her armor. Because while he knows that the media hasn’t so much as been able to get a single recording of her battles since she arrived – likely due to White’s interference to let her go all out – he didn’t realize she had gotten entirely new armor.

And that new armor… it looks really nice on her…

Blake shakes his head to get rid of the blush on his cheeks before looking at his father, only to find the man looking at the girl with a fire in his eyes as well. Except that the fire in his eyes is similar to the one his father gets towards Scarlet’s mother, but without the love and lust part of it, only the desire to battle part.

He can’t be… is he really thinking of her as a possible rival for himself now?

“Well, she’s only twenty years old and should be halfway through Class IV already judging by her mana level,” his fae comments, making Blake grimace as he turns to look at the girl again. “I wouldn’t be surprised if she ends up stronger than the Knights of Humanity within the next couple decades.”

Blake’s grimace grows more severe at that, but he takes a deep breath and glances at all of the Guardians he can see along with the demons they were fighting, only to find everyone within sight of her having stopped moving to watch the girl. And both sides show surprise at her appearance. The humans likely due to her new outfit just like Blake, and the demons because… Blake doesn’t know why the demons are surprised.

“Maybe she hasn’t shown them her human form yet?” his fae suggests, making his eyes widen slightly.

Possibly.

He listens to some of the conversations held by the demons before realizing that his fae’s suggestion is the truth. She had never shown her face to the demons before during the war. Not in this form.

Blake turns his attention back to Scarlet right when she raises a hand and grins, making red particles begin sparkling very faintly around everyone as she no doubt spreads her plagues along with the blood rain.

She really has become a monster on the battlefield, hasn’t she?



Scarlet

Well this is fun.

I can’t help but grin as I spread twelve different plagues through the demon army with both of my skills, which, in turn, gives me at least a little bit of participation in each and every demon kill on the battlefield. Meanwhile my blood rain makes the terrain harder for everyone but me to move in as I quickly rush through the demons and begin my slaughter.

It’s too bad I can’t use Blood of Ruin here without attacking the humans too, but at the very least Life Absorption is doing its job, draining dozens upon dozens of demons of life energy all at once. To the point that I’m pretty sure I can completely let loose without a care in the world about my own health out here. Because my own regeneration in addition to Life Absorption will keep me from staying hurt, and my armor is made so that even if the entire thing is destroyed, I’ll still be clothed with the silken under armor beneath it.

A wild feeling of glee enters my mind as I let loose, even if I’m not in my fully transformed beast form and only have my arms and legs shapeshifted.

This is going to be fun!!


Chapter 33

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

Slaughter and Unexpected Visitor



Scarlet

Over time I almost lose myself in the massacre; in the hunt. But I manage to maintain myself every time thanks to Tar.

The main battlefield is filled with millions upon millions of demons with nearly a quarter of that in Guardians. And while the Guardians are mostly stationed up on the mountains and cliffs overseeing these plains, the demons are spread out everywhere.

So I just kill demons back to back, ignoring all of the wounds I get from these lowly Class I and II demons as I tear them limb from limb, the vast majority of them not even having the sapience to understand what’s happening as they toss themselves at me like fodder. But because they’re such low leveled demons, I don’t bother checking my System Messages since I’m not expecting any EXP from them.

That is until I get a strange System Message that forces its way through.

{For killing ten thousand demons back to back, you are awarded with a tenth of a level’s worth of EXP.}

I pause in my killing, leaving me standing still in the middle of a pack of hounds that I completely ignore as half of them try to bite my arms and legs with no success. Then after the message finally registers in my mind, I simply snap my finger, boiling the blood of the hounds in an instant and completely ridding them of blood before I continue chasing after more demons.

This explains how Gramps got so strong.

Guess the System really does encourage massacres.

“It’s… not a good way of doing things,” Tar says as I continue killing demons. “Your Grandfather set laws in place to disallow slaughter outside of war, so the demons Nobles on Tartarus aren’t allowed to simply go around slaughtering every demon they see for the levels it could give them. And generally the System does at least limit it to only a couple battlefields with a time limit of generally half a day spread across the kills. So there are limits at least.”

Yeah. But at least this way I’ll be getting progress even from killing the small fry here.

With that thought in mind, I raise one hand in the air and create two dozen blades of blood that I send through the demons before summoning more blades and launching them as well. Then I repeat this while rushing through and slaughtering more demons, tearing them apart with my bare hands. Literally, in some cases where I literally tear them in two.

Those cases also make me really happy that I use blood magic, since it’s very easy to clean myself up of their blood. Especially when I can just use their own blood to attack the other demons around me.

Too bad I can’t use my Metallicized Blood skill here, since that’s a blood lycan only skill that would expose me in an instant to the humans.

A pity.

Also, looking around this battlefield, most of the Class III and IV demons are all closer to the very front of the battle at the mountains themselves, clashing with the Class III and IV Guardians over there. Meanwhile the few dozen Noble demons here are all flying around the battlefield with abandon while locked in combat with some Class V Guardians.

And of the demons here, only those Nobles actually recognize me as the Princess. Which also kind of gave their opponents an opportunity to strike during their shock.

But they’re all too busy to even consider going over to try kidnapping me, so yay for that.

“Sometimes I really question your sanity,” Tar comments, making me scowl as I continue slaughtering demons like ants in an ant hill. “That is the exact reason why I question your sanity. You just thought ‘yay’ while going around ripping demons limb from limb and literally popping some of them like bubbles as you spread a dozen plagues across an army of millions of demons. What part of that is sane?”

I tilt my head.

Every part of it.

He snorts.

No, seriously. I am perfectly sane.

“For a blood lycan, but not really for a human,” Tar points out, making me freeze in place as some of the demons around me try and fail to do any damage to me again.

But my thoughts are too focused on Tar’s words.

For a blood lycan… not a human.

I blink at that thought.

That’s… huh. That actually doesn’t bother me much if even at all.

“I mean, you’ve said from the start that you didn’t really care if you lost your humanity,” Tar says from the in-between. “Why would that change now?”

Well, you’re right about that. But I also didn’t think that my thinking was all that different from a humans.

“Really?” Tar asks, sounding perhaps a bit too incredulous there. “Your thoughts have never been particularly normal amongst humans.”

Huh. If you say so.

I continue slaughtering demons without a care in the world, occasionally getting more System Messages about the EXP until I eventually get a level-up notification.

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 743. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

Nice.

My killing spree is halted when I sense a powerful force approaching from the East, making me turn my head only for five more powerful forces to join the first. And what I find is the sight of six Nobles all flying straight from the direction of the demons’ closest base to me.

Well, shit. Looks like my hunt might be taking a turn.

That thought also goes on halt when I feel another powerful force approaching from the West, where the humans’ base is. And when I turn to look this time, I find a very unexpected ally arriving to help me.

My ally makes it here before the Nobles do, slamming his fist on the ground and sending a large wave of black flames straight across the ground to incinerate every last demon here while also avoiding hurting me. Then he stands up and gives me a stern look mixed with battle lust. A look that resembles but is still different from the one the Lord of Hellfire always gives me. Just a lot less happy meathead and more stoic and broody at the same time.

Red turns his gaze from me to look at the Nobles who are all slowing down to fly directly above the large cleared out area around us before he asks, “So who would like to be my sparring partner for the night?”

All while my blood rain is still falling down around us.
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The fighting for as far as the eye can see around us completely halts to a standstill with the exception of the Class Vs while the Nobles land in the clearing around me, splashing a little in the blood puddling up on the ground from my blood rain since the hellfire burnt all of the blood that had been there before from the slaughter. But before anyone can say anything, the Noble in front of the others snaps her fingers, sending a wave of blood out from her that quickly forms a giant wall of blood metal all around us.

I keep a warry eye on the blood lycan whose gaze hasn’t left me since the moment she first arrived. Not even when Red showed up.

Another Noble next to her, a siren according to identify, suddenly opens her mouth to reveal razor sharp teeth – something that looks incredibly off-putting on what otherwise looks like a beautiful human woman with pointed ears, white pupils, and unnaturally blue irises – as she lets out a short chirping sound. Then I hear a ringing sound that gives me a brief headache, following which a dome of pure soundwaves forms all around us, blocking anything said in this dome from getting out to those outside.

A staring contest ensues for several seconds, during which I take the time to study the other Noble demons of the group.

Of them, there’s the siren and the blood lycan, but there’s also a dragonoid with two large red wings, a draconic head, and red scales across his body, a wraith who is completely cloaked in shadows with the only visible feature being their glowing green eyes, some sort of spider demon called a red death who is standing in their humanoid form with eight black spider legs each tipped with sharp claws and a red liquid coating the claws with two pitch black eyes making it impossible to know where she is looking, and a vampire. None of whom – with the exception of the blood lycan – are above level one thousand three hundred.

Red apparently doesn’t care much for the silence as he breaks it with a blunt, “So when do you want to battle?”

I can’t help but send him an incredulous look, briefly wondering if that’s all he thinks about. But then again, he’s helping me here. So it’s fine.

He should be able to take them all on despite them being demons. Which is also probably why the Nobles haven’t moved an inch towards me yet.

The man should be in the early 1800s I believe, meanwhile the highest level of this group is the blood lycan who is only level 1400 or so from what I can tell from her mana level. But since she’s a blood lycan, I can’t identify her. And while a blood lycan is far superior to a human, and she likely has Predator at a high rarity, she will most likely only be as strong as a level 1550 human judging by the mana level. Maybe up to a level 1600.

Which is still a good bit weaker than he is.

“All we want is the Princess and we will leave this battlefield afterwards,” the blood lycan says with a scowl towards the Red Knight of Humanity. “This does not concern you, Knight.”

I can’t help but raise a brow at that.

The other Noble demons here are all between level 1200 and level 1300, so they won’t put up much of a fight against him either. Although I have heard that Red likes to draw out battles to see everything the opponents can do. Which is another thing he has in common with the Lord of Hellfire, who from what I heard is known throughout Tartarus for taking on any challenger and if they can impress him he’ll take them in as a student to teach. If not he just burns them alive. But mostly he just wants to find talent and good people he can foster so that he can battle them himself someday.

A true battle junkie right there.

But I really can’t tell what is giving her confidence to talk to Red like that.

Is it just demon arrogance? She is a blood lycan. Could be her Pride Sin talking.

“Oh? You go trying to kidnap my rival’s daughter right in front of me, the girl who also happens to by my son’s crush-” I blink at that “-and expect me to stand here doing nothing? Your Pride truly knows no bounds, blood lycan,” Red says with a cold yet somehow still excited look on his face.

Wait a second, what’s this about a crush?

“Then we’ll have to take things into our own hands,” the blood lycan says, still scowling and seemingly looking down her nose ever so slightly at the Red Knight despite the level difference. “And no human could ever be worthy of Her Highness, much less a Knight’s whelp.”

No, seriously. What’s this about a crush?

Tar chuckles in my head before saying, “I think you have more important things to worry about.”

I blink at that, only to nod my head.

You’re right.

Guess it doesn’t really matter anyways. I have no interest in romance.

“I think I pity that boy…” Tar mutters, making my eyes narrow before he goes silent.

“Morgrain, send Lunara and Her Highness away from the main battlefield,” the blood lycan states, a cold look in her eyes as she pulls out some sort of potion from her pocket. A potion that is absolutely overflowing with mana and pure power.

Morgrain? The wraith?

And Lunara was the red death spider lady.

I begin moving backwards when I see some sort of shadow portal opening in front of me, but I’m too late and it envelops me entirely before I can do anything about it. And after just a few seconds, I find myself appearing in the mountains what sounds like several dozen kilometers away from the main battlefield.

But I don’t appear alone, as the red death walks through the portal after me, leaving me face to face with a Noble demon.
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The portal of shadows vanishes the moment she steps through, following which the two of us stand in silence just staring at each other. And during this silence, I take the time to identify her again.

|Lunara Val Lunid – Red Death – Level 1201|

At least she’s the weakest of the six Noble demons.

The spider lady gives me the formal bow that I got used to seeing from Nobles during my time on Tartarus as she says, “It’s a pleasure, Your Highness.” Then she stands up straight and narrows her eyes slightly. “Please either come with me or leave the frontlines of the war.”

I can’t help but raise a brow at that as I point out, “You do remember that my grandfather told me I could do whatever I pleased, right?”

Although I don’t actually know if she knows this or not.

The red death just nods her head once and answers with a simple, “Yes, I do. But he also said we’re allowed to force you to leave the battlefield should you prove a threat to the war effort.”

Of course he did.

“Then there’s no chance you’ll just let me go?” I ask before activating my beast form the moment she shakes her head in denial of that question. “Then I’ll have to put up a fight, now won’t I?”

“You… you’re not actually…” Tar begins, but I stop him with a quick thought, ‘I just need to delay her long enough for Red to get here.’

The tanuki lets out a relieved sigh in my mind before he says, “Be careful that you don’t cross her Envy.”

Right. Because she might lose control and actually try to kill me if I do.

Well, without wasting any time out of the two minutes remaining of my originally five-minute-long set of stacks from Blood Thirst, I begin using all of my skills at once on her. And almost immediately, the spider woman jumps back in surprise as all sorts of things begin to happen to and around her. Including blades of blood metal appearing in the air and flying towards her, my Blood Shadow separating from me, a line of life energy leaving her, tiny little red spots appearing on her skin from Blood Boil and the many plagues I dump on her, and chains of blood appearing to lock down her limbs. Chains that are quickly shattered without much effort on her part.

Stupid weak skill.

“Remember. Class V,” Tar comments, but I ignore him as I activate both Crimson Overdrive and Blood Sacrifice at the same time while sprinting straight towards her, tearing up the ground beneath my feet in the process. And halfway towards her, my blood rain starts to fall all around us as well.

Despite her quick reaction to my Blood Chains, I can tell she’s still incredibly surprised by my choice to attack her. Which I don’t blame her for. A Class V is leagues above a Class IV in terms of strength. Even a level one thousand would have extreme difficulty fighting against a level one thousand and one, and that’s assuming that would even be a possible fight for the level one thousand despite that.

My claws quickly reach her, but despite me burning a lot of blood and using it as fuel for Crimson Overdrive, and despite all of the numerous stacks of Blood Thirst I have up right now, she manages to instinctively react to my attack by quite literally swatting me with one of her spider limbs, sending me flying straight through hundreds of trees until I slam into a mountainside with a cough of blood. But since it was only a brute force attack made half-heartedly on instinct, I manage to get back up with a grunt as the internal injuries brought by the attack begin to heal already.

“Please forgive me, Your Highness!” the spider lady quickly exclaims after appearing just meters away from me without showing any signs to have moved at all before she bows with a slightly panicked expression on her face. “Just, please leave the battlefield, Your Highness. I don’t want to hurt you-”

My Pride flares up, making me let out a snarl before I rush at her again only to pause right when she’s about to instinctively attack me again, once again not expecting my strike. Then I have my Blood Shadow attack from behind as blades of blood rain down on her. Each of which, including the Blood Shadow, she sends flying with her spider limbs’ claws. But this time I manage to rush in myself and swipe my own blood metal claws straight into her shoulder.

Only for my claws to ping off of her armor and not so much as scratch her beyond a very faint nick in her armor.

“Shit,” I mutter, my mind clearing from my Sin of Pride due to the sheer difference in our abilities.

The red death shakes her head with a light sigh before saying, “Please, Your Highness. There has never once been a contractor below Class V who has even come close to defeating a Noble. Not even a level 1000 demon who had challenged a level 1001 demon was anywhere near their level and stood no chance. Please just give up now and either leave this battlefield or come with me back home.”

A literal pain radiates from my chest and my head as I feel anger and embarrassment from this, my cheeks glowing with a bright red color that can’t be seen thanks to my blood rain. But no matter what I do, I can’t see there being any possible way for me to win this battle. Not only is she a Noble, but she’s four hundred and fifty-eight levels above me.

Despite that understanding, a whispered voice echoes in the back of my mind.

Pride. Pride. Win. Never lose. Priiide. WIIIN!!!

I grab my head at the voice before narrowing my eyes on the red death, my eyes beginning to glow even brighter as I see the crimson light reflecting off of the blood rain falling all around us in the darkness of the night.

“Uh, Scarlet,” I hear Tar’s voice in between the other voices, but they quickly begin to drown him out.

Until a loud explosion echoes from the battlefield with a massive blast of black flames that I can see from here, following which Red once more lands in between me and the Noble, slamming his fist into the ground.

But for some reason, the sight of this… of Red's interruption... only makes the voice grow louder.
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The red death looks away from me to show a look of terror directed towards Red as I try as hard as I can to ignore the voice, holding my head with both of my hands and covering my ears. But despite that, the voice continues echoing along with Red’s voice, “Looks like I made it just in time.”

I grimace and barely hold in a grunt of pain, only for Red to suddenly vanish for an instant before reappearing again where he was standing. And this time he’s holding some sort of amulet that I had seen around the red death’s neck while turning it one way and then another as if examining it.

“Give that back!” the red death shouts, a hint of panic and anger entering her voice, her eyes widening to show both emotions.

Red just ignores her before smiling and glancing once at her, then at the amulet. Then he crushes it in the palm of his hand and says, “Oops.”

The red death’s eyes suddenly take on a reddish hue in her otherwise pitch black eyes as she hisses.

“Oh, the little spider is upset?” Red says, seemingly completely unaware of my struggle over here. “I wasn’t really able to play with the others before killing them because of you, so how about you make up for that?”

Lunara’s eyes widen, now beginning to take on more anger than panic. Probably because of the casual mention of him killing the other Nobles and toying with them too.

“Oh, I know!” Red exclaims, a smile finally cresting his face before he raises a hand with his fingers held like he’s about to snap them. “You’re an Envy demon, right? Let’s see if I can’t make you lose control!”

My eyes widen in shock.

This man’s even worse than Blue!!

“I… don’t think that’s it…” Tar’s voice echoes in my mind in between the screaming voice that’s only continuing to get louder. “It looks like he wants to help you by-”

Priiiide. Kiiiillll! MAKE UP FOR YOUR FAILURE!!!!

Whatever Tar is saying gets completely blocked out by the voice as I let out a grunt and drop to my knees, my eyes flaring once more.

Pride.

I have to… I have to make up for this loss.

I have to.



The Mountainside Scarlet is at

Noah Walker, the Red Knight of Humanity, can’t help but grin when he sees both the girls in the clearing’s eyes starting to flare. The first sign of them beginning to lose control to their Sins.

Now to put the cherry on top of this little dessert.

“So what I’ve heard from your little dead pals, you’re a rather big fan of the Lady of Devouring. What would you say if you knew I’ve met her before?” Noah asks with his arms crossed. “Oh, and your little Princess has as well. I believe the Lady of Devouring even took a liking to her.”

“Noah, you’re starting to cross the line again,” his fae, one whose name is Jepard, says with more than a little warning in his voice. “If you keep this up and the girl is really injured, or even worse, killed, you will end up pissing off White enough for her to actually try killing you.”

Noah snorts at that as he watches the red death’s eyes begin slowly glowing with a brighter and brighter red color until he says one last thing.

“I’ve heard the Lady of Devouring likes Scarlet so much that she’s willing to return the Blue Knight of Humanity’s emotions back to him. What do you say about that?”

A loud screech echoes throughout the area as the red death’s eyes being blazing red and she loses her sanity while shouting, “STAY AWAY FROM MY LADY!!” Then she transforms into her spider form consisting of a large arachnid spanning ten meters in length with streaks of red running through her fur and glowing red eyes as the red poison dripping off of her massive claws begins to kill the grass and vegetation it touches in just a single instant.

Noah then glances at Scarlet while the large spider rushes straight at him, only to find his beloved’s daughter’s eyes also flaring with a bright red light. One far brighter than her usual glowing red eyes.

Perfect. They’ve both lost it.

He turns back to the large spider the exact moment that Scarlet jumps straight from where she was standing towards the massive spider that is charging towards him. But since the large demon was clearly planning on targeting him first before moving onto her, and she herself is far weaker than it, it wasn’t expecting her attack. And now that she’s not wearing any armor, the girl’s claws actually manage to damage some of her fur and even draw a tiny scratch on the surface of her leg.

Then the red death swipes one of her clawed legs straight at the hybrid girl, sending her flying several kilometers away into a mountainside, destroying all of the trees along the way.

Good thing it was the mountains in the opposite direction of the battlefield.

Noah nods his head, proud of his work and feeling more than a little smug right now before he begins walking towards the mountainside the girl was sent to. And right when the large spider sends a glob of red poison his way, he casually moves his hand in the way of it and devours the entire ball of poison with some black flames.

The red death then continues to attack him over and over again as he walks, simply toying with the thing and even grinning while he does it until he makes it to the girl. And what he finds is her getting up from the ground despite being covered in injuries so bad that her bones are sticking out of her body and even her armor.

Noah winces at that before turning to the red death again, deciding that he’s played enough.

I don’t want White to actually kill me after all. Plus this girl is interesting. Would make a great sparring partner in the future.

“And this is why most people don’t like you,” Jepard grumbles, only making Noah smile as he raises his hand towards the red death. But right when he’s about to wipe out the thing with hellfire, White’s daughter rushes past him despite her injuries and uses a skill that sends shivers down even his spine.

“Blood of Ruin,” Noah mutters while tilting his head and lowering his hand out of pure curiosity.

Let’s see how this plays out first.

“White is going to kill you,” Jepard says with absolute certainty.

Yeah, yeah, I’ll deal with it after this. It’s too good a chance to miss seeing ruin myself.
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Purple’s Tower

Gabriella Silva, otherwise known as the Purple Knight of Humanity, opens her eyes for the first time in days before slowly raising a hand to brush some of her purple hair over her shoulder. Then she blinks once. Twice. Three times.

Something big is happening.

After a couple seconds, the forty-something year old looking woman once more blinks her pupilless and scyleraless purple eyes before finally raising her hand and making a pool of purple liquid appear in front of her. The liquid then takes the form of a viewing screen, showing the side of a snow-covered mountain as the Blood of Ruin skill activates with a badly injured Scarlet Asger only barely standing, her eyes glowing with a red light brighter than they should be. Meanwhile the Red Knight watches from the side while the Blood of Ruin skill forms, deciding to apparently continue blocking the attacks of the red death demon that has also lost control.

Something very big.

Gabriella’s eyes suddenly begin glowing with an even brighter purple light right when the Blood of Ruin finally runs through, dealing real damage to the red death even if it doesn’t amount to much more than flesh wounds. Then the girl collapses to the ground, somehow still conscious.

Without waiting for the prophecy to begin, Gabriella presses buttons on her terminal, making it start livestreaming herself without showing the screen she has in front of her of the battle the moment she begins speaking the prophecy.

“The birth of the savior is here. Welcome The Apex Predator and rejoice, for she shall lead the two worlds to peace. To unity. And to their next war against the threat to all, both in this universe and beyond. Rejoice, because she is the only hope. The Princess of night and day. Of blood and null.”

Gabriella’s eyes return to their usual brightness in the purple glow they give off before she glances at her terminal, finding millions of people already watching the livestream. Then she faces the screen again while ending the livestream despite hundreds of thousands of people joining every second with tens of thousands of comments appearing in the chat debating on the prophecy that was just foretold.

The woman puts her terminal back in sleep mode again as the blood of ruin left behind by the skill sweeps through the forest. But the Red Knight of Humanity simply ignores it as he grins at the red death and raises his hand.

White is going to attack him soon.

Gabriella watches for several seconds while the Red Knight burns the red death alive without risking the Demon Princess any longer, following which the Demon Princess’s eyes start dulling in their radiance, her curse calming down.

“No longer can you hide, child,” Gabriella whispers without taking her eyes off of the hybrid girl. “Not anymore. Apex Predator.”

Then she closes the screen, and her eyes along with them.

Returning once more to her meditative state.



Scarlet

I blink in confusion after the fog lifts from my head, only to feel extreme pain all over that has me letting out a scream. But even that pain doesn’t last long before I feel a warmth flooding my body, letting me open my eyes to find Red having apparently shoved a potion down my throat.

“Wouldn’t want you keeling over on me,” he says with a nod. “I still want to fight you in the future. And White would kill me.”

That just leaves me even more confused.

I stare at him for several long seconds, not really sure what exactly is happening. Then I blink again and turn to look at our surroundings, finding everything to either be burnt and still burning with a black flame, or covered in red ash signifying blood of ruin.

But… when did I use that skill?

“You don’t remember?” Tar asks, sounding slightly surprised. “You lost yourself to your Curse of Pride and began attacking the Noble without any care for your own wellbeing.”

Oh.

And I’m guessing Red stepped in and killed it before it could kill me?

“He did,” Tar says, sounding more than a little pissed off. “After taunting it and making it lose itself to its own Curse of Envy so that it would truly try to kill you.”

Wait, he did what?!

“Exactly what I said,” Tar grumbles. “Out of his desire to see you grow stronger, he wanted to help you get some experience for this fight and maybe an achievement. And he probably succeeded because he truly had no desire to save you beyond a passing whim. That and you had no idea what was going on.”

This guy is insane.

“Yes, that he is,” Tar says, appearing in the air and glaring at the man who is merely admiring the carnage around us.

I knew Red had no desire to help others, but for him to actually just toy with us like we’re… well… toys…

That’s just sick.

“He seemed perfectly willing to let you die until his game finished, and that is something I will be telling Amelia about,” Tar practically growls in anger.

At least I should’ve gotten something from this.

Tar freezes for a moment at my words before I notice his eyes widening in shock. Then he slowly turns his head to meet my eyes directly and mutters, “Something might be… a bit of an understatement. Try… I would recommend you check your System Messages where no one else can see you. Because this… is different.”

Another Universal Notification?

“Yeah…” Tar says. “And this one won’t be held back for long. You have no choice. The messages will play out on their own within the next ten minutes even if you don’t check them.”

Oh.

Wait… the redaction on my name…

“Won’t hold up,” Tar says rather grimly.

“You might as well check your System Messages now, little fiend,” Red says, bringing my attention to him. “There’s no escaping it now. White won’t be able to block your name this time.”

The smugness in his voice makes me want to punch him. Not to mention that little pet name he just gave me which isn’t exactly complimenting, and the excitement I can see clearly in his eyes.

I turn my glare away from him, simply because he is a Knight.

“Amelia?” I ask with some trepidation in my voice, but to my surprise, she doesn’t answer. Although now that I think about it, I’m pretty sure she said she was going to the Arctic to back up Black. Which explains why she didn’t help me out in this battle.

So I take a deep breath… and let my System Messages flow.
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First comes the Messages from before my fight with the Noble. Which don’t really amount to much more than a bunch of demon defeated messages with no actual EXP given to me. Meanwhile the tenth of a level messages and the level-up I had from them already forced themselves to play without my permission earlier.

Then the messages for the battle with the Noble arrive.

{Level 1201 Red Death defeated. An enormous EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over four hundred levels above your level. A massive penalty has been taken from your earned EXP for barely assisting in killing the creature.}

{Seventy-five Skill Points are awarded for killing a creature two hundred and fifty levels or more above you with or without help.}

{Fifty Skill Points are awarded for spreading plagues to millions of different beings all at once.}

{Two Skill Points are awarded for killing a Class V.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 743. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 798. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 16.]

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 21.]

[Skill ‘Blood Nullification’ has leveled up to level 5.]

[Skill ‘Blood Swarm’ has leveled up to level 7.]

[Skill ‘Blood Swarm’ has leveled up to level 8.]

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

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 23.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 27.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood’ has leveled up to level 17.]

And the moment those messages stop playing, the notifications I’m expecting come.

	System Notice
User has completed all 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.
Defeat a being two hundred and fifty levels above you with or without assistance.
As this is a Title-Bearing Mythic Skill, you will be given the skill at no charge.



My eyes widen as I feel a rush of power flood through my body, and at the same time, red and black light shines from every pore of my skin, illuminating the surroundings so brightly that I have to close my eyes. Then I hear a voice echoing in my head along with another notification.

	System anomaly recognized upon Title Assignment.
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.



Yeah, this isn’t good.

	Rejoice, user Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, for you have earned the Mythic Skill known as Apex Predator. And along with it, you have been assigned the Title of ‘The Apex Predator!’
Apex Predator:
It grants the user a 100% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves by at least one hundred levels. It grants the user a 50% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves by at least ten levels. It grants the user a permanent 30% boost in stats no matter who they are fighting.
These bonuses do not stack together with each other.
All hail the Apex Predator.



My jaw drops open in silent shock.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has attained a new title-bearing mythic skill!
Scarlet has now attained the title ‘The Apex Predator.’
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



I grimace at the mention of my full name.

Well, the cat’s out of the bag now.

“Yeah,” Tar mutters, sounding grim.

Meanwhile I just hear Red laughing his heart out as I open my eyes again to find him still standing in front of me.

Okay, despite the fact that he technically helped me right now, he’s a complete asshole.

I scowl at him, only for the man to laugh even more at that before he calms down again and gives a light bow, “Welcome to politics, Your Highness.”

My eyebrow twitches in irritation.

Then he vanishes in a flurry of black flames.

That guy is hard to get a read on.

I turn my attention back to the battlefield dozens of kilometers away from here when I realize that it’s actually gone silent. Probably due to me.

The mere fact that I managed to silence a battlefield of hundreds of millions of people, both humans and demons, is… a rather large feat in and of itself.

I glance at my terminal, feeling apprehensive about checking any online chats or news stations before shaking my head and deciding to go ahead and check my status instead. Because it’s a nicer place to look right now.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Titles:
	The Apex Predator

	Age: 20	Level: 798	SP: 182
	Stats:

	Physical: 2,374	Mental: 2,373	Magical: 2,373
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 2,402,133/ 8,728,249.95	Free Points/Level: 5
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 23	Description
	Null Magic Field
	Skill Level: 21	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 16	Description
	Blood Nullification	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Rain of Blood	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 17	Description
	Blood Empowerment	Skill Level: 13	Description
	Blood Swarm	Skill Level: 8	Description
	Beast Transformation	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 27	Description
	Life Absorption	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 18	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Crimson Overdrive	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Retribution
	Skill Level: 12	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: 21	Description
	Blood Aura	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Absorption	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Life Sense	Skill Level: 16	Description
	Apex Predator	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 15	Description
			


Well at the very least my status looks cooler now. What with the red skill there and the Title.

Although…

I glance at Tar who still seems to be a little dazed before smiling brightly – perhaps a little too brightly – and asking, “So when are you going to eat your tail?”

His head jerks around to stare at me with horror on his face, only for the tanuki to vanish without a hint of hesitation.

“Coward,” I mutter while lying down on the ash-covered ground.

Then I just stare up at the sky in a daze of my own for who knows how long, ignoring the buzzing messages I feel coming from my terminal.

This is going to be a long day.

At least the skill is incredibly good.



The Main Battlefield
Moments before the Universal Notification

Blake smiles to himself as he looks at his status, reveling in the new skill he had just bought. But his joy is cut short when a Universal Notification appears in front of his vision, following which every last demon and human stops battling at the same time all throughout the battlefield.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has attained a new title-bearing mythic skill!
Scarlet has now attained the title ‘The Apex Predator.’
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



He stares blankly at the notification, meanwhile all of the humans and demons in his view do the same without a single one making a sound. Then, after an unknown amount of time passes, the demons and humans both have entirely different reactions to the notifications.

Fear, shock, betrayal, and a barrage of other emotions appear on all of the other humans’ faces, meanwhile Blake finds all of the demons celebrating. With the exception of the non-sapient demons who are being held back by their holders as said holders celebrate, cheering for their Princess.

She… got a Title. While still a few years younger than me.

Blake feels despondent at that thought. The girl who he used to be far stronger than has already eclipsed him in every way, both in Title and in personal power.

After a few more seconds for this realization to settle in, Blake sits down on a nearby bench located at the top of the mountain. Then he sees his father appearing again exactly where he had disappeared to deal with the Nobles with a wide grin on his face. Something Blake only ever sees when the man has had his fill of fun, both in battle and his sadistic tendencies.

Blake watches his father walk over to the edge of the cliff before he looks out over the battlefield where a cheer has risen up from the demons. All while the humans are still in shock.

“All hail the Princess!” “All hail the Princess!” “All hail the Princess!”

And after over a dozen rounds of this cheer with every last sapient demon joining in, it changes to a different cheer.

“All hail The Apex Predator!” “All hail The Apex Predator!” “All hail The Apex Predator!”

But Blake just continues watching in stunned silence along with every other human there.



The Middle of a Fracture in the Capital City 
Minutes before the Universal Notification

Julian Arc, otherwise known by his Guardian title the Silver Fox, spreads his arms out while creating a dozen copies of himself to distract the Class II demons of the Fracture. And at the same time, the Guardians in his team spread out to attack the demons.

The battle only ends up taking a few minutes to finish before he and his team head towards the closest bunker, opening the door and letting the kid they were escorting inside. But a Universal Notification appears in everyone’s vision right when they’re about to close the bunker door again.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has attained a new title-bearing mythic skill!
Scarlet has now attained the title ‘The Apex Predator.’
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Julian somehow manages to trip in place, making him fall on his face. Meanwhile all of his teammates and the people inside of the bunker go silent from the shock of it. But their silence doesn’t last long as they quickly begin muttering amongst each other.

“Archeron? Isn’t that the Royal Family name of the Demons?” “Archeron?! She’s a demon?!” “But isn’t that-”

The muttering continues for several seconds while Julian climbs back to his feet, unable to speak as his eyes are glued to the notification. He then just stares at the notification all the way till it disappears, and even after that.

She’s… a demon… but how? How could she be…

Eventually the muttered conversations take a turn when a buzzing sound echoes from everyone’s terminals along with a ringing noise or a vibration from the civilian’s phones. So Julian numbly checks his terminal, only to find a surprise on it.

Huh?

Written on his terminal is an emergency message sent by the Five Knights of Humanity in bold letters with a link to Purple’s previous prophetic livestreams and a picture of Scarlet Asger.

Or I guess she’s not Scarlet Asger… damn, that’s… I don’t know how to take this. But… she saved my life. She deserves my trust.

Julian, with his eyes filled with determination despite the notification, quickly begins reading the emergency message.

The Princess of Both Worlds has been found!

Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, daughter of the White Knight of Humanity and the Blood Calamity Demon Lord, granddaughter to the Demon King and Beast of the Apocalypse, has been designated the Princess to both worlds foretold by the Purple Knight of Humanity!

For over a year now, she has toiled to bring peace to both worlds, defending the humans from the demons, fighting on their side of the war, and changing the Demon King’s mind about killing human civilians. She has made the first step forward towards peace against the undefeatable and immortal Demon King that has ever been taken before.

While she may be part blood lycan, she also has a kind heart and is the only one who can prepare both worlds for the threat that is to come!

Foretold by both the witches of Tartarus and the Purple Knight of humanity, a threat will come from the void to wipe out the universe. And to face that threat, humanity must work together with the demons.

But be warned, for the demons are strong enough to take control of Earth entirely should they wish it in the next few years.

Earth’s only hope of survival and independence is the Princess.

We, the Knights of Humanity, hope you make the right choice.

Julian’s mouth parts open as he stares at the announcement after finishing reading it. Then his eyes move to the video after the livestream after the announcement. One that has the White Knight of Humanity, the Black Knight of Humanity, the Purple Knight of Humanity, and even the Blue Knight of Humanity. Then, after several seconds pass with muttering growing stronger from the civilians and his teammates around him, the Red Knight of Humanity eventually joins them.

The Heir to the Magic Arc Corporation narrows his eyes slightly as he sees the livestream begin.



An Office within the Governmental Building at the Center of the Capital City 
Right after the Universal Notification

Jacob R. Ashton stares blankly at the livestream, unsure of how he should feel right now. Because he knew White had been hiding something, but the government official who had overseen Scarlet’s registration as a Guardian still trusted her absolutely and didn’t think whatever she was hiding would be this… severe.

But now, as he watches the livestream, he can’t help but wonder…

Was this all planned? Did she have Scarlet with the Blood Calamity just to bring the worlds together? Or does she truly love the blood lycan Demon Lord?

Jacob continues staring at the livestream until White finally steps forward and begins speaking.

“Hello people of the Terran Republic, my name is Amelia Asger, but most of you may know me as the White Knight of Humanity. To start things off, I did in fact have a child with the Blood Calamity Demon Lord, and that child is the Guardian you all know as the Scarlet Wolf. What many of you might find hard to believe is that not all demons are bad. Most of them are simply following the orders of the Demon King, who wishes to take over Earth in order to clear the curses from the demon race. But after his granddaughter, my daughter, and the Princess of the Demons asked him to stop, he decided to ban his demon forces from attacking the civilians.” White clenches her fists. “My daughter did that. She has already saved millions of lives just from that act alone, and she has been saving countless more over her time as a Guardian both on and off the frontlines. So please…”

Jacob’s eyes widen in absolute shock when the White Knight of Humanity bows down before the camera and says, “Please lay any and all of your hatred towards me and leave her out of it. Please do not hate her for her demon blood. I beg of you.”

And Jacob’s shock doesn’t end there as the Black Knight of Humanity steps forward and joins her in bowing as he says, “All five of us Knights knew about this, so please lay your blame on me as well. The Scarlet Wolf deserves none of it. She had no choice in any of this and she lived in fear ever since she found out she was part demon a little over a year ago. So please. Don’t hate her.”

Then the Purple Knight of Humanity simply nods her head, her eyes still closed when she says, “They speak the truth,” and nothing more.

“Yeeeeaaah,” the Red Knight of Humanity says while smiling with his arms crossed and moving up close to the livestream, “I personally want to fight the Scarlet Wolf when she reaches my level of strength, so don’t you dare go harassing the little fiend.”

Jacob feels a chill run down his spine at that declaration, but he’s too surprised by the sight that follows to care as the Blue Knight of Humanity slowly steps forwards and says, “Demon or not, the Scarlet Wolf is the only one who is capable of saving the Earth. Believe of her as you will, but know that when you make your decision.”

The Knights let nearly an entire minute pass in silence before the ones bowing finally raise their heads, and following that, White begins speaking again, “Now, I would like to explain the prophecy to you all to help you make a decision.”

They had this all prepared beforehand. It’s obvious. There’s no way they could’ve prepared this all within moments of the girl getting her Title. Absolutely no way. Which means they’ve been holding off, waiting for the girl to get exposed so that they can immediately flip public interest and promote their own plans.

Jacob smiles ever so slightly at the thought. That White hasn’t changed in all these years.

Then he blinks and his smile grows wider.

No. She has changed. The White I know would never make a public speech and apology like that. And it must be because of her daughter. Just what type of girl can change her to this extreme? I wonder…

Jacob’s smile grows even more as White begins explaining the prophecy.

I think I might want to meet with Scarlet.

“You’re going to be meeting with her soon anyways,” his fae, Juliette, says with some amusement in her voice as the fox appears on his shoulder. “Not like you could avoid it, eh, head Chairman of the Governmental Council?”

Jacob chuckles at that but keeps watching the livestream, nonetheless.

Things are getting interesting again.



Allen’s Office

“How is it?” Allen asks with some trepidation as he watches White’s livestream while pacing back and forth in his office. Something he’s been doing ever since he saw the Universal Notification exposing his adopted daughter’s identity.

He suddenly pauses his pacing.

Wait, can we even legally adopt her now that she’s officially the Princess of the Demons, daughter of the White Knight of Humanity and the Blood Calamity Demon Lord, and the granddaughter of the Demon King?!

That thought has his nerves getting even worse, only for Belle to answer from her place seated on one of the sofas in his office, “It’s looking good so far.”

Allen lets out a short sigh of relief as he starts pacing again. But after only a few seconds, he gives in to his nerves and finally opens the livestream’s chat for the Knight’s broadcast.

[BlueSkyDreamer – Well, Scarlet has always been helping the people.]

[Firestorm23 – Right? And I’ve never seen her do anything bad. Is she really a demon?]

[AquaMarine – Well, she would have to be considering that she has the Royal name Archeron. But she isn’t a bad person. Not like White who hid this all from us and even her own daughter.]

Allen winces slightly at that last one. Something he no doubt believes is directed towards the beginning of the prophecy that White had begun to explain. The part about abandoning her daughter to leave her at an orphanage without telling her anything about her heritage or the prophecy.

“She’s doing a good job of redirecting any hate away from Scarlet, but does she have to redirect it all to herself…?” Belle asks, sounding a little sad but also happy that Scarlet is being accepted so far.

“I think she’s trying to do it as a way to repent for what she did to her own daughter,” Allen mutters while scratching the back of his head with his arm not attached to his terminal.

Allen continues reading more of the chat, finding it hard to keep up due to the millions of messages passing through it at a time, forcing him to delay the chat just to be able to read them.

[Thunderbolt87 – I think Scarlet is fine. There can’t be anything wrong with a cute girl with wolf ears!]

[StarryNight – Scarlet is a nice girl with a dark past. There’s no reason to hold her mother’s actions against the daughter.]

[MoonlitGarden – But what if she goes all demon on us and starts attacking people at random?]

[GoldenEagle99 – That’s not possible. The majority of the sapient demons are just as intelligent as a human, and Scarlet is a Pride demon. Her curse won’t make her lose control and attack people at random. The worst it might do is make her attack an enemy she was already attacking and losing against. Nothing more than that.]

[Celestial_9 – Wait, really? I thought all demons attacked indiscriminately…]

[StarryEyes123 – No, the only reason the demons in the Fractures and in the Demon Army are attacking us is because of the Demon King’s orders.]

[Maverick89 – The same Demon King that is the grandfather of the Scarlet Wolf? Are you sure we can trust her?]

[StarryEyes123 – She already convinced the Demon King to stop attacking civilians, so I say we trust her.]

Tears build up in Allen’s eyes as he continues reading the chat, even if a lot of it appears to target White rather harshly. But their plan seems to have worked.

He then looks to the East in the direction of the Eastern continent where Scarlet is before muttering, “Now it’s all up to you, sweetie.”


Chapter 39
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Planned



Scarlet

I blankly stare at all of the messages in the livestream as Amelia finishes up her explanation of the prophecy, basically just outlining the thing without telling any of the specifics except for what has already occurred up till now. But no matter how long I stare, I can’t wrap my mind around how everything has transpired.

The way I thought this would play out is all of the humans immediately turning on me and hating me for being a demon and the granddaughter of the Demon King. And now? Now most people at least publicly seem fine with me again while they’re instead hating on Amelia…

Just… how?

“If I had to guess, Amelia probably had everything planned out to the last detail about your reveal,” Tar comments from his place on my shoulder as I continue sitting on a tree near the ash-covered crater I made with the Red Knight.

Yeah. She had to have. There’s no other possible explanation.

But… to take all of the blame on herself? Did she really have to do that?

“There might’ve been other ways to handle it, but this was the fastest and most efficient method,” Tar says. “It’s also a way for her to punish herself for what she did to you.”

A way to punish herself…

I purse my lips at the thought before leaning back on the tree and staring up at the full moon in the sky.

This is a lot to take in at once.

“You can think about how to treat Amelia after this later,” Tar suddenly says, making me glance at him with confusion etched onto my face. “For now it’d be a good idea to head to the main battlefield, otherwise the demons and humans will start fighting again after the demons calm down.”

Right. I almost forgot about that.

Can’t waste the momentum Amelia just made.

With that thought in mind, I begin running towards the main battlefield. While in my lycan form, of course. Because I don’t want to aggravate the humans there.



I arrive on a mountainside overlooking the main battlefield, only to find the demons and humans having separated on both sides of the battlefield. And while the humans are all discussing things amongst themselves, mostly about Amelia and how she ‘betrayed both humanity and her own daughter,’ the demons are all cheering for ‘The Apex Predator and Princess of the Demons.’

Overall a rather odd sight to behold.

Particularly because they aren’t attacking each other.

All of the sapient demons are tightly holding the reigns of the non-sapient ones, meanwhile the Nobles are holding the reigns of the sapient ones likely to lose control of themselves in a battlefield to their Sin.

Not that the Nobles need to restrain them considering how even those demons are cheering their hearts out.

“So you came?” I suddenly hear a familiar voice, making me look over to find both Red and his son Blake standing several meters away from me, the two of them somehow having arrived without my knowing. And the sight of Red being there makes me quickly look at the livestream, only to find that the only Knight still there is Amelia, who is calmly answering questions from the chat.

I look back up at the battlefield again as I mutter, “Yeah. Can’t waste the opportunity Amelia gave me.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I notice a smirk stretching across Red’s face. A smirk that honestly makes me want to punch him.

But I can’t. Because that would be a death sentence.

I can punch him when I’m strong enough to not have to worry about his retaliation in the future.

“Wow, great compromise there,” Tar says with a snort. In my head, of course.

Yes. That it is.

He snorts again.

“In that case, let me help you,” Red suddenly says, making me blink in surprise before turning to look at him. “Apex Predator.”

Then a geyser of black flames suddenly shoots up from beneath my feet, carrying me up into the air without harming me somehow. And at the same time, it manages to gather quite the number of gazes. And the owners of those gazes then point me out to everyone around them, making me the center of attention from almost everyone after just a short period of time.

Silence soon fills the entire battlefield, following which the geyser holding me up comes back down and I land firmly on my feet back on the ground. Then, as if he hadn’t just done that, Red just walks up with a smirk on his face and hands me a microphone while patting a massive speaker that had appeared out of nowhere. Probably a spatial storage.

Although why he had one on hand I don’t know.

I take the microphone before turning to look at the hundreds of millions of people who all have their eye on me. And despite all of their gazes, I don’t feel nervous at all. But then again, I was never particularly shy. Just that I dislike dealing with other people, so I avoid them.

If I were to get shy though, this is probably the time I’d expect it.

But nope. Nothing.

I step forward with the mic in my hand, the eyes of millions of people following my every move from all across the massive battlefield. A battlefield that’s so massive that the only reason I can even almost see the other end of it is because of the very large mountain we’re standing on.

Being nervous and knowing what to say are two entirely different things though.

Tar snorts, making the corner of my lips quirk up ever so slightly.

I let out a short sigh before raising the microphone to my mouth and narrowing my eyes before saying, “Hello, my name is Scarlet, but many of you here now know me as Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, The Apex Predator, Daughter of the White Knight of Humanity, Princess of the Demon World, and Scarlet Wolf.” My voice resonates throughout the entire massive valley and the mountains beyond, whatever speaker Red is using obviously being a piece of magi-tech equipment.

But I ignore that as I smirk slightly and say, “And I have a proposition for you all.”


Chapter 40
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A Bet



Scarlet

“Oh? This ought to be interesting…” I hear Tar mutter in my mind.

“First, would a representative for the humans and for the demons come up here?” I ask, my voice echoing throughout the battlefield. Then in just a single instant, someone appears next to us. Someone that I recognize from TV.

Satan.

And I’m not the only one as everyone down on the battlefield starts muttering to themselves as well, the demons out of loyalty and fear, and the humans out of fear and, well, fear.

Red steps forwards with his helmet held underneath his arm, the man still wearing the same red armor he has been wearing all night as he says, “I’ll be the representative for the humans.” He glances at the people down below while adding, “If that’s alright with you lot.”

Hundreds of thousands of people begin reassuring him that it’s alright, to my amusement. Then I realize that he just spoke to everyone without a microphone.

Is this microphone even necessary?

“No, it’s not,” Red says, bringing my gaze to find him staring at me with a smirk on his face, his eyes alternating between mine and the microphone.

Asshole.

“It would be my pleasure to serve as the demon’s representative, Your Highness,” Satan says, bringing both my and Red’s attention back to him to find the man bowing slightly. And something I just noticed is that he looks rather similar to Vorgrim, the Lord of Hellfire.

|Satan Blackthorn of the Black Flame – Oni – Level 1773|

Oh, wow. This guy really is strong enough to take down Red without much trouble. Even if there is a level gap of a few dozen levels between them, the simple matter of him being an oni is enough to make that level gap obsolete. To the point that he’s stronger by a fair margin.

And that name… that’s the exact same family and clan names as Vorgrim. Vorgrim Blackthorn of the Black Flame.

Does that mean…

“As you may have surmised, Your Highness, my father is the Lord of Hellfire,” Satan says, making my eyes go wide in surprise. And even Red looks surprised at that, much less Blake who is just standing here for no reason at all by the looks of it.

It also seems to surprise our onlooking humans, but that’s to be expected.

What’s also surprising me quite a bit is how civilized Satan is being compared to his father who probably would’ve started a fight or at least laughed by now. They’re like night and day so far.

“Then representatives of Earth and Tartarus, I would like to propose a little bet,” I tell the two, making both of them focus their attention on me. Meanwhile all of the noise throughout the battlefield goes silent as my voice echoes out across the vast expanse of valley. “One that I believe my Grandfather would be okay with taking.”

