
        
            
                
            
        

    
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 The transportation still uses magi-tech, but it’s always outdated and can only travel a little bit faster than regular trains and cars.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 fill with a lot of 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.

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

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

30 credits are enough for a stay at a crappy hotel in a Tier 3 city.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Basic magic weapon is worth 25000 credits or 250 SP.

Intermediate magic weapon is worth 50000 credits or 500 SP.

Advanced magic weapon is worth 100000 credits or 1000 SP.

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


System:

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

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

However, there are also skills known as Achievement-Locked skills, which have to be purchased through skill points before they then turn into inherent skills which level up just like any other inherent skill. These skills cannot use Skill Points to level up. 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 a term towards the direction that a user’s skills and capabilities take. Especially in their inherent skills.

At the same time, statistics alters 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 Stat Multipliers

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.

Class III multiplier: Tier E has a multiplier of 0.3, D a multiplier of 0.6, C 1.0, B 1.4, and A has a multiplier of 1.9.

Class IV multiplier: Tier E has a multiplier of 0.4, D a multiplier of 0.8, C 1.3, B 1.8, and A has a multiplier of 2.4.

Class V – Tier E has a multiplier of 1, D a multiplier of 2, C 3, B 4, and A has a multiplier of 5.

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.

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.

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 – Levels 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


Class II Demons – Levels 100-250

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 250-500

Changelings

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


Class IV Demons – Levels 500-1000

Class V Demons – Noble Demons – Above level 1000

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.
 


Chapter 1

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

A Visit Gone Wrong



Scarlet Asger

The city is full of life today, just like it apparently always is in a Tier 1 city such as this.

A beautiful full moon hanging high in the sky, just towering over the massive skyscrapers that are blocking my view of the rest of the city, despite me already being nearly thirty floors up above the ground. What must be hundreds of magi-tech cars quickly flying through the air-streets between each building, not even mentioning the various magic-less cars driving by on the ground belonging mostly to city visitors. Like me. And dare I mention the lovely shimmer radiating off of each skyscraper’s outside windows and walls, acting as a shield in case of a Demonic Assault occurring in the capital?

So much beauty. So much awe.

And yet…

“Are you listening to me?” the lady standing next to the comfortable chair I’m sitting on in the middle of the room asks in a rather disgruntled tone. And I so want to respond with ‘no, not really’. But I don’t. Because that won’t help my situation in the slightest.

“Yes,” I answer while turning my gaze away from the large window to see the lady in all her receptionist glory standing next to me. She’s wearing relatively normal business attire, with a dress shirt and a plaid skirt, and her hair done up in a braid running down one of her shoulders.

I can’t help but look up from my seat at her thanks to her annoying high heels. Something no one will ever find me wearing.

Just the thought of it gives me shivers.

“You can either sit there and wait for four more hours for the CEO to come back and kick you out, or you can leave now,” she says, her voice relatively high pitch as she adjusts her glasses with a sneer sent my way.

I let out a sigh. One that seems to irritate her even further somehow before I turn my back to her to face the window, where I see my own reflection in the mirrorlike surface. In it, I’m wearing my favorite red and black jacket over a random plain black shirt that I grabbed from my closet. One with a simple design on it. And to top it off, a pair of black pants and black boots with a random red necklace.

A rather nice color scheme if I do say so myself. It even matches my black hair and incredibly grey eyes.

“I’ve already said this, but I’m here because-” I begin, only for the rude lady to cut me off.

“Yes, you’ve said it before.” She says with a glare that I can see reflected in the window. “You’re here because you believe that your old orphanage director-” she pauses here to scoff “-was the CEO of Silver Works.” She scoffs again as if once wasn’t enough. “Ridiculous.”

Yeah, this isn’t getting very far. But what can I do?

It does sound rather outlandish when you think about it, even if it is the truth. Not that I know why he was working as an orphanage director despite being the CEO of one of the richest companies in the world.

Nothing I can do but ignore the lady though, since she can’t legally call the cops or the security officers in this building unless I’m being an actual problem for their office. And since they can’t get in touch with Allen until he is done with his meeting, and I proved in some ways that I’m at least connected to him thanks to that little badge he gave me, I can sit here for as long as I want.

But I do wish he would get here sooner, because this lady is annoying. Or at least let someone else get here to take her attention away from me.

As if on cue, the phone over at her desk rings, saving me from the hell of sitting here with her constant discriminatory nagging.

It’s not my fault I’m an orphan from a Tier 3 city. So please take that nasty face you’re making at me and shove it in a pot somewhere.

Why a pot? Not sure.

Why not?

“I’m not done with you!” she says, still making that face before turning around and walking back across the empty reception room, past the many empty chairs towards her own desk where she sits down and grabs the phone. “Hello? You’ve reached the Silver Works upper reception. How may I help you?”

I try really hard not to scoff at the obvious difference in treatment.

It was like a switch flipped in her head the moment I mentioned ‘orphan’ and ‘Tier 3’. In fact, just hearing the term orphan tends to make people tense up, mostly out of fear that the orphan may be a changeling in disguise – something that started over one hundred and fifty years ago. Kind of sad, but not something I haven’t grown at least a little bit used to now. After all, the number of times I’ve been turned away from the universities here in the capital city of the Terran Republic, Terra, is way too many to count. Which is surprising, considering that I didn’t even realize they had that many universities to begin with.

Then again, they have a lot of stuff in a Tier 1 city that a Tier 3 doesn’t have.

Flying cars for example.

I let out another sigh while focusing on the peace and not so quiet outside of the building. At the many people going about their day. The flying cars, the shields, everything else that this city has that we didn’t have back home.

All of it makes it just how clear the world is.

In fact, if I had to describe the world in some way, then I’d say it were like a video game. One with handicaps depending on where you’re born, rules set in place only for those who don’t have the strength or backing to ignore them, and no clear cut way towards victory. Just one endless battle of wits, blood, luck, and a touch more blood in the case of Demonic Assaults that everyone has to navigate through every day of their lives.

And one where certain people-

I glance at the receptionist lady happily speaking away with too many platitudes to count towards whoever it is on the other side of the phone.

-have a fun little handicap boosting them far above others even at the start of the game.

I lean back in my chair while closing my eyes and facing forwards again.

Just the idea of moving up in the world to a Tier 1 city, where I can live a much better life without others bothering me. It’s all I really want.

But I only have a few more months left to shoot for that goal. Just a few months. And then it’s to a Tier 2 city I go instead.

Damnit.

What the h-

My thoughts are interrupted by the feeling of my phone – recently purchased – buzzing in my jacket pocket, making me practically jump out of my skin from surprise. I quickly reach into my pocket while opening my eyes, only to find a message from Belle, my best friend. Otherwise known as Arabellia Silvester. The CEO of this very company, Allen Silvester’s daughter.

[Did you find dad yet?]

Following the message is some sort of emoji with a tanuki holding a sign with a question mark. Where she managed to find an emoji like that is beyond me, but I do have to admit that it is a little cute.

[No. Apparently he’s in a business meeting right now in a different building, so I’m left listening to the nagging of a receptionist.]

Her response follows incredibly fast, making me wonder just what she’s doing right now.

[Aww, just hold tight until he gets back, champ! And don’t get yourself into trouble!]

I blink once, then twice at the text before narrowing my eyes.

Now why on earth would I get myself in trouble? I’m perfectly well behaved.

[You know very well that I’m not the one who gets into trouble all the time. That would be Arthur, your little sweetheart.]

I respond with a smirk.

She’s had a crush on Arthur – our other best friend, and another orphan from the same orphanage I stayed at – for who knows how long. Even if neither of them have said anything about it to each other. So it certainly makes for fun teasing.

Before she can respond, I send another message as if as an afterthought.

[Also, stop treating me like a child just because you’re three inches taller than me.]

I nod my head to myself, satisfied with my work, only for my mouth to drop open when she responds back to me.

[I’m four inches taller, and you know it. So you can go ahead and stop with your little teasing, because Arthur and I are already a thing!]

They’re what?! How! When?!

I begin to type in response, ready to barrage both her and Arthur’s phones with texts, only for a loud cracking sound to echo throughout the city, following which a shattering sound akin to glass comes from the skies. When I look out the window, I find myself staring at a blood red moon, with various cracks in space high above the skyscrapers.

A loud alarm begins blaring throughout the building, following which the power to the lights shuts off, leaving us in the dark with the only light being that of the emergency lights and the red light of the blood moon.

“Nonono no no noooooooo!!!” I faintly hear the receptionist screaming while dropping the phone and seemingly having a full blown panic attack. This snaps me out of the daze I had entered the moment I saw the blood moon.

I immediately get up from the chair, feeling slightly dizzy from getting up so quickly after being seated for a long time. Or at least, that’s what I’m guessing it is. Then I rush over to the lady, where I try to shake her as I ask, “Do you know where the closest bunker is?”

But she’s too deep in her panic attack to notice me. All she manages to do is mutter barely audible words, most of which make very little sense in her panic.

So I slap her in the face, snapping her out of it before shouting, “Do you know where the bunker is!?!”

That gets her attention, and she finally blinks, sanity returning to her, followed closely by anger – likely at me slapping her. But fortunately, she has enough sense to drop it and get up, albeit shakily as she answers my question, “T-there’s one on the other side of the f-floor.”

I nod my head in appreciation before standing up straight again, feeling the dizziness growing stronger and stronger in the process.

Strange. Why isn’t it going away? I’m pretty sure I’ve been standing for long enough now…

Deciding that it doesn’t matter right now, I quickly focus on the receptionist who is still frowning at me.

“Are you just going to stand there and frown at me?” I ask her rather cynically with a frown of my own, snapping her out of it as she turns away and unlocks a door that was behind her desk and leads me through it to a point where the glowing red arrows are. I don’t have to ask where they’re pointing, considering all of the drills we’ve had back in high school in case a Fracture ever occurred there. Which it didn’t.

I glance down at my phone as we’re walking, noting that my internet connection has been severed before I look up again and massage my temples.

Just what’s going on?

The original bout of dizziness is still growing stronger, but with a headache mixed in with it now.

At some point we begin running down the halls, mostly because of the lady rushing off after a loud crash sounds from somewhere nearby. Then, after a few minutes of running, I begin to hear a strange sound. Almost like a bug skittering across the ground.

“Miss, do you he-” I begin to ask her, only to cut off as a large, one meter long spider suddenly bursts through a door, smashing it in the process before landing on the lady, who is now screaming her head off. “Holy shit.”

Finding that the demon – who I’m assuming is probably a Spawn, the weakest amongst all of the demons – has already pierced its incisors into the lady’s face, killing her and cutting off her pained screams, I perform an about-face and run away as fast as my legs can carry me. But in the process of running so quickly, I only find that my headache and dizziness is growing worse. And to make matters worse, my eyes and the top of my head are beginning to hurt as well.

Shit shit shit, what the ever fliiipping hell is going on!!!!

I glance back to find the original demon that had appeared snacking on the receptionist’s body while two more of them make their way out of the door before noticing me.

And it just gets worse.


Chapter 2

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

The Contract



Scarlet Asger

The instant I meet the terrible gazes of the eight legged, eight eyed, black creatures, I speed up my running as fast as possible. Doors fly by me at a rapid pace as I ignore the arrows pointing me in the opposite direction to get as far away from those spiders – who I can hear following me – as possible. Eventually I make it to a dead end, so I choose a random door and enter through it, hoping against hope that I didn’t choose incorrectly.