Satan looks at me for a few seconds before slowly stating, “I would need to check in with His Majesty before anything would become official.”

I nod at that with a brief, “Of course.”

“I doubt humanity has much of anything to lose in this gamble, so I’m happy to hear you out, little fiend,” Red says, making my eye twitch at the sound of that pet name he’s given me echoing throughout the battlefield.

Deciding to ignore Red’s annoying behavior since we’re speaking to hundreds of millions of people right now, probably even more as I’m sure there are some people livestreaming this, I spread my arms out and state, “How about this. If Earth is able to push the demons all the way back to Demon Isle and keep the demons from the Arctic Gate in the Arctic, my Grandfather will give up on subjugating Earth until it is proven without a shadow of a doubt whether or not I will be able to remove the demon curses myself.”

Both Satan and Red’s eyes widen in shock, neither of them apparently expecting such a bold bet from me right now. But the humans down below seem to be considering it. And it doesn’t take long for some cheers to break out, making the hint of a smile appear on my face.

Then most of the human Guardians down there all begin cheering.

Which makes sense. Everyone at this point realizes that Earth, the humans, we have absolutely no chance at victory against the demons. All we’ve been doing is fighting in desperation to survive ever since the Class V Fracture that opened up in the capital and brought me to Tartarus.

The only real progress we’ve gotten was when I got here, and that was partially because they didn’t want to hurt the blood lycan attacking them, couldn’t send their Class V forces away from the main battlefield and from dealing with our Class Vs, and didn’t know where I would strike. Not to mention my plagues.

After several seconds filled with nothing but the Guardians’ cheers, Satan finally regains his composure and asks, “The bet doesn’t sound too outrageous, but it is missing something.” His eyes narrow. “You’ve stated what the demons will do if you manage to succeed, but what will the humans do if you fail?”

That silences the Guardians watching us rather quickly.

Then everyone just watches on without saying a word as I smirk.

I saw this one coming a while ago. If there’s one thing I know the demons want, it’s that.

“You’re really going to bet that for this? You can’t exactly take it back, you know that right?” Tar says, not actually sounding worried despite his words. Probably because he believes in me to win this bet. “I mean, something could always go wrong…”

Yeah, but I believe in myself.

“You asked what the humans will do if we fail?” I ask, still smirking and blatantly ignoring the camera flash I see out of the corner of my eye. “That’s simple.”

I cross my arms as I answer, “If we fail, then I will move to live in Tartarus permanently as the Princess of the demons and will no longer assist the humans.” Then I tilt my head, still smirking at the shocked look on the demon’s face. “That enough for you?”
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Tentative Agreement and Rejection



Scarlet

Whispered conversations begin to echo throughout the entire battlefield both from the demons and the humans. And while the demons sound extremely happy with this arrangement, as I thought they would, the humans sound conflicted. Some of them are saying that I shouldn’t be the only one bearing the burden of humanity’s loss in this bet, while others are saying it’s only right since I’m a demon and need to earn their trust. Most are saying that it wouldn’t be right though, leaving the others to be a minority.

“I’m surprised you just went out and did that,” Tar comments from his place on my shoulder.

Yeah, well, I don’t really have the right to bet anything of humanity’s, and this is something I know the demons, and especially Gramps, all want. Pretty sure Leonidas wants it too.

“There would have to be some rules to the bet, since it would be unfair if you all just continued sending more and more Nobles to Earth and eventually brute forced your way to victory,” I add, still with a smirk on my face. “But I’m sure we can work those details out, right?”

Satan finally smiles and reaches his hand out, saying, “Yes. I believe we can.” But when I grab his hand in return he frowns slightly and adds, “We’ll have to speak with your Grandfather for you to negotiate this, so I would prepare for that if I were you, Your Highness.”

Negotiating with Gramps… that’ll be interesting.

Also, why do I feel like there are millions of glares locked on us right now? And why is Satan looking so awkward right now as he looks behind me?

“Because every last demon out there with any sapience is glaring at him for daring to touch their Princess,” Tar says, sounding more than a little amused. So I let go of the man’s hand, giving him a break from the death glares his own army is sending him.

Regardless of the fact that none of them could actually harm him, being glared at that way by your own army under your command is probably not a pleasant experience.

“I will prepare for the meeting with His Majesty, so please be ready within the next few days,” Satan says with a nod of his head before vanishing in a wave of hellfire. And Red just looks between me and the fading hellfire before eventually staring at me and asking, “Why did you need a human representative again?”

I blink at that question, only to shrug and answer, “To make it look official?”

He just stares at me, meanwhile more than a few of the humans below all start laughing.

The man shakes his head after a few seconds before vanishing in a wave of hellfire, exactly like Satan just did. Which I find rather ironic, and judging by the look on his son’s face, I’m not the only one.

Also, he kinda just ditched his son here. Did he forget about him or something?

“Maybe?” Tar half asks, half states.

I glance to the side, finding that the speaker is gone as well. Although I’m not sure when he took it.

“So,” Blake suddenly says, his voice not echoing through the valley like all of our voices were doing before, bringing my attention to him. “Long time no see.”

Long time no… did he stay behind to talk?

“Looks like it,” Tar says before yawning and closing his eyes as if he were going to sleep. And he actually does go to sleep after a few seconds.

“Guess so,” I answer Blake while pulling up my terminal and turning it off sleep mode to then search through forums online. And right away, I find recorded videos and livestreams both of my negotiation with Satan and of me just standing here right now. Which has me glancing towards the angle of the camera recording me before narrowing my eyes and finding a Class III Guardian with his terminal pointed my way. And almost immediately after noticing my gaze, they all turn their cameras away from me.

So I look back at the livestreams and the chats on the videos to find that all of it is actually positive. Everyone seems okay with me still.

Although I wouldn’t be surprised if the government or Amelia were managing any people with… harsh words. Just to direct the public opinion.

PR aside, they also appear to like that I made a bet with the demons to make them give up on Earth if we win. One that doesn’t involve any risk on Earth’s part for losing. Unless they consider losing me a risk.

It looks like I made the right decision. Although whether we can actually back it up and win this thing… I’m not too sure about that.

There are over a hundred thousand Class Vs on the other side of the Gate, and they’ll be sending more over on a regular basis. So even if there’s only about a hundred and fifty something now, there will be more in the future. And the ones here now already outnumber the Class Vs from Earth.

Meaning it’s not looking very good.

I’ll have to reach Class V myself if I want a chance. Because at that point I should be able to take a large majority of them even if only due to Apex Predator alone.

Skills are still far more important in battle than level after all. And a mythic skill is at the, well, apex of all skills.

I’m glad Tar was asleep for that. Probably would’ve said something snarky about it.

I glance at him to find that he really is asleep this time, so I return my attention finally to Blake who had been silent as I was looking at my terminal.

“Did you need something?” I ask him while tilting my head slightly, my hair falling over my shoulder a little and making me glance down at it.

Yeah, I need a haircut. Too bad my hair is too strong for scissors that aren’t specially made or enchanted to cut.

A rather large pain if I’m being honest. Especially since my hair just grows right back not too long after anyways. Like an entire foot of length in just a month.

Ridiculous.

I raise my head to look at Blake after finding his silence odd, only to narrow my eyes slightly at the sight of what I think is a blush.

“Um,” I utter, not really sure about what to say before remembering the whole crush thing Red mentioned. Oh. Right. That. “Sorry, but I have no interest in dating or ever having any sort of romantic relationships.”

His face lights up like a candle.

Thought so.

“I-It’s fine,” he says with a slight stutter before taking a deep breath and then calmly finishing, “would you like to walk with me to the base? I can catch you up on some things that’ve gone down at the university along the way. And keep anyone else away, if you’d like.”

I blink at his proposal.

That… doesn’t sound half bad.

A little surprising he’d suggest this after being rejected though.

“Sure,” I answer with a shrug before we begin walking across the mountain in the direction of the main base. And as we walk, I can’t help but notice both the human and demon armies retreating for now.

Good.
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Scarlet

“You are going to be the death of me one of these days, you hear that?” Allen complains as soon as the call connects, making me blink in surprise before tilting my head slightly in confusion. “And to make matters worse? You don’t even know why…” Allen trails off only to shake his head and mutter, “Oh, whatever. I’m glad you’re safe and that things turned out well.”

I frown for a second, unsure of what he was gonna scold me over, only to shrug myself and smile as I say, “Same.”

“Is it safe to say you saw White’s livestream?” Allen asks, and I nod my head. “I was pretty surprised by that, not gonna lie. But I knew she cared about you, so probably not as surprised as you were.”

I hum in response, not really sure what to say to that as I lie down in my bed back at my suite in the base with my terminal being displayed on a large screen on the ceiling above the bed.

Amelia has always, from what I’ve seen since meeting her, cared about me in her own strange way. She tends to make decisions on her own without talking to others, and often ends up regretting those decisions in the future. At least, as far as I’m concerned.

But she also takes responsibility for the decisions, so she means well.

“It was a shock,” I eventually say before closing my eyes.

“I bet it was,” I hear Belle’s voice coming from the other side of the call, making me open my eyes again for a moment to see her poking her head over her father’s shoulder and pushing his head out of the way, to his irritation. “How’re things going miss Apex Predator?”

“Better than I expected,” I answer honestly. “Far better than I expected.”

“When are you planning on going to meet with Satan?” she asks, only to start fussing when Allen pushes her away and instead seemingly switches the call over to a TV so they can both be in the screen.

I raise a brow at their antics before closing my eyes again and answering, “I’ll be going first thing tomorrow morning and meeting up with Red to head to Demon Isle, where we’re going to be speaking with my grandfather through a skill of one of his subordinates. Since Gramps can’t actually come here personally.”

Silence follows for a few seconds, so I open my eyes to find the two of them looking slightly surprised for some reason.

“You call the Demon King…” Allen begins, following which Belle finishes while covering her mouth, “Gramps?”

Then the two start laughing, making me feel a slight blush reach my cheeks. Something I will never admit happened.

I turn my head, lying on my cheek instead to look away as I mutter, “So what if I do?”

They just laugh even harder. Which has my blush growing a deeper shade of red.

“Idiots,” I mutter quietly to myself, not that it stops them from hearing and laughing even harder.

But despite the situation, I can’t help but smile a little as well. Since I haven’t been able to talk with them much since coming back to Earth. Even if that’s my own fault for focusing on hunting over spending time with them. Much to Belle’s chagrin.

The main problem though is that I just don’t have the time. Not when I need to be strong enough to deal with the void creatures.

And while Apex Predator’s +100% stats will come in extremely useful in the future, stats are not the main source of power for a person. Skills are. Both skill levels, high rarity skills, and a variety of skills.

Not to mention that Class V gives vastly different stats out per level than the Classes prior to it give. Gramps actually mentioned that blood lycans get 5 points in Physical, 4 in Mental, and 5 in Magical, along with 10 free points per level, unlike right now where I only get 2 in Physical, 1 in Mental, 2 in Magical, and 5 free points per level.

A rather large jump.

And that’s not even considering how the multipliers for a Class V are over twice the multipliers for a Class IV, making them over twice as strong even at just a single level above a Class IV.

All because Class Vs have their body and their reality fully merged into one unlike Class IVs who only have them partially merged, and any Class below that who doesn’t have them merged at all.

I honestly can’t wait to reach Class V for no other reason than the massive difference in power it gives.

“It might not be as far as many would suspect,” Tar comments, making me smile even more.

Yeah. As long as I continue hunting demons on the battlefield.

“Someone looks happy,” Allen says, making me turn back over to face the ceiling as I smother my smile rather quickly. Too quickly, apparently. “Too late for that.”

I roll my eyes.

“How’s the university been anyways?” I ask Belle, feeling rather curious about it. Because despite her fighting on the frontlines as well, she’s still attending university. Something I kinda just stopped doing due to my lack of time.

Belle smiles at that and answers, “Boring.”

I chuckle at that blunt answer.

“I mean it!” she exclaims while swinging her hands out wide, barely missing her father who ducks under it before glaring at her. But she just ignores him while continuing, “The university is just teaching us battle tactics and strategies now! It isn’t what a university is supposed to be! We’re supposed to be having fun and enjoying college, not training and learning battle tactics every day all day long!”

“Excuse me,” Allen interjects with a frown as he crosses his arms and says, “you’re the one who asked to go there. And you’re also the one who wanted to go to the frontlines, which is probably what’s eating up your free time!”

Belle opens her mouth for a second before casually looking at me and smiling. “Ah, it’s getting late. You should head to bed, Scarlet. I’m sure you’re tired.”

Allen narrows his eyes at her, but Belle quickly reaches over to his arm and hangs up the call, leaving me smirking at the ceiling with more than a little amusement on my face.

Several seconds pass in silence as I stare before I eventually yawn and slowly begin to close my eyes.

Maybe I should go to sleep… even if I don’t biologically need it anymore, it does still help with stress.

And… a lot has happened over the past day.
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Scarlet

After meeting up with Red, we both rush through the sky straight towards Demon Isle in a large black fireball that doesn’t actually feel hot. Not even in the slightest.

When I asked why it wasn’t Amelia going with me, I was told that she was busy in the Arctic and since he was the representative for the humans during the bet – even if he didn’t do anything – he was responsible for coming with me to see it through. Which makes sense, even if I don’t really like the guy.

I look around at the many demons we pass over, each of whom that are actually able to keep up with us with their eyes bow to me as we pass. Which would’ve felt strange and awkward a year ago, but thanks to my time on Tartarus feels normal now.

There’s only so much bowing and scraping you can accept from people before you become numb to it after all.

“And there was a lot of bowing to you,” Tar comments offhandedly from his place in the in-between.

Yep. That there was.

We continue flying through the air with the two of us just floating in the middle of the fireball with nearly a meter in between us until we finally cross into the ocean. Then not too long after that we make it to Demon Isle. And despite being called Demon Isle, it’s actually not a half bad looking place. Rather tropical in a way. Nothing like Tartarus.

Also full of demons. But unlike Tartarus, the only demons on Demon Isle seem to be the sapient ones. Which is an interesting sight to see.

Kind of reminds me of a more civil version of the cities on Tartarus.

Come to think of it, I glance at Red and ask, “You’ve been to Tartarus before, right? What all did you do there aside from hunt demons?”

He looks at me, seemingly surprised that I actually spoke to him before he looks down again and says, “Run for my life.”

I blink at that answer, unsure of how to take it from the guy obsessed with fighting even more than some people I know.

“Did you just refer to yourse-” Tar starts but I cut him off by asking, “I thought you had Black and Purple covering your location from the Demon King?”

Red looks even more surprised by that until he seems to realize something and says, “The Demon King told you about that, did he?” And when I nod he just looks back down at the ground again and says, “Our time on Tartarus was a lot more complicated than just that. Will and Gabrielle both hid us from the Demon King’s sight, along with an entire continent. So it wasn’t hard for him to guess where we were.”

“Oh, so he was hunting you all down the whole time through the continent? But wouldn’t he have been able to find you pretty quickly just from running across the continent or moving between blood deposits?” I ask, genuinely curious about what went down. And Red seems inclined to answer me despite his rather sadistic and terrible personality. Something I kind of appreciate but also have no idea why he’s doing this.

“It’s possible he’s doing it to endear his son to you,” Tar points out, surprising me for a moment before Red looks at me again and mutters, “The Demon King really does just tell you whatever, doesn’t he…?” Likely due to my knowledge of Gramps’ skills. Then he shakes his head and faces forwards as he answers my question, “The five of us split up to go our own ways through the Southwestern desert continent, and even if he is fast enough to pass through the continent from one end to the other in just minutes, it doesn’t mean he’ll be able to search every last person. He would also be making it obvious what he’s doing if he tried, so it wouldn’t be that hard to hide when his magical senses are blocked.”

Oh. So that’s how they did it.

Probably a massive pain though, since they would’ve been on edge the entire time wondering if the Demon King was gonna suddenly charge through the continent at any moment in time.

“Of the five of us, your mother went to the Mesa of Illusions where she ended up meeting your father, and I went to the Oni Citadel and snuck into the oni’s hunting grounds just to check the place out,” Red says, sounding slightly stiff as he does. “Which is where I met a few oni and had some wonderful sparring matches with them.”

“Yes, my father still speaks of that to this day,” I suddenly hear another voice, one I recognize as Satan from the battlefield yesterday. And when I turn around, the fireball we’re in stopping immediately, I find Satan floating in the sky with his own black flame covering him, except not in the form of a fireball like Red. Although I get the feeling Red doesn’t need the fireball and is only using it to carry me. “Welcome, Your Highness. It is a pleasure to see you again.”

Meanwhile he just ignores Red. Which I find rather amusing.

At least, he ignores him until Red smugly grins at him and says, “Your father said I was more talented in hellfire than you were. His own son! How embarrassing.”

Satan immediately glares daggers at the man, making me briefly wonder if Red has too many screws loose in his head.

Then I remember that he does indeed have screws loose in his head, just like the other Knights.

Actually, now that I think about it, if he spent time with some of the oni on Tartarus, doesn’t that explain why he is as he is? Also, why didn’t the Demon King do anything about it?

I guess it’s possible the oni just never reported him. Or they may have never known who he was at that point. I don’t think the Knights had their Titles yet then after all.

My line of thoughts comes to a halt when I notice that black flames are literally leaking out of Satan and Red’s eyes as they glare at each other.

Yeah, I should stop them from fighting. It wouldn’t end well for Red when he doesn’t have another Knight backing him.


Chapter 44

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

Negotiations



Scarlet

After breaking the two up, which took a lot of work to do, the three of us continue flying through the air for a few seconds until a large castle comes into sight. One clearly made out of blood metal and designed in a style similar to the nation that used to occupy Demon Isle before the demons.

Satan brings us through an open window of the castle into a large throne room where a three-meter-tall pool of blood stands in front of the throne like a mirror. The oni then walks up to the raised dais and kneels in front of it, following which the pool of blood begins shifting until it turns into some sort of screen showing Gramps’ throne room. And the very moment he sees me, Gramps begins smiling.

I also notice Leonidas standing off to the side of Gramps’ throne, likely not sitting on his own throne due to it being too far for the screen to show.

Leonidas smiles at me as well and nods before Gramps says, “Young Blackthorn says you wish to make a bet, Princess?”

His formal mode is clearly activated, so I nod my head in return and answer, “Yes, I do. Is it safe to assume you already know the basic contents of the bet?”

“I do,” he answers, his eyes narrowing slightly. “If I’m to understand this correctly, you wish to make a bet with us that you will return to Tartarus to fulfil all of your duties as the Princess of the nation should Earth’s forces fail to push us back to Demon Isle and the Arctic, and that we will retreat from Earth should you manage to do so?”

“Yes, you understand it perfectly,” I tell him with another nod. “But in addition to that, I would like to add onto it a little bit.”

Gramps starts rubbing his chin a little bit, leaving both throne rooms in silence before he lowers his arm to his throne and says, “Very well, and I, of course, will be doing the same.”

“Of course,” I respond with a nod, still feeling rather unused to speaking with Gramps in such a formal manner. Especially considering how doting he tends to be.

I glance at Red, who has been silent this entire time, simply looking between Gramps and Leonidas without saying a word. Meanwhile the two of them are ignoring his existence entirely.

And Satan still has his head lowered in a kneeling position.

“To start off, we should set a limit for the number of Class V demons that can pass through to Earth each year,” I state, making Gramps’ eyes narrow further. “I’d say about three Nobles passing through a year would be fine, since we’re already limited to only about seventy Class Vs ourselves and you have more Class Vs than we have by over double currently on Earth.”

Gramps taps his throne’s arm rest a few times before raising a brow and saying, “Ten Nobles a year. Remember that you have your Knights on Earth as well as yourself.”

I hold back my wince as I retort, “Seven Nobles a year. You have Satan and Damien here, and I’m pretty sure you’ve sent over another two Clan Noble demons since those two came as well.”

He frowns, his gaze turning to the Red Knight finally while he says, “Nine Nobles a year. Your Red Knight has already killed one of those two Clan Nobles.”

Rest in peace Aurora.

Or not, I guess. She was kind of trying to capture me after all.

Not to mention force me out of my hunting grounds.

An unforgiveable sin indeed.

Tar snorts in my head, bringing Gramps’ attention to me again as his eyes narrow a little and he looks around me. As if searching for something.

He can hear Tar from all the way over there, across whatever skill or item we’re using to talk to him?

Wow.

“Eight Nobles a year. The demons far outnumber the humans, and the humans are less structured as well,” I state my final counteroffer, which I know is a little weak, but should still work, nonetheless.

He raises a brow again but smiles anyways and says, “Agreed.”

I let out a mental sigh of relief. Not an actual sigh, of course. Because that would be bad for negotiation.

Even if he is my grandfather.

“Now, my turn,” Gramps says, making me stiffen up ever so slightly. “You have a clear winning condition attached to the bet for the humans, but how will we know if we win? There doesn’t seem to be a time limit yet.”

Shit, he noticed.

Then again, of course he would. He’s over two thousand years old and has probably been in negotiations longer than I’ve been alive. And that’s just the time he’s spent in the negotiations themselves.

He is a King after all.

“How about in ten years’ time, if you haven’t forced us back to Demon Isle and the Arctic yet, then you will lose this bet and return to Tartarus where you will fulfil your duties as Princess,” Gramps says, making a chill run down my spine at the short deadline. Since I was hoping more along the lines of three decades to a century.

There’s no way we’d be able to do it within just ten years.

But how could I…

My eyes widen as an idea comes to me.

“Counteroffer,” I state while folding my arms under my chest, “If we haven’t forced you back to Demon Isle and the Arctic yet by the time the void forces arrive on Earth, we will lose the bet. Does that work?”

He blinks once, then smiles and nods.

I relax ever so slightly at the outcome.

Good.

From what Amelia has hinted, the void forces shouldn’t arrive on Earth first when they do reach our universe. They’ll arrive on other planets and begin spreading across the universe before eventually making it here.

Which should give us a lot of time to force the demons back.

Then, after winning the bet, we can deal with peace with the demons and talking about joining together in the war effort against the void.
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The Throne Room of The Demon King’s Castle

“It was nice talking to you again, little Scarlet,” Arkaz says with a warm smile on his face, and his son, Leonidas, says, “Stay safe on Earth, okay?”

Then, after getting a smile in response with his granddaughter raising one hand with her thumb sticking up, Arkaz cuts the link with the magical item he had Leonidas make and send to Earth. Something that lets him contact those over there.

The screen vanishes, turning back into blood again and leaving the throne room in complete silence.

“Her negotiating has improved,” Arkaz says while glancing at his son, finding him to have started walking over to the balcony already. So he gets up and follows after him.

Once he makes it out there with him, Leonidas asks, “You know what you just did.”

Arkaz snorts as he leans against the balcony railing.

“Do I now?” he asks with a smile on his face.

Leonidas turns to look at his father with a conflicted look on his face as he says, “You lost that negotiation on purpose.”

The Demon King just hums at that, turning to look up at the blood moon high in the sky.

Silence fills the balcony with the only noise being that of the fighting demons in the distance visible from the balcony.

“And if I did?” Arkaz says while leaning over on the balcony railing with a faint smile on his face.

Arkaz sees his son staring at him for several seconds before Leonidas sighs and turns to look out at the Battlefield while muttering, “If you just let her win, then… she may never come back here again.”

“I doubt you’ll have to worry about that,” Arkaz says while putting a hand on his son’s head, to the boy’s obvious displeasure. “She’ll come back. Even if she wins the bet, she’ll come back one day.”

She’ll probably be coming sooner rather than later, considering how the void creatures are supposed to reach Tartarus before Earth.

Arkaz doesn’t say that part out loud, keeping silent even though his son already knows this.

“You’re right though, she has improved her negotiation skills,” Leonidas says, bringing Arkaz’s gaze back to his son right when the boy pushes his hand away from his head. Leonidas then turns to look at Arkaz, meeting his gaze as he asks, “That your doing?”

The Demon King smiles and turns back to look out over the battlefield again and answers, “She probably picked it up when she was shadowing me for a week draining my life energy.”

His son snorts at that out of the corner of his eyes before leaning over the railing himself, placing his head on his arms as he seemingly sulks.

Is he… jealous?

Arkaz snorts in amusement and just pats his son’s back, saying, “She’ll warm up to you eventually.”

Probably.



Scarlet

I let out a sigh of relief the moment the connection ends.

That went well I think.

“You realize he let you win that negotiation, right?” Tar comments, and I nod my head with a frown.

Yeah, but I kind of bet on that a little just to help the humans a bit. After all, we need every advantage we can get to win this.

I focus on Red to find him looking between me and the pool of blood that’s still floating there with astonishment on his face. Like he didn’t expect me to actually be able to get that bet confirmed with the Demon King.

“Well, I’ll leave it to you to bring news of that bet to the people,” I tell him with a smile, snapping him out of his shock.

“You…” he mutters before suddenly grinning at me and appearing right next to me in a blur to slap my shoulder, sending me down to my knees in his enthusiasm, “you may’ve just saved the human race!”

And he doesn’t stop with one slap, instead slapping my back in what I think is supposed to be a congratulatory or thankful pat but is instead rather painful.

“We should head out, but know you have my gratitude for giving my son a future,” he says as he finally finishes slapping me, making me stand up straight again while reaching back to rub my shoulder and back. Meanwhile out of the corner of my eye I notice Satan giving Red a death glare. “On that note, why don’t you marry-”

“Not happening.” “Not on your life filthy human!”

I blink in surprise before focusing solely on Satan, who had just spoken at the same time as me. And Red does the same, looking at the oni with disgust.

Please tell me I’m not going to have to break these two up again?

“Looks like the oni still hasn’t learned his lesson yet,” Red says, his voice coming out with a rather dark note in it. One that has a shiver running down my spine.

“You’re going to have to break them up again,” Tar says rather dryly, making me let out an internal groan.

“Are you really going to pick a fight with me right now, Red?” Satan says, his voice taking on a gravelly tone as black flames begin building up around both him and Red. Meanwhile a ball of black flames surrounds me, probably for protection.

Are you kidding me?

“Please stop fighting you two,” I tell the two with a scowl on my face. “Or at least wait till I’m back at the frontlines. I want to go hunt.”

While Red looks hesitant, Satan immediately stops and bows towards me with a polite, “Yes, Your Highness. As you wish.”

And now Red just looks awkward instead.

“Red, please take me back to the frontlines,” I state while crossing my arms. And to my surprise, he actually does what he’s told.

How nice of him.

Now if only he wouldn’t go getting into fights with people who could kill him when he’s one of the strongest fighters we have on humanity’s side. Then things would be much nicer for us.

Intermission



The Main Square of the Capital City of the Terran Republic

“Breaking news!” A news reporter’s voice echoes from the massive screen showing front and center on top of the massive building at the back center of the Main Square. “The Apex Predator, Princess of the Demons and the daughter of the White Knight of Humanity Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has come to an agreement with the Demon King! If humanity is able to push the demons back to Demon Isle and keep the rest of the demons in the Arctic by the time the void creatures attack Earth, the Demon King will cease all hostilities and retreat back to Tartarus for good! And the demons have been limited in how many Nobles they can bring to Earth each year to just eight Nobles!”

Meanwhile various other screens showing similar scenes repeatedly play throughout the city and all other cities of the Republic.

“She… really did that?” “I guess she really is on our side.” “We have a Princess!!!” “All hail the Apex Predator!” “She’s done it! Now we just need to fight!”

All throughout the city, cries of joy can be heard from the people. Both those who know the Apex Predator on a personal level, and those who don’t. Those who have fought against her, and those who have lost to her.

And on top of the City Hall of the Capital City, the White Knight of Humanity can be seen with her legs dangling over the edge of the roof talking into a small, red rock.

“Looks like everything’s worked out as planned,” she says, more than a little relief in her voice. Then a male voice belonging to the Blood Calamity comes through the stone, “That’s good. Now she won’t be ostracized by the humans.”

Amelia looks out over the celebrating city with a smile on her face without saying a word for several comfortable minutes.

“It’s going to be tough on you these next few years, you know that, right?” Leonidas asks, a hint of worry in his voice.

His mate smiles even wider and asks in a slightly teasing tone of voice, “Oh, you worried about me?”

“Of course I am,” Leonidas bluntly answers, making the slightest hint of a blush appear on Amelia’s face.

But she just smiles even wider as she lies back down, facing up at the moon hanging high in the sky as she quietly says into the stone, “I’ll be fine. Scarlet can finally live a happy life without having any secrets to hide. She won’t have any burdens lying on her chest that someone might hate her if they knew about. She’s free to do what she wants.”

“And if she eventually chooses to not fight the void creatures?” Leonidas asks out of mere curiosity.

“You know she won’t choose that,” Amelia said with a chuckle. “It’s just in her blood to fight.” She glances at the stone. “And I blame you for that, by the way.”

“It’s just as much your fault as it is mine, oh great White Knight of Humanity,” Leonidas says with a snort before growing serious again, “But seriously. What if she doesn’t become strong enough to take on the Voided Overlord?”

Amelia sighs at that and stares up at the sky again as she answers, “I’ll support her in whatever decision she makes. If she chooses to abandon humanity in the future to run away from the void creatures, I will stay with her the whole way.” She smiles a sad smile. “I will never abandon her again, no matter what.”

Her mate goes silent for a few seconds before saying, “Likewise, my dear heart. Never again.”

Both of them stay silent, simply listening to the seemingly endless cheers of the humans all around the capital, along with the news still playing out from the various news stations broadcasting on the sides of buildings. Meanwhile various flying cars all fly past Amelia’s spot on the roof, but none of them notice her thanks to her Sense Nullification.

Amelia knows that there will still be a rare minority that will still irrationally hate Scarlet. But that’s for Amelia to handle, not a problem for Scarlet.

The silence continues for several minutes.

“Is it really almost time though?” Amelia eventually asks, a sad look on her face.

“It is,” Leonidas answers immediately. “According to the prophecy, the void spawn will be breaking through into the in-between any day now, and then they’ll move onto the other side of the universe to begin their assault under the Voided Overlord’s command.”

Amelia lets out a sigh at that and mutters, “It’s always something… but the void spawn won’t make it here for another several decades, right?”

“You already know this,” Leonidas says quietly.

She sighs again and nods her head, wishing that she didn’t.

“I don’t know why we call it a prophecy,” Amelia mutters. “It’s not like it was told in some poetic gibberish or anything.”

“Even if the prophecy was shown as a recorded vision, it’s still a prophecy,” Leonidas says, sounding like he doesn’t believe what he’s saying himself. “The witches said so after all.”

Amelia snorts at that and glances at the stone as she comments, “The witches that had a tenth of their number exterminated by a certain angry grandpa?”

Silence fills the roof for a few seconds before Leonidas says, “They deserved that.”

Amelia snorts again in amusement while shaking her head.

“It may also have been a bit more than a tenth…” Leonidas’s muttered voice comes through the stone, making Amelia break out into laughter before she wipes a tear. And after laughing for nearly an entire minute, she finally calms down and says, “I don’t think I’ve laughed that much since before Scarlet was born…”

“Best get used to it,” Leonidas says, a happy note to his voice. “You’ll be laughing a lot more from now on.”

“I hope so,” Amelia says, her voice sounding small as she looks up at the stars and the moon in the night sky. “I hope so…”

The two fall into a happy silence once more, just letting the air between them be filled up with the cheers of the humans down below and the voices of the many news reporters echoing from the various large screens on the sides of the buildings. And after a while, Amelia’s eyes begin to close and she falls asleep with a smile on her face despite the hatred being directed towards her by many of the humans on Earth right now.

“Sleep well, my heart,” Leonidas’s voice echoes around the roof.
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After we get back to the base again, I find everyone extremely excited to see me and full of praise. Or at least, almost everyone. There are still a few people who I hear talking about me behind my back, but even they aren’t considering doing anything against me or anything like that. Just insulting me for being a demon.

And for the first time since becoming a Guardian, I actually answer the people’s questions as everyone asks them. Strictly so that I can stay on their good side instead of pissing them off or something.

Then I can go back to ignoring people tomorrow.

Tar snorts and comments, “A single day of being polite. How gracious of you.”

I know, right? Very gracious.

He snorts again.

After everyone finishes talking and lets me finally leave to go do my own thing nearly two hours later, I find myself in my room flopping onto my bed with a sigh and a groan mixed into one.

“Lots of emotion in that one,” Tar comments but without the sarcasm from before.

Yeah… it was a lot to handle today.

Even if I knew Gramps wasn’t going to do anything that would harm me, and that he would likely help, that bet was the only thing I could see completely finishing the shift in public opinion towards me. Even if it didn’t shift everyone’s opinions, it did what it needed to. It shifted the majority, and that’s all that was necessary.

But if we didn’t manage to get that agreement established, then I don’t think the majority of the humans would’ve been so happy with me. Even if most of the hate was moved to Amelia instead of me. I’m still part demon, and I’m still the granddaughter of the Demon King – the man who has been massacring the human race for centuries now.

Since it isn’t the favor of the majority though, even those who still think of me as a threat and are insulting me – like those I hear doing just that right now, saying things like ‘the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree’ and other such bullshit – won’t say anything or make any complaints directly or publicly. Not when it would simply hurt their own image.

And the only Guardians who are strong enough that their image doesn’t matter to them are also strong enough that they’ve reached the point most Guardians begin to stop caring about the ‘human race’ as a whole anyways. That they just care about their own leveling instead.

Meanwhile the illogically insane Guardians never make it to Class IV, so I won’t have to worry about those crazies. Not that there are many of them in the world in the first place.

Being a Guardian is very stressful and dangerous, and often breeds some rather… questionable individuals by the time they’re powerful. But the ones who actually make it to power are all intelligent and sane enough to understand things that would get them killed from things that won’t. And attacking me would just mean their death. Meanwhile attacking me verbally would kill their own image.

I wouldn’t be surprised if some people try to attack me online anonymously though, but I feel like the government will handle that. Or Amelia will just erase the traces of it before I ever even so much as hear of it.

“I’m glad everything’s turned out alright,” Tar says as I roll over onto my back and he lies down onto my chest. Then I deactivate my armor, leaving me in a simple T-shirt and pants. “Do you know what you’re planning on doing here on out?”

Hmm, just gonna try to reach Class V as fast as I can. Which, unfortunately for those demons who were just cheering me on not too long ago, means massacring more of them when the war continues on the main battlefield.

“Brutal,” Tar says rather plainly, but he doesn’t seem to really care considering his tone.

Yeah, well their conflicting ties aside, I’m still with the humans and they’re with the demons. We’re at war. They’ll just have to suck it up and continue being killed by their own Princess.

Tar snorts, likely at the way I put that.

Now, I would also like to get more SP so I can focus on getting Gradual Corruption Nullification to as high a level as I can get it. Preferably at least level 30 by the time I reach Class V. So that it’ll have the highest possible chance of being upgraded.

“About that…” Tar suddenly says, making me raise my head, bringing my chin to my collarbone to look at him. “The prophecy has information directly related to upgrading your skill. And I think now would be a good enough time for you to hear them now that you aren’t preoccupied with anything urgent.”

I stare at him for several seconds, seemingly making him nervous before I tell him, “Well, go on.”

“First, you can treat upgrading the skill in the same way as you would any other Title-Bearing Mythic skill, because that’s what the upgraded version will be, and it’ll tell you when you meet a certain number of the requirements for upgrading the skill that you’ve met them,” Tar says, making my eyebrows rise briefly in surprise. “For those requirements though, one of them will easily be fulfilled as long as you just keep using the skill on a regular enough basis. And by that, I mean you get someone to poison you and you heal yourself over and over again.”

“Tar,” I slowly state out loud with a frown. “That isn’t something I’d call ‘easily fulfilled,’ much less something I would accomplish from using it on a regular basis.”

“I mean, you would be using it on a regular basis if you were being poisoned all the time,” Tar comments, making me open my mouth to say something, only to close it again. Then he continues speaking after seeing my silence, “Anyways, you’ll have to remove a curse placed on you by a Class V being, cure a poison given to you by a Class V being, and cure a disease given to you by a Class V being, each while still being at Class IV. And that’s the main requirement for upgrading the skill.”

I stare at him for several seconds before grabbing him by the scruff of his neck and throwing him across the room. Then I take off my shoes and climb under the covers to go to sleep.

Since I’m just too mentally exhausted right now to hunt.
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The next morning, I wake up to my usual routing of getting out of bed, using the Clean skill, then changing clothes and activating my armor before heading out of my room towards the cafeteria. And along the way, I ignore the many gazes locked on me as I walk. Most of which seem a little too passionate for my tastes. Like a lot of them are treating me as some hero.

Then there’s the rare gaze that is hostile instead. Which has me making a mental note of those people, just to be safe.

I continue walking until I reach the cafeteria and immediately order food. Then I wait at a table in the corner of the cafeteria, simply being stared at by pretty much over half the cafeteria.

Tar appears out of nowhere, apparently having woken up from his own nap where I left him on my bed to leave on my own, before he floats down and sits on my shoulder.

“Morning,” he mutters, his voice echoing in my head.

Morning.

Several seconds pass in silence.

“Everyone’s staring at you,” he points out the obvious.

I know.

Silence befalls us once more.

Eventually I turn to look at a table several tables away when I hear the people at it getting up and beginning to walk my way, my eyes trailing them the entire way. And to my surprise, I actually recognize all of them from university.

Necro. I believe that was his title.

“The guy with void spawn genes,” Tar adds, sounding interested now.

The man is finally wearing some actual armor instead of what he was wearing before, which was just a regular T-shirt and shorts enchanted to be magi-tech armor. But unlike before, his eyes now kind of remind me of a ghoul’s, what with them being completely pitch black with no whites at all. No pupils either. Kinda creepy in a way.

His armor is pitch black, which fits his death magic motif, and it’s also a little similar to The Reaper’s armor. But with some modern day artificial fibers woven in instead of demon parts.

On the other hand, his friends that are with him are all students I recognize the faces of from university, none of which I was particularly close to. Although I do see one of Belle’s friends amongst them. I don’t remember her name though.

Half of them are wearing their armor right now while the other half isn’t, probably because we’re just in the cafeteria even if this is on the frontlines.

I wonder what Necro wants though?



The Cafeteria
Moments before Scarlet walked in

Anthony Wilson, otherwise known by the public as the Class III Guardian known as Necro, stares at his beer in front of him as his friends all talk amongst themselves.

“What do you think about the new terminal update that just came out?” Angel asks with a smile on her face, the girl still looking just as young as she did when she first entered university with the appearance of a fifteen year old despite her age being twenty. “I love it! Just being able to-”

The girl cuts off out of nowhere with her mouth held open in a mixture of happiness, awe, and surprise that has Anthony turning his head to find the Scarlet Wolf walking into the cafeteria. And Angel isn’t the only one who goes quiet, as most of the cafeteria joins her in silence with everyone simply watching the girl move to order before sitting at a table in the corner.

Anthony feels conflicted at the sight of the girl. Because while he once wanted to join a team with her just because of her power, he knows now that she is far out of his league. Not only in etched skills, of which she must have more than he can count from the Demon King, but also in her own level. And while he can’t see her exact level, he knows that her mana level is far above his own. Even higher than a lot of the professors at the university already.

At first he was shocked when her identity as a part demon was revealed, much less her being the Princess of the demons. But after talking with his fae, Artoria, and being reminded of the strangely demonic feeling she got from the girl every time she saw them, he realized the truth was right in front of their nose the entire time.

Now, though, he wonders what it means for them as friends.

“Did she ever consider you a friend though?” Artoria asks, sounding genuinely curious.

Anthony chooses to ignore her.

After watching the Apex Predator and everyone watching her for several seconds, Anthony glances at Angel, who still has stars in her eyes. Something that reminds him that the girl has always been a major Scarlet Wolf fan, which clearly hasn’t changed after figuring out what the girl is.

And after making eye contact with him, Angel quickly motions toward the Apex Predator with her head.

Yeah, guess it couldn’t hurt to say hi.

Anthony looks at everyone else and nods before getting up from his seat and beginning to move in the Apex Predator’s direction. And he doesn’t miss how the girl’s eyes immediately lock onto them the moment he stands up from his seat, making a chill run down his spine at the sight of her glowing red eyes meeting his pitch black ones. Eyes that he can feel real power behind.

She’s grown. A lot.

He continues walking without breaking his stride towards her alongside his friends until he finally reaches her and looks her over, including her armor and everything else.

Although his eyes stray to a few different areas, particularly her ears, powerful looking armor, and the… changes he finds in her body since the last he saw her. But he averts his eyes right away to be polite, finding her narrowing her eyes slightly on him as he waves and says, “Heya Scar, how’re things?”
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“He totally just checked you out,” Tar comments from his place on my shoulder, but I just let out a short huff of air at that, not wanting to respond.

Instead I nod my head towards Anthony and politely answer, “It’s been okay. You?”

“Good here too,” he answers before glancing at the seat next to me and asking, “Mind if I sit?”

“Sure,” I mutter as I begin to smell my food, bringing my gaze over towards the kitchen. And at the same time I hear them saying my name, mentioning where to bring it.

I really wish I could reach Class V faster, because eating so much food is a hassle. It’ll be so much easier when I become Class V and don’t have to eat anymore. At least, not unless I need regenerating.

Which I guess means I’ll still have to eat a bit, but not anywhere near as much. At least, if I don’t want to end up struggling to regenerate as quickly as I would’ve otherwise in the middle of a fight. Or grow anemic.

Neither of which sound like very pleasant options.

I glance back at the table when all of Necro’s group begin taking their own seats around it. And the one person I recognize from their group aside from Necro is the girl I know who is friends with Belle.

Although I still can’t remember her name.

Her stare is creeping me out though. Because it’s very starry eyed. To the point that I wouldn’t be surprised if she asked for an autograph.

I blink as I remember something just like that happening before. But where do I remember it from…

Oh, right! This girl asked me for my autograph a while back!

Maybe that means she won’t ask now?

The girl tries to talk to me only to fail rather miserably and end up a stuttering mess instead, so I just kinda ignore her to focus on my food that is currently arriving. Food that ends up taking nearly half the table to hold, making the others appear more than a little awkward.

They’re the ones who moved over here though, so not my problem.

I begin to dig into the food in silence for several minutes, trying to rush the process a little so I can go back to hunting. But then Necro finally speaks up, bringing my attention to him.

“Did you always have wolf ears? Or was it just after your reality warp like everyone thought?” he asks with a genuinely curious look on his face.

That has me pausing for a moment, and I can’t help but notice the dozens of eyes on me as the majority of the cafeteria, all people who can easily hear a conversation from across the room thanks to their Classes being at least II, listen in, clearly waiting for my answer.

So I let out a sight and put down the food I was about to eat before focusing on him and answering, “I didn’t awaken to my demon genes until after I contracted. Before then, I was just a regular human with dormant blood lycan genes.”

Whispered conversations immediately erupt from all around the room while Necro and the others at my table look surprised without saying anything.

“Did you hear that?! She wasn’t always a demon!” “No, she was. She just… wasn’t awake.” “Does that mean there could be other part demons living dormant amongst us?” “How did-”

I decide to nip that in the bud right away by saying, “It’s not possible for another part demon child to be born. Not without a royal demon or the White Knight of Humanity there to put the demon genes into a dormant state so that they don’t eat the human genes. And even then, if the child were to enter a Fracture at all, they would die unless they contracted then and there.”

That shuts them all up right away.

Only for Necro to bring my attention back to him as he asks, “Does that mean… you were dying in your first Fracture?”

A tense silence fills the cafeteria. One that makes me feel incredibly awkward, because I can tell most of them genuinely seem worried for some reason. Which is weird to know.

Although the tiny minority of people against me here just seem curious.

“Yes, I was,” I answer before picking up my food again, “until I formed a contract which safely awakened me, using some of the reality energy to pacify my demon genes.”

I begin eating as they all go back to whispering amongst themselves.

This feels… strange. I’m not used to being so open about everything that’s happened to me over the last year or so.

“Yeah, it feels weird to me too just seeing it,” Tar says while patting my neck once with his paw. “But not bad?”

That has me smiling ever so slightly as I reach for another sandwich.

Not bad.

Then a flash goes off, making my head snap to the side to find someone having just taken a picture of me. But they just smile and wave before turning to their friends and whispering, “I got a picture of her smiling! This might just be the first picture of the Apex Predator smiling in history!”

I grimace at that and turn back to my food again, deciding that I’m better off acting like that didn’t just happen.

“Well, considering that he’s happy about getting a picture of you smiling, it at least means he still cares about you and isn’t disgusted by what you are,” Tar comments, sounding more amused than he should be despite his words. “Right?”

Yes, you’re right. But you’re still enjoying this too much right now.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Tar says, his voice full of snark.

I almost snort but stop myself after considering where I am.

Yeah. Sure you don’t.

“Can you tell me what it’s like to be part demon?” Necro asks, making the whispers clear up again.

I glance at him, then at the rest of the people in this room. Many of whom are actually recording this right now.

This is just going to be like an interview, isn’t it?

After a few seconds of silence, I decide why the heck not.

Guess I’m spending the next couple hours answering questions instead of hunting.
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A few hours later

“So you’re absolutely sure they won’t send more than the agreed upon amount? That they will abide by the agreement?” the General of Humanity’s Military, a Class V Guardian by the name of James McCall whose title I don’t remember asks again. And just like the last two times, I answer with a blunt, “Yes, they will abide by the agreement. Stop asking already.”

The old looking man who fits the description of a gruff looking army general from the old world movies frowns at me and says, “Young lady, the entire war is depending on this agreement. I have to make sure there are no possible betrayals involved.”

I cross my arms as the various Guardians in the room, both young looking to the point of them looking in their mid-teens, all the way to old with them looking in their natural fifties and sixties, Class IVs and Class Vs, and even a few non-Guardians who were just very smart and managed to get promoted to strategic work without the use of skills all bob their heads back and forth between me and the general.

“And I say that even if the demon forces are on average stupid and non-sapient, they will still listen to the Demon King and the Nobles without question,” I repeat, glaring at the general in the process. “And the Demon King would never renege on an agreement struck.”

The general and I continue glaring at each other for who knows how long, the argument practically repeating itself over and over again until one of his aides – at least I’m guessing they’re his aide – rushes inside the room, drawing everyone’s attention to them in an instant before they exclaim, “Purple has made a statement!”

Silence fills the strategic meeting room of the main headquarters for the frontlines as everyone stares at the aide, making them sweat rather noticeably. Both in looks and in the smell.

“Tell us,” the general says after glancing at me with a glare one last time and focusing on the aide.

The aide doesn’t waste any time as he says, “Purple has declared that we are to trust the agreement, and all of the Knights agree with this decision.”

I immediately notice a shift in the general’s posture. As if just the name ‘Purple’ made a major difference.

He lets out a sigh and glances at me once more, this time without as much heat as he says, “Fine. We will do things your way.”

My mouth parts open in surprise, but he quickly turns to the other strategic officers and higher ranking Guardians to speak before I can get a word out, “From now on the Apex Predator will be a part of our strategy council, whether she shows up to the meetings or not. Furthermore, I will be granting her the rank of a colonel during this war, so make sure you listen to her orders should you find yourself approached by her.” He turns back to me and nods his head politely. “We will shift our war effort from holding them back to pushing them.”

I let out an inaudible sigh at that.

Success. Finally.

This old badger was way too much trouble to convince.

No matter what he was dead set on sticking to the safe manner of warring where we basically were just sticking our feet in the ground in an attempt to not lose any more ground. Which would’ve been a smart move, if the demons were going to continue getting more and more reinforcements as they were doing.

But now they’re limited in their reinforcements. Or at least, their Class V reinforcements.

And Red killed off several of their Nobles who showed themselves in the last battle, one of which being a blood lycan – which surprisingly doesn’t bother me despite the supposed pride of our species that other blood lycans feel when other blood lycans are killed – so the war effort is moving along a bit safer now. I can’t help but wonder if Satan and Red will be pitted against each other at some point in the future though.

Probably.

The general turns to his aide and says, “Please send a letter to each of the top Guardians Universities asking for assistance from the students. Tell them that they will all be thoroughly compensated and given Captain ranks within the military and a full scholarship for their remaining years if they assist.”

Without any hesitation, the sweating aide nods his head, bows once to me for some odd reason – something I’ve seen quite a few people doing, not just him – and rushes out of the room.

The general glances at me with a brow raised in amusement as he asks, “A bow? You really are a Princess.”

I roll my eyes at the jab, the old man being one of the most annoying people I’ve met in quite a while. A whole different type of annoying than those creepy kitsune who lack boundaries.

“Yeah, yeah, laugh it up,” I tell him before narrowing my eyes on the man. “That is, if you want me telling Gramps about a certain general who I would love him to meet.”