What I find on the other side of the door is a rather lavishly decorated office. It has a large desk made of wood in the back, with two comfortable chairs facing each other in front of it, and an office chair behind it. One that looks more comfortable than the chairs I have at my own apartment.

I carefully walk further into the room, onto the massive carpet laid out across most of the floor that I bet is a huge pain to vacuum before stumbling forward and catching myself on the table standing between the two chairs.

Seriously, what’s wrong with me?

Out of nowhere, my vision begins to blur, only for everything to gain a red tint and then go back to normal. To get a red tint, and then go back to normal again. Over and over again as the pain in my head gets worse and worse, both around my eyes, and behind them.

I hear a growling sound, making me turn to the door, only to remember that the demons were spider subspecies Spawn if I had to guess. Not anything that could or should be able to growl.

If that’s the case, then where did that sound come from?

The alternation of my vision repeats over and over again until I lose my strength and fall to the ground. I hear the sounds of spiderlike footsteps skittering into the room, only for the red tint in my eyes to suddenly flash really strongly, to the point that I feel like I see a bit of red light reflecting off of the floor.

Then the spiders make a panicked sounding hissing noise and rush out of the room.

Before I can so much as question their actions, I hear a masculine yet robotic sounding voice resonate in my ears.

“Curious.”

I barely manage to turn my head in the direction of the voice despite all of the pain that has now spread throughout my entire body instead of just my head, only to find some sort of… what? No, seriously. What?

Some sort of tanuki is just sitting in the air, floating in place. And-

“Very curious.”

-somehow talking to me?

I blink in surprise, somehow forgetting about the pain I’m in for just a single second. Just one.

Is a tanuki calling me strange?

“Yes. I am. But I’m not a tanuki. I’m a fae.”

Oh. Okay. Sorry about that… wait, what?

“Your apology is accepted, mortal. The finding of a half demon is more than worth the trouble.”

I groan as the pain grows even worse somehow, shaking me out of my shocked stupor.

“Your demon half has been awakened and is attempting to swallow your human half.”

The pain may be incredibly severe, but it doesn’t stop the creature’s words from registering in my mind.

Half demon?

“If this continues as is, you will die.”

I feel tears begin to build up in my eyes as the pain continues to grow, only to suddenly vanish again a second later leaving me to suck in a violent gasp of air before flopping on the ground in exhaustion.

What just happened?!

“I have determined that a conversation will not be fruitful while you are feeling such pain. Therefore, I have numbed your nerves for the duration of our talk.”

I blink in surprise. It did what?

Wait a second, never mind that. What is this tanu- err, fae, and how can it read my mind?!

The creature in question floats down to rest right on my chest as he – I’m assuming it’s a he, considering its voice – says, “I am of the fae, or as the non-contracted call us, a spirit. And I am here at the benevolence of his majesty to grant you a contract. You, the sole half demon to have ever been born.”

My eyes shoot open in shock at that.

I’m a… half demon? How is that… how’s that possible?

“A demon and a human being-”

Wait, wait, wait! I don’t mean that! I mean why did it happen? Why would a human and a demon… you know!

“You’re asking why your mother and your father would get together instead of fight each other?”

I nod my head repeatedly.

The fae – not tanuki – doesn’t say anything for who knows how long. So I try to move my body, only to find that I have a lot of difficulty doing so.

“The answer to your question is unknown. And I would suggest not moving, else you’ll speed up your death.”

My mouth drops open for a second before closing again.

Right. All he said was that he numbed my nerves somehow. Not that he fixed me.

How is it possible for a human and a-

“Unless you would like to die in thirty five seconds, then I would advise you stop asking questions and form a contract with me.”

Oh.

A vague feeling of fear sweeps through me at the thought of how close I am to death, but I sweep it away with a deep breath that likely doesn’t help anything.

How do we form a contract?

“Simply share our blood with each other.”

I blink in surprise.

“Do you agree to form a contract with me? To share a small portion of the life force you drain from any demons and humans you kill throughout your life?”

Life… force?

Several seconds pass in silence as I stew over that thought. But after a little bit, the fae reminds me of the remaining time left.

“Twenty seconds.”

And I make a decision. Right here and now.

Whatever will happen after this, I don’t know. But I want to be one of those players on the board game of life who have the power to be free. The power to make change. Or put simply, who have power.

So yes. I agree to this contract.

“Very well. So shall it be done.”

The tanuki raises its paw and chomps on it before lowering itself to my face and dripping its blood into my mouth. And as soon as the blood touches my tongue, I feel my eyes widening in shock as a strange yet not unpleasant feeling spreads through me, despite my nerves apparently being numbed.

It then scratches at my face, drawing only a tiny amount of blood that it quickly brings to its own mouth and swallows.

My eyes widen even further as I stare agape at what I know to be one of those System Notices that the Guardians always talk about on the news. And the only thing that comes to mind at the sight of it is that it really does look like a video game.

	System Initialization in progress
Please wait…



“You are now awakening to the System. This process will stop your demon genes from obliterating your human side for the time being.”

I stare at the notification for who knows how long, a feeling of hope spreading through my still numbed chest, only for me to blink in surprise as the fae’s words register in my mind.

For the time being? Actually, why are you helping me anyways? Aren’t the ‘fae’ supposed to be helping humanity against demons? So why are you helping a half demon in the first place?

I don’t really want to look a gift tanuki in the mouth, but it just doesn’t make sense. And that doesn’t sit well with me.

The spirits, or according to this one the fae – from what I’ve learned back in school – are mystical beings that come from who knows where to help humanity in its time of need against the demons. They first appeared about two centuries ago, only a few years after the first Demonic Assault, and have been contracting with Guardians, giving them access to the System ever since. And they only ever appear in the middle of a Fracture – an enclosed area being assaulted by demons during a Demonic Assault like the one I’m in now – to offer a contract to one of the humans stuck inside of the Fracture.