That shuts him up rather quickly as his eyes go wide with more than a little fear, the Demon King’s name turning out to be a very nice scare tactic.

“If he knew you were using his name to scare people…” Tar mutters.

He would be proud.

Tar stares ahead from his place on the table for a few seconds before slowly nodding his head and saying, “He… probably would be.”

Yep.

I can’t help but notice some chuckles around the room as well, making me smile at them.

“Well, I’m gonna go start hunting,” I tell the general, still smiling at the fear on his face, even if it is rapidly dissipating. Then I wave at the people in the strategic meeting room and add, “Ciao!”

Time to hunt some more.
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After leaving the headquarters, I immediately leap out over the walls, ignoring them in their entirety thanks to them being set to allow me through before I land with my fist striking the ground outside, sending a cloud of snow all around me. Then I rush through the snowy mountains, passing straight by quite a few Guardians along the way, some of whom try to take pictures of me as I run.

And after several seconds, I suddenly start grinning and activate my Beast Transformation skill, turning me into the other form that the skill unlocked this time.

My quadrupedal beast form.

The transformation takes a few seconds before I find myself shaking my wolf head slightly to reorient myself. Then I begin running across the snow on all four feet, my three-meter-tall and four-meter-long wolf body moving through the snow far faster than my bipedal form would’ve. And if any normal human were to see me right now, one that isn’t at least a Class IV or V Guardian, they would probably only see a blur of black and red passing by them as the wind from my movement blows the snow and trees I pass.

So freeing. I like this form.

“You haven’t really used it much, if at all, since you got it though,” Tar points out.

True, but that’s because I never really got much chance to. I only got it after reaching Class IV, and I’ve spent most of my time since then fighting on the frontlines of the war here on Earth.

And unlike my bipedal form, this form doesn’t let me just change out of it after changing into it. It takes at least ten minutes of relaxing for the skill to stop running, since it doesn’t let me use the skill again to cancel it like the bipedal form does.

A rather annoying thing, but at least cheaper in terms of mana.

I already know how to speak in this form too thanks to Leonidas, but before, back when I was hiding my identity, I couldn’t just change into that form where I might be stuck in it and mistaken for a demon.

“Well, it wouldn’t have been a mistake…” Tar mutters, making me narrow my eyes slightly.

You know what I mean.

Anyways, now that I don’t have to worry about anything like that, since my identity as a part demon is already known to everyone, I can go ahead and move around in this form all I want. It’s actually stronger than my bipedal form, even if I’m still not entirely used to it yet.

And from what I have heard, the legendary version of the skill has the beast form at four meters in height and almost five in length, and the mythical version – the version etched by Gramps – has it at five meters in height and almost six in length. A massive as hell wolf.

Which makes sense considering that the mythic version is called Beast of the Apocalypse.

Gramps only showed me it once, and even then it was terrifying. Despite the fact that I knew he would never harm me.

Just his paw was large enough to completely cover me.

In fact, he could’ve just turned me into a pancake by stepping on me with that paw.

I shiver at that thought as I continue running through the snow.

That man really is terrifying.

“And a doting Grandpa,” Tar comments, sounding more than a little amused.

Yes. And a doting Grandpa.



The Frontlines

Roxanne wipes the sweat from her brow after sending another barrage of ice spears straight at the demons down below in the valley. But no matter how many times she attacks, the demons never seem to lower in number.

So many of them… is it even possible to win?

“Don’t give up now, Roxy!” Roxanne hears her brother, Christopher, call out to her from several meters away, bringing her attention to him where she finds the man raising both hands into the air while sending blades of water down at the demons. “Things are finally looking up with Her Highness on our side!”

Roxanne rolls her eyes at his statement before turning her attention back to the demons with a frown.

“That Princess happens to be the Princess of the demons, not our Princess,” she corrects him, only for the man to chuckle. And it’s not just him as many other people around them respond in some way to her statement, confusing her.

But before she can say anything, she hears her brother say, “I mean, she’s the daughter of the White Knight of Humanity, and the niece of the Blue Knight of Humanity. What more could make someone the Princess of Earth? She’s already the Princess of the demons, so why not the Princess of the humans too?”

“I’ve heard she’s already got a following of people calling her that!” “Yeah, some people at the HQ are bowing to her and treating her as royalty already!” “But I thought there was still a group who were afraid of and hated her?” “Most of those types were sent packing after seeing the recorded and live interview with the Princess in the HQ cafeteria.”

Roxanne stares blankly at the various Guardians around her who are having an idle conversation in the middle of a battlefield.

Before she can yell at any of them though, a loud howl rings out through the night, stopping the chatter from the Guardians and bringing their gazes to the trees behind them. And in the darkness of the trees, beyond the falling snow, they all see two glowing red eyes growing larger and larger until a massive wolf with black fur streaked with crimson bursts out with a murderous yet still elegant and noble look on its face.

Roxanne immediately feels her knees growing weak at the sight of it. That is, until the idiots around her start cheering for the massive wolf.

“Princess Scarlet!!!” “The Princess is on the battlefield!” “Go Princess!”

That has Roxanne blinking before she realizes something and tries identifying the massive wolf, only to not get any result.

No result means the wolf is at least part human. Meaning this is the Apex Predator.

Roxanne feels the weakness in her knees going away as she watches the massive wolf ignore them all to jump straight down into the battlefield, making red clouds appear in the air before blood begins to rain down on the battlefield.

Then another howl rings out through the night, for some reason making Roxanne feel… invigorated.

And full of pride.

Pride for the Princess of humanity.
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I quickly begin tearing apart the demons down in the battlefield, not wasting a single second as I have every last one of my skills going full blast. And right away, hundreds of demons begin to die a second, most of whom are Class IIs and IIIs. But despite being the same Class as me, some of them are Class IVs, proving just how powerful my quadrupedal beast form is.

And all throughout this, I continue spreading my plagues throughout the entire demon army through both Blood Plague and Blood Rain. Plagues that begin to net me some credit for almost every single demon death in the battlefield, even if it’s only a bare minimum amount of credit.

My rampage continues on for who knows how long, and at multiple points I begin to lose myself in the slaughter. But every single time it happens, Tar manages to quickly shake me out of it. At which point I just continue my hunt, making absolutely sure that I don’t kill any humans on accident.

Because that would reverse all of the goodwill I’ve garnered from the humans over the past day.

From time to time I get System Messages mentioning me killing ten thousand demons, but I ignore them to continue my hunt. Just like I’m ignoring all the thousands of attacks I’m receiving, most of which are healing in an instant.

What I don’t ignore though is when I feel my regeneration increase in speed, meaning Blood Regeneration just leveled up. Not that I’m going to check my System Messages to make sure.

I don’t have the time for that.

The slaughter continues for who knows how long, the vast majority of the demons I’ve been killing being non-sapient ones, but every time I do find sapient demons they try to take me on with looks of awe in their eyes. And even as they’re dying by my own claws, the awe never fades.

Which I guess I should take as a compliment?

My thoughts slow to a halt when I finally focus on my hearing and the words being chanted from the human mages on the cliffs bombarding the demons.

“Princess of Humanity!” “Princess of Humanity!” “Princess of Humanity!”

I stop moving through the many demons around me, with a random demon hound half crushed beneath one of my paws, as I stare up at the humans with a look of bewilderment on my face.

Okay, I know I was garnering goodwill from them, and that a few humans started calling me that on the internet and even in the base, but… seriously?

“You do remember the prophecy Purple told while you were on Tartarus, right?” Tar suddenly says from the in-between. “The Princess of both worlds.”

Right. I guess this was kind of prophesized to happen.

“I think this was a bit of a self-fulfilling prophecy,” Tar comments as I resume my hunt, feeling very happy about being able to actually hunt freely in my beast form and use my blood lycan skills out in the open. “After all, Purple indirectly called you the Princess of Humanity, so it only makes sense that it would catch on with the people.”

Yeah, looks like it.

After several more minutes of hunting go by, I jump straight up to the cliff before looking back down at the battlefield. At the carnage I have wrought in my wake.

The entire battlefield at this point is covered in blood, and I can smell the scent of my plagues all over it, with clear signs of it being all across the battlefield. And the Class I demons out there can’t even handle my plagues themselves and are keeling over dead without ever being directly attacked. Meanwhile the Class IIs are almost reaching that point as well, leaving only the Class IIIs and above able to fight still.

On the other hand, the humans are picking up the pace, which is actually making the demons begin moving backwards, letting the humans gain ground for the first time since the start of the war.

And I’m still only a Class IV. Makes me wonder just how much damage I can do at Class V.

“Considering how most people your level only have a few legendary skills at most and you have ten legendary skills and a Title-Bearing Mythic, I’m pretty sure you might be the only person who could possibly stand up to a Noble while still at level 1000,” Tar says, sounding completely honest and flabbergasted because of it.

Oh, right. Apex Predator is more than just a Title.

“You…” Tar says, sounding shocked, only to blow out a breath and mutter, “nevermind.”

So I forgot it had a skill attached to it. I was a little busy dealing with the fallout of the Universal Notification to think about it much.

Now that I am though, it certainly explains why I’m able to tear through everything down there like paper. Even the demons at higher levels than me out of the Class IVs. Which are netting me quite a lot of EXP, if I had to guess without opening my System Messages.

Not enough to bring me to Class V within the next week though, simply because there aren’t enough Class IVs here to do that, and the Class IIIs and below aren’t giving me any EXP outside of the tenths of a level that I’m getting from slaughtering enough of them.

“If someone else heard you thinking that I’m pretty sure they’d pop a blood vessel,” Tar mutters, but I just shrug his comment off.

Their loss.

Anyways, where can I find some better prey… from what I can tell, this battlefield only has about a third to half of the demon’s Class IVs in it. And the Nobles are finally starting to eye me up as if they were just waiting for me to get back out there and continue hunting them on the battlefield.

So in that case…

I grin.

…how about I go back to hunting battalions instead?

They won’t be expecting that.

Intermission



The Throne Room of the Demon King’s Castle
One Month Later

Lucius, otherwise known as The Reaper, sits in silence with a book open in one hand as one of the many dukes in the room – he forgets their name – speaks of the most recent war update from Earth to the Royal Court, “As you all are well aware, we have been pushed back over two dozen kilometers during the past month thanks to the Princess’s interference in the war. During this time, we have lost over ten million Class I through III demons to her plagues and the rest of the humans taking advantage of Her Highness’s kindness. However, we have also managed to send another fifteen million Class I through III demons through the several hundred Gates that have opened up all throughout the continent we have claimed.”

The Reaper glances at the Demon King, who he finds sitting on the throne with an indifferent look in his eyes. The same look that he’s had since he made his agreement with the Princess.

His motivation for seeing this war through… seems to have decreased.

“While Her Highness has caused a vast number of casualties amongst our numbers, she isn’t the only one,” some duchess Lucius can’t remember the name of and doesn’t feel like bothering to identify them to find out says from the other end of the long table from him. “Amongst the humans, all of the Class Vs are taking down just as many of our number, even with our own Nobles keeping them in line.” Lucius’s eyes narrow slightly when she glances towards the Lord of Hellfire and adds, “But their Knights are dealing too big a blow to our Nobles every time we send them out. At this rate we won’t be able to keep up on the high level playing field for long.”

“Your Majesty, might I make a request?” another duke asks, bringing The Reaper’s gaze towards the King, who is finally narrowing his eyes, showing more attention to the matters at hand.

“You may, duke Varner,” the Demon King states, his voice echoing coldly through the throne room.

“I would like to request we send one of the Demon Lords through the Demon Isle Gate once it charges up enough energy in five years’ time,” duke Varner suggests, piquing Lucius’s interest just a little bit. And it’s not just him as the man’s suggestion raises whispers from all around the throne room. But each of the whispers cut off the instant the Demon King taps a single extended claw against his throne, filling the room with nothing but silence.

Lucius watches his old friend for a few seconds, finding the man seemingly seriously considering the man’s request.

It would take at least five years of not using the Class V Gate in Demon Isle at all to build up enough energy for it. The man would never have considered that if it weren’t for the deal, but now that he can’t send as many Nobles anyways, and we have the other Gates all over the continent opened for the lower Class demons to pass through…

“Very well,” the Demon King declares, his eyes narrowing on Lucius and the other three Demon Lords sitting at opposite edges of the long table set place at the center of the throne room and stretching across the hall with ease. Then, after a few seconds of consideration, the Demon King finally turns his gaze towards Lucius, making him stiffen up ever so slightly before he states, “Lucius Tor de Blackheart, I am hereby ordering you to travel to Earth the moment the Gate gathers enough reality energy to make it possible. Will you obey?”

Lucius meets his Liege’s eyes directly for several seconds, his own pitch black orbs staring into the glowing red abyss that is His Majesty’s gaze, before he eventually comes to a decision and closes his book with a snap that echoes throughout the throne room. Then he slowly stands up from his seat, his gaze remaining locked on the King’s the entire time until he finally says, “I will, Your Majesty.”

Whispers run throughout the throne room until Lucius runs his eyes over the dukes and duchesses, making each of them shiver in fear from the hunger ever present in his gaze. But after making eye contact with the last duke, he turns his gaze back to the Demon King.

“Your goal when you arrive on Earth will be to eliminate three out of five of the Knights of Humanity,” the Demon King says, surprising many in the room judging by the looks on their faces. Something Lucius guesses to be due to his targeting only three of the Knights and not all five. “You are to kill the Black, Purple, and Red Knights of Humanity, and capture the White and Blue Knight alive.” His eyes narrow slightly as his Blood Domain begins spreading through the throne room. “No permanent incurable harm is to come to the White Knight of Humanity, but you can do as you please with the Blue Knight as long as he is alive when he arrives.”

The Princess’s uncle and her mother. Understandable.

Before The Reaper can respond, he turns to look at The Devourer, who had stirred slightly from her nap at the mention of the Blue Knight of Humanity.

Right. If I’m not mistaken, the Lady of Devouring was the one responsible for devouring that Knight’s emotions.

Lucius’s eyes narrow for a second before he focuses on the Demon King again and says, “Very well, Your Majesty. Your will be done.”

I do wonder though, will Her Highness return to Tartarus to find her mother and uncle living well and with her uncle’s emotions back? Or will the Blue Knight fall prey to the Devourer’s maw once more?

The Reaper ponders over this for little more than a brief second before looking around the room once more and then reopening his book in a lethargic motion, denying his hunger throughout the process.

Then he begins reading once more, ignoring the rest of the Court Session.
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Scarlet

I wipe the sweat from my brow as I walk through the streets of the city that was made into a temporary base out on the frontlines after we recovered it from the demons and freed the humans in it. Then I blink, realizing that I have Clean and instead use that.

“You must be tired if you’re forgetting Clean,” Tar points out, and I just nod my head in response.

Well, I’ve been trying to get to Class V as quickly as I possibly can over the past month, even if that’s only left me at level eight hundred and fifty. Much lower than I was hoping for.

“I mean, it makes sense considering that most of the demons you’re killing aren’t even Class IV, and the ones that are? They’re only levels five hundred and one through seven hundred for the most part,” Tar says, making me numbly nod my head again.

At this point the only reason I’m still gaining EXP is because of the whole tenth of a level thing that I get after killing a certain number of beings.

And inching up to a thousand through that alone isn’t helping me much.

I tried taking on a Noble over the past month but lost spectacularly despite Apex Predator and all of my other skills. So I won’t be trying that again until I’m at the cusp of breaking through to Tier V myself.

“Allen gave you a real scolding for that one,” Tar says with a chuckle. “Amelia as well. And pretty much everyone else you know.”

Yeah, yeah, everyone was mad. But I had to try it.

And I’ll be trying it again when I reach level 1000.

“Hmm, yeah, I think you should be able to handle a Noble at that level as long as the Noble is only level 1001,” Tar says after a short pause to think about it.

I glance at my shoulder with surprise visible on my tired face as I walk.

You actually approve?

“Yes, I do,” he says with an amused snort at my surprise.

Nice.

Anyways, I walk into the base located near the wall of the city, only to pause in place when I hear a familiar voice from within the building now that I’m actually paying attention. One belonging to Emily.

Then I hear Michael and Michelle’s voices next after hers.

They’re finally here?

Belle made it to Class III very quickly thanks to her unique mental barrier magic, since it’s a known fact that mental magic users often level faster purely due to them having one of the easiest magics to involve themselves in combat out of all known magics. Since they’re directly attacking or blocking mentally from a distance without even having to get up close and personal.

So from what I’ve heard, Belle snuck her way to the frontlines while still at Class II and participated in the war by using her mental barriers on everyone, giving her a little bit of the EXP of everyone they killed.

A rather sneaky way to get EXP, but it worked in the end for her. And she survived, albeit with an earful from her father. So that’s all that matters in the end to me.

“Like you’re one to talk about recklessly endangering yourself for levels,” Tar grumbles, but I, of course, ignore him.

I close my eyes for a second and focus my senses on the building itself before narrowing in on where I hear their voices coming from. Then I open my eyes again after finding the group to all still be at Class II, but they’re at least in their low 200s, so there’s that.

It’s the beginning of November right now, so it’s been a little over a year since we all contracted. Close to a year and three or four months. Although closer to a year and two months for me.

Also, why does it feel like it’s always snowing wherever I go? I don’t mind the snow myself, in fact I like it, but it always seems to be snowing.

“Does it really matter?” Tar asks, and I shrug the shoulder he’s on, making his claws dig into my armor to stay in place.

Not really.

As I walk, I glance at my status to find all of the improvements I’ve made over the past month of demon slaughter.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Titles:
	The Apex Predator

	Age: 20	Level: 850	SP: 4
	Stats:

	Physical: 2,547	Mental: 2,547	Magical: 2,546
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 300,133/ 11,996,624.7	Free Points/Level: 5
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 24	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Nullification	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Rain of Blood	Skill Level: 13	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 21	Description
	Blood Empowerment	Skill Level: 18	Description
	Blood Swarm
	Skill Level: 12	Description
	Beast Transformation	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 29	Description
	Life Absorption	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 22	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 18	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Crimson Overdrive	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 15	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: 26	Description
	Blood Aura	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Absorption	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Life Sense	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Apex Predator	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 15	Description
			


Everything is really shaping up to look quite nice.

Although I’m still annoyed that I haven’t gotten another inherent skill for who knows how long.

Just when am I going to get my next inherent skill? The last time I got one was over a hundred levels ago, and the last time before that two hundred and fifty levels before it.

“You’ll probably get one at level one thousand,” Tar says, giving me an answer I really didn’t want to hear. “Hey, it’s either get really good and powerful legendary inherent skills once every blue moon, or get a bunch of low rarity run-of-the-mill skills every couple dozen levels. I’d rather have the legendary ones.”

I mean, you have a point. But still. It’s annoying.

My thoughts come to a halt when I enter the hallway that Emily and them are walking down, making me smile at the sight of their faces. Faces that look pleasantly surprised to see me.

Now this is a reunion that’s been a long time in the making.
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Scarlet

“Scarlet!!!” Emily practically screams as she bursts into a sprint straight towards me. And I just roll my eyes before deciding to let her glomp me. Mostly because I haven’t been able to go to the university where they’ve been since I got back to Earth. So I haven’t seen them since the Class V Fracture.

She tackles me with her hug, and I just stand still to let her squeeze me rather tightly.

Then a second person joins in the hug, making Emily grunt when she is tackled this time from behind by Denise.

I roll my eyes again but still don’t move. At this point I can tolerate some physical contact. To the point that it doesn’t absolutely disgust me anymore.

Now it’s just a bit of discomfort. Nothing more.

A very nice improvement from not even a year ago.

After ten seconds of it though I push them both off of me. Because boundaries.

The three of them all look surprised still despite me pushing Emily and Denise away, with Michael even asking, “You… are Scarlet… right?”

And for the third time, I roll my eyes as I say, “Ha, ha, very funny.” Then I look at Emily and pat her on the head once to her delight. “It’s nice seeing you all again.”

For some reason that shocks them just as much as my allowing their physical contact.

Meanwhile I just hear Tar laughing his ass off in the in-between.

You should stop that before I find another window to throw you out of.

He, of course, does not stop. Instead the furball just laughs even louder.

I huff out a breath of air at that before beginning to walk past the trio as I call out, “I’m gonna go get some food. Wanna join me?”

The three quickly catch up, with Emily smiling so brightly that it has me looking away just out of the pure innocence on her face.

“You do remember that she uses corruption magic, right?” Tar points out the obvious point that I am ignoring and will continue to ignore because she is innocent.

He snorts, showing just what he thinks about that.

Anyways, looking at Denise and Michael, the two are still getting along great, their relationship going strong. Or at least, their holding hands as we walk seems to imply that it is.

We’ve talked a couple times over calls since I made it back, but never seen each other in person. So we’ve already dealt with the whole ‘them finding out about my identity’ thing, and none of them particularly cared.

Emily still seems to think of me as if I were her big sister, Michael just doesn’t care, and Denise doesn’t really care about that sort of thing, only about what’s in front of her.

Why do I feel like every time I worry about having to talk to someone about something important they always end up blowing it-

My thoughts cut off when I hear someone running down the hall we’re about to cross. So I tense up slightly as I walk, only to relax and smirk slightly when I eventually recognize the sound of a certain butler shouting for a certain young girl to slow down.

Then I continue walking for a few seconds before immediately rushing forwards and catching the girl who crosses the crossroads in the hallway the moment she enters our hallway, lifting her up as she giggles into the air.

“Scarlet!” Aria exclaims while wrapping her arms around me tightly.

I chuckle as I lower her back down, only for her to not let go. So instead I just carry her in my right arm instead.

“How’re you doin’, Aria?” I ask her with a bright smile on my face. One that quite literally stuns a few of the passing Guardians into simply staring. And instead of glaring at them, I just turn towards Aria’s butler as Aria pulls back a little, making me move my other hand around her to keep her balanced  while she says, “I’m doing great! I finally get to see you again!”

The butler, who is only now making it to us and is catching his breath, smiles and tries to speak between his breaths, only to fail.

“I’m happy to see you too, little pup,” I tell Aria while nodding my head at the old butler and then looking at her face, only to push a lock of hair behind her ear, making the girl giggle.

Then I glance back at Michael, Emily, and Denise to once again find them acting flabbergasted along with the other spectators we have in the hallway. So I wave my left hand at the spectators – some of whom are starting to take pictures – and tell them, “This isn’t a show. Please move along.”

Fortunately they all do as I ask, leaving Denise and Michael to continue in their shocked silence. Emily, on the other hand, frowns and looks the other way, making me frown too.

She can’t be…

“Looks like she’s jealous of Aria,” Tar says with a snort of amusement. “She really does consider herself your younger sister, doesn’t she?”

Looks like it.

I’m not comfortable enough to do anything this touchy with Emily though, and she’s not my family even if she’s a friend. So while I feel sorry for her, I’m not gonna treat her like Aria.

Anyways, I turn back to Aria’s butler when I hear his breathing return to normal, the old man finally straightening again and saying, “It’s nice to see you again, Young Miss.”

“You too, Roger,” I say with a smile while patting Aria’s head as the girl leans up against me, putting her head in the crook of my shoulder and neck. “Have things been going well for you?”

He nods his head with a smile and says, “They have, Young Miss.” But then he grows serious, making my smile turn into a frown. “Young Miss, I have a request from Master Knight asking for you to visit the Knight House soon.”

I stiffen up slightly.

What?
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Scarlet

“Isaac Knight wants to see me?” I ask with a frown. One that only grows deeper when the butler nods his head politely and says, “That is correct, Young Miss.”

This… I don’t know how to feel about that.

Isaac Knight is a rather famous person in the world. He’s the oldest living human being despite not being a Guardian himself. And there are also rumors of him being able to fight with demons bare handed even as a non-contracted human.

Overall, there’s a lot of mysteries around the internet about the guy. And rumors galore, many of which not a lot of people actually believe.

That he’s quite a bit stronger than a normal human despite not being contracted. That he looks like he’s in his prime even though he has supposedly been using a Guardian’s skill to keep himself alive all these years. Something that shouldn’t continue working like that and keep their youthful appearance.

And to top it off, he’s the richest man in the world, the father of both the Blue Knight of Humanity and the White Knight of Humanity, and kind of a sociopath.

“And they call your father’s side of the family full of demons…” Tar mutters, almost making me snort. But I hold back for the sake of everyone here not giving me weird looks.

Also, I can tell just what Aria thinks of this request to see me solely by the fact that she tensed up the moment she heard it.

From what I’ve heard before, Aria doesn’t dislike or like our biological grandfather. But that’s because the man is like a slab of ice. He only thinks logically and doesn’t really grow attached to others. Not even his own family.

All he does for his family is the bare minimum of what’s expected of him by society.

He doesn’t hate them though. I’m not sure if he can even feel hate, at least from what I’ve heard both from Amelia and the internet.

And Amelia doesn’t seem to like talking about him. She did kinda disown her father and brother, which is why she has a different last name than them.

“Do you know why he wants to see me?” I ask, my frown lightening up slightly when Aria nuzzles her face into my neck for some reason.

“She probably did it to cheer you up or something,” Tar comments with more than a little amusement as he appears in the air and lands on my head, bringing Aria’s attention to him. But then she just ignores him as she rests her head on my shoulder again.

“That I do not, Young Miss,” the butler says with an apologetic bow of his head. “But he said that he would also like to meet with Young Miss Amelia as well.” He raises his head before looking off to the side and asking, “Would that be alright with you, Young Miss Amelia?”

My eyes widen as I turn to look where he just spoke, only to find Amelia appearing out of nowhere with a frown on her face.

Holy donuts in a video game, how did he-

“I see your senses are still just as sharp as always, Bloodhound,” Amelia says, making my eyes widen even more.

Wait, wait, wait a fucking second, this guy is a Guardian?!

“It’s a pleasure to see you again, Young Miss,” the butler whose title is apparently Bloodhound, a title I recognize from the news and online, says with a short bow. Meanwhile Amelia just rolls her eyes and says rather drily, “Why do you insist on refusing to hunt demons? You’re going to die of old age at this rate if you keep it up.”

Wait, so that’s why he looks old? He’s just not killing any demons?

“Who’s Bloodhound?” Tar asks, sounding curious as I feel him moving atop my head. Likely tilting his head or something.

Bloodhound is known as the best Guardian ever to exist in terms of his senses and is a Class V Guardian whose level should be in the thirteen or fourteen hundreds. Which would explain how he was able to detect Amelia.

I’ve heard his physical capabilities are at Tier E though. The worst Tier possible for a capability. And without the life force of another being to keep him youthful and power his reality, he is probably just as strong as a regular old man right now. Just one with incredible senses.

The man has been a Guardian almost as long as Amelia herself and was the oldest person in existence to become a Guardian, the man becoming one when he was in his sixties. Something that both is and was entirely unheard of.

After the Knights became fully settled into society as the Knights of Humanity though, he stopped fighting demons and just vanished from the face of the public. And since he always wore a mask, no one knew what he really looked like.

“You don’t need to worry about that, Young Miss Amelia, I won’t let myself go to my final resting place until I am certain Young Miss Aria can make it by on her own,” the butler says as me and Tar talk.

“Wait, he wore a mask?” Tar asks, sounding surprised.

Yeah, apparently that was common in the initial days of the System and demons first coming to Earth.

Also, I’m still surprised by just how dedicated he is to Aria.

I glance at Aria to find her actually having fallen asleep in my arms at some point, making me smile a little. Then I look up to find Amelia looking at me with a smile of her own, only for her to turn back to the butler and say, “Whether we go visit the bastard will be entirely up to Scarlet.”

“Very well, Young Miss,” the butler says, making me almost want to tell him to just use our names since there are three ‘young misses’ at this point.

Everyone – including the three spectators that are my friends – stare at me, simply awaiting my response. And after a few seconds, I come to a decision.

I’ve met Gramps, so why not meet my grandfather on the other side of my family?

“I’ll meet him,” I answer.
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After eating dinner with everyone, Amelia, Aria, the butler and I all begin making our way to the Knight’s personal city. An entire Tier 1 city belonging solely to their family. And we use some random spatial magic items to get there apparently, making it take mere moments for us to arrive on the other side of the planet.

Once we arrive, I can’t help but look around with surprise. Since while I have heard that the city is just as big if not even bigger than the capital, I didn’t realize just how big it was. Even if I’ve seen pictures of it, the city is just too massive for words.

All of the buildings around us are upwards of a hundred floors, with several towers occasionally planted through the city spanning upwards of a couple hundred floors. At least, if my hearing is right. It’s hard to tell with the massive number of people that are in this city.

We all immediately get into an air limo where we’re driven straight to the very center of the city. A building that stands out from everything rather blatantly simply due to the massive courtyard and the miniature forest that surrounds it. Not to mention the private barrier, and the many other barriers throughout the mansion grounds. There is an entire garden at the back of the mansion as well, along with a beautiful water fountain with various statues of different mythological animals spewing out water into it and some smaller water fountains just like it scattered elsewhere in the courtyard.

Our limo slowly lowers to the ground until we’re right outside of the main gate before the gate opens to let us in, probably due to the many security measure all throughout the mansion grounds. Which is likely why we didn’t just teleport in as well.

The limo continues to drive until we stop right around the fountain in front of the large double doors of the manor. A manor that is absolutely massive in size. Although still not as big as the castles on Tartarus.

But those were castles, so…

“Can’t compare a mansion to a castle,” Tar says, agreeing with me. “Your human grandfather seems to be far more influential than I thought he’d be.”

Yeah, he is known as the richest person on the planet after all. I’m pretty sure the guy also invested in the original creator of magi-tech, Allen’s father. So he has the latest in all magi-technology as well.

“Rich and influential with powerful children,” Tar mutters, following which the doors on the car all open automatically and we all begin to spill out of the vehicle.

Then the car starts driving away as the butler begins walking towards the double doors. Doors that open before he reaches them, revealing a few maids and butlers who all bow down and say, “Good evening, Young Misses. Please enjoy your stay at the Knight’s Manor.”

I blink in surprise before nodding at them and saying, “Thank you.”

The maids and butlers all smile at me for a second, then return to their polite and professional looks a second later.

One of the maids steps forwards and bows slightly to the butler as she says, “Sir Bloodhound, the Master is in his study right now and is willing to meet his guests.”

Willing to meet… wow. That’s… the guy invites us over here and then says that he’s ‘willing to meet us’ when we get here.

I understand that things happen, and he might be busy for random reasons that might pop up but saying it like that makes it sound kind of degrading. Almost like he summoned us and just expected us to arrive.

“I don’t like him,” Tar says, returning to the in-between.

Well, I can’t jump to conclusions just yet. After all, I know how being so busy all the time can affect your view of other people sometimes. And more importantly, your manners.

Not to mention that Gramps is also very arrogant and I’m pretty sure I can easily see him saying that to others himself. In fact, he does most of the time.

“He’s the Demon King,” Tar blandly points out as we walk through the front doors into a massive entry hall. “The Demon King is a king. He’s supposed to do that. It’s his authority and how he’s depicted. If he didn’t act that way he’d be looked down upon. Not to mention that he has the authority and physical power to back any of his arrogance, while this grandfather of yours might have only have the authority and not the physical or magical power. Assuming he really is just a non-contracted human.”

True.

“I haven’t gotten to the most important point yet though,” Tar says, sounding genuinely annoyed with this new grandfather of mine. “The Demon King would’ve never treated you that way. In fact, he’d probably rip out your grandfather’s tongue if he so much as spoke a rude word to you.”

That almost has me pausing mid-step, but I continue walking regardless.

Yeah, you do kind of have a point there. Gramps seems to care about me more than almost anything. Probably because of the daughter he and his wife were going to have before she died.

I blink at that thought before a question comes to mind.

Do any of the Demon Lords have children?

“Yes,” Tar answers, surprising me a little. “Your father does.”

Can I slap you?

“I would prefer you didn’t,” Tar answers with more than a little sass.

You know what I meant. Do any of the demon lords aside from Leonidas have kids?

“Yes,” Tar answers again, once again surprising me. “The Lord of Hellfire, Vorgrim, has a son.”

Oh, right. I remember Satan mentioning that Vorgrim was his father now.

We continue walking through the manor as Tar explains, “Neither The Reaper nor The Devourer had any desire for kids. The Reaper because he was too worried he would end up losing control and devouring them, a common problem amongst ghoul would-be parents to worry about, and The Devourer because she didn’t want to give up her sleep time.”

That last part has me stumbling, but I catch myself quickly enough.

Then Aria’s butler and all of the other maids and butlers stop in front of a grand set of double doors where the Bloodhound says, “The Master is in here.”

Well, time to meet my other grandfather.

Let’s hope this doesn’t turn into a shit show.
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Isaac Knight



Scarlet

My first instinct upon the doors to the study opening is to gape. But I hold myself back. Mostly because of the middle-aged man sitting in the middle of the massive room with a book held open in one hand as he sits on a couch.

The study itself is massive, spanning the size of an entire library for some reason. And everywhere I look, all I can see are books, bookshelves, some comfortable areas to sit, and a single desk at the very far back of the study.

How is this a study? It’s a freaking library!

But putting that aside… Tar? Are you seeing this too?

“Yes, I am,” Tar mutters, sounding stupefied himself.

Is this my grandfather? I thought my grandfather wasn’t a Guardian?

“You’re right,” Tar says, sounding like he’s having difficulty believing his own words. “That man is not a Guardian. He is not contracted with anyone and is not initialized into the System.”

Then why the hell does he have mana?! Mana on the level of a Class III Guardian at that?!

Tar doesn’t say anything as I walk into the study alongside Amelia and Aria, the butlers and maids all staying outside and closing the door behind us. And almost immediately, the hall fills with nothing but silence. The man doesn’t even look at us. He just continues reading his book.

I glance at Amelia to find her scowling at him before she says, “We’re not going to wait for you to finish your chapter. Either speak now or we’re leaving.”

Are you kidding me?

I turn a frown towards the man.

Was he seriously just sitting there finishing whatever chapter he was on as we stood here waiting for him? I mean, I understand not wanting to be interrupted in the middle of something, but he’s the one who asked us to come, and he’s the one who was apparently ‘ready to see us’ according to his maids.

There is something seriously wrong with this guy. And that’s not considering the fact that he’s a non-Guardian with mana.

“Amelia Knight do not interrupt me,” he says without looking up from his book, making me frown at the usage of his own last name on her despite it not legally being hers.

“Old man, you know my name isn’t Amelia Knight,” she says, the anger on her face growing fiercer. But the man just ignores her to continue reading for several more seconds until I’m assuming he finishes whatever chapter he was on and places a bookmark in the book before closing it. Then he turns to finally look at us, making me notice a strange light shining in the middle of his pupil. A tiny little pin prick of a white and golden light.

The man has black irises around his pupil, with short black hair and a tall build. One that I’m guessing didn’t get passed onto Amelia considering that me and Amelia are the same height and we’re not as tall as him by a longshot.

He is wearing a fancy suit absolutely brimming with mana, showcasing just how powerful whatever magi-tech he’s wearing is. And it’s not just the armor. It’s everything on him. Literally everything he has on his person is magi-tech. High class magi-tech for that matter. But despite that, none of it looks overly gaudy or anything.

His gaze turns to me after passing over Amelia and Aria without much interest before his eyes narrow ever so slightly and he turns to Amelia again to say, “So this is the child?” And without letting her say anything, he turns back to me and says, “She has potential.”

Amelia’s eyes widen in shock at his words, as if what we just heard was a once in a lifetime thing or something. And she’s not the only one as Aria looks shocked as well.

Okay, what’s going on with this guy?

“If I had to guess, he is someone who has ascended without the help of the System guiding him,” Tar answers, shocking me again.

I had considered that a possibility after seeing his mana, but he’s clearly Class III by his mana level! How could someone reach Class III without the assistance of the System?!

“I don’t know,” Tar answers rather bluntly.

Amelia quickly glances at me before looking at Isaac Knight – not calling him Grandfather – again as he says, “Bring her back here when she reaches Class VI.”

Everyone, including myself, stares at him in shock, letting absolute silence fill the entire study.

He looks between us and sighs. And without a hint of hesitation, he turns back to his book and says, “Leave. That was all I wished to speak about.”

The door to the study opens once more, making me turn around to find the maids standing at the entrance without the butlers this time.

“Just as usual, you may stay in the mansion so long as you pay for rent,” Isaac says. And when I turn around to face him again, he’s not even bothering to look at us while clearly having begun reading again. “Do whatever you please but stay out of my study unless invited. That is the only rule.”

Amelia quite literally growls at him before turning around and walking out of the room, and Aria does the same thing, just without the growling part. She even takes my hand and pulls me with her, only to cling onto me after the door to the study shuts behind us.

“Please make use of us as you please, Young Misses,” the maids all say with a collective bow. Then one of them, an older looking lady, walks up to the front and says, “If you wish to stay here, then we will bring you to your rooms and instruct you on how much the rent costs.”

I blink at that before immediately answering, “No thanks, I’ll be heading back to the frontlines.”

The woman blinks in surprise before nodding her head and answering, “Very well, Young Miss. You will be provided with a magi-tech teleport item to bring you back to the frontlines when you leave.”

I nod my head in appreciation as I try to parse everything that just happened.

Isaac Knight reached Class III without the System, he’s an asshole, and he wants me to come back after I reach Class VI… very little of that makes any sense.

Except him being an asshole.

That I expected.
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The Monster of Humanity



Scarlet

Everyone walks in silence until we reach the main entryway and Aria quickly gives me one last hug before going upstairs, likely heading to her room. Which kind of reminds me that she still lives with the asshole.

Honestly, if it weren’t for the fact that I know she barely interacts with him during her stay, and that I’m fighting on the frontlines of the war, I would just take her in myself and let her live with me. But I’m always on the frontlines. So there’s no way I could take care of her.

In the end I just let out a sigh as I watch her leave with one last wave goodbye.

Then Amelia and I both walk outside. And as we walk, Amelia randomly begins talking, “I’m sure you have a lot of questions about Isaac.”

She even calls him by his first name instead of father.

“I do,” I answer with a nod.

Amelia sighs and, without looking at me, says, “Isaac Knight is the only human on Earth to have ever reached Class III on his own without help from the System. There have been a few others who have reached Class I and II without the help of the System, but he’s the only one to ever reach Class III. And with his magic…” Amelia glances at me, not stopping in her walk as she lowers her voice and finishes, “…he would beat you in a battle of only magic, with no use of physical attacks.”

I blink at that.

“The hell?” I mutter, unsure how to take that. “At Class III? Even with my mythic and legendary skills?”

Amelia nods her head before facing where we’re walking again and saying, “Yes. Even with them. Since he doesn’t have the System’s restrictions, he can do whatever he wants and knows how to do with his magic, without the limits of ‘skills’ locking him down.” She pauses for a second as we enter the forest around the manor, using the road passing through it. “And Isaac spent far more of his time studying his own magic rather than fighting demons over the past few centuries… longer than he’s spent seeing his own children in fact. He acted like we were nothing but air when he and mother had us.”

Oh. So his understanding of his magic surpasses his Class by a longshot. And… he really doesn’t care about family, does he?

Also, did she just say a few centuries?

I blink at that before asking, “How old is Isaac?”

Amelia glances at me with a sad smile on her face and answers, “He is three hundred and sixteen years old.”

Three hundred and sixteen…

“Does that mean he reached Class I before the System even came to Earth?!” I exclaim, my eyes widening in shock.

The White Knight of Humanity just grimly nods her head.

“That’s…” Tar mutters, sounding like he doesn’t know what to say. And I don’t blame him.

Although this would certainly explain why he’s so rich and influential despite not being a Guardian.

Now I can understand some of his arrogance in there. He probably views everyone else as using training wheels to pass him by in ‘level’ while he puts in the effort to improve and learn his magic.

Wait, his magic…

“What’s his magic?” I ask, focusing on Amelia, only to find her frown to grow at my question.

“He…” she mutters, pausing slightly, “…he has eclipse magic.”

My eyes widen in surprise at that.

Eclipse magic. It’s similar to Denise’s Inferno magic in that it’s basically two elements in one.

But instead of her ice and fire elements in inferno magic, eclipse magic is destruction and creation.

And for him to have magic over those two elements completely under his control without the System’s restrictions…

“It’s just terrifying,” Tar mutters, making me nod my head.

Creation magic generally involves creating things, although not all that much is known about its limits. And destruction magic is the complete opposite. The two are both some of the most powerful magics known to humans.

And giving both to a single person and letting them control it themselves… he really is a monster. Even if I could crack his skull with a single punch.

Although, come to think of it, his study now makes sense. And I’m pretty sure the book he was reading was over something the old world called Yin and Yang. Which had something to do with light and dark.

I think.

Didn’t pay much attention to the titles on the books aside from that one though.

Honestly, I’m kinda glad I didn’t tell him to shove it like I would’ve normally done. I was too shocked by everything that had happened to muster up a response before Aria pulled me out of the room, letting the doors close behind us.

The thought of fighting someone with complete control over their magic… it just sends a shiver down my spine and reminds me of the time Gramps decided to show off in front of me.

By taking me to the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin during my week life draining him so that he could snap his finger once and literally rip all of the blood out of a million demons without a hint of hesitation and in a single instant. Then he put it back before they could even die, somehow keeping them alive through it all.

Something that I still can’t figure out to this day.

Although Isaac obviously won’t be able to do something anywhere near that level at just Class III.

But if he continues to ascend… he could actually rival the Demon King in a millennia.

“He doesn’t seem to be all that interested in fighting the demons though,” Tar points out, making me nod my head.

Yeah. So I doubt he’ll reach it even within a few millennia, much less one.

I’ve never heard of him going to the frontlines before, much less going into a Fracture.

Makes me wonder where he is getting the life force used to bring him to his current level from.
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Amelia and I continue walking until we leave through the gate of the mansion grounds, then we continue walking a bit more after that as Amelia answers some more of my questions. Specifically the one about me reaching Class VI.

“Isaac has always been very tightlipped about where he learned to ascend without the help of the System, so I don’t know much,” Amelia says. “But I do remember hearing him mention at one point that the System only supports up to Class V.” She glances at me. “So if I had to guess, you’ll probably be expelled from the System if you reach Class VI.”

I blink at that.

“Would that mean I’d have to learn how to do all of my current skills without the skills help?” I ask, not very much liking that idea even if it does mean more power in the distant future.

Amelia purses her lips at that, but instead of her, Tar appears and answers, “Yes and no.” Both me and Amelia turn to look at him. “Passive skills aren’t just skills that activate with the System. They’re ingrained into your very DNA and cells. Meaning you can’t lose them even if you lost System support. But active skills? You might lose control over those.”

Hmm. Not as bad as I expected then, but still not something to look forward to.

“Although,” Tar adds, “if you manage to get a skill like the Demon King’s Blood Domain, which you should be able to get achievement-locked, then you can start learning how to do everything yourself long before you ever even get close to reaching Class VI.”

Oh. Right.

I kinda forgot about that.

“And then there’s that redacted rarity skill too,” Tar adds, making me nod my head in agreement.

Tar’s suspicion on that skill is that it’s an improved version of Gramps’ Blood Domain skill. Probably one that gives me absolute control over blood including the nullification of any blood in the domain, not just the blood I manifest in it.

Which would basically just make me like a goddess of blood or something.

Then again, it could turn out to be something entirely different as well.

I glance at Amelia to find her frowning slightly with a tiny hint of jealousy on her face. Something I saw when I first mentioned the redacted rarity skill to her.

She clearly wants a redacted rarity skill of her own.

“Why did he say I have potential though? How could he know that?” I ask out of curiosity, making Amelia frown again before she faces where we’re walking – a long road heading towards the end of a large street.

“That is one of the things I don’t know,” Amelia says, not happily. “All I know is that he’s never said that your uncle or I had potential. You’re the only one he’s ever recognized in that sense.”

I blink in surprise at that before facing forwards again.

“Is that so…” I mutter, only to suddenly halt when a large orb of water flies through the air before stopping above the road in front of us. And Amelia stops as well with a frown.

The orb vanishes a second later to reveal the Blue Knight of Humanity in all of his psychopathic glory as he stares at the two of us with that emotionless gaze of his.

And to my surprise, I find myself immediately asking, “Would you mind telling me who it was that ate your emotions?”

“Scarlet?!” Tar practically shouts in my head while Amelia turns a shocked gaze to me. Meanwhile the Blue Knight just regards me with his typical emotionless stare, seemingly uncaring of my words.

But, to the surprise of everyone here including myself, Blue actually answers. And his answer… is not to my liking.

“The Devourer.” He states, not moving an inch as he does so to indicate his feelings.

I stiffen up at that answer.

It was… Xyvandra? She did it to him?

That was… unexpected.

The one I needed to talk to was right under my nose the entire time.

Although this kinda takes killing her off the table. I just hope she’ll be willing to return his emotions to him.

Actually, on that note…

“Do you want your emotions back?” I ask Blue while tilting my head slightly, making Amelia stiffen up immediately. And at the same time, Blue shows the first reaction I’ve ever seen out of him in the form of a simple blink of both of his eyes at once. One of surprise.

It takes several seconds before he narrows his eyes slightly and says, “I don’t care.” Then he walks past me and Amelia without another word.

But for some reason, his words seem to shock Amelia even more as she quickly rushes up to me and grabs me by the shoulders as she practically shouts, “Are you really able to get his emotions back?!”

I open my mouth to respond, only to close it again a second later when nothing comes out due to my own surprise at her actions. Then I open it again when she lets go to answer, “I don’t know. I’ll have to ask her if she’ll return his emotions.”

Amelia opens her mouth for a second, only to close it and nod her head.

“There’s a chance she’ll say yes, and a chance she’ll say no,” I continue with a shrug. “Xyvandra seems to care about me, so she might at least consider it. Although I would have to ask Gramps if he could wake her up to see me. Or if I could just tag along during a strategy meeting where I’ll find her without having to wake her up.”

The thought of waking up the Devourer isn’t a pleasant thought. It’s why Blue had his emotions eaten in the first place after all. Because he woke her up.

Amelia blinks at me in surprise and tilts her head, “Strategy meetings?”

“Yeah,” I offhandedly mutter while still thinking about how I might bring this up to Gramps. Or rather, when I might. Since I won’t be seeing him for a while. “Gramps has had me sit in on quite a few of their war meetings. It was rather boring.”

Amelia just stares at me for some reason dumbfounded, but I ignore her as I continue to ponder over the subject of Gramps.

How should I ask… maybe I can ask to visit in a month or two?

Oh! Wait! I can ask after reaching Class V!

That should work.

I focus on Amelia again, finding her still looking dumbfounded. So I ask, “What’s wrong?”

She doesn’t answer, and for some reason Tar snorts in amusement.

Did something happen?
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After giving Amelia a rundown of my time life draining the Demon King, a very eventful time, of course, the two of us go our separate ways, with me using my teleport magi-tech item right away and her just walking into the city.

To my surprise, the piece of magi-tech isn’t instantaneous, so I’m kinda left sitting here as some magic circle looking thingies appear at my feet and start spinning around.

I look around while I wait.

My time in the strategy meetings didn’t amount to all that much. Mostly just the way the demons assemble their armies, which was mostly already common knowledge to the humans, along with a couple of their future plans and some plans that had already been put into place before I got back to Earth. Probably on purpose.

When I mentioned the planned attack on the Tier 1 city of Draco though, Amelia kinda freaked out. Which I’m still a little confused about, since I highly doubt Gramps would still attack them after he gave me that intel.

But I guess it doesn’t hurt to prepare.

The attack wasn’t set for another three weeks anyways.

My thoughts come to a halt when the spell circle beneath me suddenly flashes with a purple line running across it, making me frown. Since I don’t think it’s supposed to do that.

Then a bright white and purple light shines all around me and I end up finding myself in the middle of some sort of clearing in who knows where with trees all around the clearing and sunlight shining down on us. And by us I mean me and the dozen or so Guardians surrounding me.

I blink in surprise before tilting my head slightly at the sight of the people, all of whom are level 900 or above judging by their mana levels.

“So, I don’t really think I need you to tell me what’s going on, but I’ll ask anyways,” I start talking, my voice filling the silence of the clearing as the many people all begin to tense up slightly. “But why exactly am I here? And why did you interrupt my teleport?”

“To kill you,” one of them answers, to my significant surprise.

“You actually answered?” I mutter, not having expected an answer. Then I shrug and ask, “Well in that case, would you mind telling me how you ended up finding out about my teleport in the first place? It’s not like I advertised where I was going.”

The man who had answered me the first time, someone wearing a black cloak with a black cowl over it, hiding their identity, steps forwards while summoning some sort of spear made out of water as he says, “We have eyes on you wherever you go.”

That has me pursing my lips and grimacing before I point out, “So you’re stalkers?”