The fae just stares at me for a few seconds before snapping its little tanuki claws in a ridiculous display that immediately has me regretting questioning it as the pain returns to me.

“I will tolerate your insolence this time because of how unique you are. But you are not to question us ever again. Do you understand me, mortal?”

I hurriedly nod my head in agreement.

No questioning the fae, and especially no angering it. Got it.

The fae snaps its claws again – which I still question if that’s even possible in a tanuki form – before answering my question despite its rather arroga- err, benevolent display.

“His majesty, King Oberon, Ruler of all of the Fae, believes that there must only be one sapient mortal race and has therefore ordered all fae to assist both sides of the war in forming contracts, answering limited questions, and granting their contracted initialization into the System.”

My mouth drops open.

They’re… helping the demons too?


Chapter 3

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

A Change and a Rush



Scarlet Asger

Demons. The enemy of humanity. The harbingers of the apocalypse, and enders of the old world.

“And your kin.”

The fae’s words strike something in me, making my mouth part in silent shock as the realization fully hits me. That I’m technically part of those harbingers. Those monstrous creatures.

What does that mean for me? Am I still a human? Can I still exist on earth? What’ll happen if the demon genes fully obliterates my human genes? Will I die?

The fae seems to answer my last couple questions first with a rather shocking answer, “You will not die. With the System in place, should your human genes be fully obliterated by the demon genes, you will simply become a full blooded demon instead. However, there are ways to stop your human genes from being obliterated.”

I let out a sigh of relief, not really sure what I was expecting to hear. The fact that death isn’t in that sentence is a huge relief. But becoming a full demon?

That…

How do I stop my human genes from being obliterated? And is there a way to obliterate my demon genes instead?

The fae whose name I still do not know despite having a contract with him waits for a second before asking, “Girl, do you not wish power? To have the ability to rule?”

The question surprises me, and honestly, if he hadn’t said it himself, then I probably wouldn’t have thought about it.

I want the power to do what I want to do. To not be herded around like cattle by those Guardians and other wealthy people at the top of the human food chain.

“Your demon blood is particularly pure to an incredible degree. With it, you may someday surpass the strongest of humans, even in this Tier 1 City of yours,” the fae responds to my thoughts as if some sort of devil floating over my shoulder, whispering temptations to me.

And for once, I… might just agree. I never went with what others told me before.

When everyone told me to give up on advancing to a higher education because of my status as an orphan, I proved them wrong and became the top scoring student in our high school. When the Board of Education tried offering me a half paid scholarship to Rhettford University in the Tier 2 city of Rhettford, I managed to negotiate it – with Allen’s help – to be a chance at joining a Tier 1 university in the capital of the Terran Republic, despite my lack of success in that particular department.

But now…

I feel heat begin to build up all over my body, with it being particularly strong around my eyes, the top of my head, my hands and feet, and my chest. But I ignore it as a burning desire to prove everyone that had ever mocked me and the other orphans wrong grows stronger and stronger in my head.

“Very good. This may just be the most fun I’ve had in decades.”

Through the haze of warmth that I’m feeling, and through my current feelings, I hear the slightest hint of emotion in the fae’s usually robotic tone of voice. And that has me smirking.

“The best way for you to survive is to remain a half demon. And to do so, you must hunt. Whether human or demon, you must hunt. You must build up your lifeforce to a point where your genes will reach stability with themselves. Then your path will be set, young mortal girl.”

The fae’s last words in that sentence feel almost as if it’s mocking me, what with how he paused for a split second between each of the last three words. But at the same time, I remember hearing in school that the ‘spirits’ cannot lie.

I narrow my eyes at the creature as the heat reaches a fever pitch throughout my body.

What is your name, fae?

The fae-professed-tanuki stares at me for several seconds without saying a word before it eventually answers me in a lower pitched tone than normal.

“Tarankar Floorid Del Vaschmir Detra. As my contracted partner, our lives are now linked, and you deserve to know of my name.”

The smirk on my face grows even wider.

I open my mouth, only to quickly tilt my head when I cough out blood onto the carpet before responding in kind, out loud this time, “I am Scarlet Asger.”

This fae is a tricky one. I better keep an eye on the thing.



One block away from the building Scarlet is in

The Demonic Assault so far hasn't been as bad as most of the ones Cipher has to help deal with. And he's been in a lot at this point.

Nothing but Class II and I Fractures for the most part. Which is a rather tame Demonic Assault.

The man can't help but let out a sigh as he watches the civilians run past him into a different room before turning around and stabbing his hand straight through the head of a large demon fomorian – one of the weakest Class II demons often used as cannon fodder in a Class II Fracture – that had attempted to sneak up on him. He then opens his other palm up and whispers, “Flame. Release,” making a geyser of flames burst straight out of a small opening in the armor covering his hand, burning another fomorian alive that was attempting to sneak up on him.

The Class IV Guardian is wearing a full set of cybernetic armor, colored with blue armor plating on his forearms, shoulders, torso, and other areas that are often used in combat to block a hit. These armor platings have veins of blue energy moving between them, serving as the magical conduits of the man’s armor, which easily block the fireballs being sent at him by the demon acolyte as he blurs across the cafeteria he is in, his speed greater than the average uninitialized human eye can track. The tables in his way smashing into the walls of the cafeteria in the process of his passing, before his raised fist meets the chest of a demon wraith that was attempting to sneak around the cafeteria to chase one of the citizens that he had already let escape from the room.

Damned thing probably already fixated on one of those survivors.

After giving the wraith one more smash to the head, ensuring that it’ll never be getting up again, Cipher turns back to the acolyte, raises his hand, and activates a skill that sends a bolt of lightning made out of nanomachines straight at the creature. And before the bolt even strikes, the man turns to the rest of the demons, sending another wave of flames that turns them all into ash, following which he begins walking back to the exit of the cafeteria. All before the ash even gets the chance to hit the ground.

“Tenth floor is cleared,” he states into a device on his arm. One of which the Guardian uses in order to get past the signals of the shield that block other types of internet and telecoms.

It takes only a few seconds for a response to come through the coms before Cipher nods his head to himself and states, while walking towards the door that the citizens hid behind, “I’ll get these citizens to safety before clearing the eleventh floor.”

A beep sounds from the device on his wrist, following which he lowers his arm. But just a second later, another long and drawn out beep sounds from it, and he raises the arm again.

Another call?

The moment he sees the caller id on the small display shown on his arm, his eyes widen, and he immediately accepts the call.

“What is it, Belle?! Are you okay?!” he shouts into the device the moment his daughter’s face shows on the other side with a worried frown. The girl has the same amber eyes as her father, with long black hair, and is wearing a white blouse and black pants on the other side of the call, seemingly in a classroom of the university she goes to.

Belle immediately nods her head and says, “It’s not me you should be worried about! I can’t connect to Scarlet!!”

Shit. That’s not good.

Cipher, also known as Allen Silvester, frowns at that and asks, “Do you know where she was before this?”

At this, his daughter scowls at him and practically shouts into her device, “She was at your company headquarters to ask you for a favor!!! Have you not been looking at your emails over the past few days?!”

She what?!

The people hiding inside of the pantry room connected to the cafeteria send frightened looks at the door as the muffled sound of someone shouting makes its way through the steel doors.

Arabellia ignores his outburst of not-so-quiet curses as she asks, “Are you able to go to her?!”

Cipher shakes his head slowly as he answers, “Not yet. My company’s building is, according to Sage, only a Class I Fracture. So the City Board is prioritizing the building I’m currently in, which is a Class II. Even if I asked, they wouldn’t be able to let me out. And even if I tried breaking out, it might destroy the entire building and kill everyone in it in the process of breaking the shield.”

And all that would do is let the demons escape the building, leaving them unchecked in the streets.

Arabellia’s scowl grows deeper, only to soften slightly as she thinks of the many people trapped in the same building as her father.

“Just, please hurry. I can’t lose her too…” she says, a tear beginning to trail its way down her cheek as she no doubt thinks of her dead sister.

“As fast as I can,” Cipher answers with a quick nod before the call cuts out and he rushes over to the pantry door and proceeds to rip it open with his bare hands.

Let’s see if I can’t speed this up. For Scarlet’s sake.


Chapter 4

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

Changes



Scarlet Asger

The heat grows even stronger not too long after we exchange names until it reaches a point that’s damned near unbearable. But soon after that, it somehow vanishes in an instant to be replaced with extreme pain that has me silently screaming with nothing coming out of my mouth for what feels like forever. The pain this time is focused on each of the same areas as before, but for some reason, the top of my head feels even worse.

Eventually, I find the pain too much to tolerate and pass out, only to wake up again who knows how long later to find that all of the pain is gone. Almost as if it were all a nightmare.

After a brief bout of confusion, I look down to find Tar – I am not going to bother trying to pronounce his full name, much less his first one – lying down on my chest seemingly taking a nap. And the sight of him there draws conflicting feelings out of me.

For one, he’s adorable. But for two, it’s an entity who threatened me earlier and likely knows more about me than it’s telling.

In the end I decide to get up, letting the tanuki fall to the ground without catching it.

But no sooner than I reach my full height, I notice something off. Kind of like an extra weight on my head, along with some strange… sensation? Some sort of… mental switch.

What is this?

I frown before shrugging and mentally flipping the switch. And almost immediately, everything around me grows much louder and more detailed. To the point that I can hear the footsteps of a spider demon walking down the hall on the other side of the floor from here. I can even hear a freaking conversation going on within the shielded barrier of one of the bunkers on the floor. The very one I was going to with the receptionist lady.

May she be at peace with the souls of the fallen.

Oh, I also hear the tanuki, err, Tar waking up on the floor, somehow having not been woken up immediately by falling onto the ground. But then again, it was a comfortable carpet.

Anyways, what’s up with my new hearing?

“It’s because you awakened. You’re no longer human, and your appearance matches that.”

It takes a second for his words to register in my head. Just a second. Then I scramble for my pocket to find my phone to use as a mirror before showing my face in its reflection.

I blink in surprise at the sight of red eyes. Ones that seem to be glowing in the darkness of the office. But what catches my attention more and has me groaning is the sight of what look like black and red wolf ears with small bits of white fur on the inside on top of my head.

“What’s wrong? You don’t like wolves?”

Without even turning to the creature, I answer, expressing my depression with this turn of events rather clearly in how my ears somehow follow my mood and droop, “Do you know how much of a pain these’ll be?!”

The tanuki, err, Tar. I need to stop doing that. Tar tilts his head and asks in a confused yet still robotic tone of voice, “Physical appearance changes are common amongst awakened humans. You won’t stand out. And creatures of the same race as you can’t identify you, therefore no human can see your identi-”

I cut him off as I turn to him and exclaim, “Now what do I do if people think I’m wearing a wolf ear headband wherever I go?!”

Tar just stares at me.

I glare back at him.

My pride is important, okay?! And animal headbands are not cool!

We continue our staring match for what feels like hours, but is in all honesty probably just like ten or so seconds, until he lets out a sigh.

I smile and give him a nod in triumph before going serious again as I ask, “You mentioned that the Guardians can’t just identify me?”

Tar nods his little tanuki head.

That’s good.

“Is there anything else you would like to check before we move on to your status?”

I blink in surprise at the question, wondering a little bit why he is actually being slightly considerate instead of the rudeness he was showing before. Either way though, I nod my head and ask, “Are there any other changes that I don’t know about?”

Something I didn’t notice before now thanks to my focus on my ears is that my eyesight seems to be improved a lot, and even has a bit of night vision. Although colors are a bit harder to make out. Whether that’s just in the dark or not is something to figure out later.