They all seem to pause in whatever movements they were doing for a brief second, only to tense up again and attack, not responding to my accusation.

“They’re definitely stalkers,” Tar says, and I have to agree.

I activate all of my skills at once while focusing my attention on the Guardian who is a little over a hundred mana levels above me, which should hopefully give me the largest boost from Apex Predator. And as blood starts raining down all around us, as bubbles of blood pop on their skin, red and black lines run across their veins, and lines of life energy draw from each of the twelve Guardians to me, I transform into my beast form, letting out a loud roar after hurrying it up at the cost of more mana.

All of them look surprised, reaching me just seconds after my transformation finishes, the lot apparently not having expected me to be able to transform that quickly. But I just grin – if I can call this a grin considering my beast form’s head – and burst from my spot, sending the grass beneath me flying into the faces of some of the Guardians as I rush the highest level amongst the group.

The man in question quickly backs up while throwing several blades of water at me, only to show surprise when I suddenly change my direction to jump out of the encirclement and rush at the bushes nearby where I chomp down on the bushes edging the clearing. And at the same time, I hear a scream start and cut off just seconds before I spit back out the upper body of the man I had just bit the shoulders and above off of.

A very disgusting act that I wish to never repeat.

Didn’t know this before, didn’t ever want to know this, and never want to experience it again, but human flesh is absolutely disgusting. Even if I wasn’t part human and had absolutely no interest in something like that.

Anyways, the Guardian I just killed aside, I walk over and crush the video recorder he was using to record all of this before turning back around and coldly stating, “Now that the onlooker is out of the way, how about I deal with you stalkers?”

What I find is all of the stalkers in question looking rather shaken up about just how badly their plan is going. Which I find kinda stupid, because just what were they expecting when they attacked me?

Although the System Messages that pass by after killing the human do give me a little pause.

{Level 901 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Human.}

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

Huh. I kinda forgot that I got EXP for killing humans, unlike other humans.

Not that it matters though. I have no interest in going around killing humans for EXP.

Putting those messages aside for the moment, the other stalkers quickly regather their courage and begin to go on the offensive again, slinging skills of various types at me all at once.

Guess it’s time to teach these stalkers a lesson.

Maybe dealing with these idiots will also nip problems like this in the bud for the future.
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The Clearing

Oliver Stone has never regretted anything in his entire life or his career as the Leviathan more than his decision to attack the Apex Predator.

How did they underestimate the filthy half-breed so much?! Wasn’t she supposed to have only just reached Class IV a little over a month ago?!

Oliver struggles to fight the blood lycan Princess, but all he ends up managing to do in the end is sit by after being launched across the clearing into a tree where he lands with half of the bones in his body shattered, leaving him to watch the rest of his team get slaughtered.

She’s a monster! Just how! How is someone that powerful?!

He watches on in fear while trying to use his enhanced regeneration skill to speed up his natural healing, but by the time he hears the cracking sounds indicating his bones realigning themselves, the girl has already finished tearing apart his team.

And she’s heading towards him.

As she walks, Oliver finds her transforming back into her human form, her armor magically transforming along with her in a much smoother manner than any man-made magi-tech armor should ever be able to do. Which proves the rumor on the internet about her armor being made by a blood lycan and not a human.

Oliver feels fear freezing every single muscle in his body as his bones continue to heal. But even after they’ve healed enough for him to run, he just sits there frozen, watching as the girl over eight decades his junior casually walks up to him while using the Clean skill to clean herself of his team’s blood.

“So, stalker,” she starts, once more calling him a stalker, “I think this is sufficient enough to prove to your employer that I’m not to be messed with by now. Don’t you?”

Oliver instinctively nods his head frantically in fear, but the girl just continues walking up to him before stopping and kneeling down, sitting on her heels with her head tilted slightly. And Oliver’s fear rises even more as her glowing red eyes lock with his, seemingly staring straight into his soul despite the nonchalant look the girl has on her face.

“Well that’s good then,” she eventually says, flashing him a rare smile that catches him off guard with her beauty. But then she transforms a single arm into the arm of a beast and begins flexing her claws slightly as she continues, “I know your boss will be seeing all of this through a temporal manipulation skill to look into the past, so I won’t be needing any prisoners.”

Oliver blinks once, only to find himself unable to blink ever again, his last sight being that of her clawed hand reaching for his head.



Scarlet

After crushing the guy’s skull, which is easier than I expected, I stand up straight again and stretch my arm a bit.

“Well what did you expect? The guy was over a hundred levels above you and seemed to be a regeneration focused Guardian on top of that,” Tar says, sounding slightly exasperated. “Of course you’d crush him with physical prowess alone when your stats are doubled against him thanks to Apex Predator, not to mention the other boosts from Blood Thirst and his own debuffs from your other skills.”

Hmm, you have a point.

I don’t think anything in Class IV stands a chance against me now.

Although I still don’t stand a chance against a level 1001. But I am hoping to be able to fight one when I get higher in level again. Preferably close to the end of Class IV.

Tar snorts at that before muttering, “I can honestly see that happening…”

I smirk, only to look around and find my smirk vanishing rather quickly.

Okay, so I have no idea where I am right now.

“Check your terminal?” Tar asks, and I do just that. But I soon find my signal blocked. Most likely by some sort of magical barrier the stalkers set up.

So after setting the corpses on fire with a lighter I had in my armor’s spatial pockets, I take a quick run out of the area for several seconds before trying again. And this time it does connect.

Nice.

I quickly maneuver to the tracking app on my terminal, only to frown.

Not so nice. If they were gonna teleport me, couldn’t they have sent me somewhere close to the frontlines? It’s gonna take too long to get there now…

The stalker idiots – my new name for them just because of this annoyance that they caused – sent me all the way to the opposite side of the world from the frontlines. The northern part of the Western continent.

I can’t even just run to the frontlines. Not unless I want to try swimming across an entire ocean.

Why couldn’t they just make my life easier…

“I mean, they were kind of trying to kill you…” Tar mutters, but I only shrug at that comment.

Well, stalkers and murderers or not, they could’ve at least made my trip back to the frontlines easier.

The device I used to teleport was a one-way thing and couldn’t be used more than once. A disposable magi-tech item that probably cost them millions of credits to make. Maybe even a hundred or more million credits.

All wasted because some idiot decided to try killing me with some half-assed job.

Although, I did at least get some EXP out of it.

My eyes widen slightly as a grin stretches across my face.

Hey Tar?

“No,” he answers right away, not even letting me ask my question.

Oh, come on! You haven’t even heard my idea yet!

“I don’t want to hear it,” he says from wherever he is in the in-between.

How rude. I’m sure that luring in more idiots like these would give me more EXP than hunting demons on the frontlines would, so why shouldn’t I?

“Just no,” Tar says, sounding both exasperated and like he wants to be anywhere but here. “Even if you tried that, they’d have to be stupid to send anyone below Class V after you. And I’m pretty sure there aren’t any Class Vs willing to attack you even if they were against your existence. Not with the war going on, and not with your mother. And especially not when it’d be easy enough to track them down considering the limited number of Class Vs in the world.”

I mean, yes, but it would make for good EXP, right? And it’d clean up these stalkers too!

He stops responding, so I just kick a random stone, sending it flying straight through several trees by accident before I start walking.

Well, you’re probably right about the whole ‘no one’s gonna likely go after me again after this’ thing. Doesn’t mean I can’t hope.

Anyways, time to start walking towards the capital.

This might take a while.
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As I run straight across the continent in my bipedal beast form, having shifted into it at one point along the way, I can’t help but wonder just how stupid the person who sent those attackers after me must’ve been. I mean, I know that I’m still just a little over level 850… actually, what level am I?

I let my System Messages flow.

{Level 901 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 902 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 909 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 952 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 971 Contracted Human defeated. A massive EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over a hundred levels above your level.}

{Level 931 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 925 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 931 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 940 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 912 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 914 Contracted Human defeated. A significant EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 913 Contracted Human 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 human.} x12

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 851. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 870. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

Oh, nice. Those stalkers actually helped me out in speeding up my leveling.

“We’re not luring more out to kill them,” Tar says, sounding like he’s putting his foot down.

I doubt there are any more of them anyways. Their leader is going to most likely see what happened through time magic and back off after that point. Unless they have a Class V they can send my way, but I doubt that for the same reasons I mentioned earlier.

And they don’t have any evidence they can manipulate to make it look like I killed them unprovoked, because it’s impossible to record or edit a vision of the past. It just doesn’t show up on recordings.

They obviously can’t put it in an artificial reality either because that would just get them arrested for trying to slander me, since anything in an artificial reality can be mimicked and created. It’s called artificial for a reason.

I let out a sigh as I run.

Well, won’t really matter anyways. I’ll be mentioning this to Amelia, assuming she hasn’t already heard about it. And after that…

“There won’t be anyone left to attack you from that group…” Tar mutters, making me nod mid-run.

Yep.

I continue running for a couple hours, occasionally passing by cities faster than the people on the walls can blink until I eventually make it to the capital. Then I jump straight up to the Guardian entrance on the wall – a special place where Guardians can skip any lines to enter a city. And all of the people there look surprised by my appearance, with some seemingly preparing to fight, only to blink and start smiling or even cheering when they see me transforming back to my lycan form.

But I just ignore everyone, including the few people who are actually kneeling or bowing to me and calling me Princess as I walk through the line, waving my GID over the terminal in the process to prove my identity. Not that that’s really all that needed, all things considered.

After some more annoyance caused by the people at the gate, I make it into the city and immediately jump up to a roof where I begin jumping across more roofs until I eventually arrive at the Silver Association’s base. Then I just walk right up and open the door.

“It’s rather… impressive to know that you just ran all the way across a continent in just a few hours and are already back at the base,” Tar mutters, reminding me that his previous partner never actually reached my current level of power. I think. “He didn’t. And he wasn’t a physical focused Guardian either. He focused on magic.”

Ah, so even if he was at my level, his physical capabilities would still be far lower than mine.

Gotcha.

I stretch a little from my long run as I walk through the halls of the base, occasionally nodding my head at people I pass by. And when I reach Allen’s office, I knock on it, finding the thing opening soon after to reveal Allen sitting behind his desk using his magic to open the door without even lifting his head to look at me.

“What’s up Scarlet?” he asks, still not raising his head and instead frowning at the documents.

Out of curiosity, I walk over to his desk and sit down on the end of it while peeking over to see what it’s about as I answer, “Oh, nothing much. Just had a teleportation interrupted by some stalkers, dealt with them, and came here to ask for transportation back to the frontlines.” The documents he’s looking overlook to be about the supplies to the frontlines. Something about them becoming a little thin recently. So I ask, “What’s that?”

But he doesn’t seem to care about the documents anymore as he raises his head and blinks at me before eventually asking, “Did you say stalkers?”

“Nevermind that,” I tell him with a wave before pointing at the document, “What’s going on?”

He blinks again, the man seemingly tired from stress and probably overwork. Then he narrows his eyes slightly and answers, “It looks like we have some changelings going after our supplies.” He lowers his head to focus on the documents again. “The things keep managing to sneak their way into the supply management even after we’ve tried exterminating them with magical sense Guardians. But there are several of them that seem to be immune to their senses, just like the ones in the government were. So they’re stumped on how to deal with them.”

Changelings… Interesting.

“Well, if it won’t take long I can always head over there and sniff them out for you,” I tell him with a light shrug of one of my shoulders. “Wouldn’t likely take long, and I’d get some free EXP from killing them.”

His head snaps upwards before he slaps himself in the forehead and mutters, “I forgot you could sniff them out…”

“Pretty important thing to remember,” I comment with a raised brow and an amused smirk.

“Yeah…” he mutters, only to lower his gaze back onto me with his eyes narrowed again as he asks, “What was this about stalkers again?”

Damn. Thought I distracted him.

He clearly won’t be mad at me, but I still don’t want to be in here when he hears about them and gets angry at them. Especially when the problem is probably gonna be gone within a day or two anyways.

“Good luck with him,” Tar says before abandoning me to the Farshore.

Traitor.


Chapter 62
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Relationships



Scarlet

To my surprise, Allen stays completely silent throughout my entire explanation of what had happened. And all he ends up saying is, “Okay.”

But I don’t complain.

A few seconds pass in silence, making me feel slightly awkward as he just stares at me. But then he turns his gaze to the side at the same time as me as we both see a flash of white light shining from a couple meters away. Then Amelia appears with a frown on her face.

Oh.

“Is it safe to assume that you’ll deal with it, Lady White?” Allen asks with a frown on his face. And Amelia just nods her head and vanishes again.

“So when exactly did you call Amelia?” I can’t help but ask.

He directly meets my gaze and answers rather plainly, “The moment you said the word ‘stalkers.’”

That answer has me pausing for a second before I try to remember our conversation as a whole. Then I realize that ‘stalkers’ was one of the first things I said when arriving.

Meaning he called her almost immediately after we began talking.

“I doubt I have to ask, but what exactly is she doing?” I ask, getting up from the corner of the desk and moving over to one of the sofas.

Allen looks back down at his paperwork again as he answers, “She’s going to Sage to find the people involved before she deals with them in her own way.”

“What’s her own way?” I ask before tilting my head slightly towards him while lounging back on the sofa. “Erase everyone involved?”

He looks up again and says, “Yes. She will find the first one located by Sage or whoever else she might have searching before digging into their memories and finding all of the others involved as well.”

Yep. Just as I thought.

“Well, putting that aside for the moment,” I comment, deciding to leave the massacre of assassins and probably some mercenaries as well to Amelia, “about those changelings?”

Allen pulls up his terminal and begins typing away in it as he says, “Give me a second.”

Then after a few minutes of him typing, he puts it back down again and says, “A teleporter is on their way here. They’ll send you to the supply storage for the war located in the capital.”

“Alright,” I respond with a nod of my head.

That’s good. We can’t have changelings going around messing with our supplies after all. That would severely damage the war effort.

I blink at that thought.

Probably severely damage the war effort.

Okay, yeah, it would damage the war effort, but not too badly. Not unless they get their hands on the potions. Because the food and supplies aren’t really as necessary for high Class Guardians as they would be for regular people. But potions are very much necessary.

Although I feel like it’s a little… ironic? Yeah, guess that word fits. It’s a little ironic for me to say that when I’ve only ever used a potion twice in my entire life. And those times weren’t even me using it. It was someone else forcing me to drink it.

Then again, regeneration is my specialty. And Gramps is probably one of the best healers in existence. If not the best.

Who else can bring people back from the dead, after all?

I’m pretty sure there isn’t anyone else that can do that. But then again, there aren’t any healers at that high a level, so it makes sense that no one else could.

I lean back in the sofa as we both wait for the teleporter to arrive. And after several minutes pass, making me wonder just how long the teleporter is gonna take, Allen suddenly speaks up, “So, Scarlet…”

“What’s up?” I ask, rotating my head slightly to look at him while still lounging on the sofa. But for some reason I find the guy looking slightly nervous and hesitant.

“Have you seen the latest gossip online?” he eventually asks, making me frown.

“What gossip?” I ask before adding, “I’ve been avoiding looking at the internet.”

And now he looks awkward on top of his nerves and hesitation.

Just what is he trying to bring up? Is the gossip about my species? Gramps? Leonidas? Amelia?

“Well, some people are beginning to wonder if you and Blaze are in a relationship…” he mutters, making my eyes narrow as I realize that he seems to be looking for confirmation on that fact himself.

“Seriously?” I mutter with more than a little exasperation. “Why the hell would I enter a relationship with anyone? There’s no point, I don’t have the time, and I don’t have the interest either.”

To both my amusement and annoyance, Allen lets out a sigh of relief at my answer and mutters, “Thank the moon…”

I snort at him and return my attention to the ceiling.

I’m not sure why so many people are so attached to the idea of relationships. I’ve always had trouble developing attachments with others, much less caring for those attachments. And a relationship would only distract me even if I could develop the attachment into anything even vaguely resembling one.

It would be a waste of time that could be spent doing something productive. Like leveling up and training my skills.

Or fighting in the war.

Which is basically the same thing, but still.

Although I do feel a little bad for Blake. Just a little.

My eyes narrow as a thought comes to mind.

I haven’t played Hunter XI in a long time… wonder if I should get back on that again soon? Been spending almost all of my time fighting on the frontlines recently and haven’t been able to spare the time to play games.

But there’s still the war… should I really take a break to play video games while the war is raging on?

“I’m pretty sure the people would want you to take a break by now,” Tar mutters, apparently having returned at some point. “Did you know that some people online are calling you the workaholic wolf? Just because you never seem to take a break.”

I blink at that.

Seriously? And since when did you get on the internet?

He doesn’t answer.

Tar?

He still doesn’t say anything.

You forgot to eat your tail by the way.

“I got on the internet a couple time through your terminal while you were asleep…” Tar mutters, making me raise a brow. But I don’t say anything.

Instead I wait.

“I was curious about what the people were saying about you, and also wanted to find which Guardians my siblings might be contracted to…” he gives in and explains.

Hmm, did you figure it out?

“Yeah,” he answers right away, but before he can say more, the door to the office opens and the man whom I’m guessing is the teleporter walks in.

Let’s leave that for later.

“Okay,” Tar says, sounding relieved for some reason.

You still need to eat your tail though.

His presence vanishes from my mind.

I just smirk at that.


Chapter 63
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Changelings in the Base



Scarlet

The teleporter – a short man with short purple hair that is letting off little blue sparks – quickly brings me over to the supply storage before leaving again through one of his portals without saying a single thing. Which I’m perfectly fine with.

Although this smell…

I frown.

“That’s a lot,” Tar mutters, and I can’t help but nod my head in agreement as I watch the person who looks to be the person in charge here, assuming the badge on his shoulder labeling him as a general. Someone who is only under that gruff old man in terms of military authority.

Before the man can even speak after opening his mouth, I shake my head and nod towards the spectators moving through the storage space around us. And he immediately nods back as he says, “Welcome, Princess Scarlet! Please follow me to my office! We have much to talk about.”

I nod without a word in response before we both make our way through the storage area without doing anything about the people watching us. About a third of whom are changelings.

Fortunately they all seem to be in awe right now, so they aren’t doing anything.

“A rather nice perk of being royalty,” Tar says with more than a little humor in his voice.

We walk through what I quickly find to be a military base probably located somewhere inside of the city before eventually ending up inside of his office. And the moment we walk in, the door shuts behind us, and I find the room to have some pretty impressive soundproofing. To the point that I can only hear through it if I turn my hearing up to the max.

Something I quickly regret doing when the general in front of me says, “We should be safe to speak in here,” making me wince from the pain in my ears.

I quickly push the pain aside to focus on him as I tell him rather bluntly, “A third of the people here are changelings.”

His eyes widen in shock, only for him to grimace and sit down at the desk with a sigh.

“I expected as much…” he mutters, sounding more than a little despondent.

Poor guy.

A few seconds pass in silence before he raises his head to look at me as he says, “There’re probably a number of people out there who won’t believe you.”

And there’s the problem.

I purse my lips as I try to think of a solution.

“Any chance we could just kill one and let the dead changeling turn back to its original form?” I ask while tilting my head slightly. But the general just shakes his head and answers, “No. Changelings take at least half a day for their transformation to wear off after death.”

If that won’t work…

My eyes suddenly widen as an idea comes to me.

“Did you think of something?” the general asks, seemingly perking up slightly. And I just nod my head before turning around to face the door with a grin.

“This might be fun,” I quietly mutter while reaching for the doorknob.



The Supply Storage

The Princess is here! She’s really here!

Zvral feels overwhelming excitement as he stares at the human general’s office with more than a little awe in his gaze. Which is why he notices the Princess leaving his office the very moment she does so. And just the very aura of power the Apex Predator is giving off is enough to make Zvral endlessly proud to have her as his Princess.

Even if she is fighting on the wrong side of the war.

But she’ll return to her own side soon enough. As soon as the humans lose the war, she’ll be back where she belongs.

Zvral believes this with all of his heart.

Then he feels his body tensing up slightly as Her Highness steps up to the center of the main area of the storage zone, following which the general steps up beside her and shouts, “Everyone! Assemble in the main storage hub!” And Zvral knows without even hearing the echo that his voice is carrying throughout the entire base.

The demon doesn’t hesitate to move to join the assembling quadrant in the massive storage hub. Something that would’ve irked him a while back. Just the mere idea of obeying a human, even if it was to get into this location to be able to sabotage them.

But now his Princess is here.

And he would gladly do anything for his Princess.

Silence fills the storage hub for several minutes as all of the workers around the base gather. Then after everyone is in their place in the quadrant, the general raises his voice once more, “We have a guest today. One who will be sharing a few words with a number of you here!” He waves his hand to indicate the Princess. “Welcome Her Highness, Princess Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron! The Princess of the Humans and the Demons!”

Applause immediately fills the storage hub, mostly from the changelings hiding amongst the humans.

But then, without even waiting for the applause to die down, the Apex Predator activates her crest, making all of the changelings in the room flinch as they hold back the urge to immediately bow down to her – the holder of the Royal Crest. And while confusion is beginning to spread amongst the humans at the sight of the Demon King’s Royal Family Crest, the Princess simply raises her voice and declares, “Every changeling in this room, I hereby order you to reveal yourself!”

Zvral’s eyes widen in shock, but what he finds even more surprising is the feeling of his body beginning to go against himself as he lets go of his transformation in an instant without even realizing it until after the fact.

She… I didn’t know she was this close to getting the skill…

Then everything goes dark amidst the shouting humans, the last thing Zvral sees being the Princess appearing in front of him.


Chapter 64
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Clearing out the Changelings



Scarlet

Right after the first amongst the few changelings leave their human skins, shocking the humans around us, I knock that changeling out and turn around while shouting, “Fire away!”

And the many Guardians that the general had prepared around us immediately attack the changelings I had previously pointed out, the majority of which are still in their human forms.

Honestly, I wasn’t expecting more than one to change forms at my order. Having four of them change forms was a rather large surprise.

They also seemed to act differently from what I was expecting. Instead of devotion and awe when they transformed back, these changelings seemed to resist it at first and then let go of their transformation.

Almost as if I had somehow forced them magically to do it.

“Well, that would make sense,” Tar comments, making me blink in surprise before I rush to kill the remaining changelings, most of whom are trying to escape.

Why would it make sense?

“Well, the Demon King’s ability that lets him order any demon to do his bidding is a skill called Demon King’s Rule that gives him that Title, and I would be shocked if he didn’t etch it,” Tar answers, almost making me pause mid-kill, only for me to continue killing off the changelings again.

That’s… I didn’t think about that.

So what, does the etched skill give me a much weaker version of it?

“Probably,” Tar says right as I finish off the last changeling, leaving the storage hub in silence again.

It takes nearly an entire minute before one of the workers that had been pushed to the side of the room after being protected by a barrier speaks up, whispering, “What… what the hell?” And his whispered words immediately shatters the silence, leaving everyone else to begin speaking as well until the general raises his voice, shouting, “Attention!”

Then everyone goes dead silent again.

A few seconds pass as I walk over through the changeling corpses till I reach the one I knocked unconscious. Then I grab it by the neck and begin dragging it with me to the general.

“Her Highness came here to sniff out any of the changelings we had suspected were infiltrating the base,” the general begins, pausing only slightly when I toss the changeling up against the wall behind him before leaning against the wall myself with my arms crossed. “But we were worried that some of you might not believe her.” He looks around at the dead changelings. “So here we are.”

Silence fills the storage hub again. And after it stretches on for too long, I begin to feel bored and grab the changeling again while saying, “If no one’s gonna say anything, I’ll just take my leave.”

No one says anything. So I just begin to walk down the hall, only to pause as I open my terminal and send a message to Allen for the teleporter to come back. And he does right away, startling me for a second before I pass through the portal into Allen’s base again without another word to the general or anyone else here.

“Was that the only base holding supplies?” I ask, and he shakes his head. “Then bring me to the next one.”

This might take a while.

I glance at the changeling I’m dragging along with me. A changeling that the teleporter whose name I still don’t know completely ignored as if it weren’t even here.

“I’m starting to pity that demon,” Tar mutters, but I ignore him as I toss the changeling into the hallway and tell the teleporter, “Would you mind telling Allen to pick this guy up while I’m gone? He might make for good intel.”

The teleporter guy just nods his head and types something into his terminal. Then he opens another portal and we both walk through, leading to me ending up in another supply area. Albeit a smaller one this time.

Probably because the first one was the supply hub in the capital whereas this is not.

Well, time to deal with a bunch of changelings.



After several hours of clearing out supply hubs, I collapse onto my bed with a sigh of exhaustion.

All of the supply hubs were just like the first one, just with a smaller number of changelings in them. And I deal with each in the same way.

Unfortunately though, there were a couple hubs amongst them that had their military officer in charge replaced by a changeling. Which… made things messy. But since they were already suspected by the Guardians, they weren’t the ones contacted to meet me and deal with the problem alongside me.

It would’ve been nicer if I didn’t have to repeat the process each time, but it wasn’t like we could just let the people in the bases I cleared the changelings out of tell the other bases about what I’m doing. That would’ve warned the changelings too.

“It got you some EXP at least,” Tar points out, making me nod my head in agreement.

I’m still surprised there were so many adult changelings at Class IV. From what Earth used to know, there shouldn’t have been any Class IV changelings. Meaning the demons hid that very well.

I wouldn’t be surprised if Gramps actually fed the Knights false information about that before they came back to Earth.

“He probably did,” Tar mutters while appearing as I roll over, letting him lie down on my chest.

I wonder how Amelia feels about that? Probably not happy.

Tar doesn’t say anything, making me glance down to find that he’s already fallen asleep.

Is it just me, or was he more tired than I was?

Tar obviously doesn’t respond.

I watch the tanuki for a few seconds before looking up at the ceiling again.

Well, now that the changelings have been cleared up from the supply hubs, the supply problem should be gone. At least until they try to replace those changelings.

Although there’s always the chance that one of the changelings happened to be missing, but I smelled the entire city around each of the supply hubs for changelings and didn’t find any more. And while that isn’t exactly the most accurate as my senses get worse the further away the thing I’m smelling is, not to mention the other distractions amongst them, I can at least hope the problem is temporarily gone.

It should at least be significantly reduced now.

Which means it’s time to go back to the frontlines again.

I can’t help but feel like I’m forgetting something though.


Chapter 65
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Forgotten and a Plan



Allen’s Office

Allen continues squinting at the changeling sitting with his arms, legs, and tail all bound on the sofa in his office. But neither he nor the changeling, who is now awake, say a word.

Seconds tick by before the seconds turn to minutes, and then to hours. And at some point during it, Allen simply resumes his paperwork as he coordinates things for the war. All with the changeling still tied up in his office.

Eventually though, Allen finishes his paperwork and leans back in his office chair with a sigh, only to remember the changeling’s existence at the sight of it staring up at a sword on the wall. One of Allen’s father’s first creations.

So Allen brings his arm up and opens his terminal before typing away in it and eventually calling Sage, at which point he asks, “Sage, is Scarlet done dealing with the changelings issue?”

The changeling in his office immediately turns to look at him, the creature’s eyes widening at the mention of his Princess’s name. But Allen just ignores him as he listens to Sage’s voice coming from the terminal.

“Yes, the Young Miss has finished clearing out all of the changelings from the supply hubs and is now on her way back to the frontlines.”

Allen’s eyebrow twitches with irritation before he says, “Understood,” and hangs up the call. Then he begins glaring at the changeling.

She dumped this changeling on me and forgot about him, didn’t she?!

A snort echoes through Allen’s mind coming from his fae, but Allen ignores them as he finally addresses the changeling, saying, “How many changelings were infiltrating the supply hubs?”

Just as expected, the changeling simply ignores him. He even throws a disdainful look at Allen.

Allen sighs once more while glancing around his office for a bottle of wine, only to remember that he decided to hold back on drinking. Because it was quickly becoming a bad habit.

Not to mention that his wife could smell it on his breath and wasn’t very pleased about it.

Why do I feel like my workload always increases when Scarlet’s around…?



Scarlet

I stand at the top of a mountain looking out over the main battlefield of the frontlines with my hands on my hips and a wide smile on my face.

“Feeling proud of yourself, are we?” Tar comments, sounding amused. But I just nod my head.

I did manage to clear out a rather large amount of changelings today, and word has gotten out about it as well. So not only is public opinion about me rising, but some of it about Amelia is going up as well. Something about her raising me is benefiting Humanity, fulfilling her role as the Knight of Humanity despite the actions it took to get here.

Not very many people are saying this, mind you, but some are. And that’s what matters.

“It really bothered you that she took the fall after all, didn’t it?” Tar mutters, making me purse my lips for a moment.

I still don’t think of her as my mother, nor do I care much about her beyond an associate. But I don’t like the idea of someone taking blame and scorn for something like that.

Whether I like it or not, her actions were logical. It was to abandon me when I was young to save me as an adult and free me from my curse of Pride, or to let the universe die with me along with it as I continued to suffer through the curse.

And while I still don’t like the whole abandoning thing, it was, as I said, logical. In a way.

“Yeah,” Tar mutters again, sounding like he understands my thinking. Probably.

I continue looking out over the ongoing battle for several seconds before crossing my arms and tilting my head slightly as a thought comes to mind.

“Hey, Tar?” I ask out loud, a faint grin replacing my smile.

“Seriously?” he asks in return, likely already knowing what I have in mind.

“Seriously,” I retort, my grin growing wider.

He lets out a long and overly drawn out sigh.

Dramatic much?

“When it comes to you I have to be,” he mutters, making me raise a brow.

Well, if you’re gonna be like that…

I turn my head to look at the tanuki before quickly grabbing him with one hand and bringing him to my grinning face as I say out loud, “So what about that tail? I think now’s a good time to fulfil your promise, don’t you?”

Panic instantly crosses the tanuki’s face as he tries and fails to get out of my grip. And he continues struggling for several seconds before exclaiming, “I give! I give! I’m sorry!”

My grin grows wider, and I let go of the tanuki, returning to crossing my arms again.

Tar floats back to my shoulder with a tanuki pout on his face as he says, “You’re in a surprisingly good mood today.”

Well, yeah. Guess I am.

Anyways, onto that idea. Do you think it’ll work?

He sighs again, not overly dramatic this time, and answers, “Probably. There is no way the Noble demons would expect you to strike directly at Demon Isle, far away from the frontlines. You’d have to sneak your way past the frontlines and through all of the demon territory between here and there to do that. And that’s no easy feat.”

Right, right. But going through Tartarus…

“Is a ridiculous idea, but certainly not without merit,” Tar says, his voice sounding slightly exasperated this time. “If you enter a Class IV Gate beyond the frontlines to Tartarus and travel through Tartarus until you reach the Class V Gate in Demon Isle, assuming you manage to make it through the Gate undetected by the demons, you could very well deal a lot of damage to them.” He frowns slightly. “And we both know your Grandfather isn’t going to stop you whether he finds you or not.”

Yeah. Not to mention that I’d be using up some of the Gate’s energy. Although probably not much of it.

Now I just have to convince everyone of this plan.

“That might be the hard part,” Tar comments, making me nod my head.

That it might be.


Chapter 66
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The Return To Tartarus



Scarlet

“No,” Amelia says without letting me explain anything the moment I mentioned my plan to her. And Allen just looks at me with a tired frown on his face as he says, “Did you really abandon a changeling to me to come up with this ridiculous plan?”

“Hey! It’s not ridiculous!” I exclaim, crossing my arms from my place back in Allen’s office as the three of us completely ignore the changeling that is currently tied up in the corner. A changeling I may or may not have forgotten earlier.

“You absolutely forgot him,” Tar comments, sounding more than a little amused.

Okay, so I forgot him.

Sue me.

He snorts.

“Really?” Allen says, taking the lead against me. “What part of going to Tartarus, where your Grandfather would immediately find you, is a sound idea? You’re the only hope we have in this war!”

“Well you don’t have to worry on that front, because Gramps won’t stop me from doing anything,” I tell him with a light shrug. And when he’s about to argue with that fact, both Tar and Amelia nod their heads in agreement with a short, “Yeah,” and, “She’s right,” making him shut his mouth immediately.

Deciding to explain, I say, “I could tell just from our negotiations that Gramps isn’t feeling entirely into this war anymore. Not when I’ve given him an out that he can take, and not when he knows I want the war to end. So he won’t stop me from doing what I want.” I purse my lips and glance to the side as I add, “Although he might drop by for a visit and talk my ear off for a while…”

Tar snorts at that, meanwhile I notice a frightened look showing on the bound changeling’s face for some reason.

Allen closes his eyes and rubs his temples with a sigh.

“I mean, it’s the truth,” I add with a shrug. And I notice Amelia trying to smother a smirk of amusement on her face.

“That’s not the issue,” Amelia says after calming down. Although I still see the corners of her lips trying to quirk upwards. “The problem is if one of the Demon Lords aside from your father find you and capture you. While your father and grandfather won’t do anything to stop you, they also won’t just let you go if some other demon manages to capture you, as long as the demon treats you well. They’ll just make it a challenge for you to escape on your own again.”

I raise a brow at that and comment, “And why exactly should I be worried about that? It’s not like I’m planning on being captured, and the same would happen here on Earth. And besides,” I grin, “you Knights managed to conceal yourselves while on Tartarus, so why can’t you do the same for me?”

Amelia opens her mouth to reply, only to close it again when another voice enters the conversation, “Why, my lovely pup, I would love to help you!”

Everyone in the room turns to find Black just lying down tossing a ball into the air on one of the sofas, somehow having made it there without a single one of us noticing.

“You can knock, you know…” Allen mutters without much conviction.

Black ignores him as he says, “Come on out Gabs!”

“If this was what you pulled me out here for, I will agree,” Purple says after suddenly appearing in the corner of the room. But for some reason I feel like she’s been there for a while. Just that we never noticed her for some reason.

“Seriously… there’s a door…” Allen mutters once again, but just like the last time, he’s ignored.

“Why are you willing to help her?” Amelia asks, sounding slightly defensive as she moves between me and Black, apparently not worried about Purple behind us.

Black just catches the ball once more and looks at her with a raised brow while saying, “I mean, I owe her a couple favors, now don’t I?” He glances at me with an amused smirk on his face. “You never did check in on those, little puppy!”

Do not punch him in the face. Do not punch him in the face. Do not punch him in the face.

I take a deep breath and let it out. Then I make eye contact with him and smile, saying, “So you’ll help me stay hidden on Tartarus?”

“Yep!” he exclaims, a bright smile stretching across his face as if my own smile made him happy. Then he nods towards Purple and adds, “And Gabs here will to.” He leans in towards me and whispers, acting like everyone in the room can’t hear him, “She owes me a teensy little favor!”

Wait, the Purple Knight owes the Black Knight a favor?

I glance at Purple, only to find her eyes still closed just like they’ve been since we first saw her here. And I only just now notice that she’s in her young form, the woman wearing all purple of a very pale shade that matches her long hair, with her glowing purple eyes sticking out under the cowl of her robe even with her eyes closed, proving unable to keep the purple light hidden behind her eye lids.

Wonder what he did to get her to owe him? Normally the Purple Knight is completely detached from regular affairs of Earth.

Out of nowhere, Black appears right in front of my face, the cowl of his cloak up over his face and a mask of shadows covering anything and everything underneath it except the glowing blue eyes that I can see peering through the shadows.

“So are you ready, Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, daughter of the Blood Calamity and granddaughter to the Demon King?” Black’s voice comes out distorted, and his tone instantly makes me realize that his personality has switched.

Oh shit.

Then a wave of shadows spreads out to cover the room before I find myself and everyone else right in front of a Class IV Gate located somewhere in demon territory. And the moment I say, “I’m ready,” I feel myself being pushed towards the gate.

I turn back around to look behind me, only to find Black and Purple both raising their hands towards me as they begin chanting something.

A ritual skill.

Black and purple magic in the form of shadows and purple light begin to leave their hands before merging as they continue making their way towards me. Then the magic forms a thin layer over my body and fades away as if it never existed.

“May your hunt be fruitful,” Black states, his voice devoid of emotion. Meanwhile Purple just nods her head.

And without a word of warning, I feel myself being pushed through the Gate with Amelia and Allen waving at me and shouting to stay safe.


Chapter 67
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A Relaxed Demon King



Scarlet

Several seconds pass in silence as I glance between Tar who is still on my shoulder, then at the Gate that’s in the form of a large arc with red, black, and purple energy running through it, and then back at Tar.

“So, did that just happen?” I eventually ask.

“It did,” Tar replies with a nod of his head. “You also forgot about the changeling again.”

Oh. Right.

That guy.

Well, guess he can enjoy his stay in Allen’s office for a little while longer.

“I am starting to pity that poor changeling,” Tar mutters, but I ignore him. Instead I look around my surroundings, finding it barren of any sort of civilization. Which makes me wonder why there’s just an abandoned Gate here.

Did Black just kill everything here? He’s the one who brought me to this Gate, not the others. So did he just pass through and slaughter everything?

I wouldn’t put it past his other personality to do that.

My thoughts pause as I feel some sort of suppressing sensation along with a gaze passing over me. Like someone is looking past this area from far away.

Gramps.

The gaze actually passes by me without stopping, so whatever Black and Purple did worked to the degree that he doesn’t know where I am, assuming he even knows it’s me. Which he probably does.

If I remember correctly, if this is the same protection Amelia and the other Knights used when going to Tartarus, then it makes it so that while he does know the broad area they were in, he didn’t know their exact locations. And he couldn’t confirm their exact locations either. Not without actually sending someone or going himself.

Hopefully he’ll take the hint and not come over here himself. That would be annoying.

I don’t need a doting grandfather on this trip.

“He would probably cry if he heard that,” Tar mutters, but I shake my head.

Nah, he’s the Demon King. He wouldn’t cry from something as small as that. I’m sure of it.

“If you say so,” Tar mutters, sounding like he isn’t sure he believes me.

He better not cry from something like that. If his citizens saw it he’d lose more than a little… okay, maybe he wouldn’t lose any respect. Not considering how they all treat him as if he were a god.

They’d probably just play it off somehow to make him look good while doing it.

Fanatics are terrifying like that after all.

Anyways, I transform into my quadrupedal beast form and immediately begin to run away from the Gate towards the sounds of a city.

Before I start heading towards the Class V Gate, I’ll have to figure out where I am. Then I can make my way there.

And to figure out where I am, I’ll need to enter a city.



The Demon King’s Castle
Moments before Scarlet’s Arrival on Tartarus

Arkaz taps his foot as he looks out from his balcony at the army of demons standing in front of his castle. Each and every one of them is a Class III demon or stronger, and each one has sapience enough to stand in a formal line. But despite that, he feels disappointed by the group. Because he knows his beloved granddaughter will just tear through them the moment they enter the battlefield.

I can’t just stop sending lower Class forces to Earth just because most of them will be wiped out, but at the same time, it feels almost like a waste…

The Demon King taps his chin as he considers his options. He could always just send a couple extra Class Vs, specifically an arachnae, to deal with the plagues. And since they can’t deal with it everywhere, Scarlet would still be able to rack up her levels.

His thoughts come to a crashing halt when he feels a familiar mana signature pass through a Gate into Tartarus. One that he hadn’t expected to see for years. And one that has him grinning from ear to ear.

But immediately after sensing it, the mana signature grows hazy. Which makes his grin morph into a frown instead.

Because it’s the same sensation he got from those damnable Knights when they were waltzing around Tartarus while hiding themselves.

So the Black and Purple Knights decided to send Scarlet to Tartarus for some reason while cloaked? The only thing I can think of for her to do here… would be to either recover the Blue Knight’s memories or head to one of the two Class V Gates to cause trouble.

Arkaz taps his chin a few times before turning around, the cape of his armor flying around him in the process as he snaps his fingers once, sending every last member of the army bowing before a massive orb of blood envelops them all and then vanishes. And just seconds later they all reappear next to various different Gates all around the world, ready to be sent to Earth.

I’ll leave Scarlet be for now, but if she stays too long then I will be paying her a visit. If for no other reason than to say hi.

Arkaz very much follows the ideology of letting his children, and in this case grandchildren, do what they please. And if Scarlet wishes to traverse through Tartarus through her plans, then she can do it on her own without his interference. But if she expects him to just completely ignore her and not at least stop by for a visit, then she’s sorely mistaken.

I do wonder if Leon has sensed her as well or not? Probably not. His senses aren’t as strong as mine. Especially not since he’s focused his attention on Blood Runes all this while.

The Demon King begins humming as he walks, a smile decorating his face at the thought of visiting his granddaughter again. A smile that grows even bigger when he realizes he’d be visiting her without Leon knowing.

I can just leave my paperwork to Leon and go visit her in a couple weeks.

He nods his head, his mind set on that plan as he leaves his room and heads towards his office.

For now I’ll do the work he can’t do. Then I’ll leave the rest for him.


Chapter 68
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The Northeastern Continent of the Dead



Scarlet

It doesn’t take me long to realize where I ended up after going through the Gate. And that realization leaves me rather… annoyed.

Why couldn’t Black have sent me to the Southwestern continent, where the Gate to Demon Isle is located? Did he really have to send me here of all places?!

I can’t help but feel that the man did this on purpose as I charge through the snow in my quadrupedal beast form towards the nearest city.

Just the mere fact that there’s snow here means that I’m on the Northeastern continent. The continent commonly known as the Continent of the Dead. Strictly because the most common demons who live here are undead, and the others are arachnid-type demons of the Envy Sin. Some of the Greed Sin too.

So basically a continent full of undead and thieves.

But more importantly, a lot of my blood magic doesn’t work on undead who don’t have any blood. At least, my blood magic involved with draining or messing with their blood. My blood plagues won’t work either.

A major pain.

I grimace as I continue running, only to eventually slow down to a stop when I get close to a city. Then I immediately transform back into my lycan form and don a cloak to cover my appearance before making my way through the rest of the snowy forest around me to enter what looks to be a snowy plains. One with a large city smack dab in the middle of it.

The city is built in a much, much different style from the cities I saw back on the Southwestern continent, with a six meter tall wall surrounding the entire thing made out of stone blocks with a shiny blue light coating it. Likely some sort of magic to add additional protection to the wall and, judging by the lack of snow on the wall, keep it clean. Meanwhile the front gate has two undead standing guard, each wearing full body armor that honestly reminds me a bit of the armor I’ve seen Vikings wear in video games. Some sort of extremely old culture from Earth I believe.

Their helmets even have those odd horns on them.

But because their armor is so thick, I can’t really see much of them beyond their humanoid shape and their pitch black eyes. A common trait for undead.

So I go ahead and identify them.

|Bjorn Eriksson – Draugr – Level 561|

|Ingrid Freyja – Draugr – Level 580|

Class IV guards? Probably means there’s a Noble in this city.

I should be careful not to let them catch me. Which means not letting them see under my hood.

Although, at the very least, from what Gramps has told me the Continent of the Dead is a lot less strict in terms of their cities. They kinda just let anyone in without asking questions as long as they pay the fee.

The cities are literally just pots of crime waiting to boil over with the Noble in charge of each region claiming some of the spoils from the victor in each bout.

It’s to the point that crime in some of these cities, especially the ones on the Eastern side of the continent belonging to the arachnae, isn’t even really crime. It’s perfectly normal. To just go and steal someone’s things right out from under their nose.

If they didn’t catch the criminal, then it didn’t happen. The stolen item belongs to the thief now.

Should help me stay hidden here at least. I should probably keep a close eye on everyone around me though.

Good thing I use spatial pockets. They can’t exactly pickpocket those. Not unless they want Leonidas’s anti-thief enchantment to snap at them.

It won’t exactly do much damage, but it’ll hurt and expose their crime so that they will be caught in the act.

I continue walking through the plains until I reach the line at the gate, briefly reaching into my spatial pocket underneath my cloak to check on my current money situation. Then I remember that I still have all of the coins Gramps gave me when I first set off away from the Bloody Duchy.

An entire fortune’s worth that I never really ended up spending due to my stay with the kitsune.

Nice. Gramps never cared about getting it back so I never gave it back.

Although it’s more like I forgot about it, but whatever.

Not like he needs money. He’s the Demon King. If he wants something he can just order someone to give it to him and they won’t be able to say no. Literally.

Anyways, I quickly spot several pickpockets amongst the line stealing from other people in the line. But no one else says a word when they try to steal from someone and succeed. They only step out of the way calmly when they’re caught and either have all of their own belongings stolen or they’re killed and tossed out of the line by the one they were stealing from.

A rather brutal scene, but now that I pay attention, most of the demons in this line, including the undead, are all either Greed or Envy demons.

Not a very good combination.

My hand whips around to grab at a forearm reaching for my waist. And before I can even turn around to look at whoever it belongs to, I hear cracking sounds coming from their arm from where I grabbed them.

Oops. Snapped their bone.

When I get a glimpse of the thief in question, I find it to be another draugr just like the guards. But unlike the guards, this one is only a Class III.

Which makes me wonder why on earth they thought it would be a good idea to target me. They should’ve been able to identify me and see my level, even if White did redact my name again.

Wait…

I blink in surprise.

Did the cover Black and Purple put over me also block identifications for my level? That would be cool.

Probably possible, considering that it’s the highest level stealth and divination Guardians in existence. Unlike White who uses null magic, those two are practically made for hiding an identify result.

Not bad. If that’s the case.

Anyways, the thief who’s arm is still in my grasp, tries to break free with a look of both anger and greed on their face without a trace of fear. At least, until I pull them slightly closer and grab them by the neck, raising them into the air before snapping their neck and tossing them out of the line.

But their look of fear only lasts a second.

There’s no use pitying or taking it easy on the demons on this continent. They would all just as soon betray me and stab me in the back right after sparing them as they would eat breakfast that morning.

The one thing Gramps ingrained in me the most about this continent is to trust no one and never give anyone mercy here.

I focus on the line again, finding that not a single one of the demons around us seem to be paying me any mind despite me having killed a draugr.

Such a different place from Earth.


Chapter 69
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Another City Gate



Scarlet

Just like with the guards stationed at the first city I visited on the Southwestern continent, the guards here try to charge me extra for the tax to enter the city. And also just like those guards, I ignore them and pay them the correct amount instead before stepping inside.

Unlike those guards though, the guard in charge of my line tries to stop me while stating, “That is not the right amount. If you try to-” he stops, his mouth dropping open when I just grab his reaching arm and twist it, snapping the thing before I continue walking. And I don’t hear anything from him again after that. Although I do hear absolute silence from everyone in the line when there was previously some chatter.

An interesting fact I’ve learned about undead through my time going through that line and killing a few of them.

They don’t feel pain.

Although while my pain is reduced significantly through my magic with Pain Diffusion, they seem to just have some sort of biological factor making them not feel pain. Probably has something to do with them being sort of dead. I mean, they don’t have any blood after all, so not having nerves makes sense too.

It’s rather hard to tell though, strictly because of all the armor the undead here seem to be wearing. Something I still can’t figure out the reason for.

“I can’t help but wonder what the other demons are seeing when they identify you,” Tar mutters, and I nod my head in agreement. “It’s like they all seem to think you’re a much lower lever than you really are or something.”

Yeah. I was targeted a lot despite killing quite a few thieves. And they all seemed to be absolutely shocked both by me catching them and me killing them. Even some of the people in the line seemed to have been surprised by my killing them.

Makes me wonder if Black and Purple somehow made my level look lower than it really is.

“That could get annoying if it’s the case,” Tar says, but I just shake my head as I continue walking inside of the city through the gate with the slack jawed guard still staring after me.

No, it could be beneficial for me. Maybe.

Would mean the demons won’t just run away if we get into a fight, and I won’t attract as much attention as I would if I were a higher level. Although killing them with ease at a lower level would attract attention.

It’s a good thing that there’s no such thing as an item that can conceal someone’s level, so no one would assume that I have something doing so. They’d probably just assume that I am extremely powerful for my level. And likely that I’m the daughter of a Noble, considering my redacted name and species.

Well, regardless of what happens, I’m just here to look around and figure out where I am.

So with that in mind, I lightly pull my cowl down a bit further and continue walking into the city.



The Gate
A few moments ago

Bjorn looks at the next person in line, a draugr just like him, but unlike him the draugr is only a Class III. So when the draugr steps up to him, Bjorn declares, “Ten coppers or work off your debt.”

The draugr instantly brings out ten coppers, paying right away instead of taking the suicidal choice of working off the debt of trying to enter the city. Because while it would only normally be five coppers – ten in this case – the Viscount lord of the city doesn’t like letting poor folks inside and is very willing to work them to death even for a measly five coppers.

Something everyone trying to enter the city should know if they aren’t suicidal.

After handing over the ten coppers, Bjorn lets the draugr pass by unharmed before he narrows his gaze on the next newcomer to arrive at the front of the line. Someone wearing a cloak covering their entire body making it impossible to tell anything about them other than that their figure is female.