I hope it’s just like that in the dark though.

“Besides the change in your eyes and ears, you also gained a second heart, and the tips of your canines were sharpened a little bit. Beyond that, your hands were prepared for the possibility of transformation occurring in the future through your skills.”

That’s… okay, that’s pretty cool.

I raise my phone up to my face again before opening my mouth to look, only to find that my canines really were sharpened. Albeit not by much. Not even enough to be noticeable if you aren’t looking.

“If you are finished looking at your changes, I would like to bring you up to speed on your status. However, something-” he begins, only to cut off as I jerk my head towards the door at the sounds of that very same spider demon that I heard earlier approaching the door. “You can hear it already. We need to hurry.”

I nod my head, only for my eyes to widen slightly as a notification appears in front of my vision.

	System Initialization is complete.
Welcome to the passage of ascension.
May your rise be ever fruitful, lone half demon.



Out of the corner of my eye, I find Tar looking slightly surprised at something on the notification. But he simply ignores it immediately after.

Interesting.

“So Tar, all I have to say is status, right?” I ask, wanting to hurry it up, just to be surprised by the sight of something appearing in front of me in the place of the notification. Likely my status.

“Correct. And we will speak later about you calling me Tar.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I mutter while reading the status floating in front of me.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 0	SP: 0
	Stats:

	Physical: 14	Mental: 11	Magical: 13
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 71.5/71.5	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Passive Skills:

	N/A	N/A	N/A
			


“Okay. Your first skill is called Blood Claws. Just think the skill’s name and it will activate. We do not have time to go over everything there right now, so close out of your status.”

After very quickly focusing on the word description, I hear it echoing in my head before closing out of my status without bothering to check anything else.

{Blood Claws - Allows the user to coat their hands with claws of blood. The blood used in the skill is either created through the user’s mana or drawn from the user’s body if they are out of mana.}

Immediately after hearing the description, I think the word in my head and begin to feel a sort of power connect to me from that word, even if it was just thought in my head. The power then draws on some sort of energy well inside of my chest that I never realized was there. Mana.

I knew of the term from video games and the Guardian’s interviews I’ve watched from time to time, along with the status itself, but it still feels odd that I would have it myself.

As if straight from a movie or a video game, blood begins to form in the air around my hands, coating them and making them look more akin to the paws of a wolf mixed into the form of a human hand, with sharp claws to match. Kind of like a werewolf from the old horror movies in the old world.

Is that what I am? I didn’t think about checking my species while it was open. Assuming it even listed what type of demon one of my parents was.

Clearly some type of wolf though, considering my ears.

My thoughts are interrupted as I hear the spider getting incredibly close to the door. And somehow, it seems to be homing directly in on us.

Tar seems to understand my thoughts and answers before I even ask, “You were releasing the aura of a noble demon the moment you began awakening. But now that you have awoken, you no longer have that aura on you, your human side having snuffed that noticeable effect out. So now the demons that were avoiding this area can smell you and are coming.”

Oh. Wait a fucking second, did he just say a noble demon?!

The sharp leg of a certain spider demon suddenly pierces through the door, making me refocus my attention on the creature.

Kill demon now, question the tanuki later.


Chapter 5

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

First Blood



Scarlet Asger

Deciding that the best time to strike is when it still has its leg pierced through the door, I sprint forward and swipe my new blood claws straight at the leg. And my claws… don’t actually do that much. All they manage to do is pierce nearly half an inch in, drawing some sort of ichor that is drained into my claws, changing their color to add a slight green tint before returning to the red of my own blood.

The spider demon lets out a pained screech before yanking back its leg and tearing the door off of its hinges in the process, revealing the rest of the demon in all of its spidery glory. And the moment my eyes latch onto it, I hear some sort of voice echo in the back of my head.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Spider – Level 4|

It’s level 4?! That explains why I barely did anything to it! At least, if video game logic applies in this situation.

“Good luck and try not to die before I can at least explain your status.”

My eye twitches at the sheer callousness of the tanuki whose name I won’t even bother saying this time before I jump back, very nearly tripping over the carpet in the process to end up between one of the chairs and the table. Meanwhile the spider lets out another shriek as it tries – and fails – to fit through the door. Only to end up climbing the wall and then entering while sideways instead of upright.

Right as I’m expecting it to jump on the ground and chase after me, it instead begins climbing up the wall towards the ceiling.

Are you kidding me?

I jump out of the way right before it leaps from the ceiling straight at where I was just standing, destroying the table in its landing. And before it can gather its bearings, I swipe my claws at it again, still unused to having any sort of weapon, much less blood claws to use in the first place.

Once again, I don’t manage to do much damage to it. But I do at least notice that this time it did a little bit more than the last time.

Does it have anything to do with its blood entering my claws?

“Skill descriptions are not all there is to a skill. Remember this.”

My eye twitches again as I notice the tanuki floating in the air close to the corner of the room, right beneath the ceiling while watching me fight for my life. But I take a deep breath to calm down again before jumping away when the spawn swipes two of its legs at me, barely missing my head in the process.

Unfortunately, in the process of dodging its claw tipped legs, I trip on the chair next to us, falling to one knee where the spider turns around and tries to snap at me with its incisors, taking a chunk out of my arm in the process as I raise it to block the strike.

I let out a scream of pain before gritting my teeth so hard that it feels like they might break.

“You Terran damned spider!” I shout at the thing as if that’ll help while trying to roll out of the way again. After I manage to make it to my feet a couple of meters away from the spider, I glance at my arm to find it leaking quite a bit of blood down from the wound. But surprisingly, the blood ends up mixing with my claws, making them grow slightly larger.

That might be useful.

Still gritting my teeth to ignore the pain, I raise my head to look around the room, my gaze narrowing on the chandelier that I hadn’t noticed when first entering the room. That’ll work.

Hopefully.

Right as the spider begins to charge at me again, I charge right back in its direction, seemingly surprising it for a second. And before it can get over that surprise, I climb up the chair and jump off of it, landing on the spider’s back, where I then jump to a bookcase not too far away. I barely miss landing on the bookcase and instead have to drag myself the rest of the way up with my legs dangling.

That could’ve gone better.

I turn back to find the spider looking around for a few seconds in confusion before turning to me. So I don’t miss the chance to jump again straight at the chandelier above it, where I climb up and swipe my claws at the chain holding it up.

“Interesting.”

Is the last word I hear before the chandelier comes crashing down on top of the spider, its chain having been shredded with relative ease by my claws.

The spawn makes a loud hissing sound that quickly deflates with the sound of its carapace being shattered by the chandelier, but it still tries to move even after the thing fell on its head. So I climb down from the chandelier that is still somehow intact and on top of it to walk over to its face, where I bring my fingers together with a grimace and dig them straight into one of the creature’s two largest eyes.

A rather unpleasant feeling follows as my hand digs into its head before I quickly rip it out and wipe it on the carpet beneath me.

Sorry whoever’s carpet this is. But you’re probably gonna need to replace it.

A ding sounds in my head, followed by another message by that same voice as earlier.

{Level 4 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Demon.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Demon Spawn.}

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

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 1 through killing your first demon. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

As soon as I hear that, I flop onto the ground with an exhausted grunt. And soon after, the tanuki flies over to me before landing on my chest again.

“Your use of the name Tar aside, I will not be subjected to being called a tanu-”

Before the tanuki can finish, I cut it off by barely saying through my exhaustion, “I don’t care. You’re a tanuki. Get over it.”

At first I was gonna be nice and call him Tar. But that was until he decided to watch me fight for my life as if I were some pawn or thing that didn’t matter.

The tanuki narrows his eyes at me and crawls up to my face before literally stomping its tiny foot on my cheek. Which, as expected, doesn’t exactly do much.

Why exactly was I afraid of this thing again?

Oh, right. Because it was numbing my pain earlier during the awakening. And it could’ve stopped at any moment.

I raise my arm slightly to look at it, where a large cut in my favorite jacket now lies revealing a bloody gash equal in size on my pale skinned arm beneath.

Seriously? That’s going to be a pain to sew up. Because I am not replacing this jacket.

I don’t really care about the shirt underneath though. That’ll just go in the trash later.

Several seconds pass in not-so-comfortable silence – considering the burning pain going through my arm – before I finally notice out of the corner of my eye that my hair now has red highlights that it didn’t have before.

Odd.

Doesn’t matter though.

Better red ones than yellow or some gross color like that.

The tanuki also kind of falls off of my face when I turn my head to look at my hair, but that’s a little inconsequential right now. Especially when he just floats back up to stop right above my head with a rather displeased expression on his face.

“Open your status.”

I blink in surprise at the fact that the usually arrogant and overbearing tanuki isn’t actually saying anything in regard to my actions right now, only to mentally shrug and think, ‘Status.’

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

	Age: 19	Level: 1	SP: 16
	Stats:

	Physical: 16	Mental: 12	Magical: 15
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 2	Mana: 81/90	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Passive Skills:

	N/A	N/A	N/A
			


Oh, that’s nice. Not really sure what’s different from before, but I’m guessing my stats are higher since the voice – which I’m assuming is the System – said that I’d leveled up.

Wait.

I’m half Blood Lycan?

I stare at those words for who knows how long.

Oh.


Chapter 6
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Skills



Scarlet Asger

So one of my parents is one of the strongest races of demons? A noble demon bordering on royalty?

What the hell was a Class V demon doing getting involved with a human anyways?

Judging by the fact that there are spawn in this Fracture, it is most likely a Class I Fracture. The weakest type of Fracture there is. And likely the only reason I’m alive right now.

As for my magic… well, considering that I’m half blood lycan, that makes sense.

“Let’s get this over with before anything else gets here,” the tanuki begins, drawing my attention back to it, “your listed magic is what determines the direction that your skills will go in terms of the power they’re based off of. It does not mean that it’s actual magic. Although in your case, it might just be that later on.”

Yeah, I already knew that part.

“Stats do not change your body at all. All they do is alter the way your body interacts with reality around you, making you stronger in the sense that your presence in reality is stronger and you therefore are physically, magically, and mentally more powerful than you were with lower stats, which is something a lot of humans don’t seem to understand,” he continues, making my eyebrow raise slightly at the indignant manner of which he spoke that last part. “The stats you get per level are decided by your species and your magic combined with what ‘Class’ as you humans call it, that you’re in. Levels 1 through 100 being Class I, 101-250 being Class II, 251-500 being Class III, 501-1000 being Class IV, and anything beyond that Class V.”

Wow. He’s really just going straight through it without wasting any time.

“What each stat does should be self-explanatory, and I’ll correct you in the case that you’re wrong. All I’ll say on that front now is that a 10 in each of the three main stats is the average for most unawakened humans,” he says, ignoring my thoughts. “Next up, we have Skill Points and Skill Levels. There are two types of skills. Inherent, which are what you get from leveling up, and purchased skills. You have to level up inherent skills through using the skills, whereas you have to level up purchased skills – and purchase them in the first place – using skill points. Now think, ‘Skill Store’.”

I blink in surprise, trying to register everything that he just said. Because while he’s right that the stats are rather self-explanatory. Mostly. I haven’t heard much talk about the specifics of skills.

Deciding to just go ahead and do as he says, I think ‘Skill Store.’