But hiding one’s appearance is a common practice in the Northeastern continent, so that doesn’t make him suspicious in the slightest.

What does make him suspicious is the sight of her identify.

|[REDACTED] – [REDACTED] – Level 310*|

The hell? That’s not something I see every day…

Bjorn watches the woman approach for a few seconds before deciding that the redaction on her name and species is most likely due to her cloak, if he had to guess. And since he’s never seen her before, he decides to charge her his newbie rate.

“Ten coppers or work off your debt,” Bjorn says, not changing anything up in his usual manner of speech for the woman. But to his surprise, she just stuffs five coppers into his hand and walks away, making a mild wave of anger fill him. So he reaches for her arm while saying, “That is not the right amount. If you try to-” but he stops when the woman simply grabs his arm faster than he can react and twists it, snapping his arm to the point that his bone ends up sticking out of his armor. And that act alone leaves him staring dumbfounded at his arm as the woman walks away.

Several seconds pass before he snaps out of his stupor and looks up at the slowly departing woman.

What… just happened?

He stares almost till she leaves his sight into the throng of people walking through the interior of the city. That is, until his fellow guard shouts, “Snap out of it and do your job!”

So he turns back to the line and says, “Next.”

But he can’t get his mind off of the woman despite returning to work.

Just… who is she? What is she?

A metaphorical shiver runs down his spine as the thought that she might’ve been the daughter of a Noble comes to mind. And he had tried to cheat her.
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Plan



Scarlet

It doesn’t take me long to find the information I’m looking for. Even with the magical items – I’ve gotta get used to using that term again since we’re on Tartarus – covering some buildings with magic to enchant them against eavesdropping.

Good thing my hearing is just that good.

“Humble, aren’t we?” Tar comments, sounding amused.

If it’s true, then yeah.

He snorts as I stand up from my place sitting at the edge of a building’s roof.

I glance at my arm where my terminal was before coming here, slightly lamenting the fact that it had somehow vanished right as I was being pushed through the Gate. Although somehow is a relative term considering it was obvious what happened.

Black most likely took it.

Then again, that’s better than him just pushing me through the Gate with it on, because I would rather not have had to deal with an exploding device strapped to my arm just due to coming to Tartarus.

I’m guessing he probably searched me with magic for any other pieces of technology or stuff that would blow up on Tartarus before he sent me through. Or at least he better have. Otherwise I would’ve been pretty pissed off at him.

Well, if I had anything on me that is. I don’t really carry much stuff with me most of the time.

Just my clothes obviously and my terminal. There’s not really much else that I need.

Aside from my identification papers and other stuff like that, but those are stored safely in my spatial pocket, and even if they weren’t, paper exists on Tartarus too. So it’s not a problem.

Still would be nice if he didn’t just push me here like that.

I sigh at that thought before turning my head towards the Lord of this domain’s manor. A rather… I’m not really sure how to describe the guy. Just that I don’t want to meet him.

From what I’ve heard, he encourages stealing in the city, treats people who can’t pay the entry fee after entering the line as slaves as if the mere action of entering the line itself was part of the fee, and seems to only want wealthy people in the city for any length of time. I’ve also heard he likes to toy with people.

And that he’s an undead foxkin – a lesser species of a kitsune, similar to the arachne being a lesser species to the arachnae. Except that it’s an undead version of a foxkin.

Unlike the arachne and the arachnae, however, foxkin do share the same Sin as the kitsune. Meaning their Sin is that of Greed, and it manifests in a similar way to the kitsune.

They like their playthings and money.

Meaning I’m avoiding him at all costs. The maids and clan members at the kitsune’s palace were bad enough already, I don’t need an undead one trying to lay claim on me as well.

The Noble aside though, I can’t help but sigh at the fact that I’m currently in the valley between the two mountain ranges of the Northeastern Continent of the Dead. Right in between the Spider’s Burrow and the Caverns of Death.

Although…

I purse my lips as a thought comes to mind.

But then I shake my head, deciding it’s not worth it. Going to see The Reaper could very well lead to me ending up captured instead of him helping me again.

“You wanted to see if he could bring you to the Devourer to ask for your uncle’s emotions back?” Tar asks, and I nod my head with a frown on my face.

Yeah, I know Amelia really wants that. And if I can make it so that he will actually regret his actions and maybe even care for Aria… then I might be able to get her out of that old man’s house.

I begin jumping across the rooftops across the city until I get to the edge of it and jump back down to the ground. Because I know trying to jump over the wall would just set off the alarm enchantments inside of it.

Better to just go through the gate again.

As I walk into the city street and towards the gate though, I ponder over the nuisance that is traversing the ocean to get to the Southwestern continent. Because that will be a major pain.

“Are you planning on going through the Demon King’s central continent or through the Southeastern continent?” Tar asks, making me grimace at the thought of ever going to the Southeastern continent.

I think I should go through the outskirts of the central continent, because the Southeastern continent is ruled by the Mindeaters, and just because they’re asleep doesn’t mean they don’t know exactly what’s going on throughout their continent. So I’ll probably be found right away by the Devourer if I go there. They are mental magic users after all, and I’d stand no chance against some of the peak Class IV demons there just because of that.

Stupid mental magic weakness.

And I can’t go to the Bloody Duchy for obvious reasons.

“Your father,” Tar states the obvious.

Yep. That and I don’t know how I would even get up to the floating islands in the first place.

I don’t think I can jump that high, and they have enchantments covering every inch of the islands that would detect me the moment I tried.

So the central continent it is. Meaning I’ll be passing through the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin again. And probably seeing Gramps along the way, but considering how he is I’d be shocked if he didn’t come by to pay me a visit no matter where I go.

“At least you’ll get in some training at the battlefield,” Tar points out, making me smile slightly at that.

Earth’s frontlines were the best place for me to train against low level Class IVs and Class IIIs of all level, but the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin is still the best place to go for training against high level Class IVs and Class Vs in general.

As long as I’m careful not to let a Class V annihilate me right off the bat.

I continue through the city until I make it to the gate, pay my toll, and leave, heading to the Southwest in the hopes that I make it to the coast without trouble.

Which probably won’t happen.

Intermission



High Above the City as Scarlet’s Leaving

Kitsugami Shirou slowly smirks as he watches the girl stepping outside of his city from the skies, his seven tails fluttering in the wind behind him, the fur on the tails looking a pale white with hints of gray. Meanwhile each tail is tipped with pure black as bolts of death magic dance along the tips between the tails. But as he continues to watch the girl, the smirk on his face slowly turns manic and light chuckles begin to bubble up from him.

That’s the one! I will have her no matter what!!!

He slowly begins to laugh louder and louder, only to sometimes drop in volume and grow again for no reason.

Please show me what His Majesty will do! I want to see it!!! With my own eyes!

Shirou knows perfectly well that going after the Princess is suicide.

But he doesn’t care. In fact, he wants to know just how angry the Demon King will be at him for trying to take his precious Princess.

Mostly Shirou just wants to see despair on the lovely Princess’s face though.

And if the Demon King doesn’t manage to find the Princess thanks to that wonderful stealth magic she has on her, Shirou knows very well how much that’ll increase the fun.

He continues laughing, making some of the demons down in the city who are able to hear him automatically begin heading towards the city gates in order to leave the city. Because no one wants to be around when the city lord, Viscount Kitsugami, is out and about.

And Shirou is perfectly happy with that.

Whatever causes the most chaos will always be perfect in my book! And capturing that pretty and adorable little Princess?! What better way to cause chaos!

Shirou, an undead kitsune who has completely lost himself to his Sin over the years without a care in the world, spreads his arms out and continues laughing into the sky, sending a shiver down the spines of the many demons in the city below. Each of whom are all hoping against hope that the man decides to turn his insanity outwards, away from the city.

Unfortunately for them, Shirou’s gaze immediately snaps downwards, a look halfway between insanity and that of a mischievous kid about to play a prank as he stares at them without blinking. And he just continues staring without laughing anymore for an entire hour, simply waiting for the Princess to get far away to give her a head start.

Then he begins laughing again and shouts for all the city to hear, “Let’s play a little game everyone! A game I knoooow you’ll all love!” Shivers run down the spines of everyone listening, but even as he knows that, all it does is make Shirou’s pitch black eyes flare with a black light, a very faint amber slit appearing in the middle of the black orbs for a split second before vanishing again. “How about you all capture the lovely little girl currently running Southwest of here! She is wearing a black cloak that completely hides her appearance, and has a fully redacted Identify result!”

Shirou sucks in a breath of air, simply breathing in the fear he feels the people of his city below exuding. And without a hint of shame or hesitation, he tilts his head, sticks his tongue out of his mouth, and adds, “And if you don’t, then I’ll slaughter the lot of you!”

Almost immediately everyone in the city begins to leave, marching towards the Southwest. But only the Class IVs manage to keep pace with the Princess, and even they aren’t able to gain any ground on catching up to her.

Awww, looks like they’re too slooow…

“Shirou, what the fucking hell do you think you’re doing now?!” A voice very familiar to Shirou echoes out in his mind, but he, of course, ignores it by speaking out loud, “Oh, lookie there! I hear a voice in my head! I think I’ve gone insane, don’t you voice?”

Then he bursts out laughing again and starts flying around in circles.

“Kitsugami Shirou! Are you ever going to fucking snap out of it and-” the voice stops after Shirou sticks out his tongue and points his index finger at his head, saying “Boop!” as he shoots out a small bolt of death mana straight at his head, using a skill to clear any mental effects on him. Including the telepathy from the familiar voice he is ignoring. Because the voice doesn’t exist.

“One, two,” Shirou begins, locking his hands together behind his back by the fingers as he sways back and forth from side to side while hanging upside down. “Death comes for you.” Then he flips around, orienting himself with his head towards the sky. “Three, four,” he pauses again as a wide smile stretches across his face at the sight of all the demons speeding up slightly like their lives depended on it. “Aww, don’t you wanna see what happens when it comes? That’s too bad.”

He rocks back and forth midair as he watches the army chase after the girl from high up in the sky, wondering just how long they’ll be able to play with her before news of this gets back to the Demon King. But it doesn’t take long for him to break out into chuckles at the thought again. The thought of seeing the Demon King massacring the entire city for targeting his granddaughter.

I love this!

Shirou breaks out into hysterical laughter before slowly floating along in the direction that the Princess is running.

I should let her reach the Battlefield before I attack. It should give me some time to toy with her before His Majesty arrives to kill me.

His laughter cuts off and he grins as if he had just won the lottery.

This is going to be soooo much fun!!! Maybe I can even kill the Princess after toying with her? Just to see what he’d do!!

Shirou starts humming while flying through the air and occasionally muttering, “One, two, death comes for youuuuu.”


Chapter 71

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

Pursuit



Scarlet

“So…” Tar comments as I sprint across the barren wastelands that are the Northeastern continent with abandon. “You did say you wanted people to try attacking you.”

“I wanted bandits and thieves to attack me,” I state out loud, a scowl on my face. “What I did not want was an entire fucking city’s population chasing after me because of some damned lunatic!”

I swear that bastard knew that I was listening and was even enjoying it!

“He seems to have lost himself to his Sin,” Tar adds, making me grimace at the thought.

For a demon to lose themselves to their Sin is a crime punishable by death should they not recover themselves within a month of losing themselves. Because after that they won’t even care about the Demon King’s authority. The most he can do is order them to sit still and do nothing, and that’s only if he was there in person to deal with the individual in question.

To lose themselves to their Sin they end up completely giving into their Sin, letting it fully drive their actions as they either take a backseat or let it wipe out their consciousness entirely. And in this guy’s case, he seems to have just taken a backseat to his Sin as his hunger for chaos drives him forward.

In other words I need to get the fuck off this continent as soon as possible.

“Couldn’t you ask your grandfather for help?” Tar asks, sounding concerned.

But I just shake my head as I run.

Not possible. At least not until I reach the central continent.

He mentioned before that while he could technically listen to everything on the planet with his sense of hearing, that isn’t exactly pleasant so he generally limits his hearing to just around his central continent while using his blood clones and magical senses for the rest of Tartarus.

Meaning he won’t hear me unless I cross the waters to the central continent.

Especially since he can’t sense me with Black and Purple’s shielding, so all he likely sees is a large swathe of land that is invisible to his senses slowly approaching him. Land that includes my pursuers.

“That’s bad,” Tar mutters. “Very bad.”

Yep.

I continue running for my life for who knows how long until I finally reach the waters where a port city is nestled with various ships. But I quickly realize based on the dust and the sounds of running I hear in the distance that a ship won’t be fast enough. Especially since I’m pretty sure the lunatic is starting to use his own magic to boost the pursuers.

So I continue running in my quadrupedal beast form, uncaring of others seeing me as I jump straight into the frigid waters and begin swimming through it faster than any ship could likely go.

And after several minutes of swimming, I throw a quick glance back to find not a single soul following me, making me let out a sigh of relief.

Then I hear the lunatic cackling again as if he were waiting for me to look back.

A shiver runs down my spine when a large wave of black and purple miasma shoots outwards, covering everywhere as far as the eye can see a few kilometers in front of me. And my eyes widen in fear as the sight of the pursuing demons somehow being brought above the cloud of miasma where they then run along its top.

“Are you fucking kidding me?!” I shout before turning around again and continuing my panicked swim towards the central continent. But this time the pursuers manage to close the distance a bit.

I still make it to the central continent with a few kilometers between me and the pursuing forces, but when I jump out of the water onto the red stone that makes up the continent’s surface, I quickly find the lunatic floating right in front of me while hanging upside down and laughing.

But he doesn’t do anything, so I continue running.

|Kitsugami Shirou – Undead Kitsune – Level 1381|

Just identifying him sends another chill down my spine though, since until now he’s kept enough distance that all I’ve been able to do is hear him.

He’s almost a damned count. And I thought he was an undead foxkin, not a kitsune?!

This guy could literally kill me with the snap of his fingers. And I doubt he cares about Gramps killing him in return.

Just in case though I activate my crest to showcase who I am, hoping against hope that it stops some of the approaching demons.

But all that happens is that a cloud of miasma forms in front of my chest, blocking my crest from view just like how he blocked my voice earlier when I tried to shout at the demons chasing me. Meanwhile the lunatic just clicks his tongue and waves a single finger at me as if I were some child doing something I shouldn’t. And that action alone makes the anger and pride within me boil to the surface.

Being treated a like a helpless child for him to play around with.

I grit my teeth as I begin to hear those same voices from back on Earth entering my head. But I try a lot harder this time to fight against them now that I know exactly what they are.

Fortunately I manage to retain my sanity this time, only thanks to me trying as hard as possible to ignore the lunatic who is currently dancing in the air around me like a damned monkey.

“This guy is just asking for the Demon King to kill him and the entire city he’s forced into this,” Tar says, making me grit my teeth even harder as I run across the stone further into the central continent.

“How about we wait until after they’ve already roughed you up at least a bit till we let them find out about your little identity, My Precious little Puppy!” the lunatic eventually says with a cackle, his voice somehow restricted to our area alone. “Then I can see how they react to knowing they’ll be killed by His Majesty!!!”

“You really are insane!!” I exclaim as I run, but the man just shouts back with a laugh, “I know! Thanks for the compliment!”

Fucking, hell!

I continue running, wondering if I should just shout for Gramps’s help. And eventually I decide to throw away my damned fucking pride and shout.

But when I try the man just silences me in the same way he did before.

“No, no, no, we can’t have that, now can we?” Shirou says with a playful smile on his face. “Let’s wait for the grand finale to bring him here!”

Are you kidding me?!

I swear I’m going to get rid of the Sin Curses if it’s the last fucking thing I do!
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Scarlet

I continue running through the continent until I arrive at the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin, and around the same time, the demons behind me all start catching up. But some of them seem to grow more hesitant when they see me entering the battlefield. At least, until the viscount shouts with a sing-song voice, “If anyone turns around, they diiiieeee!”

So we all charge through the massive Battlefield for nearly an hour until the lunatic finally seems to be satisfied with the chase and claps his hands, making a massive wall of miasma form in front of me and to the sides. And when I try to throw attacks at it, the wall simply eats the attacks without even struggling against them.

Then I try to punch the wall, only for my hand to be devoured by it entirely, leaving me having to spend nearly an entire minute just regrowing my hand as I turn around to find all of the demons – a number consisting of hundreds of thousands of demons with the vast majority being undead – catching up to me at last.

And the battlefield around us grows completely silent. As if the viscount somehow just silenced everything around us.

“His magic seems to be death magic, just like the ghouls,” Tar points out, making me grit my teeth. “So silencing an area and blocking senses is very much something he can do.”

Damnit.

The demons all glare at me as if this whole thing was my fault that the lunatic decided to force them into his little game. And it doesn’t take long before some of them charge towards me, attacking after having lost themselves to their Sins on the way here. But the majority continue watching, likely due to me being a blood lycan even if they don’t recognize me as the Princess.

And attacking a blood lycan is never a good idea.

“To the winner goes the spoils in this absolutely spectacular battle royallllleeee!!!” the viscount begins shouting as he spins in circles above us all, speaking as if she were some sort of MC for a game show. Then he stops, pointing one hand in my direction as he shouts, “On one side, we have the lovely blood lycan who’s name shall remain unknown based on her own reeeedacted choice!!!” I scowl up at him, but he ignores my anger to instead indicate the other demons. “And here we have one hundred and ninety-two thousand six hundred and one demons! All here to capture the lovely little blood lycan pup!”

His calling me a pup only makes the demons glaring at me grow even more wary. Because if there’s one thing engrained in the demons, it’s that you do not mess with a blood lycan child.

“Buuuut!!!” the viscount says, stopping mid-air with a grin on his face and one hand raised. “How about we shake things up a bit? Wouldn’t you like that?!”

Someone actually whispers no amongst the demons, to my complete surprise. But I’m only able to hear them with extreme difficulty even with my hearing pushed up quite a bit right now.

The demon doesn’t last long though as the viscount throws some sort of bolt of death magic in the direction of the sound, blasting dozens of demons around the one who had spoken and killing them all. Then he tilts his head, “How about we make that one hundred and ninety-two thousand five hundred and sixty-seven demons instead? What about you! Let’s shake things up a bit!”

Okay, I honestly don’t think I’ve ever seen someone as messed up as this guy before.

Tar, please make sure I never lose myself to my Sin. Ever.

“Of course,” Tar says from the in-between.

“So to change things up, how about you all…” the viscount trails off as a vicious grin stretches across his face and he lowers his voice, “kill the pup instead?”

Terror runs through the demons so much that I can literally smell it in some cases. Some rather stinky cases that have me lowering my sense of smell.

Gross.

Before any of the demons can say anything about his ‘request,’ the viscount lets out another laugh and waves his hands, spreading them both out to the sides while sending some sort of black and purple dust out all around us. And while the dust seems to ignore me, it immediately latches onto the other demons, making them let out roars of pain before their eyes start flashing with a black light.

“Maybe I should just tell you to do it instead?” the viscount then says as the demons all start turning violent yet empty looking gazes towards me. As if they just had their consciousnesses wiped or something. “So go kill the pup.”

Without a single ounce of hesitation this time, the demons, who I’m pretty sure were just cursed to become undead if they weren’t already and to have their minds either erased or controlled by the viscount, all rush straight towards me in a berserk frenzy.

Seriously?

I grit my teeth as I jump back, trying to figure out what the hell I can do against an army of almost two hundred thousand demons. Especially since they’re all undead, so my plagues won’t work on them.

Probably why he turned them into undead in the first place.

No matter what I do, I can’t figure out a way to survive this on my own since if I manage to deal with the army, the viscount won’t just let me go.

So the only way to survive is to wait for Gramps to show up.

I know he’ll show up sooner or later. The question is just how long it’ll take for him to realize something’s wrong.

The unfortunate truth is that Gramps isn’t always paying attention to the entire world or even his continent beyond checking out things that stand out. And all he’s seen so far is most likely that I’m traveling across his continent.

My only way to survive is to wait for updates to come to him from the cities we passed by about the situation.

I grit my teeth even harder before letting out a low snarl, still in my quadrupedal beast form.

So to survive, I must stall.

I sprint forwards to meet with the incoming army.
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Death Comes For You



Scarlet

The battle proves to be harder than any other battle I’ve fought before since I can’t use any of my blood magic skills that directly target the opponent’s blood, leaving me significantly handicapped in this battle. But thanks to Blood Regeneration I manage to hang on even as I slaughter thousands upon thousands of demons, taking who knows how many hits from them.

Fortunately my armor holds out and doesn’t take more than a scratch from any demon beneath Class IV with a level at least in the middle of Class IV. And those scratches it heals right away. The attacks end up doing more damage to me than my armor, not that they’re doing much to me either.

On the other hand, the attacks from the demons closer to the peak of Class IV deal a lot more damage to both me and my armor, making me occasionally repair my armor manually through the higher rarity version of Repair meant for magical equipment.

It helps that none of the demons that are attacking me are currently sane. Assuming they’re even ‘alive’ in the first place.

So they aren’t using any martial arts or any sort of strategy. They’re just going at me like berserkers. Like a swarm of zombies. Quite possibly literally.

It’s hard to tell what they are now though since their identify hasn’t changed.

I continue fighting for hours upon hours, the battle seemingly never ending just like the lunatic’s cackling. And over time I begin to build up some levels, bringing me above level 900 finally. But I also find it a lot harder to last since I don’t have my blood magic skills affecting their blood, making Sanguine Effect almost useless in this fight. A skill that has become a major part of my fighting style.

And Blood Thirst reached its unspecified cap on stacks long ago, making me no longer gaining any more mana from it.

Gradually my advantage decreases and I find myself panting in exhaustion, using one of my last mana potions that I’d brought along with me at Amelia’s insistence. Something I’m very thankful for now.

“Scarlet…” Tar mutters, sounding a little desperate but not saying more.

I know.

Their numbers have been reduced by around half by now, so I think it’s time.

“Be careful,” he says, more than a little worry in his voice now. But also confidence. Like he knows I’ll pull through somehow.

My pride flares as I glare up at the undead kitsune still laughing his ass off in the sky.

Then I use Blood of Ruin, making the usual orbs and lines of blood appear all around the area filling up the entire closed off section that the undead kitsune made. But unsurprisingly, the undead kitsune just laughs even harder as some of the lines straight up break after coming into contact with him, proving that he’s too powerful for me to touch even with Blood of Ruin.

I grit my teeth at the sight, but I didn’t expect it to do anything to him anyways.

The other demons all around us though, they immediately begin dropping like flies to Blood of Ruin before it even finishes. And when it does finish, flooding the area with Blood of Ruin in a massive wave, almost every last remaining demon is turned to glowing red ash.

I drop to my knees before pulling out another potion and downing it as well, only to cough out a mouthful of blood.

“You used too many pooootioooons!” the annoying lunatic says in a singsong voice, but I ignore him as I feel my mana restoring to about halfway full.

“Scarlet…” Tar mutters, sounding even more worried now than before.

I’m sorry. I know that if you use too many potions back to back it’ll lead to some backlash on your body. But with him still here and Gramps not, I don’t have much of a choice.

Without caring about the blood I’m coughing out or the wave of System Messages flashing at the back of my mind, I climb back to my feet, my quadrupedal transformation reversing out of nowhere, leaving me standing in my lycan form again. Probably as part of my backlash.

By now my armor is in tatters, so I repair it once more, feeling a flash of pain from the use of mana while under backlash. But I ignore that too while quickly finishing off the last of the demons attacking me.

Then I turn all of my focus back on the lunatic, who is still laughing, not having stopped even once throughout the entire time.

Which is why when he finally stops laughing and focuses all of his attention on me, dead eyes meeting mine in the process, I feel a major chill run down my spine.

“I think I’ve had enough fun watching,” he says, his voice echoing eerily throughout the closed off area surrounded by walls of death magic. “How about I join in on the fun now?”

Without warning, the man vanishes from his place, a massive wave of miasma filling the entire area and making my coughing fit grow even worse than it already was. Then I feel a flash of pain from my side, making me cry out. Something that hasn’t happened in a long time thanks to Pain Diffusion.

But for some reason the pain of this wound is so bad it’s like I feel it deep down in my soul.

Tar actually appears around me, making my eyes widen in fear for his life, only for him to fearfully mutter, “He’s attacking your reality. Your soul.”

My eyes widen even more at that, but to my surprise, Tar suddenly vanishes and his voice leaves as well, leaving me all alone in the darkness of the miasma.

“One, two,” the man’s voice echoes through the darkness, following which I feel another flash of pain from my right arm near my elbow that has me crying out again while dropping to one knee. “Death comes for you.”
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Scarlet

“What the fuck did you just do?!” I shout through the pain as I raise my head to look around, only to find the lunatic appearing right in front of me with a satisfied smirk on his face.

“Why, my dear little puppy, I just temporarily cut off the link between the two of you connecting your realities,” he says, making my eyes widen in shock. “This way your little pet can leave my soul barrier without you and find your reinforcements.” His smirk turns into a smile. “Eventually.”

Eventually? So he set Tar free to get Gramps but only after delaying him a bit?

The fuck is wrong with this guy?! Aside from the obvious.

I feel strange not hearing or even sensing Tar’s presence at all. Like something important is missing. And it makes my already pained chest grow even more painful.

But I grit my teeth and push myself to my feet, fighting the pain only for another flash of it to come from my leg, knocking it out from under me and putting me onto the ground on my side.

“Have you ever felt your reality being cut? Not just your body, but your reality itself,” the lunatic starts speaking nonchalantly as I feel tears coming to my eyes. “Oh, wait. You’re feeling it right now. Should I bother to explain?” He pauses for a second as I grit my teeth and try as hard as I can to push myself through to my feet, feeling the whispers of pride slowly beginning to echo in my mind again. “Yeah, I think I will.”

Another flash of pain comes, but from my mouth this time as I let out a scream, suddenly feeling my tongue no longer in my mouth, making it impossible to speak. And it’s not growing back like it normally would.

“So damage to the reality is a lot harder and slower to heal than damage to your body,” he says, sounding like he’s enjoying my pain. “It’ll heal, and probably within an hour or two considering your significant healing speed, but it won’t heal right away like most of your wounds dooo! And it’ll hurt far worse than anything you’ve felt before. Till now that is, in feeling this.”

I grit my teeth and begin using the blood spilling into my mouth from my tongue to power my blood magic skills as I push Blood Sacrifice and Crimson Overdrive to their limits and jump to my feet, pushing aside all of my pain. Only to feel another flash of pain from my left calf, making me drop back down in an instant before I realize that he cut off part of my leg at a point hallway down my calf.

My only break amongst the extreme agony I’m feeling is the sound of Pain Diffusion leveling up once to level 27. Then time begins to pass as I feel my pain beginning to overwhelm my mind, to the point that it pushes down my pride. And over time, my only breaks from it are the sounds of Pain Diffusion once in a blue moon leveling until it reaches the max level, level 30.

Then the pain suddenly vanishes entirely, making me suck in a gasp of air.

“Oh? You retained your senses?” I hear the lunatic’s voice as I quickly check the description of Pain Diffusion, finding it now saying that I can diffuse all 100% of the pain I feel. Something that makes me more than a little fearful for the future when I have to experience that pain some more, but at least it’s gone for now and I can think. “Very interesting. Would you mind letting me test something on you?”

My eyes widen and I immediately try to answer, finding myself vaguely surprised that I can even do so, “Fuck no!”

I look down to find that my leg has regrown and my tongue as well. Meanwhile the rest of me is just covered in scratches all over, as if he had stopped doing major attacks like that after I lost my senses.

But… how long have we been here for them to regrow already?

Looking around, all I find is the same miasma from before. But then the lunatic waves his hand, making it clear slightly to show the sun above us.

It was dusk the last time I saw the sun, right before he covered everything in miasma.

I feel my pride coming back with a vengeance, the voices echoing in my mind.

Kill him. Avenge your pride. Tear it apart. Restore your pride!

I grimace at the voices but try as hard as I can to ignore them.

“You done regaining your bearings?” the lunatic says, a smile on his face as he tilts his head slightly. “Great! Then I can start with the next little test!”

My eyes widen in both anger and fear, but to my surprise, he doesn’t do anything. Or rather, he makes a black and purple light shine all over me, but nothing happens.

“Now dance like a doll,” he says, but still nothing happens. Then he sighs and mutters, “Looks like mind control skills really don’t work on you.”

He… tried to mind control me?

Thank you Leonidas for Blood Domination, even if it’s only the lower rarity version I can’t even see yet.

“Your fae will probably make it past my barrier within an hour to find His Majesty, so I think you should try to stall for time, kay?” he says, making me scowl at him as I climb to my feet and raise my arms while transforming into my bipedal beast form. “If you can keep me entertained until he gets here then I’ll let you live without a single scar!” Then his eyes flare with a black light. “But if not, then I’ll enjoy your head as my last meal before your grandfather tears off my own.”

I grit my teeth and immediately activate all of the skills I have, surprisingly finding him susceptible to blood magic skills affecting his blood.

Is it because he’s an undead kitsune? That the kitsune blood is just that powerful?

I’m not sure. Blood lycans can’t become undead, and I don’t have knowledge on the other clan demons in that area.

I narrow my eyes before rushing forwards and attacking.

Either way, I have to survive.
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Without batting an eye, the undead kitsune lets out a laugh as he literally swats away each and every one of my attacks, making the whispers of my Sin of Pride grow louder and louder. And each time it happens, I feel myself growing angrier and angrier.

But unlike the last time this happened, I manage to narrow all of that rage down to just attacking him. I burn as much of my blood as I can, burn my own life energy along with the life energy I drain from him, drain my reserves of blood practically dry to the point that I even start draining all of the blood around us in the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin to power my attacks.

And yet, he still blocks all of my attacks with ease.

No matter what I do, nothing manages to even scratch him.

Not until I finally put in all of my strength, burning so much blood that an incredibly thick fog of red mist covers us with nothing but the lightning coursing through my body illuminating it as I take advantage of his most recent laughing fit to drive my head straight into his uncovered wrist, biting down with my transformed mouth. And to my surprise, my fangs actually sink in slightly, drawing naught but a little blood.

Blood that tastes absolutely disgusting, likely due to belonging to an undead.

But I still use it because I can sense the life energy filling the blood and absorb it all before spitting the disgusting blood back out in the undead kitsune’s face as I draw my hands back and bring them down towards his head.

Only for him to catch both of my hands with one of his own and lift me up into the air with a scowl on his face.

“You just bit me,” he states rather plainly, no emotion in his voice whatsoever. “You really just bit me.”

Then we stare at each other, him raising me to be just inches from his face, his pitch black eyes flaring once more to show the slit amber in the center as he narrows them to the point of a cat. And after several seconds, he breaks out into laughter again, moving me away from his face as I glare at him.

“You actually hurt me!” he exclaims, sounding happy and excited about this. Even as he throws me several dozen meters away, making me land  while feeling my body completely lacking in blood due to my own burning of it, he continues speaking, “You are fun!”

His eyes widen with glee and he claps his hands while I struggle to climb back to my feet, hurriedly using the life energy I stole from him to recover my blood enough to do so. “You are soooo much more fun than I ever imagined!”

And right when I get back to my feet, I feel the air exploding out of my lungs as I’m sent flying from a fist hitting my stomach. All the way towards the miasma wall, the wall only barely stretching outwards when I get near so that it doesn’t kill me.

“Let’s play some more!” the lunatic shouts while appearing in front of me again and grabbing me by my hair to then send me flying again. Then he repeats this process over and over again, sending me flying all around the battlefield within the miasma barriers. But I just grit my teeth and deal with it, because there isn’t anything I can do about it right now with my blood as low as it is.

Aside from feeling my Pride taking one hit after another, increasing the volume of the whispers in my head and the absolute anger filling me.

“KILL HIMMMMM!!!” “DESTROyTHE Filthy LessEr FOX!!!!” “KiIIiIiLLlLLL!!”

I grit my teeth as the voices grow to the point that I can no longer hear the lunatic in whatever the hell he’s saying. I can’t hear anything except the voices. And that’s saying something considering that I can’t control the sensitivity of my ears right now and they’re completely unrestricted.

Although the miasma barrier is blocking me from hearing outside of it.

The voices continue growing louder and louder to the point that I can no longer even hear my own thoughts. Meanwhile the undead kitsune lunatic continues to throw me around like a ragdoll, yanking me by my hair, an arm, a leg, or even just kicking me or flipping me up into the air. All while his mouth and body motions make him look like he’s laughing.

But I still can’t hear him. All I can feel is the anger, the Pride coursing through me.

“TEAR IT TO SHREDS!!!” “RIP IT APaRt AND GIVE IT NO MERCY!!!” “SHOW IT THE POWER OF A BLOOD LYCAN!!!!!”

Who knows how long passes by as he continues kicking me, and eventually I feel I can’t even move at all from it. But thanks to Pain Diffusion, I still don’t feel an ounce of pain.

There’s nothing but the voices. But Pride.

A loud roar echoes over the voices, but I can only barely hear it. What I see however is the sight of the very air wavering at the roar. The ground shaking. Red lightning crashing down from the skies. And the barriers of miasma dissipating.

But it’s too late.

I finally lose it, my eyes flaring with a bright red light that has the undead kitsune pausing for a second before saying something. But I completely ignore whatever he’s saying as I focus inwards, feeling a pull on me to do so by my instincts and the annoying dinging sounds echoing through my head somehow over the voices.

I ignore the dinging and whatever messages or notifications it might contain that I feel guiding me despite my ignoring them as I focus inwards, finding a strange ability manifesting to look into my body itself. Into my blood.

And without hesitation, I pull on that sensation, finding my view immediately scattering everywhere.

“KIIIIIIIIILLLLLLLLLL THEEEEEEEEEEE KIIIIIITSUUUUUUNEEEEEE!!!!!!!”
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The In-Between
Moments Ago

Tar panics as he repeatedly slams into the barrier of solid miasma around him, uncaring that each time he does so it wears away slightly at his avatar. Uncaring that it will take him months just to recover after this.

Because all that’s on his mind right now is the image of Scarlet’s injured face in his vision as he slams himself into the wall with abandon, just like he’s been doing for Oberon knows how long now.

But out of nowhere, the miasma barrier suddenly lifts itself, making him fly straight through it, passing out of the In-Between again and into Tartarus where he finds himself in the Demon King’s throne room. And without a single care for the various dukes in the room, the two duchesses, or even the two Demon Lords, Tar immediately flies straight past them to end up right at the Demon King as he physically grabs and pulls on his hair, to the man’s absolute shock along with all of the demons in the room.

“Please help her! She’s dying!!!!!” Tar shouts, his voice echoing throughout the room in a panic.

Then the Demon King’s eyes flare red, a flurry of emotion passing through them so quickly that Tar barely manages to catch the absolute rage, hatred, and fear in them before a powerful bubble of blood spreads out from him, filling as far as Tar can see with the Demon King’s Blood Domain. And within that Domain, everything begins to shake. The demons and even the Demon Lords in the throne room all drop to one knee without a word, each trembling in fear, leaving the Demon King to rise to his feet, the ground beneath him cracking as flakes of crimson blood fly out of his eyes like flames before vanishing again after getting a few inches away from his face.

“Take me to her now,” the Demon King declares, his voice echoing throughout the throne room with a sense of power that urges Tar to immediately enter the In-Between after handing the Demon King a piece of his fur to use for tracking. And after mere seconds, he appears back at the Battlefield hundreds of meters above the ground where he looks down to see the lunatic attacking Scarlet and throwing her battered and broken body like a ragdoll.

All of his beloved best friend’s armor is shattered, leaving naught but the unbreakable under armor remaining as her own bones stick out of her skin all across her body. Meanwhile her very eyes are crying blood, blood is leaking from every single pore in her body, and he even senses wounds all across her reality through his bond now that he’s close enough.

But before he can move down there in what would be a futile attempt to help her, a loud roar louder than anything he has ever heard before echoes throughout what Tar is sure to be the entire planet. And as if reacting to the roar, the entire world shakes around them. The air, the sky, the ground, everything. And it’s not just the world. Crimson lightning begins to fall from the sky like it was reacting to something, the miasmic barriers around the area shatter within an instant, and rain of blood begins to pour down all around them. All around the entire world if Tar had to guess.

Then the roar is followed by an equally loud howl, and thousands of howls in return.

And within a single instant, the bubble of the blood domain reaches them and the Demon King appears in his full glory floating in the air with rivulets of blood pulsating all around him in his quadrupedal beast form, floating at over five meters in height and seven meters in length. The King has crimson eyes trailing along red light at an angle following the angle of his eyes that is reflected in the blood rain, sleek black fur with strips of red as crimson as fresh blood running across it, a tail spanning two fifths of his length that’s constantly shifting from a smooth tail, to one made of crimson blood with a hint of silver, to one made entirely of a blackish red blood metal. Meanwhile he’s snarling while looking down at the undead kitsune who has completely stopped paying attention to Scarlet to fully focus his insane attention on the enraged King.

The very air around the Demon King starts to waver as the blood filling the battlefield floats up into the air joining a massive ocean of blood quickly forming above them, blocking out the crimson lightning flashing in the skies. Even as the bolts strike the blood ocean itself, occasionally lighting it up with crimson light.

Then the Beast of the Apocalypse’s voice echoes throughout the entire world as hundreds of blood lycans begin to appear charging through the Battlefield from all directions until they circle the undead kitsune as a show of force completely unnecessary before the Beast’s power, “Kitsugami Shirou.”

Tar finds himself in awe for a faint second as the undead kitsune is bound by a blood metal collar around his neck, manacles around his wrists and ankles, and is lifted up into the air where his arms and legs are stretched outwards as chains of blood metal form in the air to attach themselves to the manacles.

“You are to face the judgement of the ages for the crime of assaulting a member of the Royal Family and my granddaughter,” the Demon King’s voice continues echoing throughout the entire planet. And to Tar’s both shock and pleasure, he finds the kitsune’s body separating apart into six unbleeding segments as all of the power slowly fades away in him, the Demon King somehow stealing his very reality energy and draining it from his blood. From his life force. All the way till he is no longer even a level 1 demon. “Demons of Tartarus, repeat the judgement of the ages for all those near and far to hear so that no one repeats this offense.”

Tar’s eyes widen as he hears a loud roar of voices answering, as if every last being on the planet capable of doing so was shouting at the top of their lungs the exact same words.

“As according to the Laws of Tartarus, any who unlawfully assault a member of the Royal Family should their crest be on display will face the judgement of the ages. They shall have their body separated into six parts from their extremities to their core and finally their head, their power absolved by the Demon King both physical and magical, and they shall be left to feel eternal torment until the day of Tartarus’s end with naught but their ability to feel pain intact.”

But to Tar’s surprise, the undead kitsune just laughs throughout all of this until he can no longer laugh anymore, his lips perfectly seamed together by themselves as the blood lycans all around them continue kneeling, their glares directed at the undead kitsune.

Then they continue speaking.

“Furthermore, all family members of the assaulter shall be executed should there be any and have their holdings claimed by the crown to be distributed to the Royal Family member who was assaulted. This punishment will thereby be increased in severity for the next one to earn the judgement of the ages as according to the Demon King’s will. For those who break the Laws of Tartarus deserve no easy death, nor do those who fail to learn from their predecessors.”

Tar’s eyes widen in shock at that, not having known the Laws himself, only for his gaze to return to Scarlet as he rushes down to her, only to find her wounds having already healed. The Demon King having apparently healed her long before dealing out the undead kitsune’s punishment despite not having approached her himself.

So Tar looks up again just to find six different demon dukes and duchesses appearing before the Demon King, each holding a chest. And without a moment of hesitation, the dukes and duchesses each place one segment of the undead kitsune – who’s eyes still have laughter in them despite the absolute pain he must be in right now – into each chest.

Then Tar turns back to Scarlet again, only to find both the Demon King and the Blood Lord kneeling next to her already, both in their lycan forms.

But before the other demons leave, every last demon in the world shouts one last thing, making a chill run down Tar’s spine despite him being in an artificial body. One that he feels is beginning to lose consciousness.

“The Dawn of the End shall rise only after the Blood no longer Stains the Battlefield, for the Royal Family are all there is. The Bringers of Hope, and the Calamities of the Kingdom’s enemies.”

And right when the last word is stated, everything goes black in Tar’s vision, the fae prince falling down to the ground himself in a heap.


Chapter 77
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Coma



The Battlefield

Arkaz feels pain in his chest for the first time in over a thousand years as he checks over his granddaughter, who by all accounts should be healthy again after his healing.

But isn’t.

He continues searching over her for wounds, the girl herself being in a coma now as he does so, only to hear his son’s voice echo through the battlefield, “Father, what’s wrong with her?”

Arkaz doesn’t answer for several seconds, instead just searching for the answer himself. And after a time unknown to Arkaz has passed by, he finally finds the source of the problem, only to grimace when he realizes that it’s not something he can fix.

He turns to his son, finding a worried look on the boy’s face as Arkaz says, “There are two problems, neither of which I can fix.” Leonidas’s body stiffens up, his eyes widening in horror. But Arkaz just continues while turning to face his granddaughter, who by now has been lifted so that her head is lying on Leonidas’s lap, “The first is that her reality itself has been damaged pretty badly. Not enough to permanently harm or scar her, but enough to keep her unconsciousness for at least a few weeks.” He turns back to his son again. “But the main problem is that she seems to have tried forcing her way past the System to use a weaker version of my Blood Transcendence skill.”

Leonidas immediately turns his head to look at his daughter at that, a look of horror on his face.

“Since she tried doing it past the restrictions of the System, she didn’t fully succeed,” Arkaz continues, a sad look reaching his face as he gazes at his granddaughter. “But she didn’t entirely fail either. So her body is currently part-way separated by each individual atom.” He pauses, feeling his throat choking up slightly. “And it won’t be possible for anyone but her to fix it.”

Silence fills the Battlefield as all of the remaining blood lycans around them, each at least of the Marquess or Marchioness ranking, stand perfectly still with the exception of the one that had walked up to hold his granddaughter’s fae who had collapsed.

“She will have to fight against her own DNA if she wants to survive,” Arkaz continues, feeling a tear beginning to build up on the corner of his eye. “And to make matters worse, she also seemed to have been lost to her Sin when it happened.”

Leonidas stiffens up at that.

“So it’s entirely possible…” Arkaz starts but doesn’t finish out loud.

It’s entirely possible she could be too deeply under the effects of her Sin to fight her way through this.

Before the tear building up in Arkaz’s eye finishes building, he waves his hand, making a bubble of blood surround and envelop them, following which he, Leonidas, and his granddaughter end up in Arkaz’s bedroom at the castle. Meanwhile his granddaughter’s fae appears on his bed next to Scarlet who is already lying there, Leonidas having not wasted a single second of time getting her to it.

Time passes slowly as Arkaz and Leonidas kneel on the sides of the bed, holding Scarlet’s hands. But the girl’s eyes never open.

Meanwhile Arkaz feels tears silently flowing down his cheeks, and sees the same happening to his son.

After nearly an hour of silence though, Arkaz wipes his tears and stands up, barely managing to let go of his granddaughter’s hand as his son looks up at him. But Arkaz just answers, “I need to make a call.”



The Frontlines on Earth

Amelia frowns as she stands off against a few Class V demons who had come out of their way to attack her while she was dealing with the army beneath them, the four of them including herself floating high above the ground. But she just lets out a sigh and snaps her fingers once, taking away every last sense the three Nobles have, leaving them struggling to remain flying. Then she snaps her fingers again, making wound after wound after wound appear on their body. Every last wound they had ever taken within the last decade.

And all three Nobles fail to retain their flight after that, shouting in pain from the multitude of wounds that make their own faces unidentifiable to anyone who may have known them.

The White Knight raises her hand, still frowning, only to pause when she feels a vibration from the communicator stone she keeps in her pocket connected to her mate’s stone. So she quickly finishes off the three Nobles by using a wave of Lesser Erasure, erasing their life energy instead of themselves, and rushes off back to a private location where she takes out the stone.

But unlike what she expected, when she answers the call, her mate’s voice isn’t the one that comes through the stone.

“Scarlet is in a coma, so I will permit you to come to Tartarus and bring whoever you believe Scarlet would wish to have by her side,” the Demon King’s voice echoes out around her sending a chill down her spine. The contents of what he says quickly hits her though, sending away any thoughts about why and how he’s contacting her through her communication stone with her mate. “Enter through the Gate in the Arctic. I will have Damien let you all pass.”

Amelia’s eyes widen in both terror and dread as she immediately vanishes from her location in search of everyone that she knows Scarlet is close to, including Aria, the Silvesters, and her former teammates. And without even giving them the chance to say anything, she simply snatches each one of them up without a word and continues on to the next until she finally heads straight to the Arctic.

She only finally pauses to give them a very short explanation when she reaches the Arctic and finds demons there to guide them to the Gate, absolutely terrifying each one of them in the process.

But no one says a word in response despite their obvious fear and worry.

Please be okay!


Chapter 78
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Gathering



The Arctic

Cynthia walks through the Gate in a hurry after changing out her magi-tech armor in an instant and leaving behind her terminal and other modern technology as her mind goes wild considering every last possible event that could’ve happened to Scarlet. But she doesn’t get long to think about it before the group of people close to Scarlet including herself are all enveloped by a large sphere of blood. And just seconds later, the sphere of blood vanishes, revealing a large castle courtyard around them.

Unlike the rest of them, Amelia doesn’t gape at the castle or the incredibly powerful demons around them. She simply begins flying through the air while dragging everyone else including Cynthia with her before passing through a balcony window and entering a bedroom where they all find Scarlet lying unconscious on a bed surrounded by two men. Both of whom are blood lycans.

<-[{Demon King} {Sovereign of Blood} {Blood Immortal} {Beast of the Apocalypse} – Blood Lycan – Level 2500]->

<-[{Blood Lord} {Blood Calamity} – Blood Lycan – Level 1946]->

Cynthia barely wastes a second identifying them before she rushes to the bed, uncaring of the results despite the chill that runs down her spine at the sight of them. Because she has more important problems right now than the identity of the two in front of her. And the others are all the same as they rush up to the bed.

“What happened?” Amelia immediately asks as Cynthia kneels down next to the bed, her gaze not leaving her adopted daughter who looks incredibly tense despite lying on a bed fit for royalty.

After a second, the Demon King, whose gaze hasn’t left Scarlet since they came in, answers, “A Noble who had lost himself to his Sin attacked her, ripped apart her reality to a recoverable extent, and was punished. But not before Scarlet partially lost herself to her own Sin and tried to forcefully turn her body into blood.” And the entire time he speaks, Cynthia can feel the anger behind his words despite them lacking any form of emotion while also feeling distant. Like he’s not addressing them or even considering them as people but merely objects he needed to bring here on his granddaughter’s behalf.

Cynthia doesn’t care about that though. She just reaches for and puts a hand on Scarlet’s waist, unconsciously staying away from her hand due to the Demon King holding it.

“I can’t do anything more to treat her now,” the Demon King continues, his voice still sending shivers down Cynthia’s spine even when she’s not paying attention to him beyond the contents of his words. “The only one who can do anything for her is herself.”

Silence fills the room as everyone surrounds the bed, and after a few seconds, Cynthia’s eyes widen slightly and she whispers, “She moved…”

Everyone tenses up as they noticed it as well, but Scarlet returns to being completely still again and stiff as a board.

Eventually Cynthia hears Scarlet’s cousin Aria quietly ask, “Did… did that movement mean anything?”

Cynthia finally turns her gaze away from Scarlet, and to her surprise, so does the Demon King and Blood Lord. Then the Demon King lightly nods his head and turns his gaze back to Scarlet as he says, “It looks like it was the right decision to bring you all here.”

“She’s started fighting against her Sin, hasn’t she?” Amelia asks, making Cynthia feel slightly relieved the moment she sees the Demon King nodding his head in answer, albeit stiffly.

Everyone returns to silence once more, their gazes locked on the unconscious girl lying on the bed.

Time passes and seconds quickly turn into hours, but Scarlet never moves again. Eventually the group is interrupted when a maid walks in, filling the room with her aura of power that easily makes her the third most powerful person in the room, even stronger than White. And since so much time had passed, Cynthia has finally managed to recover enough to speak and think clearly now, so she turns to look at the maid fully, finding a kitsune standing at the entrance with her hands held together in front of her as she bows towards the Demon King.

|Raiden Akuma – Kitsune – Level 1793|

The Demon King’s terrifying head maid that Scarlet mentioned.

“Your Majesty, you are needed to intervene in a dispute between dukes,” the maid declares, staying bowed down for a second before she stands up straight again. “We understand your need to stay with the Princess, and therefore I would like to stay behind with her as added protection while you are away should you choose to leave.”

Cynthia feels surprised at the sight of the maid trying to tell the Demon King offhandedly what to do, even if she isn’t directly stating it. And what’s even more surprising is that the Demon King actually vanishes from the room for an instant, following which a scream echoes from somewhere else in the castle and he reappears again at the bed, saying, “It’s been dealt with.”

The maid blinks, showing a vague amount of surprise before she bows again and walks to the side of the room where she goes silent.

Cynthia turns to glance at Allen, but her husband doesn’t show any interest in what had just happened. Instead Cynthia finds him in a glaring match with Leonidas with the two seemingly fighting over holding Scarlet’s hand and eventually settling on one holding her hand and the other her forearm.

How long have they been doing that?

She pauses at that thought for a second before looking at the others and finding Scarlet’s friends having fallen asleep at some point with the exception of Belle and Arthur, the kids lying on the ground. At least, until the maid takes it upon herself to pick them up with clouds filled with red and blue energy, says, “I will be showing them to a guest bedroom,” and leaves the room in an instant with them before anyone can say anything.

Silence once again fills the room, only to shatter when the Demon King slowly says, speaking to Cynthia, Amelia, and everyone else who had come including the ones who fell asleep, “This is a one time event. Should you choose to come to Tartarus again in the future, I will not be so accommodating. You will be captured and held as a forceful guest in a palace far away in the Bloody Duchy to keep you out of the war.”

He turns to look at Amelia, seemingly not believing anyone else in the room to be any sort of power capable of representing their group as he finishes, “Is that clear?”

Amelia nods without complaint and everyone returns their attention to Scarlet.

Please get better soon…


Chapter 79
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Darkness



Scarlet

Darkness.

All around me, that’s all I can see. Meanwhile voices continue echoing through my head almost as loud as my own thoughts. Thoughts that feel cloudy for some reason.

Then there’s the pain. Extreme pain that seems to be bypassing my Pain Diffusion skill as I float in the darkness of whatever void I’m in.

Pain that keeps me from thinking about anything beyond the pain and voices.

“Pride.” “Regain your Pride.” “There is nothing more important than your Pride.” “You deserve death without your Pride.”

The voices continue nearly endlessly, and over time I almost give in to them as they start to overload the pain to the point that I can think a little. Even if I can’t really hear my own thoughts. Because what’s the point?

I’ve never attached all that much importance to my own life. Never had much attachment to reality itself, if I’m being honest. It’s one of the reasons I would always just accept my death when it seemed like it was coming.

The world itself is empty to me. There isn’t much in it that I care about on a real level.

After all, what’s the point of everything? Do action A so that you can do action B to do C. There just isn’t an end goal to it.

Unless you count death, that is. And then what would the point of that be? Work all your life, maybe achieve some goals you set, and die.

Then again, I have always enjoyed achieving goals I’ve set for myself. That feeling of satisfaction whenever you achieve your goal. Even if it’s a rather brief feeling, it’s a good one.

Probably one of the reasons I like fighting so much as a Guardian. To get that quick satisfaction of leveling up. Of growing stronger.

But even then, what’s the point?

The voices begin to grow louder as I feel myself slipping away slightly to them.

I’ve always been great at everything I’ve tried. A rather stifling thought, and one that would probably have a lot of people call me arrogant or something.

The cold of the void slowly turns warm as I feel the pain slowly fading as the voices grow louder. And I can’t help but notice just how comfortable that warmth is. Not to mention the voices.

“Leave the restoration of honor to me.” “Let us restore your Pride!” “The Pride is all that matters.”

If I could just leave everything to someone else and sleep…

“Sleeeep…”

I feel my eyes waning close ever so slowly.

But then I hear a voice, making me blink for a moment before I realize it’s more than one voice.

Allen, Cynthia, Belle, Arthur, Aria, the others from the team. Even Gramps, Leonidas and Amelia.

I hear all of their voices as they talk from somewhere outside of the void I’m in.

Huh. How long have they been there?

I finally begin to notice the odd cool spots on my body. Spots that begin to wake me up a little from the comfortable warmth.

Huh. What was I just about to do?

I try to move slightly from the discomfort, only to find that it just makes things even more uncomfortable as the pain returns with a vengeance and the voices start going crazy from my snapping out of whatever was happening.

Well that’s annoying.

What’s up with this pain though. How is it that it’s completely ignoring Pain Diffusion?

Wait. Why can’t I feel any of my skills? It’s like they’re all gone.

Actually, more importantly, wasn’t I fighting a lunatic? I’m pretty sure I was. So why am I here in this strange void of nothingness?

I also can’t move now that I think about it.

Why am I only slowly starting to realize all this now?

Silence answers me. Excluding the voices in my head.

Didn’t really expect an answer, but still sad nonetheless to not get one.

Did Gramps finally arrive and save me from the lunatic? That’s the only thing that would make sense.

Unless the lunatic killed me, but that wouldn’t explain everyone’s voices.

Also wouldn’t explain why I’d hear everyone I care about from Earth alongside Gramps and Leonidas. Pretty sure they’d be at each other’s throats in seconds if they saw each other.

Or rather, Gramps would have them imprisoned forever since, there’s no way they’d even be able to reach his throat.

Just what happened?

The voices continue beating at my mind, none of whom sound happy. Some of them even sound like they’re trying to tempt me into letting the Sin take over. Or rather, most seem to be doing that.

Yeah, no thank you. If there’s one thing I hate more than most other things, it’s losing control.

Well, that and betrayal. I hate betrayal too.

Oh, wait, I just remembered. What were those notifications I heard before everything went dark?

I try to let them play, but nothing happens. No notifications greet me.

Maybe I can’t access the System while in this void?

That’s rather annoying.

I try to frown, only to remember that it hurts rather badly to move and instead go still again. Then I remember what happened right before I went unconscious and I do the same thing I did then. I search inside of myself using whatever power I got then, finding that I can still do that unlike my skills.

And what I find gives me pause.

This is not what my blood and DNA looked like the last time I saw. Now they just look… cracked? Fractured?

Most of my DNA isn’t even connected to each other anymore, with the remaining bits only a little connected but with fractures running through the connecting points.

And even the ones that aren’t connected look like they’re wrong somehow. But I can’t figure out what’s wrong.

I try very hard to hold myself back from frowning.

Just what’s going on anyways? Did I screw something up before? When I did whatever it was that I tried doing?

“SLEEEEEP!!!!”

And I wish those voices would shut up.


Chapter 80
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The Past



Scarlet

Who knows how long passes as I’m left listening to the sounds of the voices in the darkness while feeling nothing but pain. And over time, I think I even manage to get used to the pain. Which was rather unexpected.

I also hear voices every now and then, but they aren’t very clear, nor are they loud. So I can’t make out what they’re saying.

Eventually I grow bored enough to focus on my fractured DNA – something I suspect is probably the reason for me being here. Wherever here is.

Might even be in my own head for all I know. Not like I know what my head looks like.

My thoughts pause as the voices shift for a moment, then vanish, leaving me in sweet silence.

Until I feel images flashing through my mind. Images of the past that have me clenching my fist and feeling my eyes tighten slightly despite the pain.

Because the images are of a baby girl with gray eyes being held by the White Knight of Humanity as she crosses through a Class V Fracture. Of the Blood Calamity chasing after her while shouting. And of Amelia quickly hiding the baby somewhere while nullifying all senses of her and then returning to the Blood Calamity.

Then the images show me the sight of the White Knight of Humanity and the Blood Calamity fighting, each using nonlethal attacks with the Blood Calamity clearly holding back to not hurt the White Knight. All the way till the White Knight uses Reverse Healing on the man, making thousands of wounds open up on his body at once, knocking him down to his knees before he eventually collapses. Something she never would’ve been able to do if he wasn’t holding back.

“A-Amelia…” the man grunts, barely managing to raise his head to look at her. Then he manages to utter one last word before falling unconscious.

“Why?”

Amelia starts crying after that as she quickly rushes to the Fracture core and shatters it, sending her mate back to Tartarus. And immediately after she rushes over to where she left the baby and brings her with her, disappearing into the night with the baby.

With me.

How… how did the voices do that? Are they really not just voices?

As if the first scene wasn’t enough, more images begin to play out in my mind. First that of Amelia bringing me to Allen and his mixture of fear, confusion, and pleasant surprise at her offer, then Leonidas’s return to Tartarus and his explanation to Gramps about how he ‘sent me to Earth,’ so as to not make his father hate Amelia any more than he already does. And it just continues showing me scenes from the past.

Eventually I feel tears rolling down my cheek as the voices of my family and friends come to a halt and I feel more cold spots appearing, including a few on my faces as someone most likely wipes my tears for me. Which makes me pretty sure I’m just in my mind right now unable to move or open my eyes.

The Sin shows me scenes from when the demons first invaded Earth, when Earth had its first Guardians, and then it moves on to showing me scenes from my childhood. Mostly ones that stoke my Pride.

Over time I grit my teeth and try as hard as I can to tell the voices and images to shut up and go away.

But they continue coming. And the only solace I manage to find is searching within myself as I try to study the fractured DNA, hoping against hope that I might be able to find a way to fix it and get myself out of here.



The Demon King’s Castle

Leonidas feels cold as he holds his daughter’s hand, unsure of anything anymore. Unsure if he’s made the right decisions in his life, the wrong ones, or if he should’ve kept Scarlet close to him from the start. If letting her go back to Earth was a bad idea or a good idea.

No matter what, he finds himself questioning every decision he’s ever made.

And the man calling himself Scarlet’s father kneeling next to him by Scarlet’s bed isn’t helping. But Leonidas chooses to maturely ignore the man as if he didn’t exist.

Then tears begin to fall down Scarlet’s face and she shifts as if in discomfort, and both Allen and Leonidas immediately reach to wipe her tears, only for their hands to collide inches from her face, making them glare at each other for a second. But they both return their attention to Scarlet who is more important than their squabble.

Only to find that Amelia had already wiped her tears, the woman having taken Arkaz’s spot on the other side of the bed while he was away for a brief period of time to deal with his work again. Probably to be back again within a few minutes at which point he’ll be mad at her taking his spot.

The room is absolutely silent during all of this with the only noise being that of the demons moving around the castle. Meanwhile Leonidas, Amelia, Allen, and Cynthia all stay by Scarlet’s side. And Belle and Arthur, two of Scarlet’s oldest friends who Leonidas actually doesn’t mind, lie sleeping while leaning up against the end of the bed, their shoulders up against each other and their heads too.

Eventually Amelia speaks, her voice quiet as she says, “We’re going to have to tell the people on Earth.”

Leonidas ignores her since it doesn’t matter to him what they do about the humans, but Allen and Cynthia immediately turn to look at her with shock on their faces.

“If Scarlet vanishes for a long period of time, they’re going to question what’s happening,” Amelia says, her voice little more than a whisper as she stares at her daughter’s face, caressing Scarlet’s cheek with her hand. “They’ll wonder if their new Princess abandoned them soon after being labeled as their Princess. She was only supposed to be here for a week after all.”

Her words make Allen and Cynthia grow sullen, but Amelia doesn’t stop speaking, “We’ll have to do this carefully, for Scarlet’s sake.”

Eventually Allen and Cynthia nod their heads.

Meanwhile Leonidas continues ignoring them, focusing entirely on his daughter as she occasionally shifts with discomfort.

Please wake up soon, sweetie…


Chapter 81
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The Global Announcement



Earth

All around the world, every single tv screen, promotional billboard, and any other kind of video screen changes from whatever they were previously showing to instead show live footage from within Purple’s Tower. And standing at the center of the tower is the White Knight of Humanity, causing every human on Earth near a screen to pause in whatever they were doing.

“Greetings, citizens of the Republic, as you all know, I am the White Knight of Humanity, Amelia Asger, and I have an important message for you today,” White declares, drawing silence from all around the world. “Your Princess of Humanity, my daughter, Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, has been put into a coma and it is uncertain when she will wake up.”

The silence draws on for a single second before chaos erupts all around the world. Shouts echoing throughout the streets, people in their rooms falling into a silent stupor from shock, and other people dropping whatever they were holding at the dramatic change that had just undergone the entire Republic at this news.

Then the screen changes to show a recording of the Apex Predator’s sleeping face as she lies down on a king-sized canopy bed, unmoving except for an occasional shift of discomfort with pain visible on her face. And the sight of this screen immediately silences the shouting in the streets.

Meanwhile the other Knights of Humanity and various notable and important people from the Republic share very different reactions.

The Bloody Valkyrie grimaces, clenching her fists at the sight of the one girl on Earth who she believed to be her equal lying in a coma.

Golden Rider frowns, disliking the idea of a girl only twenty years of age fighting in the war and being the focal point of both sides, not believing someone that young should hold a responsibility so great. That they shouldn’t have to. And now feeling like his thoughts were confirmed in that regard.

Jacob R. Ashton, the Chairman of the Republic’s Government, frowns as he takes in the implications of this, only briefly noting the extravagant surroundings of the bed and the faint signs that the recording was taken not by human technology but by magic. Because he knows that this could either make or break moral amongst the humans. Something he knows White doesn’t particularly care about and is only doing this to help Scarlet, even if she knows of the consequences of her actions.

And Isaac Knight just turns away from the tv screen, refocusing on his book again without any care for what he had just seen beyond a mild disappointment.

“But know this, she is fighting,” White’s voice continues to echo through the entire world. “And she will come back to us! Much stronger than before, if her past is anything to go by!”

These words start another wave throughout the world. But unlike the first wave, this one consists mostly of people asking what happened, whether she’ll be alright, and how it happened.

White answers everyone almost immediately, “The Princess got injured while she was fighting with a Noble demon all on her own, with no way to receive support until it was already too late. But before that, she managed to hold her own against a Noble almost at the Count rank until then, fighting against the demon with all her heart and her very life on the line!”

Whispers start to spread through the people from those feeling awed at an achievement like that. And the ones who were questioning the idea of the Apex Predator growing stronger from this realized that she truly will with achievements like that.

If she wakes up.

It doesn’t take long before forum threads, chat groups, livestreams, and even news begin to discuss the incident with abandon, wishing Scarlet luck and giving her all their hope.

Hope that the Princess of Humanity will wake up soon and save the humans.



Purple’s Tower

Amelia lets out a sigh of relief after seeing the reactions of the people and ending the livestream. Then she turns to Purple and nods her head, getting a brief nod back before the woman returns to her place of mediation at the center of her tower.

Good thing Purple doesn’t seem to mind me unlike the other Knights, even if she doesn’t like some of my actions. Otherwise I wouldn’t have been able to get her to help me do that.

The White Knight turns around and vanishes before reappearing next to the Gate in the Arctic, where she then gets permission to pass through once more, draining the Gate significantly in the process. Not that Amelia particularly cares.

She soon finds herself back in Scarlet’s room within the Demon King’s castle – the only room she’s allowed to be in. And just seconds later, she hears the Demon King’s voice echoing in her head, “You will only be allowed to pass through the Gate back and forth once more after this. I will not let you run down the reality energy in the gate to let you fight on Earth. If you wish to stay with Scarlet, do so. But you will not be coming back more than one more time if you leave Tartarus again.”

Amelia grimaces at that and nods her head, quickly deciding that she’ll stay for a week, and if Scarlet doesn’t wake up by then, she’ll leave and return to the war. Then she’ll come back half a year later to check on her all while getting updates from Leonidas on her condition.

She turns to the head maid standing in the corner of the room and says, “The magical camera was appreciated.”

The maid nods her head, seemingly deciding not to speak to Amelia or correct her on the correct term for the magical item.

Amelia focuses on her daughter again, finding Allen, Cynthia, Arthur, and Belle still at her side. Meanwhile the girl herself is still shifting with obvious pain and discomfort.

Wake up soon, okay sweetheart?
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The Pattern



Scarlet

A seemingly endless amount of time passes and throughout it I can’t help but feel my mind slipping a few times, almost losing to the whispers and memories – memories that had begun to repeat themselves at some point. But I always manage to pull myself back out. And over time, as I focus all of my attention on fixing the issues in my DNA that I have no idea how to fix, the pain does slowly fade a bit, and the memories and voices quiet a little as well.

Ever since I figured out a little about what I need to do by accident. When I accidentally broke the fractured areas, separating my DNA further.

An action that showed me how wrong my original prospective solution was. That I should somehow bring my DNA back together.

What I really need to do is separate the fractured areas and finish the process I had likely started.

So over who knows how long, ever since doing that and continuing to do that, splitting DNA strand after DNA strand, my pain has relieved a bit and the voices quieted.

But the process is not short, leading me into an endless pattern of look at fractured DNA strand, lightly poke at the fractured part with whatever mental magic or whatever I’m using to poke at it with, and eventually cleanly break the DNA from each other. Then I move onto the next strand and repeat the process.

With who knows how many strands, even if it’s only a small minority of them that need fixing.

Eventually I completely lose track of time. To the point that I can’t tell if I’ve been doing this for months or if I’ve been doing it for years.

What I do know is that I’ve been doing this for a long time.

Find fracture, poke at fracture, break fracture, find new fracture. The process just repeats endlessly.



The Headquarters on Earth
Three months after she entered the coma

James McCall, the General of Humanity’s Military, grimaces once more as he looks at the map in front of him. One of the current battle zones with the demons.

The map itself is absolutely covered in red areas designating battle zones controlled mostly by the demons, with very few green areas all across the Eastern continents. To the point that the frontlines of the war have been driven back closer and closer to the West end of the Eastern continent.

That girl… she really was holding up a lot of the war, even as just a Class IV…

James shakes his head at that, finding the very idea that a twenty-year-old girl could affect the war so heavily, Princess or not, ridiculous. A girl that he himself finds infuriating because of the pride she has and holds herself to, even if he knows that it’s partially due to her Sin of Pride.

Also a girl he never expected he would miss until now.

“You’re sure about this?” James asks his closest aide, Michelle Hardlight, a Guardian at Class IV with corruption magic.

The woman nods her head without saying a word, her dark green hair falling over her shoulders a little in the process before she straightens up again.

James sighs, turning away from the smaller woman as he tries hard not to put his head in his hands.

News that the demons aren’t sending the quota of Class V demons they were allowed by the Princess’s bet and are instead sending fewer than the quota… the only reason I can think of for that is that they’re saving reality energy for a stronger demon to pass through. And if that’s the case…

“Tell every general to prepare their defenses over the next years,” James declares, tightening his hand into a fist while raising his head to look at his aide again. “We must prepare for a possible Demon Lord Crossing.”

Her green eyes widen slightly at that before she nods her head again and turns around to leave the room. But right before she reaches the door, James adds, “And please check in with the White Knight on how her daughter is doing. As much as I hate to say it, we need her.”

The woman turns, nods her head once, and continues out of the room.

James focuses on the map again as he sits down on the chair at the long table.

Satan is becoming more active as well, and Damien is watching over the Arctic Gate the White Knight used to pass through to Tartarus. Presumably to protect it while he is lower on forces.

The General of Humanity’s Military grits his teeth slightly as he thinks about the White Knight’s frequent trips she was taking at the start of all of this, just vanishing from Earth without a word. At least until she stopped at random once, probably due to the Demon King not wanting her to drain the Gate dry and no longer being able to tolerate it.

During her trips, each and every one of them, the demons managed to push further and further across the battlelines under Satan’s guidance. Since she wasn’t there to deal with the Nobles, leaving the already stretched number of Class Vs amongst the humans to deal with each one of the attacks on their own, with only Blue and Red able to fight on a battlefield like that.

At least Black’s been able to infiltrate Demon Isle and start assassinating a good number of their Nobles.

Silence fills the general’s office for several minutes before he leans back in the chair and looks up at the ceiling, feeling utterly defeated in how this war has progressed. But what hurts him the most is that he knows the best way to start turning things around is to get the Apex Predator back.

He didn’t realize just how much her plagues helped the warfront until she had left it.

Why wouldn’t they help… I was just too biased against her to let myself realize it…

James clenches his fists so hard his nails drill into his hands, but he doesn’t pay attention to that.

Because now all he can do is whatever he can while he waits for the Princess to return to Earth.
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War



Demon Isle
One year after Scarlet entered her coma

Satan steps through the throne room of the castle located in the old capital of the human nation of Japan, now known as Demon Isle. And as he walks, plumes of black flame shoot up from the ground, torching it slightly in the process and making the various Nobles around him tense up out of fear.

He ignores them though, scowling all the way to the throne where he kneels down in front of it for a few seconds before turning around, having honored the Royal Family. Then he raises a hand and shoots a ball of black flames straight at the center of the room, making it explode with a loud crackle that makes the Nobles in the room flinch.

Amongst the types of magics, the types that can damage the soul directly are always the most feared. And even of those magics, hellfire is feared by all as the only directly offensive magic that targets the soul with every attack.

Even death magic can only branch into the soul, or reality, of a target as a part of it.

Hellfire can directly burn the reality of an individual, causing near-irreversible damage lest the injured have a life magic user on hand.

And Satan knows this as he uses hellfire to directly terrify the Nobles in the hall to attention.

“The war has been progressing smoothly for the past year and we have made great progress,” Satan begins, standing straight at the end of the hall in front of the throne with his arms crossed. “But now we have a chance. A chance to break through the frontlines.”

His eyes narrow and a grin stretches across his face while his gaze looks out the window at the blood moon shining outside, glowing with a bright crimson light with small sparks of flames flaring off of it.

“The Demon Moon is approaching,” he says, feeling excitement at that knowledge. And the demons in the room all grow slightly restless with anticipation of it as well, even with their fear of Satan filling them. Satan returns his gaze back to them and finishes, “And with the help of the Demon Moon, I will directly join the battlefield myself and break past their frontlines while you all attack every other fortress they have, spreading your numbers out.”

Satan’s grin grows even wider as he feels the thrill of the approaching battle spreading through him. The thrill of the Demon Moon’s light shining down, empowering the demons under it.

A ritual skill cast by the Demon King himself centuries ago that magically alters the moon so that once a century, the Demon Moon’s light shall shine, granting the demons a boost of over fifty levels in power while under its light.

He may not be able to find any way to pass through the Gates himself, but His Majesty will always find a way to assist us.

Satan feels proud to be the demon in charge of the war front from Earth’s end, and without hesitation, he raises his fist, coating it in hellfire as he shouts, “We shall win this war within the week!!! We shall return Her Highness to her true home permanently, allowing her to wake up to a peaceful time without war between the races! And we shall prove His Majesty right in choosing us to fight!!!!!”

All of the demons in the throne room along with all of the demons spread across Demon Isle who managed to hear him begin roaring out in excitement, filling the entire island with demon calls, roars, cheers, and all other sorts of noises that terrify any human anywhere near the island. Meanwhile it immediately has Purple opening her eyes within her tower.

But Satan doesn’t care, knowing the Purple Knight would likely predict their actions.

Because there isn’t anything the humans can do to stop them, short of somehow stopping the Demon Moon from rising.

Satan grins, now filled with pride as he thinks about how he might be able to bring the war to an end before The Reaper makes it to Earth. Along with the honor an achievement like that might bring him.

But mostly he just wants to fight with the Knights of Humanity, not having been able to take the three combat Knights and the assassin Knight on simultaneously before without the battle turning to their favor.

Now it’s different. Now I will have His Majesty’s Light on my side.

At the same time, Satan turns to look at the Gate located not far from the castle as his mind turns to the comatose Princess.

Princess Scarlet, I will make sure not to kill the White Knight or the Blue Knight, but the Red Knight will be brought to heel before I burn his soul to a crisp for daring to suggest you marry a human of all things. And the Black Knight deserves death by fire for his assassination tricks, the pest being a nuisance that I need to get rid of quickly before he festers.

Satan clenches his fist slightly, his grin fading to a scowl with the cheers and roars of the demons still echoing throughout the island, their enthusiasm not dying down in the slightest.

One other reason Satan wishes to deal with the war as quickly as possible, finishing it before the Princess wakes up, is to make sure that she doesn’t return to the war where she may get hurt either emotionally or physically. Where she might lose a loved one or kill someone she may regret.

War isn’t for the faint of heart, even for a demon. And I’m sure His Majesty doesn’t want her fighting against her own people.

Satan’s grin returns with a sadistic gleam to it, the man’s thoughts returning to tearing the Red Knight of Humanity’s reality apart piece by pathetic piece.

Because the man is not worthy of his hellfire magic.

“Spread the news amongst the army!” Satan declares, his voice echoing out far away from the castle. “The war will truly begin in earnest tomorrow!!!”

The roars of the demons climb again in volume, but Satan just narrows his scowl in the direction of the humans.

Where the Red Knight is located.

The Main Headquarters of the humans.
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The Main Headquarters of the Republic’s Military

A bright purple light shines out from within the main meeting hall of the Military HQ where the Purple Knight of Humanity frowns, the light shining from her hands as she shows an image of the vision she had just had to all of the leaders of the military along with the other Knights of Humanity. A vision of the Demon Moon rising and of Satan rallying his forces for the war.

Of Satan coming personally to this very base.

“This is bad,” the General of the Republic’s Military states, a grave tone to his voice. And Purple just lightly nods her head, wishing she could go back to her tower.

But she can’t right now. Not when the Republic is facing its worst threat yet.

Even if the people around her are making her skin crawl due to how close they are in the cramped room.

“Knights of Humanity,” a voice echoes into the room before a man Gabrielle annoyingly recognizes as the Chairman of the Republic appears in a flash of purple light indicating his space magic. “I hereby request of you, on behalf of the Terran Republic to engage in direct combat with Satan and rid our world of the Lord of Hellfire’s son.”

The man is no longer using his second persona as a government official and is instead wearing his flaming purple armor, his brown hair now purple with varying different shades in it and his eyes glowing purple as well. A color that bothers Gabrielle just the slightest bit due to her own Title matching the jerk’s colors.

I don’t like him.

“Will you accept my request?” Jacob, otherwise known as the Spatial Ripper, asks the five Knights gathered around the long table in the meeting hall.

Why won’t he just let me live in my tower in peace?

Gabrielle sighs internally at his question, but nods her head after Amelia and Will both answer in the affirmative. Meanwhile Noah just grins, seemingly lost in thought about the upcoming battle with Satan.

He really does want to fight Satan, doesn’t he?

Jacob turns to look at Alexander, the last one who hasn’t agreed yet, just to find the man narrowing his eyes at the Chairman.

“Alexander?” Jacob asks, sounding slightly trepidatious as he does so.

Gabrielle focuses on Alexander as well, genuinely curious about what he’s going to say.

And what he actually says shocks everyone in the room, “I think we should consider speaking with father about this.”

Silence fills the room for several seconds, no one in it saying a word. Gabrielle even notices Amelia’s mouth opening and closing like a fish.

Then Jacob eventually breaks the silence with a short, “Agreed,” shocking the others even further. Because it’s common knowledge that the government and the Knight family don’t get along at all.

Gabrielle doesn’t particularly blame them though, since the Knights are the most powerful family on the entire planet. Even more powerful and with more influence than the government itself.

If Isaac Knight actually cared about Earth, that is.

As it is, the Knight family patriarch doesn’t care about humans or Earth at all despite his vast influence in society, so he never does anything.

Despite the power gap between her and Isaac, Gabrielle feels slightly fearful of the man. The only man on Earth to have ever reached Class III without help from the System. And if her visions are correct, likely to reach Class IV without the help of the System within the month.

Unlike people in the System who have to pay a toll to the System in the form of some of their mana every time they use a skill, Isaac doesn’t have to pay that toll just to use his magic. And his magic isn’t restrained in the way theirs is in the form of skills in the first place.

He’s also spent centuries studying his own magic, uncaring of what’s gone on around him in the world. Three hundred years spent studying destruction and creation magic till the point that he was capable of countering null magic and beyond that.

He himself won’t be able to help beyond fighting the Class IVs and maybe some of the lowest level Nobles, but if we used him to set a trap and used his resources…

Gabrielle admits that the idea has merit to it.

And out of the corner of her eye, she finds Amelia eventually nodding her head as well.

“Looks like we’re all agreed,” Jacob declares after seeing the other Knights giving their confirmation as well. He then turns to Alexander and Amelia as he asks, “Do either of you know what the monster might want in return?”

Both of the Knights shake their heads, indicating that they don’t know.

Jacob sighs before muttering, “He better not ask for too much…” But then he shakes his head as well and focuses on the general as he says, “General, please make sure everything is ready. We need to evacuate HQ lest everyone be killed in the battle merely by proximity.”

“Yes, Chairman!” the general exclaims, giving the man a salute.

The Chairman then turns back to Alexander and repeats, “Will you help in the battle, Blue Knight of Humanity?”

Gabrielle finds herself rather surprised when the Blue Knight actually nods his head without another word, not even so much as asking for compensation.

Then she blinks as she notices something.

Is it just me, or is his face not as dead looking as normal?

She stares at him for a few seconds before eventually shrugging, deciding that she doesn’t care enough about the Blue Knight to try figuring out if it was just her imagination or not.

“In that case, let us prepare for the start of the real war with the demons,” Spatial Ripper declares, his eyes flaring purple again. And all of the Knights nod their heads in agreement as the general returns to the room, having given orders to his men for the evacuation.

I hope I can get back to my tower again soon.
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The War Begins



Earth
The next day

Everywhere on the planet, humans proceed to go about their business as usual. Parents shopping, children going to school, newly minted Guardians fighting in Fractures and going to their Guardian Universities.

But everything comes to a grinding halt when the moon all over the world – one that has been blood red for days now – finally begins to blaze with an eerie black and red flame with droplets of blood seemingly falling off of the tips of the fire. And as if a fire was sparked in every last demon on the planet, black and red flames begin to lightly taste each and every demon’s skin without harming them in the slightest. And from those flames, droplets of blood start to fall off of every tiny flame licking at the air around them, soon covering the ground in any location filled with demons all over the planet with blood.

Screams echo from all over the world, but thanks to the planning of the government and the Associations, Class IV Guardians stationed all over the planet quickly begin to deal with any demons that make it past the Fractures, the barriers no longer responding to the demons and instead letting them pass through. Meanwhile the demons that had all gathered around the frontlines over the past couple days finally let out one synchronous roar before charging straight towards the human Guardians who meet them halfway.

Lastly, a ball of blazing hellfire enhanced by the black and red flame of the Demon Moon shoots across the sky over the demons and humans, making a beeline straight towards the Headquarters of the Republic. And within less than a minute, the ball of black and red flame stops right above a large fortress spanning several thousand meters in radius. It then turns into an oni with medium length crimson hair, glowing crimson eyes, two black horns stretching in a narrow arc, and glowing black and red veins covering his bare torso, armor only being on his lower half, shoulders, and hands.

But he’s not alone as above the fortress, three figures can be seen floating in the air, and not a single human aside from them can be sensed from the base itself.

Of the three figures, one has ocean blue hair and is floating with various tentacles slowly moving around him stretching out of his back, through his medieval styled blue armor. And when his eyes lock onto the oni floating before them, they narrow, his hands turning into tentacles from his fingers up.

Another of the three figures, a man with wild red hair and glowing red eyes, floats several meters away from the first as he grins widely at the oni with one of his arms holding a helmet to his side. A helmet that he soon raises and puts on over his head, the eye sockets of the helmet soon flaring with a deep crimson light as he summons a black and red sword coated in hellfire to his side.

And the last of the three figures standing in the middle of the first two, a woman with long stark white hair without a hint of color, stares at the oni without any emotion on her face. Meanwhile white specks of energy appear all around her, simply absorbing anything they come across be it air, light, blood, or even fire or water from those to her sides as the woman summons a black sword into her hands. One that is made of pure null magic despite its color, matching the black and white medieval armor she has on and the cape blowing in the wind behind her.

A single second passes in silence before a large dome of red and black energy a different shade from the energy and colors of a demon, a darker and more sinister shade, forms all around them and the base, spanning several thousand meters in width. And it only takes a moment for everyone within to feel the sinister energy of the destruction magic filling the dome. One that is blocking a fifth of the Demon Moon’s light. And at the same time, destruction magic can be sensed from those within the dome from every battlefield across Earth, even if the source of the magic isn’t powerful enough to badly harm a Class V.

The oni grins and raises his voice, “So you brought your little monster to the fight, did you? Maybe I’ll be able to capture the disgusting creature this time.”

Silence fills the space as none of the Knights feel any urge to defend the patriarch of the Knights despite two of them being his children. Then Satan frowns as he realizes the man in question isn’t within the dome.

“Coward,” he states, his frown soon turning into a scowl. But it doesn’t last long because when his gaze turns back to the Red Knight of Humanity, it turns into a bright smile as he declares, “Red Knight, we meet on the battlefield again at last!” Then his eyes narrow. “But this time you won’t be making it out alive.”

Black and red flames begin to gush out of the man along with blood sourced from the flames, enhanced by the Demon Moon whose light still manages to shine through the destruction magic dome a little bit, the source of the dome not being powerful enough to block most of the light. And in response to the flames, black and red flames gush out of the Red Knight as well, along with a pure white light from the White Knight, and torrents of water from the Blue Knight.

Then shadows start to fill the dome from the Black Knight who is hidden from view at the same time as a bright purple flash that combats against the Demon Moon’s light even more, blocking a third of it while letting the remaining light empower the oni.

“Let the true war of the species commence!!!” Satan shouts, his voice echoing out of the dome and all the way through to the battlefields where his demons are interlocked with the humans. And all across the planet, demons can be heard shouting the very same thing as Satan shouts with a wave of hellfire directly towards the Knights.

“For the Demon King!!! For His Majesty!!!”
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The Conflicted Spectator



The Demon King’s Castle

Arkaz sits on his throne with an apathetic look on his face as he watches the screen in front of him showing the events going on at the headquarters of the human’s military. As the Knights and Satan clash, creating absolute chaos all around them. Black and red fire torching anything in the dome, water rushing to put out the fire and only managing to put out parts of it, white light erasing everything it touches, shadows swallowing whatever they envelop whole, and purple light combatting with Arkaz’s own blood red Demon Light. A skill he had created in order to empower his demon forces, imbuing it into the moon itself through a ritual skill.

But no matter how much destruction Arkaz watches, he can’t bring himself to care about it at all. Not even when he sees Satan beginning to slowly push back the Knights even with the human’s monster on their side helping.

Meanwhile various Noble demons, all of the duke or duchess rank, kneel around the throne room, not a single one of them willing to move an inch out of fear of the Demon King taking it as a slight and killing them in an instant with a wave of his hand. Because it wouldn’t be the first time he’s done that in the past year since his granddaughter had entered her coma, and it wouldn’t be the last.

Silence fills the throne room with the only sound being that of the battle from the screen, but none of the Nobles in the room dare even lift their heads to watch it. And Arkaz just ignores them entirely as he apathetically watches the current pseudo leader of the demon forces on Earth fight with the Knights.

At this rate he may very well beat them.

Arkaz isn’t sure how he feels about that. Because it would make things way too easy on him with his granddaughter still being in her coma and unable to help the humans. And that alone burns at his pride.

Time passes and the battle continues, occasionally shifting direction with the Knights pushing back at Satan. But with the power of the Demon Light shining down from the Demon Moon backing him, Satan always pulls it back around on them. Meanwhile Amelia’s strongest skill can’t touch him due to the astronomical mana price it would cost for her to erase him from existence.

But she does manage to erase a concept from existence in some locations within the dome. Something that Arkaz notices Satan having missed entirely before the man ends up falling into a location where gravity doesn’t exist, giving Blue and Red the chance to attack him, distracting him from a blow from Black.

Satan always manages to recover whenever one of these traps is pulled though, entirely thanks to the Demon Light.

Arkaz turns his gaze onto his granddaughter, briefly noting that the Demon Light is strengthening her as well. Probably because she has far more demon genes now than human genes.

And right when he’s about to turn back to watch the battle again, he notices her shifting slightly, making him continue watching her with his brows furrowed.

The Demon Light… is it affecting her progress on restoring herself?

Arkaz watches his granddaughter as she occasionally shifts around uncomfortably for a bit before returning his gaze to the screen and deciding that the Knights and Satan aren’t going to be finishing with their battle any time soon. So he waves his hand, making the screen shift to show the other human bases and frontline warzones all across the continent, where demons are pushing through the human forces with relative ease, only slowed down by the destruction magic used by the monster.

It looks like the war might just end while she’s unconscious after all…

The Demon King feels regret at that thought. But he also knows that this is a good thing in the end, even if his pride is burning at him for it. Even if he knows his granddaughter would be pissed off at him for it.

Out of nowhere though, a bright golden-white light starts shining from various places all over the warzones across the continent. And Arkaz immediately recognizes those lights as being creation magic.

The monster’s at it again?

The creation magic soon solidifies into clockwork soldiers, each being at least Class I in strength, many being Class II. And they number in the billions, sending a flood of them straight at the demons all over the world.

He really knows how to make a mess of things, but I can’t see him interfering anymore after this. It’s just not that bastard’s style.

Arkaz barely knows the man known as Isaac Knight. The only instance he had met him was when Isaac entered Tartarus on a research trip during the very first Fracture to appear between the two planets. And at that point, Arkaz was too busy trying to figure out what was going on to pay much attention to the strange anomaly, who he couldn’t even tell if was human or not thanks to his magic.

Eclipse magic is frightening… even if he’s still only nearing Class IV in power.

The Demon King continues watching the battles across Earth for some time before turning his attention to Tartarus again when a duke shakingly raises his head, making Arkaz immediately ask, “What is it?”

All of the other dukes and duchesses tense at his words, feeling a shiver of fear rush down their spines. A fear so instinctive that if they weren’t all at least a thousand years old, then they would’ve run in an instant.

“Y-Your Majesty, I have just received news from Damien,” the duke declares. “The undead are now marching across the ice and he wishes to know if he has permission to-”

“He does not,” Arkaz declares, not even letting the duke finish. “Tell the duke that he is to remain standing guard over the Gate.”

The duke who gave the report shivers in fright from Arkaz’s words, but Arkaz returns his attention to the screen again, uncaring of the man’s plight as the duke says, “Y-yes Your Majesty. Your will be done.”

Before Arkaz can focus on the battle between Satan and the Knights again though, he notices another strange movement coming from Scarlet.

Did her lips just… quirk upwards ever so slightly?

Arkaz keeps his attention locked on her, but after several minutes decides he must’ve been imagining it and turns his attention back to the screen.

I hope she wakes up soon.
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Boredom and Hell



Scarlet

Out of nowhere amidst the seemingly endless process of find fracture, poke at fracture, break fracture, and find more fractures, I feel a strange sense of power filling me up. One that energizes me, makes it easier to break the fractures, and overall makes the pain fade a little along with the voices, leaving me feeling a bit confused.

In the end though I don’t look the gift horse in the mouth, instead focusing solely on separating my DNA.

I took a tiny break earlier to check and found that most of my DNA by now is finished separating, but by now I’m so mentally exhausted that I occasionally lose consciousness even in the comatose state I’m in. Something I didn’t realize was possible.

This energizing feeling helps push me forwards though, past the mental exhaustion as I try to make that one last push to finish this damned process.

I have no idea how long it’s been since my battle with the Noble that left me in this state, but I am certain that it’s been way too long. And I can’t just keep lying down here doing nothing while everyone else is fighting.

Not to mention that I still owe that Noble a slow death for what happened, even if I already know that he’s been punished by Gramps, from what I’ve overheard while in this state.

At least I started to be able to make out what people were saying around me at some point, around when I was halfway done fixing my DNA.

It would’ve been hellishly boring otherwise.

Actually, scratch the would’ve been. It has been hellishly boring.

After a few more seconds pondering over what the strange boost in power might be, I decide to just return all of my focus to the task at hand.

Getting myself out of this damned coma.

It shouldn’t be much longer now.



The Republic’s Military Headquarters

Amelia grimaces as she is sent flying across the dome by a hellfire empowered punch dealt by Satan before she lands with a painful cough of white blood. But she quickly drags herself back to her feet with a hand over her gut where the punch landed, nullifying the leftover hellfire there in the process.

The White Knight glances over at Black, finding him with an emotionless look on his face as he holds his limp arm, seemingly having difficulty moving. Meanwhile the Blue Knight pants in exhaustion as he regenerates three more tentacles in his massive kraken form spanning nearly a dozen meters in height.

Unlike the other three, the Red Knight is actually in the best situation simply due to his own use of hellfire partially countering Satan’s. A fact that gets on Amelia’s nerves.

But not as much as the sight of Satan grinning at the lot of them with hellfire blazing all around him and small amounts of blood still dripping from the flames, seemingly perfectly fine despite the many hits the Knights managed to land on him.

Fucking demons and their inherent superiority over humans… and the damned Demon Moon too.

Amelia briefly ponders over how Scarlet would’ve probably enjoyed the Demon Moon, but her thoughts immediately return to the battle again when she feels Satan’s attention turning towards her as spears of hellfire appear around him.

“Amelia Asger, birth mother of the Princess, you shall be spared for that status alone,” Satan says, a smirk stretching across his face as he sends the hellfire spears towards her, “but you will be punished first.”

The White Knight creates various spears of white null energy and sends them flying straight at the spears of hellfire in return, but her exhaustion makes her miss some of them, leading to some of the spears of hellfire striking directly at her. She lets out a scream of pain and falls back down to the ground, following which Satan summons a sword of hellfire in his hand and blocks a knife of shadows held by Black. And immediately after that he swipes another blade straight upwards, cutting all the way through a tentacle sent his way by Blue.

All while laughing the entire time. Even when Red sends a wave of hellfire directly at him.

A wave that does little more than make the man’s already red skin glow slightly more red, proving the man’s resistance towards hellfire being even greater than Red’s. But before Satan can say anything to belittle him, Red appears right in front of him with his blade coming straight down towards Satan’s head.

Amelia’s eyes widen in shock when Satan suddenly glows even brighter with more blood coming out of the black and red flames from the Demon Moon, and pulls his head back to then slam it back forwards, smashing the sword back with his own horns. Then he moves in a blur and disengages from Black and sends him flying with a kick, grabs Red by the arm and throws him into the flying Black, and ducks down to avoid a tentacle before grabbing that as well and sending Blue flying to join them.

What the fucking hell is this bullshit?!

But to Amelia’s horror, as she tries to climb to her feet, feeling pain all over her body from the hellfire spears that did a number on her, Satan just floats up into the air and creates a massive ball of hellfire above his arms, feeding it with the black and red flames coating his body by the Demon Moon. And without giving any time to react, he drops both of his arms, sending the massive ball of hellfire down to crash into the three Knights in a massive explosion that destroys everything in the dome and even causes cracks to appear on the dome for a second before it shatters entirely.

All four of the Knights in the dome let out cries of pain, meanwhile Amelia senses Purple teleporting several kilometers away to avoid the attack entirely from her original place right outside of the dome.

We’re…

Amelia coughs out a mouthful of blood, finding that the man’s fireball purposefully only hit her at partial strength as if trying to spare her any chance of dying. And at the same time, Satan bursts out laughing as the air all around them is filled with black ash and black and red embers floating in the air.

“Try all you like, your level advantage means nothing against me and the Demon King’s power!!” Satan’s voice echoes out through the area.

…going to lose.


Chapter 88

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

A Spark to the Flame



Scarlet’s Room in the Demon King’s Castle

Raiden Akuma stands at the edge of Scarlet’s room with her hands held neatly in front of her and her eyes closed, her nine tails completely stationary behind her, merged so that they appear to be only a single tail as a matter of convenience. And she continues standing in silence as she listens to the ongoing events within the throne room, uncaring about whether or not she might draw Arkaz’s ire. Because she knows he would never harm her for a matter as simple as eavesdropping. Not when she’s been serving as his head maid for years upon years now, and not when her mother is the clan leader of one of the seven clans.

After several seconds of eavesdropping, she frowns ever so slightly, making a perfect mental image of the screen the Demon King is looking at showing the demon forces finally beginning to push past the clockwork golems made by the monster of the humans. Showing the humans beginning to lose the battle, and therefore the entire war.

And showing the Knights very nearly defeated, Black, Blue, and Red all lying on the ground struggling to get up while White barely manages to stand with her hand covering her gut, her hair completely unruly and one eye squeezed close from a major burn that runs partially into it.

This…

Akuma opens her eyes and glances at Scarlet, feeling a strange emotion running through her mind. One similar to her usual Greed making her want to play with the young girl as if she were her own little sister or child, but still different.

A feeling that has her unsure. One she has never felt before.

I want to…

She takes a step away from the wall closer to the bed before glancing back in the direction of the throne room, briefly noticing the Demon King’s attention turning to her. And when she notices his brief curiosity, the man not showing any indication that he rejects her current line of action, she focuses on Scarlet again and steps through the room, still maintaining her perfect posture and mannerisms.

Then when she reaches the bed, she plays a screen showing the current events on Earth and says, “Princess Scarlet, humanity will fall today if you do not wake up.”

Scarlet twitches at that but doesn’t show much other reaction.

Hmm… a little half-truth couldn’t hurt.

“Princess Scarlet, your friends may very well be in danger on Earth, as is your mother,” Akuma states, telling only a half-truth.

But Scarlet clearly doesn’t know that as she begins to shift as if in extreme discomfort, the black and red flames dancing across her body and the blood dripping from it growing more active as the flames grow and more blood drips, coating the bed. Then bright light shines from several random points on her body where Akuma suspects the girl is fixing her DNA, most of which being in her extremities. And the lights slowly begin to dim as well.

Looks like my job is done. She should now be using her Sin to control the Demon Light.

Akuma bows slightly towards the bed, then towards the Demon King who is smiling in the direction of the room, and then returns back to her corner of the room where she closes her eyes and retakes her original position again.



Scarlet
A few moments ago

I focus all of my attention on splitting my DNA, determined to finish it while I still have this boost in power. But out of nowhere, I hear a voice speaking. One that I unconsciously fear from my time with the kitsune.

“Princess Scarlet, humanity will fall today if you do not wake up,” Akuma says, making me pause for a second in my task at hand. I then continue pushing forwards again with more urgency.

I don’t know why she’s telling me this, but if there’s one thing I know about Akuma, it’s that she never lies. Or at least, she’s never lied to me.

Although she has told half-truths.

I push myself to separate my DNA as quickly yet still carefully as possible.

Then I hear her voice again and freeze in place.

“Princess, your friends may very well be in danger on Earth, as is your mother,” Akuma states, her strictly polite yet ambiguous voice echoing in my mind. And the moment I hear it, I feel something snap, along with the sound of my Sin of Pride shouting louder than ever before in my mind.

“DO NOT LET OTHERS TAKE WHAT IS UNDER YOUR PROTECTION!!!!”

And for the first time ever, I agree with it.

A shattering sound echoes in my mind as I feel a wave of power flood me along with a wave of heat to match it. There’s also a strange sensation as if my body is getting soaked in some sort of liquid, but I ignore that sensation as I focus on the power and begin shattering the fractured boundaries between strands of DNA back to back at a speed several dozen times faster than before.

I don’t know what the hell is going on out there, but I will not let them die!!!

Emotions I’ve never really felt before fill me from head to toe as memories of times I’ve spent with them – memories I didn’t care too much about before but now feel are important – fill my mind. And along with those memories, I feel a burning sense of Pride. One driving me to protect all those I consider my pack. My kin.

And as if driven by my Sin, the power I feel flooding me grows even stronger, finally making me realize what it is.

The only thing that is fed this strongly by a demon’s Sin.

Demon Light.

For the first time since I fell into the coma, I feel my lips quirking up to form a full grin as I push through shattering fracture after fracture between my DNA strands.

Time to finish this.

I’ve been asleep for long enough.


Chapter 89
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Blood Fall



Earth

All around the Earth, demons and humans clash amongst each other, slaughtering the other without reservations. Whether through magic, summoned creatures and objects, their bare claws and fists, or any other method they can find, the smell of blood fills the entire world. Demons emerging from Fractures, breaking past the barriers and into the cities thanks to their King’s Demon Light, more demons flooding the warzones and breaking past the human frontlines, and clashes between Class V demons all over the planet ripping up the terrain around them with abandon.

Screams echo from all corners of the world from both Guardian and demon alike as blood fills the lands. And amidst the chaos, one demon stands tall albeit with some exhaustion showing on his face and posture in the middle of a devastated land whose previous biome is now unidentifiable. Now all that can be seen of the land are random pools of water, scorched earth all around with an occasional black flame still flickering on the ground, random portions of the land seemingly having vanished without a trace, and pools of shadow to accompany the water.

All with blood soaking the ground for as far as the eye can see.

Meanwhile four of the five Knights of Humanity lie beaten on the ground in various states all over the land, with the fifth having retreated far enough away that all she can do is grimace at the spectacle.

Soon enough, Satan’s laughter echoes throughout the battle-torn land as the man spreads his arms out with a look of glee on his face and shouts, “This war is over!!!” Then he lowers his gaze again, narrowing it on the Red Knight of Humanity who is currently lying on the ground with the bones in his shoulders and knees shattered with holes running directly through him. “How about I start with the filthy little copycat?”

Satan slowly floats downwards to the ground with a trail of black and red flames still fueled by the Demon Light silently flowing behind him while dripping blood. And once he reaches the Red Knight of Humanity, he simply reaches down for the man whose glaring face hasn’t been weathered at all despite his injuries and grabs him by the neck, lifting him into the air.

“All of these years, you were there, taunting me the entire way,” Satan says, his voice a mere whisper now as he holds the Red Knight of Humanity in the air by the throat, feeling a rush of glee at the thought that he can finally kill him with but a mere clenching of his fists. “Yet I was never able to come out and deal with you without your little Knightly friends around to stop me.” A grin stretches across his face. “But now? Now’s different.”

The oni slowly begins to clench his fist, lightly digging his claws into the Knight’s neck and drawing blood in the process. “Now I have you in my clutches, and you won’t be enjoying a slow death.”

Noah’s eyes widen with realization before Satan sends a flood of hellfire straight into the wounds on Noah’s neck, making the man let out a bone-chilling scream that has the other Knights flinching at the pain filling it. And the scream continues echoing out as Satan’s hellfire gradually, in a controlled manner, burns away at the Red Knight of Humanity’s body and reality.

While Noah is screaming, Satan turns his gaze towards the other Knights, stating, “While I’m not allowed to permanently harm or kill the Blue or White Knights,” his gaze locks onto Black, “the rest of you are fair game.”

Then he just continues to burn the Red Knight gradually from the inside all while making sure the man stays alive throughout the process.

Out of nowhere, the Demon Moon above them flashes once, then twice, and then a third time.

Satan’s grin grows wider as he slows down in his act of burning the Red Knight and shouts, “It’s finally time! The time when the Demon Moon is at its highest!”

Above them, the Demon Moon, resting high at the center of the sky, begins to brighten until the crimson glow of the moon fills the entire planet regardless of obstacles blocking it. And along with the light, drops of blood begin to come from the moon at a faster pace, with even more drops forming in the air all over the planet and turning into a rain of blood.

“The end is nigh!!” Satan declares, his voice containing more than a little glee in it as he and every other demon on both Tartarus and Earth feel the effects of the Demon Light growing significantly if only for this brief period of time while the Demon Moon is at its highest point. Including the comatose girl lying within the Demon King’s Castle.

The Knights of Humanity all show real fear on their faces, with the exception of Blue who lacks the ability to feel most of that emotion beyond a small amount, as they gaze up at the Demon Moon high above, blood raining down all around them. However, Purple’s eyes begin to shine with a faint purple light, making her widen them before opening her terminal and quickly contacting someone.

Then, just a few minutes later while Satan is still toying with the Red Knight of Humanity, a loud thunderclap echoes in the area, following which a storm of red lightning starts thundering all around them.

Satan raises his head to look at the red lightning before asking the air, “You do understand that you stand no chance against me, much less other Class Vs, Monster of Humanity? Why bother with this?”

Isaac doesn’t answer, the man neither being within the vicinity nor caring about the oni’s words.

Purple glances back at her terminal and smiles at the words, ‘I will buy the time you requested, but one million credits will be charged to your account after this.’

Right when the red lightning begins to strike at Satan in order to distract him, a bright flash of red and black light shines out of the Demon King’s Castle on Tartarus. Out of a single extravagant bedroom.

As the Apex Predator opens her eyes for the first time in over a year.
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Awake



Scarlet

The last push I need comes in the form of a random jump in power from the Demon Light, making me assume that the moon just hit its peak. And as soon as I finish snapping the last fracture, my eyes shoot open and I find myself staring at the ceiling for a single second before everything scatters and I find my body separating into nothing but blood. Meanwhile several dings echo in my head from notifications, but I ignore them all and immediately move out of the room by flying through the air in the form of nothing but glowing red blood.

I completely ignore every demon I find as I rush through the air for a while until I find a Class IV Fracture and scatter myself into droplets of blood that mix into the blood rain. Then I sneak straight into the Class IV Fracture and onto Earth, not even stopping to question how I’m able to pass through without the help of a demon now.

After I pass through the Fracture, I pause for a moment to take in my surroundings, finding myself to be in a random city on Earth. So I quickly kill all of the demons surrounding me in an instant before rushing off through the air as fast as I can towards the frontlines. And as I fly through the air, I finally take a moment to look at my notifications and other System Messages since I don’t have anything else to do while flying.

Although I cut out some of the not important messages because they just flood my mind with unimportant things. Like leveling common rarity skills and a massive flood of kills.

{Five hundred Skill Points are awarded for surviving breaking past System Restraints and forcefully learning the Blood Manipulation and Blood Transformation achievement-locked skills. Do not do this again. This is your only warning. The price of the achievement-locked skills was taken directly from the System, leaving it unnecessary for you to spend Skill Points on them.}

{System Restraints have been reapplied to the User.}

{Three hundred Skill Points are awarded for surviving in a fight against a Class V while at Class IV.}

{Two hundred Skill Points are awarded for surviving a major wound to your reality.}

{One hundred and fifty Skill Points are awarded for slaughtering over one hundred thousand creatures in a single battle.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x2500 (Capped)

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 851. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 986. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 21.]

…

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 25.]

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 27.]

…

[Skill ‘Pain Diffusion’ has leveled up to level 30.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 25.]

…

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 27.]

[Skill ‘Blood Nullification’ has leveled up to level 16.]

…

[Skill ‘Blood Nullification’ has leveled up to level 19.]

[Skill ‘Rain of Blood’ has leveled up to level 14.]

…

[Skill ‘Rain of Blood’ has leveled up to level 17.]

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 27.]

…

[Skill ‘Blood Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 30.]

That is a lot of System Messages. And those two new skills sound really good just by the name alone. Although I’m pretty sure they’re what I’ve been using to fly through the air in the form of blood.

Which makes me wonder how I’m thinking right now without a physical brain, but I guess I’ll just leave that explanation to ‘it’s magic’ and leave it at that.

I continue letting the notifications flow, only half reading most of them since they’re mostly just notifications telling me about requirements being met and requirements that still need to be met to get Mythic and Title-Bearing Mythic skills. But since they aren’t directly useful for me, I ignore them for now, leaving them on the backburner to check out after this is over as I fly through the air past the ocean.

Considering the massive amount of Skill Points that I have right now, I go ahead and spend all of it before arriving, raising Gradual Corruption Nullification to level thirty using 520 SP, raising Blood Plague to level thirty with 705 SP, Crimson Overdrive to level thirty with another 520 SP, and Bloody Thorns and Blood Thirst to level thirty with another 1410 SP. All totaling to 3155 SP, leaving me with 495 SP remaining.

I’m rather surprised by how many demons in that army were high enough level to actually give me SP, since generally only demons at a certain level below me give me SP. I also didn’t realize there was a cap for the amount of SP you can get in a single battle.

Never killed that many higher-leveled demons in one fight before after all.

After thinking for a moment I decide to bring both Blood Shadow and Blood Retribution to level 20, spending another 360 SP in the process.

Which leaves me with 135 SP remaining. And after another glance at the notifications, specifically one of them, I decide to leave it be and not use the rest right now. Because upgrading a skill will reset it back to level 1, and even a skill of that rarity at level one would be worse than the current skill at the maxed level. And I need the skill for this.

I continue flying across the ocean until I arrive at the mainland of the Eastern continent, feeling exhausted for some reason despite not having a body right now. Probably due to holding this transformation for so long.

So after making it back to the mainland, I gather all of the blood making up my form and merge it back together, soon reforming my body as it was before. Albeit with a lot more power after I distribute my free points from all those level-ups.

Then, after quickly checking my armor and fortunately finding it on my body as it should be, I transform into my quadrupedal beast form and begin charging off through the land while enhancing my hearing to the max, completely uncaring of the very minimal amount of pain I feel from it after dealing with reality damaging pain.

It doesn’t take me long to find Satan with my hearing that can now span half an entire continent in range, but what I hear along with it surprises me.

Isaac’s fighting him? That’s unexpected.

I immediately begin rushing in that direction, breaking the sound barrier in my charge.

As I run though, I can’t help but wonder about something. Something that’s been bothering me for a while now.

Where the heck is Tar?


Chapter 91
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Arrival and Challenge



The In-Between

“This meeting is now over,” King Oberon declares as he and every last one of the princes and princesses of the fae float in the In-Between, in the Void, right in front of a large breach where void creatures are starting to make their way out and into the void. But as they are merely the bottom feeders of the void creatures, they avoid the group of Royal Fae without hesitation.

Tar feels anxious as he awaits the final words his father gives, wanting more than anything to return to check on the war between the demons and the humans, since the last time he checked, the humans were losing badly.

A couple seconds pass as the Fae King looks over the royals before he states, “Make sure to inform all of your contracted partners of this news. You are now dismissed.”

Without any hesitation, Tar immediately returns to Earth where he was before his father called for the fae royals. And what he finds is a wasteland in the place of Republic’s Military Headquarters, with the Knights all defeated and Satan fighting to get to the Red Knight, who is being protected by crimson lightning. Crimson lightning that Tar can’t figure out the source of.

Tar bounces back and forth in the air, wishing he could help somehow. But he knows that if he were to get too close to the battle, even if Satan noticed him before his magic vaporized Tar, all Satan would likely do is send Tar to the demons for his own safety.

He wouldn’t stop the fighting.

Please wake up soon Scarlet!

Ever since she entered her coma, Tar has felt lost. And if it weren’t for Amelia asking Tar if he wanted to go with her while waiting for Scarlet to wake up, he probably would’ve still been at her bedside, lost in his own weakness. Weakness that allowed his contracted partner to get hurt so badly her own soul was almost ripped apart.

His own failure to get past the lunatic’s barrier and contact the Demon King sooner.

Tar continues watching the battle, hoping against hope that something might save the Knights. That something might save the humans before the demons fully win the war.

He’s already felt his contract with Scarlet weakening over the past year thanks to the reality damage she took, even if it’s still holding on and merely needs a bit of her mana given to him willingly to repair. And now he has to sit by and watch as what she’s been fighting to achieve for a long time now comes crashing down while she herself isn’t even capable of helping.

Tar feels tears beginning to form in his eyes. Something he didn’t even realize was possible.

Satan continues striking blow after blow against the crimson lighting, gradually pushing the massive force of weaker magic back until it can no longer do anything and simply vanishes, the source apparently deciding to pull back. Then the oni directs his full undistracted attention to Red as he grabs the Red Knight by the throat and proceeds to burn him alive with his hellfire, keeping him alive in the process.

But Tar can tell it won’t last long just by how Red’s voice is growing weaker in his screams.

Everything around him feels like it’s beginning to slow down to a halt as Tar watches the hope of humanity begin to die. Because he knows that if even one of the Knights dies, especially one of the combat focused ones, humanity will lose any sliver of a chance it had of winning against the demons.

The other Knights all try to rush to save him now despite their own injuries making it incredibly difficult for any of them to move.

Even Tar begins to move towards him in a feeble attempt to stop Satan. But he pauses almost instantly when he feels a faint resonance coming from his bond.

Then a loud howl echoes out through the area, stopping everything and everyone in their tracks.

Silence fills the area as everyone looks around. Satan even stopped burning the Red Knight in the process, while the other Knights all stopped moving towards him.

No one hears anything for several seconds before finally, a sonic boom echoes through the area and a wave of wind along with it as a large beast appears standing in the middle of the devastated land. One that has tears flowing down Tar’s face even faster than before.

But these tears are happy ones.

The beast is three meters in height and four in length, with black fur streaked in crimson. Meanwhile red and black lightning arcs across its body, its eyes glowing a blazing red as it lets out a low snarl.

As she lets out a low snarl.

Satan stares at her in shock along with the other Knights, but Tar just reaches out through their bond now that they’re close enough, instantly feeling Scarlet reaffirm their bond by somehow giving him mana without even touching him.

That’s when he notices a tiny drop of blood leaving his body and returning to Scarlet.

The oni flat out drops the Red Knight of Humanity, making him fall down to the ground while letting off red and black smoke. Unconscious, but still alive.

Then Satan’s face takes a turn as he sighs at the same time that Scarlet deactivates her transformation and returns to her human form, somehow floating up into the air to a point several meters away from Satan at the same elevation. And Satan mutters, “Guess I have no choice.”

Tar frowns at his words, only for Scarlet to speak, “Did you have fun playing around during my nap?”

And Tar can truly feel the anger behind her words. Anger he’s never heard from her before. Not at this degree.

To Tar’s surprise, Satan just looks up into the sky with something akin to resignation, then he looks at Scarlet again and says, “His Majesty suspected something like this might happen.”

“Oh?” Scarlet utters, clenching and unclenching her claws slightly in the process as if having difficulty controlling her anger. “And what did dear old Grandpa say about this?”

Tar’s eyes widen in surprise at Scarlet’s usage of the word Grandpa instead of her usual Gramps.

Oh she’s hella pissed.

“If the Princess awakens and arrives before the moon falls and the last drop of blood is shed, she is bound to be a lot stronger than she was before her coma,” Satan says as if he were quoting the Demon King. “So you are to give her a test of your own making. And should she pass this test,” Satan’s eyes narrow. “You are to withdraw all forces back for the time being and not strike again until one month after the assault.”

Silence fills the area as shock spreads to every last person in the devastated lands. Even Scarlet shows extreme shock at the order.

The silence is eventually broken when Satan states, no longer quoting the Demon King, “And I have a test prepared just for you should you wish to accept it.” His eyes narrow. “But know this. Should you accept my test, I will not save you even if you are to die as is the oni way.”

Scarlet stares at him for several seconds before asking, “The test?”

Satan grins and spreads both of his arms out as he raises his voice, his words echoing all throughout the continent, throughout the warzones, “Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, should you manage to defeat a Class V demon whose exact level is of your own choosing, then the demon forces will withdraw and not attack the humans even if a Fracture appears on Earth for the period of one month!!!” His grin grows wider and he narrows his eyes. “Do you accept?!”

No one says a single word for nearly ten seconds before, to Tar’s and Amelia’s horror, and even Satan’s own horror, Scarlet opens her mouth and answers, “I accept.”
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Scarlet

I find it more than a little amusing to see the horror on Satan’s face at my answer, the man obviously not having expected me to actually accept the offer. But then again, I guess that’s normal considering I’m a Class IV against a Class V.

They seem to be underestimating just how much stronger I’ve gotten though.

All of my legendary skills have significantly climbed in level, even if none of the purchased ones are anywhere near max level unlike the inherent and achievement-locked ones. And what matters the most in battle aren’t levels or even Classes.

It’s skills.

Just that no one, not even the Demon King, ever had powerful enough skills to challenge Class V at Class IV.

But no one ever had Apex Predator and an entire lineup of thirteen legendary skills at levels as high as I have. Nor did they have a freehand skill like Blood Manipulation, or an Elemental Shifting skill like Blood Transformation.

“You have…” Tar mutters, reminding me that our bond reaffirmed as his conflicting sounding voice echoes in my head.

Don’t worry Tar, I’m not being reckless. I know exactly what I’m doing.

Just to sate some of his worry, I open my status for him to see. And he immediately freezes and gapes at it when he does.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Titles:
	The Apex Predator

	Age: 21	Level: 986	SP: 135
	Stats:

	Physical: 2,994	Mental: 2,993	Magical: 2,993
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 13,884,975.95/ 13,884,975.95	Free Points/Level: 5
	Active Skills:

	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 27	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 25	Description
	Blood Nullification	Skill Level: 19	Description
	Rain of Blood	Skill Level: 17	Description
	Blood Transformation	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Metallicized Blood
	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Empowerment	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Blood Swarm	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Beast Transformation	Skill Level Static	Description
	Metallicized Blood Claws	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Life Absorption	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Pull	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Chains	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Diffusion	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Crimson Overdrive	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 20	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: 30	Description
	Blood Manipulation	Skill Level: 10	Description
	Blood Aura	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Absorption	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Sanguine Effect	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Life Sense	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Apex Predator	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 30	Description
			


Also, I unlocked another mythic skill, but this one isn’t a Title-Bearing one.

Tar stays frozen for a while as Satan snaps out of his stupor and exclaims, “Are you serious?! I won’t be assisting you, even if you die!”

I nod my head in response with a smile, answering rather simply, “I know.”

Satan grits his teeth with a look of panic on his face, but he doesn’t say anything else. Probably because he knows he can’t really say anything else.

I’m betting he made this challenge thinking I wouldn’t accept it since I could actually die from it, leaving me stuck to watch as he finishes off the Knights and captures humanity as a whole. But now he probably thinks I’m gonna end up dying here because of a challenge he made.

Sorry but also not sorry.

I glance at Amelia before looking at Tar. Then I focus on the sounds of the remaining screams I hear all around the continent despite the fighting having halted upon Satan’s challenge.

He deserves more than just being afraid of accidentally leading his own Princess to her death.

Several awkward seconds pass as Tar begins clinging onto my neck, having landed on my shoulder. But no one says anything during that time. Not even Tar. He just clings onto me like his life depended on it.

Poor guy.

I stroke his fur, making him tense up for a second before relaxing.

Eventually Satan starts speaking again, albeit through gritted teeth and with what sounds like more than a little difficulty, “What level Noble do you wish to fight.”

It didn’t take me long to do the math, and I’ll have an easier time against a demon at level 1086 than I would a demon at level 1001 simply due to Apex Predator giving me a +100% stat boost against the level 1086 rather than the +50% boost against a level 1001.

So with that in mind, I answer with a rather sinister smile, “Give me a demon at least at level 1086.”

“Scarlet!!!” I hear Amelia shout along with Black. Even Purple raises her voice, which is more than a little surprising.

Meanwhile Satan gets a dead look in his eyes.

Serves him right.

He doesn’t even try to convince me otherwise this time as he snaps his fingers, following which several seconds pass in silence. Then a blazing black and red fireball appears over the horizon and quickly arrives, revealing a Noble demon I really wasn’t expecting. Almost as if he’s trying to make things easier for me.

|Atropa gel’Drana – Nightshade – Level 1089|

The demon that he reveals is a few levels higher than I stated but still close enough that I don’t care. It’s probably because there wasn’t a demon exactly at level 1086 within the army or something, so there’s no use mentioning it. But the demon in question is actually a summoner demon.

I smirk.

He’s trying to help me out now just to save both his life and my own. Since if it’s a summoner, then I can build up Blood Thirst stacks. Stacks that are far more powerful now than they were before thanks to the level being twice the level it was before.

With those stacks along with the +100% boost from Apex Predator I could actually match the Class V in stats, albeit only barely.

“No! I won’t let this happen!” I hear Amelia shout, only for some sort of muzzle made out of hellfire to appear around her mouth. One that she repeatedly nullifies only for him to reapply it without trouble.

I don’t stop him from doing it either, since it won’t be very fun to fight while she’s constantly trying to shout at me despite being too weak right now to do anything.

“Don’t die,” Tar mutters, sounding afraid but somehow still certain that I’ll win. Because I know he’d be literally tearing at me with tooth and nail until he dragged me away if he thought I’d lose.

Don’t worry, I’m not gonna lose this fight.

“Are both fighters ready?” Satan states, only for the nightshade Noble to immediately shake his head and look like he wants to leave. But just seconds later, without Satan even saying anything, his eyes start flashing with a bright red light, the black ghostly creature that looks almost like a black shadow having its Sin of Pride challenged.

Makes sense. My Sin of Pride would likely go crazy at the mere idea of running from someone at a lower Class than me, even if I knew rationally that I’d die if I didn’t.

Eventually the shadowy creature lets out a roar, its mouth opening to reveal sharp, black teeth, and Satan declares, “Then this will be a fight to the death between the Princess of the Demons and the Baroness Atropa gel’Drana!” He then drops his arm, shouting, “Begin!”

Without a hint of hesitation, the two of us rush straight at each other.

And the real most difficult battle of my life – not that mockery of a battle against the lunatic – begins in earnest.

A battle that will decide the fate of humanity.
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Stacks



Scarlet

I first start the battle by testing out the nightshade’s strength with a clawed strike directly meeting its fist, which ends up sending me flying away. But the difference is not insurmountable this time, and I left a single small scratch on the demon with my attack despite my wrist and arm bones kind of snapping.

“Only kind of?” Tar mutters, sounding like he’s starting to get back to his usual self. Albeit slowly.

My wounds heal almost instantly with my maxed-out Blood Regeneration, proving exactly why I’ve met the requirements to advance it to Lycan’s Regeneration. And at the same time, I transform my body into blood and reform myself instantly a few meters away, avoiding a powerful strike from the nightshade that causes the ash on the ground to rise.

Out of the corner of my eye, I find all the Knights and Satan all looking rather surprised at my use of Blood Transformation. But then the nightshade finally narrows its glowing red eyes at me and roars, making darkness spread out over the area as beasts of all shapes and sizes rise from the ground made of pure solidified darkness.

Just what I was waiting for.

Blood Thirst now resets after three minutes of me not killing anything, and the boost is an entire percent per kill. Although I don’t know if the limit on how many stacks I can get is the same as it was before. Which was about two hundred and fifty stacks at once.

I grin before immediately spreading my arms out and using Blood Manipulation on all of the blood in the area to raise it all into the air and form weapons with it. And immediately after that, I use Rain of Blood to pour plague-filled rain down around us that I merge with the weapons, giving each and every weapon every single plague in the set.

Everyone in the area except for the nightshade who is currently lost to his Pride Sin shows various different expressions of shock at the sight of me using a direct manipulation skill. One of the most powerful skills in existence since it lets you directly manipulate your magic to a degree. With limits obviously.

After filling the sky with hundreds of plagued blades of blood, I send them flying down at the army of creatures made from darkness, skewering them all. But since they’re made by a Class V, my attacks don’t kill them. They do severely weaken them though, and I take that chance to transform back into my quadrupedal beast form and attack, tearing them apart now that they’re weakened. And each and every one I kill raises my stats by a single percentage, making it easier and easier to kill the others until I’m on par with them in terms of pure brute force.

Although that wasn’t until after taking wounds severe enough to kill a normal person. Wounds that only end up being minor inconveniences to my maxed-out Blood Regeneration.

So I continue slaughtering the nightshade’s minions, occasionally transforming into blood and reforming myself several meters away whenever the nightshade itself tries to attack me.

Good thing Satan sent it into a frenzy, otherwise I wouldn’t be able to kite it like this.

That aside, this is the most fun I’ve had in over a year!

“Well duh,” Tar mutters, sounding like he’s gotten over his shock at how powerful I’ve become. “But… uh… how?”

Or not.

Now isn’t exactly the time to be catching you up. Just know that I got two new legendary skills and can upgrade Blood Regeneration to the mythic skill Lycan Regeneration. Although I’m waiting on upgrading it till after the battle since it’ll make the skill weaker at level 1 even if it’s a mythical. Or at least it probably will.

“It’s hard to tell with mythical upgrades,” Tar comments, “I’ve heard that some do get worse at level one and significantly better at higher levels again, and others just get significantly better right away.”

Yeah. Best not to test which one Lycan’s Regeneration will be when it could make this fight a lot harder.

I continue to slaughter the nightshade’s summons as it summons more and more of them, seemingly never stopping. And at some point, I start using Blood Swarm – a skill I don’t use often – to summon manifestations of blood to fight them when I’ve killed enough that my stats almost equal the nightshade.

Almost being the key word as I still need to use Blood Transformation to get away from it.

It’s just too bad that none of these summons give me any EXP. Although I guess that is probably a good thing in the end, since if I did level up then I wouldn’t be one hundred levels below the nightshade anymore. So I’d lose my +100% bonus, along with any chance I had to not die.

I continue slaughtering the nightshade’s summons for a bit, racking up almost all of the stacks possible, only to be stopped when the nightshade finally loses its patience and sends a wave of darkness outwards from it, covering the entire wasteland and sending me flying. But I manage to grit my teeth and land on my feet, the various wounds I got from it recovering quickly enough as I sprint forwards and continue slaughtering more summons.

Five more.

A slash straight across the throat of a beast-like beast of darkness.

Four.

A head ripped off of another with nothing but my jaws.

Three.

One more head ripped off, but with my claws this time.

Two.

And another beast slashed across the throat.

One.

I grin and jump straight over a few humanoid creatures of darkness before landing smack dab on top of a beast-like one and tearing out its throat, finding the message I’m looking for appear in my vision. But this time with a surprise.

[Blood Thirst Effect applied. Stack is now 250. You have reached the maximum number of stacks you can have at once. Stacks will not reset for ten minutes regardless of kills made by the user.]

Oh? That’s a nice new addition to the skill.

My grin grows wider, and I finally focus my full attention on the nightshade. Only to quickly realize that there are too many summons to do that.

Then again, the thing is a summoning focused demon.

Annoying.

I sprint forward to continue the massacre.
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What is Common Sense?



High up in the Air Above the Wasteland

Satan watches on as the Princess fights the random demon whose name Satan doesn’t even remember. And all Satan can feel is a vicious mixture of two strong emotions.

Extremely strong fear.

And shock.

By the Demon King… she’s actually fighting on par with a Class V… while at Class IV…

The demon in charge of the current assault finds himself unsure of how to take this. Because not once in history has a being ever been able to cross the boundaries to kill a Class V while at Class IV. Not even the Demon King could do it, nor assassins who had every possible advantage they could get.

But now he feels as if he’s watching history, a vague spark of hope filling his eyes. One mixed with a small amount of bitterness.

Because he knows that no matter what happens, he loses. If the Princess dies to his challenge, he’ll be ostracized by every last demon on Tartarus and possibly even killed. No, most likely killed.

And if the Princess wins against his challenge, then he will be required to retreat. All of the work they just did, all of the demons they sacrificed to do so, will be lost. And they won’t be able to attack again for an entire month, which is more than enough time for the humans to regain their control. Especially since Satan failed to kill one of the Knights before she got there.

All because I was messing around…

Satan grits his teeth and glares in the direction of the Red Knight, who is only barely managing to retain his consciousness after having woken up due to the battle.

After a few seconds though he returns his gaze back to the chaos going on down below him.

All throughout the battlefield, hundreds of creatures made of darkness can be seen running around while battling with thousands of creatures made of blood. Meanwhile the Princess tries to fight against the nightshade without much success since it’s now hiding amongst the summons, occasionally jumping out and attacking her like a nightshade normally would do against an equal opponent. Unlike what it’s been doing up till now, which it only does against weaker opponents.

Satan specifically chose a nightshade as her opponent because of several reasons.

For one, a nightshade has blood despite appearing to be made out of pure darkness, and so do its minions. Something that nightshades often confuse people about. So the Princess’s blood magic will work on them.

For two, a nightshade is a summoner and stealth focused combat specialist. They like to summon hordes of shades and hide amongst them while slowly whittling down their opponents, taking any chance they can to assassinate them if possible. Meaning the Princess will be able to use that skill she has that lets her grow stronger from killing enemies.

Lastly, nightshades are demons of the Sin of Pride, and Pride demons are the easiest to force into a duel like this.

Satan continues watching the fight as the nightshade occasionally moves in and deals a blow against the Princess before backing away again before she can respond. A process that repeats itself over and over again, the Princess’s speed still not being a match for the nightshade’s strongest capability. Even with her seemingly being finished preparing.

Damnit, just how-

His thoughts cut off when the Princess – still in her beast form – suddenly raises her front two legs and lets out a loud roar, making a massive field of white energy appear out of nowhere in front of her. And as if they were puppets cut from a string, the shades inside of the field of white energy just collapse onto the ground. Then several more of these fields appear all around the wasteland as well.

But Satan can’t help but notice how her own blood summons are also falling to the ground and turning into nothing but blood when they touch the fields as well.

Right. She has null magic.

Satan feels a faint wave of relief fill him at that thought.

Then he notices something he hadn’t noticed before.

Every time the nightshade strikes at the Princess, the nightshade seems to flinch as well. As if it was also taking damage alongside the Princess.

Satan’s eyes widen as he remembers one particular skill the Princess has. One that he had somehow forgotten about.

The one that deals damage back to those who attack her at a fixed rate.

With that skill… she might just pull this off.

The Lord of Hellfire’s son almost can’t believe he actually thought that, even though he truly believes it.

A child accomplishing what the Demon King failed to do.

Killing a Class V while at Class IV.

The mere idea is thought of as an impossibility by everyone, demon or human. With no exceptions to that rule outside of stupid idiots who end up dying in their attempt instead after pissing off a Noble demon.

But now a blood lycan child of no older than twenty-one years old may very well succeed. And not just in killing a Class V while at Class IV, but killing a Class V while not even at the level cap of Class IV. A Class V who isn’t even at the bottom of Class V.

It’s just absurd!

And that’s not even considering her new Elemental Shifting and Manipulation skills. Something most Nobles never get, much less a demon at Class IV.

Satan begins to feel himself briefly questioning his common sense as he watches the Princess continue her fight with the nightshade whose name he still can’t remember. But then he blinks as he begins to wonder if His Majesty is watching them right now.

Probably is.

The oni briefly glances over at the Knights who he started to float into the air at some point just to keep their disabled selves out of the way of the battle. Then he focuses on the battle again right as the Princess does something unexpected.

She stops in the middle of the wasteland and seems to just let the nightshade score a direct hit on her. But not before she begins to glow with a bright red light.

What is she doing now?!
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The Long Game



Scarlet

I feel absolutely nothing as Pain Diffusion takes away all of the pain as the nightshades claws cut a large chunk straight out of my back and through my side. But on the other side of the coin, Blood Retribution and Bloody Thorns leave the nightshade screeching in pain as it hurriedly rushes back again while trailing along a trail of bloody steam. And after just half a minute, my wound fully heals, leaving me back to searching for the nightshade.

This could work.

Considering how much the nightshade slowed down after that attack in terms of its rate of attacking in general, it’s either wounded and recovering slowly, or it’s smarter than I thought it would be. But despite that, I continue to use Blood Retribution against it every time I sense it coming in for an attack, even if it’s too fast for me to dodge. And every time it lets out a screech of pain.

But at the same time, I know this won’t be enough to kill it. At most I’ll be making it anemic. Not killing it.

Especially a nightshade, whose blood is special in that its body doesn’t necessarily need blood to run at all times. Sure it’ll die eventually without blood, but it can last quite a while without it.

A random fact I learned at the university back when I actually went that I never thought I’d need to know.

Not sure how that works exactly though. Don’t really care either.

The two of us continue our little dance with the creature very gradually slowing down its speed. Almost to a point that I can actually keep up with it.

By now though, the creature seems to be beginning to summon fewer and fewer shades to help it. Likely a sign that its mana is starting to run low so it’s preserving it.

I on the other hand manage to use a mana potion to restore my mana, giving me an edge over the nightshade who is too-

My thoughts are interrupted when I see a flash of blue light shining from amidst the shades, following which more shades appear.

Oh.

“You spoke too soon,” Tar comments.

It used a mana potion too. How it managed to do that while lost in its Sin is beyond me, but it did it.

This battle… might take longer than I hoped.

I sigh at that before noticing the Noble approaching again and letting the nightshade hit me right after using Blood Retribution. Then the whole process of it steaming blood happens again, following which it vanishes amongst its shades like an annoying pest.

The battle continues on and on, but one thing is changing throughout it still.

I grin as I see the nightshade finally slowing down enough for me to actually dodge it. But I don’t dodge it. Instead I turn slightly, letting its claw pass harmlessly by me before I grab its arm and toss it, making it hit the ground only for the thing to immediately back away and vanish into a wall of darkness that appears out of nowhere.

It’s still accumulating plagues for days from me.

The nightshade has to be in severe pain right now from the dozens of plagues the thing has.

We continue our dance for quite a while, me switching back to taking all of its hits and using Blood Retribution. But instead of only taking the hits, I’ve also started attempting to counterattack the thing. To very little success.

The nightshade is clearly still able to lucidly react, unlike the demons I’ve fought before who were lost to their Sin.

Then again, this is the first Noble demon I’ve ever fought or seen lost to their Sin before. So it might just have a different effect on them.

Eventually I just scowl and push Crimson Overdrive to the max, burning a massive amount of life energy that far surpasses the amount I’m stealing from the nightshade and its shades. Then I finally manage to return and attack by doing that when it next strikes, only to not actually do as much damage as I was hoping.

I definitely deal damage, but only five claw marks that drag on across it extending about an inch or so deep.

A very much nonfatal wound that cost me who knows how much life energy to deal.

That’s incredibly annoying.

After that I stop retaliating and instead focus on dodging its attacks when I can since life energy isn’t regenerated anywhere near as quickly as my body. So I just dodge and drain its own life energy instead for a while.

This process continues on for what feels like hours as I gradually restore my life energy while trying to save up my mana a bit too. Because mana potions have a limit. A limit I know all too well.

From my judgement, I should only be able to use a few more mana potions, and if this battle continues to drag on, I might end up in even worse shape than the last battle. Mostly because I won’t have Gramps here to heal me since he can’t exactly come to Earth.

And even if I ended up winning the battle through that, it’s not exactly worth dying. It would be like winning the battle just to lose the war.

After all, what would the humans do without me at this point? They’d lose the war even with that one month window.

Gramps would be pissed too.

Oh, and Satan would probably be dead via angry Gramps.

“Good to see you haven’t changed much since you fell unconscious,” Tar says, sounding vaguely amused. Then he adds, “And I’m glad to see you actually have a sense of self-preservation now. Sorta.”

Yep.

Also, I’m very much not looking forward to when I have to feel all this pain later.

“It’s your fault for fighting like that,” Tar says with a snort.

Blame Gramps for making the fighting style like this.

“No, I blame you for your skill set,” Tar retorts, making me smirk as I duck under an assassination attempt by the nightshade that goes straight for my throat. Something it started doing when it was losing strength in its attacks and seems to be panicking, rushing to kill me. And making its attacks more sloppy.

After a few seconds of pursing my lips in thought, looking at my total mana that is just a bit above 70%, and dealing with the surrounding shades, tearing them to shreds, I eventually jump backwards and let out a roar.

I can recover with a potion after this.

So let’s see how it deals with Blood of Ruin.
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Final Gambit



Scarlet

Blood of Ruin activates just like always, but this time it feels stronger than my previous uses. Probably because I leveled it up quite a bit in my fight against the lunatic’s mad army.

Everything proceeds like normal with the power boost, the blood orbs appearing in the air, the spikes, the lines, but despite all of that, I find myself staring wide-eyed in shock as the nightshade actually comes out with just its arm from the elbow on being cut off.

Somehow the nightshade managed to dodge almost all of the blood of ruin, with the lone exception of one big line that ended up destroying a large chunk of its arm up to the elbow. And even after watching the entire thing happen, I still can’t figure out how it did it.

By now the entire area is filled with blood of ruin all over the ground, the Knights having been brought up into the air long ago by Satan for their own protection. Which is ironic considering his previous attempts to kill them.

I pant in exhaustion while reaching for a potion before I gulp it down, restoring my mana to max capacity with the potion that cost more than an entire Association. Then I take in a deep breath and begin chasing after the demon again, soon finding the Noble to have slowed down a bit more thanks to its lost limb. And it also isn’t attacking me as often.

The two of us continue our little dance for a while all the way till my mana goes back to a little above 70% of my capacity again, at which point I reuse Blood of Ruin.

This time the nightshade loses a large chunk out of its side, making a very dark black blood slowly flow out into the air. But just like with its arm, the wound seals up and he backs up again, slower than before.

I barely manage to hold myself up as I reach for another mana potion and down the thing, restoring my mana again with another fortune. Then I push myself back to my feet and find the wound on the nightshade, who actually hasn’t left my sight yet, starting to close up a little.

At the same time though, the shades around us start vanishing, the creature’s little army shrinking in the process, especially as my blood of ruin tears away at their feet from the ground.

I glance at the nightshade’s feet to find a barrier surrounding them, blocking the blood of ruin from making contact.

For some reason, I feel as if I can’t take another potion. As if my tolerance for potions was reduced.

That’s not good.

I grit my teeth at the feeling of weakness all throughout my body before I quickly make a null magic field appear around the nightshade, disabling the barrier around its feet and making the blood of ruin start corroding them. But the Noble quickly vanishes, turning into darkness before it reappears outside of the field.

We continue this little game over and over again until I realize how pointless it is, since the blood of corruption on the ground isn’t condensed enough to do much damage beyond a minor burn.

“Scarlet…” Tar mutters, sounding like he’s growing afraid.

And he has some reason to, since I don’t exactly have much left to do.

I pant in exhaustion before muttering, “To hell with this battle…” and rushing straight at the Noble again and activating Blood of Ruin once more.



High above the Battlefield

Noah slowly opens his eyes again, struggling to keep his attention on the battle as Amelia’s daughter rushes forwards once more and uses that Blood of Ruin skill for a third time. But just like with the other two uses, it only deals minimal damage to the Noble, even if this use hits it twice instead of just once.

No…

The Red Knight knows very well just from the sight of the girl who is covered from head to toe in blood, her beast form transformation having been forcibly canceled as she stands in her lycan form. She can barely even stand up straight, and he can sense the beginnings of potion poisoning coming from her.

Despite Noah’s demeanor, he knows very well how Scarlet is the last hope of humanity. If she dies here, then all of Earth is doomed, whether it’s due to the demon threat taking them over or because of the Demon King’s rage.

Is this how the war is going to end? With a lost duel? One that I’m not even a part of?

Noah grits his teeth, and out of the corner of his eye he notices almost all of the Knights doing the same. Even the Blue Knight can be seen with the vaguest hint of emotion in his eyes. Something that shouldn’t be possible.

He and the other Knights of Humanity all watch on as Scarlet barely keeps herself standing, feeling exhausted, low on mana, and still faced with a Noble in front of her. Even if the Noble is missing an arm and a leg, with a chunk of its other arm having been lost.

Silence fills the entire area as the two stand off against each other, the only noise being that of Scarlet once in a while killing one of the shades to keep up her kill streak skill. And the silence stretches on for what feels like ages to Noah.

Then something happens that surprises everyone, including the nightshade.

A large screen appears above them made out of blood showing their battle, directly beneath the Demon Moon. As if the Demon King wanted everyone to watch this.

Right after that, Scarlet’s eyes begin to glow even brighter. So bright that Noah has to squint slightly as the light shines all over the battlefield.

And to Noah’s absolute shock, all of the blood filling the entire battlefield, both blood of ruin and otherwise, floats up into the air as Scarlet coughs out a mouthful of blood with a determined and extremely pissed off look on her face.

Noah feels his mouth dropping open slightly at the sight, but it doesn’t stop there. All of the blood turns into what must be millions of blades, each filled with plagues and blood of ruin and even the blood from the Demon Moon, and all pointed towards the Noble.

With one last cough of a massive amount of blood, wounds opening up all over the Princess’s body from the overtaxing of her mind and body, she raises one arm and then drops it again.

Sending all of the blades straight at the Noble under the eyes of the Knights and Satan, along with billions of other people all over the world who are watching through the screen.
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The Start of a New Beginning



Scarlet

I feel my entire body ripping apart as I expend more of my life energy than I’ve ever used before empowering Blood Manipulation. And it’s not just that. I also use up the power from the Demon Moon high in the sky to enhance it, along with the life energy I’m draining from the nightshade itself.

All to control every last bit of blood in the area and enhance it, pointing it all straight at the nightshade.

And as my body is ripping apart, wounds opening up all over from my life energy going down below any sort of healthy level making it devour parts of my own body just to survive, I drop my arm, sending every last blade of blood straight at the nightshade.

The nightshade lets out a horrific screech as it fails to dodge the attack, its body too badly crippled for it to do anything now just like my own. So every last blade breaks through its already corroded skin and body armor, spreading plague after plague along with blood of ruin throughout its body.

I feel my body weaken more and more throughout the process, but I continue standing strong despite it.

It’s at times like these that I’m really glad Pain Diffusion reached its max level.

Still not looking forward to feeling this later though.

I continue draining my own life energy to power the skill as blade after blade after blade pierce into the nightshade, eventually turning it into nothing but a mass of discolored blood. Like a giant ball of corruption, having colors ranging from red, to black, to green, and even yellow all in it.

Rather disgusting if I’m being honest. Also probably enough to wipe out an entire city of millions of humans.

At some point blood literally begins to exit through the pores on my body, but I ignore it. Even after I feel a constant flow of blood coming from my mouth, nose, and even eyes, I still push harder.

I won’t stop until it is dead.

Who knows how long passes as the orb of blood, all of the blades having just merged into one giant orb, continues to writhe and ripple as if devouring something. And throughout the entire process, I feel my body growing weaker and weaker, eventually leading to me falling down to one knee and supporting myself with a hand on the ground.

Time continues to pass with nothing but the sound of writhing liquid mixed with the occasional screech coming muffled from inside of the orb.

Eventually my vision starts to grow blurry, then the edges become dark. And slowly the darkness begins to spread inwards.

Right when everything finally fades from view, I hear a ding echoing in my head, making a faint smile emerge on my face.

And the last thing I hear is someone shouting my name alongside Tar’s own voice as he whispers, “You did well, Scarlet.”



All over the World
Moments Ago

Every last human and demon across both Earth and Tartarus watch on silently as the Princess tears herself apart with her last attack on the Noble demon. When they first saw the massive screen appear, they were shocked. But then their shock was overwhelmed by fear for their Princess and – for the humans – fear for the human race as a whole.

Because they knew this battle would determine the fate of humanity. Both in the long-run and the short-term.

Eventually, after the battle had extended on for a while, all of the humans and demons watching couldn’t feel anything other than surprise. Surprise at how strong the Princess had become. At the realization that she might truly have a chance at winning.

And now, as they watch their Princess tear herself apart, they can’t bring themselves to say anything.

Wound after wound continues appearing all over her body before she drops to one knee, barely supporting herself. All the way till the orb of blood collapses and she too with it.

But before the humans and demons can despair at their Princess’s inevitable death for losing the duel, a Universal Notification appears in front of them all, shocking them.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has become the very first being in the universe to defeat a Class V being while at Class IV.
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Several seconds pass in utter silence before every last human and demon all across the worlds roar out their excitement, making applause echo throughout both worlds. And for once, both the demons and humans are united in their excitement. For once, they share the same thoughts.

Meanwhile one demon floating high above the battlefield lets out a sigh, Satan not having expected this outcome when he proposed the challenge. But he at least knows that even if he will have to retreat, and likely won’t get the chance to lead the demons against the humans again with The Reaper’s planned arrival in several years’ time and the lack of any other Demon Moons any time soon, he will at least not be punished.

And near that demon, all five of the Knights of Humanity show relief of their own, for different reasons. The White Knight lets loose tears as she silently cries. The Red Knight just grins for a few seconds before finally allowing the darkness to take him, making him lose consciousness at last. The Purple Knight just nods her head. The Blue Knight gives the barest hint of a smile for the first time in decades. And the Black Knight gives a short whoop of excitement before falling unconscious right away just like the Red Knight.

Within a castle on Tartarus located high in the air above a vast ocean of blood, the Blood Calamity can’t help but sigh as well. A sigh of relief. Then he grins and transforms into his beast form at which point he lets out a loud howl that echoes throughout the Bloody Duchy. And just seconds later, every last blood lycan on Tartarus joins in the howl, even including the Demon King himself, filling all of Tartarus with the howls of the Wolves of Pride.
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The Battlefield

Satan stares at his Princess for a while before eventually identifying her and finding her level having shot up to level 1000 from that battle. Meaning all she needs are the catalysts and requirements to reach Class V and she’ll officially be a Noble.

A twenty-one-year-old Noble… if someone so much as suggested that possibility before I’d have written them off as stupid.

After several seconds, Satan lets out another sigh and focuses on the Knights he has flying with him as he raises his voice and uses his bond to connect with every last one of his demons, “I will keep my promise. Everyone retreat. We are moving back to our own fortresses.”

The Noble demon then glares at the unconscious Red for several seconds before turning his attention to the Knights as a whole instead and saying, “You better thank the Princess for your continued survival and freedom.” Then he lowers the Knights to the ground and just leaves them there, not bothering to heal them since he has no healing related powers.

They can get healing from other humans.

And with that thought, Satan blasts off in a ball of hellfire heading straight towards Demon Isle.

In defeat.



Less than ten minutes after Satan leaves, Amelia senses a couple dozen human Guardians approaching. But she still can barely even lift a finger, leaving her to just watch as the humans enter the wasteland that used to be the headquarters of the human military.

Fortunately the humans turn out to be the General of the Military and several soldiers along with a couple ranking officers. And they all immediately set about healing Scarlet and the Knights.

At some point while they’re treating them, Amelia senses a lot more people entering the wasteland, and she also hears the sounds of large vehicles moving into the wasteland. The soldiers then move them all to the vehicles and begin driving away towards another base that hasn’t fallen while still treating them all.

Eventually Amelia relaxes after hearing that Scarlet isn’t in critical condition anymore thanks to Ava, otherwise known as the Bloody Valkyrie, who came to heal her with her blood magic, giving Scarlet some of her own life energy in the process.

Time passes as the soldiers, doctors, and healer Guardians all fuss around the Knights, doing everything they can to return them to peak condition. And after doing enough to allow Amelia to sit up again, albeit with a lot of pain, the General walks up to her and bows slightly, saying, “On behalf of the humans, we thank you for fighting for us.” Then all of the other people in the room do the same.

After a few seconds Amelia says, “If anyone deserves your gratitude…” she turns to look at Scarlet who is lying down on the bed next to her being attended to by over a dozen healers at once including Class V healers.

“We know, and we’ll express our gratitude to her when the Princess awakens,” the general says, surprising Amelia with his calling her Princess. Since Amelia knows that he never called her that before.

Looks like Scarlet earned his respect with this.

Amelia smiles sadly as she looks at her daughter who is still covered from head to toe in wounds with some of her limbs having been ripped off entirely that are slowly growing back.

Considering the Demon King’s livestreaming of that final attack to everyone, she may’ve just earned the respect of the majority of the humans, even the ones that were against her.

That thought has Amelia smiling a real smile.

Then she turns to the general, her face growing serious as she asks, “How bad are the losses?”

The general grimaces and answers, “All of the Guardians stationed on the bases scattered across the frontlines were eliminated with the lone exception of most of the Class Vs and half of the Class IVs who managed to retreat to a further back base. And the bases themselves were destroyed all the way past the midway point of the Eastern continent pushing the frontline to the border of Asia and Europe.”

Amelia ignores the older general’s usage of the continents old world names as she asks, “And the civilians?”

“We managed to evacuate the majority of the civilians from the cities beyond the frontlines closest to the war zones, but a couple of the cities were taken over,” the general says with a grimace. “At the very least the demons aren’t treating the humans there badly from what we’ve heard, but we should work quickly to take them back.”

The general turns to one of his top officers and asks, “Please give the White Knight a full rundown on the casualties of the battle.”

A Guardian Amelia only barely recognizes walks up and salutes before answering, “We have lost a total of four hundred and ten thousand one hundred and five Class I Guardians, two hundred thousand and one Class II Guardians, sixty-two thousand five hundred Class III Guardians, and three thousand one hundred and seven Class IV Guardians.” He then grimaces and finishes, “Along with seven Class V Guardians.”

Amelia grimaces at those figures, especially the Class V Guardians. Because they were already outnumbered as it was on that level. Now the war will only be worse from here on out.

“The demons lost just as many as we did, but the majority of their losses were in non-sapient demons and are replaceable within the next several years through the Gates,” the Guardian continues, sounding extremely grim as he does so. But then his tone goes up a notch as he adds, “On the other hand, over two hundred thousand Guardians of various Classes managed to ascend thanks to the battle.”

This isn’t good… except for the ascended Guardians. We’ll need those in the near future.

Amelia turns to look at the healers as they finally finish working on healing Scarlet and all collapse on various chairs and beds surrounding Scarlet’s. And at the same time as the general, Amelia asks, “How’s she doing?”

She then turns to share a look with the general before focusing on the healers again.

“She was very close to going past her potion tolerance, which made it difficult to treat her,” the Bloody Valkyrie says in between exhausted breaths. “But she’ll be fine after a few days of sleep.”

Everyone in the room lets out relieved breaths and the tense atmosphere in the room significantly decreases.

“If it wasn’t for her regeneration then she wouldn’t have made it, but her regeneration is far stronger than any regeneration I’ve ever seen before,” Ava says while pointedly ignoring the general’s existence as the man glares at her, no longer worried about Scarlet. “She’ll also likely ascend to Class V soon and will need someone to explain the process to her.”

“I’ll take care of that,” Amelia says as her own healers finally finish healing her too.

I’m so glad she’s okay…

Amelia can’t help but smile at that. And not even the unspoken war between Ava and the general manage to bother her.

Although she is a little surprised those two managed to stay in the same room for so long without going at each other’s throats. Considering how they both made gender exclusive Associations just to spite the other.

In the end Amelia just lies down with a sigh.

Now we just need to deal with the aftermath.
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Aftermath



Scarlet

I wake up with a start, finding my eyes opening to the sight of a stark white ceiling above me. And at this point I’m starting to wonder if this is becoming a nasty habit. Just waking up in a bed after going unconscious.

“It is becoming a nasty habit, and you should stop it,” Tar suggests, making me look down to find him lying on my chest. Which I’m not sure is somewhere he should be right now considering I was a patient lying on a bed.

Then again, I feel perfectly fine right now. So he probably only lied down on me after I was healed.

“Yeah,” he answers my thoughts, making me smile for a second before I pat him on the head.

I sit up and glance down at what I’m wearing. Which is the same thing I was wearing under my armor before. A shirt and shorts with a jacket.

Guess no one changed me. That’s good.

Then again, they could just have someone using some sort of cleaning skill on me and I wouldn’t need to change or anything like that.

No idea how long I’ve been out though.

Looking around, I seem to be in some sort of medical wing of a military base. Considering the sleeping soldiers.

I get out of bed while activating my armor, making a swirl of blood cover me for a moment before it appears on me as usual. Then I transform into blood and leave the room without letting anyone know that I even woke up.

“You aren’t going to tell anyone you’re awake?” Tar asks, sounding curious.

No, best that I don’t. Not before checking my notifications and messages.

After all, there’s a decent chance I got a Universal Notification or something, and I want to know about it before talking to anyone.

“Well you did get a Universal Notification, but I’ll just let you check it out for yourself,” Tar says, confirming my thoughts.

Time to see what’s up.

{Level 1089 Nightshade defeated. An enormous EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred levels above your level. A massive EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature above your Class.}

{One thousand Skill Points are awarded for killing a creature of Class V while at Class IV without help.}

{Five hundred Skill Points are awarded for burning several times the amount of life energy you have for the use of a single skill.}

{Three hundred Skill Points are awarded for controlling over five thousand times your own body-weight in blood all at once.}

{One hundred Skill Points are awarded for spreading hundreds of different plagues to a single being all at once.}

{Fifty Skill Points are awarded for controlling several different types of blood all at once.}

{Two Skill Points are awarded for killing a Class V.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 987. Five Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 1000. Five 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 IV. Please ascend to Class V. To do so you must find and absorb five Class IV catalysts, have ten skills at their max level, have at least three legendary skills, have at the minimum Predator III, and have almost died at least once.}

{Rare epic inherent skill ‘Beast Transformation’ will now evolve into the legendary rarity inherent skill ‘Beast Transformation’ while retaining any previous effects. There is no cost in levels due to the skill being static.}

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 26.]

…

[Skill ‘Blood of Ruin’ has leveled up to level 30.]

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 28.]

…

[Skill ‘Null Magic Field’ has leveled up to level 30.]

[Skill ‘Blood Nullification’ has leveled up to level 20.]

…

[Skill ‘Blood Nullification’ has leveled up to level 26.]

[Skill ‘Rain of Blood’ has leveled up to level 18.]

…

[Skill ‘Rain of Blood’ has leveled up to level 24.]

[Skill ‘Blood Transformation’ has leveled up to level 11.]

…

[Skill ‘Blood Transformation’ has leveled up to level 18.]

[Skill ‘Blood Manipulation’ has leveled up to level 11.]

…

[Skill ‘Blood Manipulation’ has leveled up to level 26.]

And the skill level-ups just keep on coming, making my jaw drop at the sight of a large majority of my remaining inherent and achievement-locked skills reaching the max level. Then my eyes narrow on the notifications that follow, deciding to put off considering the requirements to ascend till after I read them.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has become the very first being in the universe to defeat a Class V being while at Class IV.
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Yeah, that one is to be expected. Although I find it interesting that it didn’t mention the etched skill slot.

“Yeah, that’s odd…” Tar mutters, only to go silent when a System Message appears after that first notification.

{Congrats, you have received two etched skill slots for being the first being in the universe to kill a Class V before reaching Class V yourself!}

Oh. Guess that’s why.

Speaking of, when do you think I should start making my skills etched skills?

“Wait until you get mythical skills,” Tar answers right away. “Apex Predator doesn’t count since it’s not etchable.”

Right. So wait till I have my best skills and know what I want to etch?

“Right,” he says with a nod of his head as I finally reform myself on the roof of the base I find myself in. “Since etching a skill grants the skill a boost, even if you aren’t planning on having descendants, you want to etch your best skills to help them the most.”

Makes sense.

I let the notifications continue, including the ones I had suppressed from before my battle with the Class V.

	System Notice
User has completed six out of SEVEN of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Reach Class IV while under twenty years old.
Defeat a being one hundred and fifty levels above you without any assistance.
Reach Class IV within a year of having been initiated into the System.
By being the descendant of the Demon King who is the original etcher of the skill ‘Blood Domain’ or having obtained an inferior version of the skill yourself.
By having both blood magic and null magic or being descendant from a user with them that has etched their skills.
By defeating a Class V being while still not being Class V yourself.
Complete the final achievement in order to attain the Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.



Okay, that one is still very interesting to see. I’m curious about what the Title will end up being.

Although the last achievement should be obvious. To get Blood Domain. Since this is obviously an upgrade to Blood Domain, I should have the skill in the first place.

Moving on.

	System Notice
User has completed all of the necessary achievements in order to unlock a Mythic Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Have Blood Regeneration.
Be a descendant of the Demon King.
Nearly die over one hundred times within a year.
Regenerate from damage directly to your reality all the way to a full recovery.
Have at minimum Predator V.
User may now purchase the Mythic Skill Lycan’s Regeneration whenever they wish.



Yeah, saw that one too.

Next.

	System Notice
User has completed four out of Six of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing Mythic Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
having at least two blood plague related legendary skills.
By spreading hundreds of different blood related plagues to a single being all at once.
By spreading plagues throughout entire armies, contributing to the slaughter of millions of beings through blood related plagues.
having both blood magic and null magic or being descendant from a user with them that has etched their skills.
Complete the final two achievements in order to attain the Title-Bearing Mythic Skill.



Why do I get the feeling that I know exactly what the Title is going to be for that one?

“Because you probably do,” Tar says with an amused snort.

The next notifications are rather confusing though.

	System Notice
Anomaly detected.
User’s Inherent skill Beast Transformation is branching from its designated genetic path.
Searching for possible solutions… no solutions found.
The Inherent Skill Beast Transformation will now branch away from the designated path of the Beast of the Apocalypse and towards a new path.



What the heck does that mean?

“It means you can’t get your grandfather’s etched mythic skill Beast of the Apocalypse anymore,” Tar explains, sounding rather shocked. Then he pauses right as another notification appears replacing the notice.

	System Notice
User has completed seven out of ten of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Reach Class IV while under twenty years old.
By having both blood magic and null magic or being descendant from a user with them that has etched their skills.
having the skill Beast Transformation.
defeating a Class V being while still not being Class V yourself.
having the Apex Predator Title and Mythic Skill.
having the ability to directly manipulate blood.
having broken out of the bounds of the System before.
Complete the final three achievements in order to attain the Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.



Another one? That’s a surprise.

“That’s seriously all you have to say about it?” Tar exclaims, sounding flabbergasted.

I just shrug.

Meh.

He groans.

Now. Onto the very last notification.

	System Notice
User has completed four out of seven of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing Mythic Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
having reached Class IV before turning 20 years of age.
By nullifying the curse of a Class V being while at Class IV.
having both blood magic and null magic or being descendant from a user with them that has etched their skills.
By having Gradual Corruption Nullification.
Complete the final three achievements in order to attain the Title-Bearing Mythic Skill.



There we go. And if what Tar said before was true, two of those three should be nullifying the poison of a Class V being while at Class IV and nullifying the disease of a Class V being while at Class IV, and nullifying a certain amount.

Which means I’m gonna have to go find a Class V demon or Guardian to poison me and give me a disease. Then I’ll go to the Arctic to find poisonous and curse filled undead to fight against.

I highly doubt I’ll be getting the Class V Catalysts any time soon after all, so I have time.

On that note, it’s annoying that the shades didn’t give me any SP. But at least I got plenty from the achievements, so it’s fine.

At least I won’t have to continue spending all of my SP on leveling Gradual Corruption Nullification to the max level. Because that would be a pain.

I take in a deep breath before holding it for a second and then, with a grin, opening my Skills Store with it set to only show Legendary and Mythic skills.

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Lycan’s Regeneration	See Notification.	The most powerful regeneration skill of the species known by many as the Alphas of Pride and the original etched skill of the Demon King.
All users with this skill are capable of regenerating from almost any wound as long as they still have mana. The skill also significantly increases their mana regeneration.
	Active
Achievement-Locked
Mythic
	120
	Vampiric Ascendancy
	Unlocked by killing a being far more powerful than yourself through allowing it to mutilate you in return for taking damage itself without any assistance, unlocked by killing a being with a skill empowered by a vast amount of that beings own life energy, by being Class IV or above, by using several legendary or rarer berserk skills that cause damage to oneself during use, by having used blood magic to kill over one million beings within two years, by losing yourself to a curse, and by having blood magic.	This skill temporarily transforms the user into a vampiric creature who gains power from the blood of others.
While under the effects of the transformation, the user will have an intense blood lust, making them struggle to hold back from drinking any blood around them.
In return, the user gets power from all of the blood they drink along with an immunity to poisons and the ability to eat anything while transformed.
All blood drank increases the regeneration, physical strength and speed, magical power, and maximum mana capacity for the duration of the transformation.
	Active
Legendary
	60
	Scarlet Aegis	Unlocked by killing a being far more powerful than yourself through allowing it to mutilate you in return for taking damage itself without any assistance, by taking enough damage to both your reality and body to kill a normal being at your level over a hundred times over, by coming closer than most could survive to death at least ten times within a single year, by being known by many as a protector of an entire race, and by having blood magic	This skill allows the user to create a barrier made of blood that protects the user. The barrier can be set to completely surround the user’s body right outside of their skin or be created in the air as a shield.	Active
Legendary
	60
	…
					


Oh. Wow. That’s a lot of legendary skills.

There are about seven of them after I focus on the ellipses.

And at this point Tar just doesn’t say anything anymore. Which I find amusing.

Looking at my status, I currently have a little over two thousand SP to spare. So I go on a spending spree buying up all of the legendary skills along with the mythic one.

And even after doing all that spending, it only costs me 540 SP in the end. Which leaves me 1547 SP left to spend on leveling up those skills. Or at least, the skills that aren’t Achievement-Locked skills that were etched by Gramps of Leonidas. Which do number a few.

After leveling them all up, I bring up each and every one of the new legendary skills’ descriptions, starting with the three achievement-locked skills and moving onto the four purchased skills.

{Blood Control – This skill allows the user to directly control the bodies of other users whose level is at least two hundred beneath their own. However, they may not alter the target’s mind in any way.}

{Healing Reversal – This skill allows the user to reverse any healing the target has undergone within a certain span of time dependent on how much mana is spent.}

{Princess’s Decree – This skill allows the Princess of the Demons to issue commands to any demon. These commands must be obeyed if the demon begin commanded is one hundred or more levels beneath the user.}

{Bloodwell Keep – This skill allows the user to make a special storage within their own blood that they can store anything non-living in.}

{Vampiric Ascendancy – This skill temporarily transforms the user into a vampiric creature who gains power from the blood of others. While under the effects of the transformation, the user will have an intense blood lust, making them struggle to hold back from drinking any blood around them. In return, the user gets power from all of the blood they drink along with an immunity to poisons and the ability to eat anything while transformed. All blood drank increases the regeneration, physical strength and speed, magical power, and maximum mana capacity for the duration of the transformation.}

{Scarlet Aegis – This skill allows the user to create a barrier made of blood that protects the user. The barrier can be set to completely surround the user’s body right outside of their skin or be created in the air as a shield.}

{Eldritch Blood – This skill allows the user to transform any of their blood spilled outside of their body into eldritch monsters made of corrupted blood plagues.}

Of the skills, Blood Control is obviously the legendary version of Leonidas’s Blood Dominion, meanwhile Healing Reversal is the legendary version of Amelia’s Reverse Healing, which I’m not too sure what the difference between the two is, and Princess’s Decree is the legendary version of the Demon King Title-Bearing Mythic skill Gramps has. Although I’m guessing it changes based on the gender of the user, otherwise I would find it rather amusing to see Leonidas’ skills list.

Of the skills, Princesses’ Decree and Bloodwell Keep are both passive while the rest are active. They’re also both static while the others aren’t as well.

Unfortunately the only ones I can level are Vampiric Ascendancy, Scarlet Aegis, and Eldritch Blood though. Since the others are all either Achievement-Locked or Static skills.

Thanks to that I end up raising those three to level 20 each, leaving me with 236 SP remaining

I stare at my status for several seconds before deciding to just go for it and raising Vampiric Ascendancy to level 25 with 235 more points, leaving me down to just a single SP remaining.

Alright. That should be it for all of the changes.

On that note, I pull that requirements System Message back up again to look it over.

{Congrats, you have leveled up to- Level up canceled due to you being at the cap of Class IV. Please ascend to Class V. To do so you must find and absorb five Class IV catalysts, have ten skills at their max level, have at least three legendary skills, have at the minimum Predator III, and have almost died at least once.}

Looking over the list of requirements, I already completed all of them but the five catalysts. Although I find it rather surprising by just how difficult those requirements are. Since if it were anyone else other than me, they’d actually have some difficulty with two of those.

The ten skills at their max level especially. Even I only have eleven skills at their max level right now, if we don’t count static as max level.

“The System doesn’t count static skills in it,” Tar answers, proving my point.

In fact, most people wouldn’t be able to get a purchased skill to its max level right now, since a purchased skill’s max level is 50. And my highest leveled purchased skill is level 30.

My inherent and achievement-locked skills on the other hand are why I pass the requirement with their max level of 30.

“Well you have to remember that lower rarity inherent skills are easier to level up than all of your legendary inherent skills, even though you’ve been blowing straight through leveling them up anyways by almost killing yourself over and over again,” Tar says, sounding more than a little indignant in that last part. But I act like I didn’t notice. “I can hear your thoughts, remember?”

I still act like I didn’t notice.

Tar snorts, but I quickly turn my attention towards the side of the roof where I find someone appearing out of nowhere.

Black.

The man waves with a faint smile on his face as he begins walking over to me.

Wonder what he’s doing here?
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Returning the Favor



Scarlet

“Heya little pup,” he says, still smiling. Although I can tell that he doesn’t have as much enthusiasm as this personality normally has. “Looks like you’re awake. Did ya sleep well?”

I look him over for a second, finding it a little hard to match the battered and beaten image I have of him during that battle with his image now as I answer, “Yeah. You look worse for wear.”

Even though he physically looks better, he just doesn’t seem to have that same spark he had before. And I know he’s not in his psychopath personality right now, so that means something’s up.

He nods his head, his smile turning slightly into a grin. But then he sighs, his grin fading as he mutters, “Guess there’s no point hiding it.” He meets my eyes and crosses his arms, “I owed you two favors as I stated a while back but you never tried to cash in on it. Not until I offered to help send you to Tartarus, and we both know how that went. But now…” a hint of sadness emerges in his gaze. “Now you’ve saved my life and I still haven’t finished paying back my debt. So please, let me do something to pay you back.”

I frown at his words, only now understanding just how important paying back debts is to Black. Then I shrug and answer, “I’m not the type to ask for help from others, so unless you have some sort of poison and disease based magic, then I don’t think there’s much you can do to help me right now.”

He blinks before tilting his head slightly and saying, “I do have both a poison and disease based skill.”

Silence fills the rooftop for several seconds before I mutter, “Oh.”

Come to think of it, he’s an assassin. It makes at least a little sense that he’d have a poison skill.

The silence stretches on for a while until I eventually ask, deciding to act like that didn’t happen, “Then that’ll work. Please use the poison skill on me without holding back.”

He looks surprised but does it without question anyways, making my eyes widen in surprise before I immediately start diffusing all of the pain and focusing on using Gradual Corruption Nullification. And the skill ends up taking quite a bit longer to nullify the poison than I would’ve expected, leaving me sitting here nullifying it for nearly an entire hour nonstop.

Almost forgot how weak I am without those stacks of Blood Thirst active. Makes me wonder how long it would’ve taken to nullify it with those stacks active.

After finishing nullifying the shadow-based poison that I still don’t understand how works, I open my eyes, finding myself sitting on some sort of chair made of shadows.

Interesting.

On that note, the System Notice reappears with the achievement filled in. Although the achievement doesn’t give me any SP, irritatingly enough.

Anyways, I turn to Black and ask, “Next up the disease skill.”

He nods, seeming rather surprised that I managed to nullify the skill as fast as I did. Then he raises his hand, making strange and disgusting looking snakes of shadows begin crisscrossing through the air towards me before entering my skin.

Right away I see my skin taking on a darker and darker skin, getting blotches of black and green all over as I quickly begin nullifying the disease. But the disease proves to be stronger than the poison, so it ends up taking me longer to do.

I manage to do it though, so I eventually open my eyes again to find the System Notice reappearing again with just a single achievement necessary.

And this achievement doesn’t require me to be Class IV to do, right Tar?

“You’re right,” Tar answers, making me smirk slightly.

Which means I can set about now to get those five Catalysts.

On that note, what are the Class IV Catalysts?

“Your grandfather told me that they are, of course, the Class IV Cores and Class IV magical ores,” Tar answers before adding a rather surprising answer, “but the last one is, instead of hearts this time, you need the entire reality of a level 1000 being for each Catalyst.”

Wait, their entire reality? We need souls?

Seriously?

“Yes,” Tar answers, sounding incredibly serious. “Remember that the ascension to Class V is finishing the process of merging reality and your body entirely. So the catalysts have to be as powerful as entire realities to do that.”

Right. That.

This ascension is going to be very unpleasant.

“It will be,” Tar agrees before adding, “look at the bright side though. You won’t ever have to eat, sleep, or do any sort of daily necessities anymore after reaching Class V. Since your body won’t really be mortal in that sense of the word anymore. It’ll be your reality and body in one.”

Wait, no daily necessities at all? And no more having to stuff my face with food?

Okay, I’m looking forward to this now.

It’s too bad that I can’t just use Pain Diffusion for it.

I grimace at the thought of Pain Diffusion and the pain I’m gonna have to feel at some point within the next couple weeks.

“You should probably spread that pain out,” Tar suggests, making me nod my head in agreement.

Anyways, I thank Black before the man vanishes in a veil of shadows. And right after that, Red appears next, making me wonder if he was just waiting there for us to finish or something.

The man walks up to me and actually bows his head, saying, “Thank you for saving my life. I am in your debt.”

Oh. Right.

Almost forgot the man was about to die when I got there. So I kind of did save his life.

“If your Pride will allow it, I have permission from the Demon King to gift you these,” Red says while handing me five different glowing red shards that has my eyes widening slightly. “He said that you would have absolutely no issue clearing mere Class IV Fractures, so there’s no point making you get these Catalysts yourself. Not when you’ve already killed a Class V.” He raises his head with a light smile on his face. The first real, non-sadistic smile I’ve seen on the man’s face since meeting him. “Don’t you admit that killing a Class V was more than enough test to reach Class V?”

To my surprise, my Pride doesn’t actually burn at this.

It even lets me reach out and absorb the cores into my body, following which I get the usual System Message about me being able to Ascend.

Red then grins and bows his head once more before leaving.

And without missing a beat, Blue arrives after him.

Okay, seriously. Is this just a parade of the Knights or something?
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Scarlet

Blue simply walks up to me after arriving in a splash of water and says, “Ask for my help three times and I will assist you.” Then he nods his head and turns around, beginning to walk away.

I blink in surprise at how abrupt his words were before shrugging, deciding that it’s normal for him.

What isn’t normal though is how he pauses after taking a few steps, glances behind himself at me, and opens his mouth to say, “And…” But he doesn’t say any more than that. He just looks slightly unsure for a second – something I’ve never seen from the psychopath before – before he turns around again and says, “Nevermind.” Then vanishes in an orb of water.

Uh… what just happened?

“I don’t know…” Tar mutters.

Several seconds pass in silence as I stare after him.

“Oh, I forgot to mention, but Blue’s been acting stranger and stranger over the past year or so while you were in your coma,” Tar says, confusing me even further.

What do you mean by strange?

“He’s started acting unsure of himself at times, and seems to be showing the slightest hint of emotions every now and then,” Tar answers, making me openly gape at the spot the man was just standing.

That’s… a surprise. Did Xyvandra let go of his emotions or something? That would be out of place for her if she doesn’t have anything to gain from it.

After all, he woke her up.

“Well…” Tar begins only to pause. Then he starts again, “It’s possible she may have let go some of them. Enough for him to regain his emotions back over time.”

But why would she do that? Did you ask her to do it while I was in my coma?

“No, but your Grandfather mentioned that you wanted to return Blue’s emotions to him while you were in a coma,” Tar mentions right as I sense another presence appearing on the roof, making me turn to find Purple appearing with her eyes closed, just like they almost always are.

That was nice of him. From what I know of Xyvandra, if Gramps mentioned it, she would at least consider letting go of some of his emotions.

Actually, I wouldn’t be surprised if she did. After all, letting go of only some of his emotions and letting him slowly come to realize everything he’s done while not having his emotions is probably a lot crueler of a fate than just giving him them all at once. And a mad mindeater would probably find that option appealing.

Blue’s slowly returning emotions aside, I focus entirely on Purple as she stops a meter in front of me and Tar. Then she just nods her head and says, “Should you ever need my assistance, simply ask.”

Without another word, she vanishes, her body clearly having been a projection.

“These Knights sure don’t talk much,” Tar mutters, and I can’t help but nod my head in agreement.

You’re not wrong there.

And as expected, the last of the Knights arrives without any fanfare, just appearing in front of me with a smile on her face. One that’s somehow sad, proud, and happy at the same time.

Not sure how she pulled that off.

She doesn’t say anything for several seconds before eventually saying, “I’m glad you’re okay.”

I give her a faint smile back along with a nod of my head.

Silence once again fills the rooftop before she eventually raises her hand with some sort of orb on it and a very familiar voice echoes out of it.

“Scarlet! How are you feeling?!” Leonidas asks, his voice filling the rooftop with both worry and excitement.

I snort in amusement as I answer, “I’m fine, don’t worry. And tell Gramps that as well.”

“That’s good,” he says with a relieved sigh before adding, “and I doubt your grandfather would be satisfied with me telling him. Just come to Tartarus after you’ve ascended and tell him yourself.” He pauses for a second, only to continue with a slightly stressed tone of voice, “He’s been… antsy… since you fell unconscious again.”

Tar snorts at that this time, meanwhile I just raise a brow.

Why do I get the feeling he’s been bullying his Nobles and Leonidas?

“Because he probably has been,” Tar answers while seemingly trying to hold back another snort.

“Won’t that tax the reality energy in the Gates and Fractures? Are you really sure you’re fine with me wasting some of that energy?” I ask, curious about this decision. Because that’s not something he’d overlook. I know that for a fact.

Leonidas answers, sounding more than a little happy, “Father hasn’t told the Nobles yet, but he’s been preparing new laws to deal with the loss of humans as an EXP source for a while now. So I’m pretty sure he’s basically given up on the war by now, leaving it entirely up to The Reaper’s judgement.”

Seriously? Lucius is in charge of the war effort now…

“Wait, does that mean he’s going to be coming to Earth?” I ask, my eyes widening at the possibility.

“He will be, although thanks to your mother’s visits it’ll take a lot longer for him to be able to than it would’ve otherwise,” Leonidas says, more than a little amusement in his tone as I glance at Amelia, who has a proud smirk on her face at that.

“We can talk about the war later,” Leonidas says, his words going serious again. “I’m sure Scarlet wants to get to her ascension, so we should give her some space for that.”

The smirk fades on Amelia’s face as she sighs, briefly looks like she wants to hug me, and then says, “Yeah, okay.”

I purse my lips for a second, considering about whether I should let her hug me or not, only for her to say, “Good luck, sweetie,” and vanish without another word, not giving me time to react.

“So, are you going to ascend now?” Tar asks while moving through the air to stop right in front of my face.

Yeah, I will.

Time to become a Noble.
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Scarlet

This time I set up the portable bath I got from Gramps in my own room, since it’s far better than any baths we have here on Earth. Something that I have Leonidas and his Blood Runes to thank for. And unlike the other times I’ve ascended, I just go right into it, not hesitating one single bit.

[Confirmation received. Ascension to Class V will now begin.]

Then, just like the ascension to Class IV, that extremely uncomfortable and also painful feeling returns. The one where it feels like my body is covered entirely in paper cuts. But unlike with the ascension to Class IV, this time the pain grows more and more and more all the way till it gets close to the amount of pain I felt when I had my reality damaged by that lunatic undead kitsune from before.

I scream until my throat goes hoarse, all while the lovely soundproofing of the bath keeps my voice from anyone in the base. Because unlike on Tartarus where blood lycans are aplenty – at least at the Bloody Duchy – there isn’t anyone at this base that can hear through the soundproofing.

The pain continues on for who knows how long, but thanks to my battle with the lunatic – which wasn’t much of a battle if I’m being honest – I manage to at least think mostly straight through the process. Which goes to show how my pain tolerance is developing.

Not sure if I should be proud of that or not, but meh.

I continue screaming despite my thoughts going on a tangent, trying to distract myself from the pain. And eventually the pain finally fades.

Then it’s replaced by a bone chilling cold that has me stiffening up in the hot bath, feeling like everything around me is nothing but ice. But in just a few seconds, it changes to a boiling heat that has me rushing to turn down the temperature of the water to freezing, only for it to turn bone chilling again. And as I can’t help but feel tears run down my face at this, I rush back and forth, turning the water freezing cold back to boiling hot to combat the feeling.

After who knows how long it eventually ends, leaving me sighing in relief as everything returns to normal.

Is it finally over?

As if mocking me, I suddenly feel a strange sensation begin under my skin that has me raising my bare arms above the water to find it beginning to ripple a little. Then little red pockets appear. And just like when I use blood boil on enemies, little bubbles of blood begin popping all over my skin.

Little bubbles that hurt far more than they really should.

And as if that weren’t enough, the bubbles soon start to explode, sending tiny little droplets of my blood flying to pierce into the walls of the bath around me, literally destroying the walls until the self-repair feature repairs them. But from what I sensed with Blood Manipulation, those droplets of blood continue until they slam into the walls of my room, leaving dents in the heavily enforced walls.

Holy fucking shit those droplets are breaking through Blood Metal and damaging the walls outside of it even after that.

Then the draining sensation starts. Like something is life draining me.

I slowly begin to feel like I’m losing all my energy, leaving me sinking into the bath, unable to move.

And by this point, I just want it all to end.

“Just a little more…” Tar mutters, sounding both scared and worried, and even a bit hopeful right about now.

Everything just stops out of nowhere. All of the bubbles exploding on my skin, the life energy draining, and even the pain. And without missing a beat, I feel my eyes widening as I suck in a breath, seeing black spots appearing over my skin along with purple, green, blue, and practically every sickly color under the damned moon. Then more bubbles start appearing and the life energy draining repeats itself, just with the bubbles exploding to send what I can only assume is plague infested blood everywhere.

“FUCKING HEEEEEELL!!!!” I eventually scream out loud, possibly loud enough for my neighbors in the rooms next door to hear considering the holes repairing themselves in the walls of the soundproof bath.

And all at once, everything stops again, leaving me slumping on the bottom of the bath while panting in exhaustion, my skin returning to normal. At the same time, the anemic and slightly starved look my body was taking on from all of that suddenly reverses as I feel my body filling with energy. Like I’d taken some sort of wonder drug of something.

But I just continue panting in exhaustion despite the energy, even as System Messages appear in my vision.

	Ascension complete.
User is now class V.



{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 1001. Ten Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, on account of ascending to Class V, your stat multipliers have been increased by over twice the previous amount.}

{Congrats, on account of ascending to Class V, your stat gain per level for Physical have been increased.}

{Congrats, on account of ascending to Class V, your stat gain per level for Mental have been increased.}

{Congrats, on account of ascending to Class V, your stat gain per level for Magical have been increased.}

{Your Species has changed from 87.5% blood lycan, 12.5% human to 99% blood lycan, 1% human. Your species is now cemented and will no longer change.}

{Two hundred Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class V. Spend them wisely.}

{Five hundred Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class V within five years of being initialized into the System. Spend them wisely.}

{Five hundred Skill Points are awarded for ascending to Class V while less than thirty years old. Spend them wisely.}

{Epic rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood Claws’ and epic rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood’ may now merge and evolve into the legendary rarity inherent skill ‘Metallicized Blood’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at the cost of losing two levels.}

{Epic rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ will now evolve into the legendary rarity inherent skill ‘Partial Shift’ while retaining any previous effects. There is no cost in levels due to the skill being static.}

{Epic rarity inherent skill ‘Blood Empowerment,’ epic rarity inherent skill ‘Life Absorption,’ epic rarity inherent skill ‘Blood Absorption,’ and epic rarity inherent skill ‘Blood Aura’ will now merge and evolve into the legendary rarity inherent skill ‘Power Drain’ while retaining any previous effects it may have had at the cost of losing two levels.}

{You have earned the mythic rarity inherent skill, ‘Bloodborne Apocalypse.’}

I blink in surprise, just staring at the System Messages, and more specifically, at the mythic inherent skill, for who knows how long.

Eventually I turn to look at Tar with a tired smile on my face and ask, “You still need to eat your tail.”

Tar just stares at me for a few seconds before, to my surprise, bringing his tail to his mouth… and eating it. Without seeming to feel any pain. Because why would an avatar feel pain?

I snort and lie back down in the bath, staring up at the ceiling.

Class V.

Finally here.

I continue lying here for a while before eventually deciding to check out those notifications that also appeared with the System Messages. Because I hear knocking on my room’s door, probably meaning that either someone was bothered by my screams or I got a Universal Notification.

Either one would probably do.

Anyways, the notifications.
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Etched Skills



Scarlet

The first one is as expected.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has obtained an etched skill slot through reaching Class V under the age of thirty years old!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Same with the second one.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has obtained an etched skill slot through reaching Class V within five years of being initialized into the System!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



The third one isn’t one I necessarily expected but knew might be a possibility.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has obtained an etched skill slot through becoming the youngest being to ever ascend to Class V!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



And the last one is a little surprising.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has obtained an etched skill slot through being the first being in the universe to get a mythic skill from Class Ascension!
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Which brings my total number of etched skill slots to ten. Which is more than I really need if I’m being honest.

“You do know that most people would strangle you for that casual dismissal of etched skill slots, right?” Tar points out, but I ignore the tanuki that just ate his own tail. And regrew it in moments.

Speaking of etched skill slots, might as well use a couple of them. Since I now have two mythic skills that are actually etchable.

I think of etching both Lycan’s Regeneration and Bloodborne Apocalypse.

[Please confirm that you wish to etch the skill Lycan’s Regeneration into your DNA.]

[Please confirm that you wish to etch the skill Bloodborne Apocalypse into your DNA.]

I quickly say yes to both, following which I feel a stabbing pain all over that doesn’t last long.

[Skill etching is now complete. You now have 9 etched skill slots remaining.]

{Lycan’s Regeneration has now been granted an etched boost and will be passed down to all of the user’s descendants should they have any – Pre-Etching: The most powerful regeneration skill of the species known by many as the Alphas of Pride and the original etched skill of the Demon King. All users with this skill are capable of regenerating from almost any wound as long as they still have mana. The skill also significantly increases their mana regeneration. Post-Etching: The most powerful regeneration skill of the species known by many as the Alphas of Pride. All users with this skill are capable of regenerating from any wound as long as they still have mana. The skill also significantly increases their mana regeneration.}

[Skill etching is now complete. You now have 8 etched skill slots remaining.]

{Bloodborne Apocalypse has now been granted an etched boost and will be passed down to all of the user’s descendants should they have any – Pre-Etching: The user sends a bloodborne apocalypse throughout their surroundings targeting any the user deems as enemies. The apocalypse includes the boiling of the target’s blood, spreading of every plague capable of being spread by the Apex Predator, the draining of the target’s life energy, and upon the popping of any bubbles of blood, the further spread of the apocalypse through projectiles made of their blood. Post-Etching: The user sends a bloodborne apocalypse throughout their surroundings targeting any the user deems as enemies. The apocalypse includes the boiling of the target’s blood, spreading of every plague capable of being spread by the Apex Predator, the draining of the target’s life energy, and upon the popping of any bubbles of blood, the further spread of the apocalypse through projectiles made of their blood hardened into blood metal.}

Oh? That’s nice. It listed the changes so I can compare them.

Looks like the only change in Lycan’s Regeneration is that it removes the word almost from the ‘capable of regeneration from almost any wound’ part. Which means I’m probably capable of regenerating anything now no matter what.

Although whether I get the time to regenerate it or not is a different matter entirely.

As for bloodborne apocalypse, reading through the description of it makes me think it’s exactly what happened to me during my ascension. So it’s dangerous as hell for my targets. Especially if thousands of enemies end up sending those projectiles everywhere just like I did.

I can’t help but suspect that it’ll cost a lot of mana to use though.

Now that the etching is done though, I focus on the last notification. Which is just one more requirement being fulfilled on that Title-Bearing Mythic skill that I’m pretty sure is going to be the Warden of the Red Plague. Just a simple “Reach Class V” achievement.

Easy enough.

Tar snorts at that thought but stays silent.

Well, the knocking is getting louder now. So I should probably finish up my bath.

Despite that thought, I continue lying here for a while before eventually getting out, putting on my clothes, and activating my armor. Then I finally dismiss the bath altogether and move over to the door where I briefly glance myself over, finding my hair still wet, and open the door to reveal a rather worried and somehow also impatient and annoyed looking general standing behind the door while tapping his foot.

“Howdy,” I tell him with a light wave of a single hand, stuffing my other one in my pocket.

He opens his mouth to say something, only to close it again. Then open it. Then close it. Then open it.

Finally he decides to give up on whatever he was gonna say and instead says, “Hello, Your Highness.”

I blink in surprise before lowering my hand and tilting my head as I ask, “Did you hit your head or something?”

Because that’s definitely not something the general I know would say. He would be getting into an argument with me right now.

Also, I think I just saw a vein pulse on his forehead. Or maybe I’m just imagining that?

Does that actually happen outside of tv shows? Where a vein on someone’s forehead pulses out of anger? Or is it just fiction?

Might also be that my senses are strong enough now to really pick up on things like that if it does happen.

“I think…” Tar begins, but I just shrug, deciding it’s not important, making him trail off instead of finishing whatever he was gonna say.

Anyways, my thought tangents aside, the general takes a deep breath and then says, “Congratulations on making it to Class V, Scarlet.”

Ah, he’s calling me my name again.

“Scarlet, is it just me, or are you acting a bit more carefree now? More like how you acted when we first met,” Tar comments, making me frown for a second before shrugging. “Almost like the curse doesn’t have as strong a hold on you now that your Class V.”

It’s possible. But I’m me no matter what, so I don’t care all that much.

As long as I don’t end up losing myself to my Sin or something like that again. Because that would suck.

Putting that aside for the moment though, I do wonder just how strong I am now.

I really want to go test it out.

“Miss Archeron,” the general says, making me briefly wonder if he’s just trying out different things to call me at this point, “please don’t destroy our training facility. If you wouldn’t mind, go find your mother and ask to use hers or something.”

I find my jaw dropping open at that.

Tar just laughs.

Rude.
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Scarlet

In the end I do as the general suggests and find Amelia. Which doesn’t take very long considering I can smell pretty much anyone and everyone within a very large radius around this base, not to mention hear everything.

A rather unpleasant factor of my advancement only dampened a bit by the fact that I have more control over it. Since I can lower my sensitivity.

Good thing too, considering the fact that base or not, we’re still near the frontlines. Even if there’s a ceasefire right now.

And battlefields don’t tend to smell very good.

Anyways, the main reason I manage to find Amelia though is probably because she’s not hiding herself. So the moment I arrive at the cliff she’s staring out from, she turns around and smiles at me, saying, “Congratulations on reaching Class V, Scarlet.”

I give her a nod of appreciation and a brief, “Thank you,” then I move on to ask, “Would you mind if I used your training facilities? The general doesn’t want me breaking his.”

Amelia’s eyes widen and she covers her mouth at my blunt statement, as if she’s trying to smother a laugh. But I swear I hear a snort anyways. And after a second she manages to return her gaze to me, uncovering her mouth to reveal not a hint of amusement there as she says, “Of course.”

Then everything turns white around us, leaving me stumbling slightly from the sudden change.

“What the…” I mutter, only for us to appear in some sort of dome at the top of a tower in the middle of the ocean.

I quickly walk to the edge of the tower to get a better view outside, and for as far as my Class V enhanced vision can see there’s absolutely nothing but ocean. Just water, water, and more water.

Holy shit, this is…

“It actually looks pretty beautiful,” Tar comments, making me blink for a second before I nod in agreement.

It’s currently dawn outside, so the sun is rising. And the sight of the dawn in the middle of the ocean is rather breathtaking.

I smile a little at the sight.

Yeah. It is beautiful.

I don’t think I’ve ever seen the ocean at this time of day before. And the only times I crossed the ocean on Tartarus were when I was crossing the Bloody Duchy with the help of those bodyguards – which I kind of wonder where are now – and when I was being chased across the ocean by the lunatic.

Neither really gave me time to actually enjoy the beauty of the ocean. And neither were at dawn either, considering Tartarus’s inverse day and night cycles.

Several seconds pass in silence as I look out into the ocean before I smile even brighter.

“What’s up?” Tar asks, landing on my shoulder.

Nothing much. Just thinking about everything that’s happened over the last years.

About my trip to Class V.

I reach up to pet him as Amelia walks up beside me to look at the ocean and says, “This is my tower.”

It is a really nice location for a tower, I have to admit.

“Well,” Tar begins, responding to my thoughts before Amelia spoke as his gaze focuses on the horizon as well, “you have been through a lot.”

Yep. And I’m sure I’ll be going through even more in the future.

Although hopefully I won’t be tortured again by another lunatic.

Tar doesn’t snort at that, instead showing a dark expression on his face that tells me that I probably shouldn’t joke about that subject.

You mentioned before that the last requirement according to the prophecy to upgrade Gradual Corruption Nullification is to just use the skill a bunch?

“Yeah,” Tar says, his mood shifting again now that the topic has changed. “I can’t say the exact amount, but you have to nullify a certain amount of corruption.”

That’s not bad.

I’m assuming there’s no time limit? No requirements on that either?

“You assume correctly,” Tar says with a nod.

Hmm.

In that case, I should probably head to the Arctic. Since undead often love their corruption.

That’s also where most of the spider demons are too, and those love corruption just as much. Maybe even more, considering the arachnae.

Although the place will be tougher to handle since a lot of undead don’t have blood. Which will limit my offensive capabilities by quite a bit.

Then again, some of my new upgraded and merged skills should be a large help with that.

I smile at the thought of the merged skills. Something that doesn’t happen often.

On that note, I open my status and stare at it for a bit. But with my rare and lower rarity skills hidden, since my status is starting to be a little full. And only after I distribute my free points.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid
	Magic: Blood

	Titles:
	The Apex Predator

	Age: 21	Level: 1001	SP: 1201
	Stats:

	Physical: 3,048	Mental: 3,048	Magical: 3,047
	Physical/Level: 5	Mental/Level: 4	Magical/Level: 5
	Free Points: 0
	Mana: 32,505,396/ 32,505,396	Free Points/Level: 10
	Active Skills:

	Bloodborne Apocalypse	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 28	Description
	Power Drain	Skill Level: 28	Description
	Blood Nullification	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Rain of Blood	Skill Level: 24	Description
	Blood Transformation	Skill Level: 18	Description
	Healing Reversal	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Blood Control	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Beast Transformation	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Swarm	Skill Level: 22	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Crimson Overdrive	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Vampiric Ascendancy	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Scarlet Aegis	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Eldritch Blood	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Lycan’s Regeneration	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Blood Manipulation	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Princess’s Decree	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Apex Predator	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Bloodwell Keep	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 30	Description
			


“That is one monster of a list of skills…” Tar mutters, sounding more than a little flabbergasted.

I just smirk at his response.

And my total mana… it very nearly tripled from its previous amount. Somewhere between two to three times its previous amount.

A very nice benefit to reaching Class V.

Not to mention the new stats per level.

It is a nice looking status.

The two of us stare at it for a few more seconds before I close out of it and return to staring at the ocean for a little while.

Then I eventually turn to Amelia and ask, “So where’s the training hall?”

It’s time to test out my new power.

And then I’ll be trying to advance Gradual Corruption Nullification.

Because I will end this war.

Epilogue



Amelia’s Tower

Amelia smiles as she watches her daughter testing out her new power on the devices in Amelia’s training room. A training room far more advanced than any she’s sure her daughter has ever seen before. Simply because it combines Earth technology and Blood Runes, with work combining the efforts of the greatest magi-tech engineer on Earth and the greatest enchanter on Tartarus.

And the sight of her daughter’s new power – power that would win out over demons of over fifty levels above her – makes it impossible for Amelia to stop smiling.

She’s grown so much…

Amelia continues watching her daughter for several minutes before her happy and proud smile finally begins to turn into a sad one.

It’s still not enough though. She’s going to have to go through even more if she wants to save the universe.

That thought leaves Amelia feeling dread. But unlike with the start of the prophecy, she can help her daughter this time.

And that’s just what she’s going to do.

I won’t let Scarlet die. No matter what.

Amelia clenches her fists at her sides.

Even if I have to sacrifice my own life to save her.



Throughout the Universe

On the other side of the universe from Earth, a planet named Arese, full of turmoil, stands on the edge. One that is home to humans and various species of demihumans who have mutated over time into strange variations of humans, many of whom include elves, whose magical power is greater than humans, dwarves, whose physical strength is greater than humans, and halflings, whose dexterity is greater than humans. Meanwhile the Grand Council, led by the council of the three demihuman races, leads the war against the human races who vastly outnumber them in sheer population.

But the majority of these beings are no further than Class I in their ascension. Even the leaders of the Grand Council stand only at Class III in power.

And out of nowhere, in the middle of a large battle between the Grand Council and the United Nations of Humanity, a loud sound akin to glass shattering echoes around the entire world, making the conflict stop in an instant.

Above the planet, under the eyes of all of the humans and demihumans living on it, strange cracks begin to appear in reality itself. And within these cracks, nothing but the pitch black void can be seen.

Silence fills the planet for several minutes, only broken when strange creatures start falling out of the cracks in the sky. Creatures that look like eldritch abominations made of nothing but bug parts, carapaces, and tentacles.

First it starts with just a few across the planet-spanning cracks. Then dozens more.

Eventually an entire swarm of creatures, all of Class I at minimum, begin to flood out of the cracks, causing mass panic throughout the planet.

The strongest beings on the planet quickly rush out to fight the creatures, but they quickly find something strange about them.

None of the creatures have any life force to absorb after killing them.

This quickly decreases the motivation of the planet denizens fighting against them. Until they begin seeing Class II creatures leaving the cracks as well. Much larger creatures over twice the size of the first.

And their newfound motivation turns into panic when the Class III creatures start to swarm over the planet.

Soon enough, the planet becomes completely overrun by the void creatures, with the planet’s last hope being killed by the first Class IV creatures that pass through the cracks.

The planet is then left in silence after just a single week of invasion by the void creatures.

Unbeknownst to the fallen planet’s former denizens, a single pitch black eye radiating an evil light begins to crack open on the other side of the crack, only for it to close again as the creature it belongs to realizes it is impossible for it to cross through the crack just yet.

And thus begins the invasion of the void.

Meanwhile, on a planet known as Tartarus situated halfway across the universe from Arese, the witches all open their eyes as they begin glowing with an eerie light. And without a moment’s hesitation, the Demon King appears in front of them right when each of the witches begin chanting, their words echoing throughout the entire world.

“Prepare yourselves, for the Gaze of the Void has landed on the universe at last. The Void will spread its corruption throughout the universe, tearing apart world after world until its gaze finally lies on the demons within the decade. Prepare yourself for destruction, for the only hope of the demons has yet to grow. Prepare for the end of Tartarus.”

The Demon King grimaces at the news despite knowing that it was coming.

At the same time as the witches, the Purple Knight of Humanity starts her livestream, her own eyes glowing purple as she states, “The next era has begun. The Void is coming. Prepare now or all shall be lost. Prepare now, Wolf of the Blood Moon, for you are the last true hope for the universe.”

And all across the universe, various prophecies are told to every last planet with sapient life powerful enough to reach Class III for their seers. Some with the same level of detail as Purple and the witches’ prophecies, most with far fewer details.

But all with enough to cause panic across the worlds.

Meanwhile on Tartarus, the Demon Lords grow tense as they consider the ramifications of this on themselves and their own Clans.

On Earth, the Knights of Humanity all show various different reactions, each considering the effects of the prophecy on the war, and on who the Wolf of the Blood Moon is without a single one not being able to guess their identity. And Scarlet simply narrows her eyes as she pauses in her testing of her new powers, faintly surprised by the timing but not by the events currently happening.

Chaos reigns on both planets, but far moreso on Tartarus than on Earth due to the shorter time frame for them than the humans.

And finally, the Demon King turns his gaze to space around the planet, his eyes narrowing.

Then the chaos grows more when the planet suddenly shudders, the Demon King raising both of his hands, expanding his blood domain around the entire planet and beginning to move the planet itself away from the direction he senses the void creatures.

But all across the universe, everyone recognizes one thing.

The old era has come to a close, and a new one has begun.

An era of the end.


Author’s Note



Hello! Thank you so much for taking the time to read Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 4, The Demonic War!

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!

I didn’t mention it in the author’s note of the last book, but I graduated with a Bachelors in Computer Science and two certifications in cybersecurity. (PS: Yes, I know I mentioned that I graduated in the last author’s note in book 3, I just didn’t mention what I graduated with.)

Now then. I have completed Wolf of the Blood Moon entirely in terms of writing the series, meaning that it’s only a matter of time before I finish editing it all and get it published on Amazon.

There are a total of six books in the series, with a potential prequel that I may consider writing in the future focusing on a different protagonist that hasn’t been introduced in the story yet by book 4.

Furthermore, Wolf of the Blood Moon audiobooks may be something I’ll consider in the future. Right now the series has passed over 1k total ratings on book one and is still growing, and I am focusing on audiobooks for other series at the moment, but I will consider audiobooks for Wolf of the Blood Moon.

One of the biggest issues is that the narrator I work with for my other series, Neil Hellegers, wouldn’t be able to narrate Wolf of the Blood Moon. So I’ll be needing to get a new narrator for the book while already being busy with a lot of other matters.

At the very least there won’t be any audiobooks until after the series is already completed in ebook format.

This is my current publishing schedule for the next year or so! 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.

September/October: The Calling of Wrath Book 2

October/September: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 5 (Book is already completely written)

November: The Rise of the Winter Wolf Book 6

December: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 6 (FINAL BOOK OF THE SERIES) (Book is already completely written)

January: The Undying Magician Book 4

February: Dungeon from the Void Book 5

March: The Rise of the Winter Wolf Book 7

April: Reaper's Resurgence Book 1 (Book is already completely written)

May: The Undying Magician Book 5

June: Reaper's Resurgence Book 2 (Book is already completely written)

July: Eternal Winter's Reign Book 3

August: Reaper's Resurgence Book 3 (Book is already completely written)

September: The Calling of Wrath Book 3

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! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 5 books in the series with another coming in a couple months!

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! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 3 books in the series!



Then there’s two Amazon series that aren’t quite as popular but are getting up there,

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! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 2 books in the series!

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

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

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! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 1 book in the series with another book coming in the next couple months!



And last but not least, my first ever series,

Dungeon from the Void

A strange new dungeon, only having recently left the void; a destructive new element, never-before seen by the inhabitants of Midgard; and a half-elf mercenary on the search for a peaceful life. 

Within the world of Midgard, most people struggle just to survive. 

However, a daring few fight within places known as 'dungeons' to get stronger so that they may make a place for themselves within this cruel world. 

These few are known as cultivators. 

Our story begins with a young dungeon core as he enters the world of Midgard for the first time. 

This dungeon core, one bound to an element known only by the strongest people within the world, starts his new life outside of the void within a secluded mountain range, far away from any kingdom. 


How will the world react to this new dungeon core and his extremely dangerous element? 

That is yet to be foretold. 

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 4 books in the series! 
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