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Predator I	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least three levels.	The lowest rarity predator skill.
It grants the user a 3% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves.
	Passive
Static
Common
	10
	Clean	Unlocked through killing your first demon.	A basic utility skill used to clean the user and their equipment.	Active
Static
Common
	10
	Repair	Unlocked through killing your first demon.	A basic utility skill used to repair non-magical clothing.	Active
Static
Common
	10
	Recharge	Unlocked through killing your first demon.	A basic utility skill used to recharge magical equipment through the user’s own mana.	Active
Static
Common
	10
	…
					


“Before you spend your skill points, I would like to advise you taking Predator I,” Tar says as I read through the skills. “At this point in the Fracture, there are far more likely to be more demons above your level than at or below your level, so any little bit will help. And the rest of the skills you have access to at level one with your achievements are simple utility skills. Ones not meant for battle.”

After reading through the first two or so pages of skills, I quickly come to agree with the tanuki before reaching out and touching the words ‘Predator I’, making a confirmation message appear afterwards. So I touch the word Confirm, making a warm feeling spread through my body for a few seconds before vanishing again.

“Now to explain. Skills are broken down into six rarities. Common, Uncommon, Rare, Epic, Legendary, and Mythical. Each of them costs a different amount of SP to purchase, and the skills get quite a bit stronger the rarer they are. But they’re also a lot harder to unlock through achievements. Suffice it to say, if you unlock a high rarity skill, you’re going to want to purchase it.”

I glance at the tanuki before looking at the status I still have open next to my skills list, briefly noting that my SP dropped from 16 to 6. And that I have the new skill added to it already.

“There are three different types of skills. Active, which are skills that must be used in order to activate, Passive, which are active all the time, and Static, which are skills that cannot level up. They will always be at level 1.”

Literally every single skill I have unlocked right now is a static one. And only one of them has a requirement other than to slay my first demon.

Also, I find it weird how helpful the tanuki is being now considering how it treated me in the fight…

Hearing my thoughts, which is really getting annoying, the tanuki glances at me and says, “Fae are not allowed to participate in the war between humans and demons beyond advisement to their contractor and granting them access to the System in the first place. Furthermore, I needed to be convinced that you were worth the trouble. That you wouldn’t just die in your first battle.”

My eye twitches at his blatant admission that he would’ve just let me die.

So much for ‘our lives being bound together’.

The tanuki ignores my irritation to continue his explanation of skills, “Unlike purchasable skills, inherent skills are not purchased unless they’re something called achievement-locked inherent skills. They simply come to you at certain levels depending on your magic and species. But they are always at least as strong as purchasable skills up to the Rare rarity. At the same time though, their strength varies depending on your magic and species.”

I glare at him for a few seconds before sighing and focusing on the skills list again.

“Many purchasable skills are locked behind achievement restrictions, as you already know by now. But some of them are also locked by magic restrictions, only allowing you to purchase them if you have the necessary magic amongst the listed magics they require,” he says, pausing slightly as my wolf ear twitches at the sound of another spider spawn entering the floor from the stairs on the other side of it. “Most skills of any use in combat only become available after you reach level 10. So don’t bother searching through them for anything you can use to help you right now.”

That explains why they’re almost all utility skills, except for Predator I. Also, considering that there’s an old world country number – I think it was called a roman numeral – after the name, there’s probably a higher rarity for the skill. Which makes me wonder what would happen if I bought that too? Would they stack? Or would one replace the other?

I’m distracted again by the spider that’s slowly approaching our room. At this rate it’ll likely get here in about five or so minutes.

Stupid spawn and their sense of smell.

How does a spider even smell in the first place?!

“That should be everything. So you can go ahead and deal with that pest,” Tar says, making me do a double take at him for calling the demon a pest.

Wasn’t he supposed to be a neutral party to our little war?

“While I am considered a neutral party, after we sign a contract, most Fae end up rooting for the side that they signed the contract for. Besides. Even other demons consider spawn pests.”

Oh. That… makes sense.

Also, isn’t that a little brutal? For demons to consider one of their own a pest?

Actually, don’t answer that.

Wait, what about the mana stat? How is that calculated?

The tanuki gives me a less than useful answer, “Math.”

I stare at him until he explains further.

“You can figure out the exact formula when you leave this Fracture, just know that it is a combination of your Mental and Magical stat,” he finally answers after a few seconds of staring.

That’s better at least.

I slowly get up from the ground again whilst cradling my arm, still feeling the blood lightly trailing down it from the wound. At some point the blood claws on my hands just kind of flickered out while I wasn’t paying attention, so I reactivate the skill by thinking its name in my head again.

Blood Claws.

Then I begin to slowly walk towards the door.

Maybe I can find a storage room somewhere on the floor that’ll have bandages after this fight. Or better yet, a bunker that hasn’t already been locked. But the chances of the latter are rather low, considering how it’s already been at least half an hour, maybe even an hour – who knows how long I was unconscious for – since the Demonic Assault began.

Here’s to hope, I guess.
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As I walk over to the door, I notice Tar vanishing out of the corner of my eye. And when I turn around to look, I don’t see him anywhere in the room anymore.

Huh.

“I’ve gone invisible now that we are leaving the room and may make contact with people,” his voice resonates in my head, making me feel slightly uncomfortable in the process.

It’s weird to hear someone talking and not know where the voice is coming from. At least with phone calls and stuff you know the voice is technically coming from the phone. But not in this case.

Neither me nor the tanuki speak for a little while as I walk out of the office and begin heading down the hall, occasionally checking doors along the way in the hopes of finding a storage room. Only to have no luck in that department.

By the time I make it halfway down the hall to where the door of the receptionist area that I was at when this all started is, I finally stop as the sound of the spider stops right outside of that very door. I then stare at the door for a few seconds, slowly spreading my claws outwards while tensing up ever so slightly.

Seconds pass by in silence with only the occasional chittering noise of creaking joints from the spider moving in place on the other side of the door.

Why is it waiting?

Unless the huntsman demons are too quiet for me to hear, there shouldn’t be any more demons on this floor. Meaning it can’t be waiting for anything.

Could it be going to sleep?

I wait another five or so seconds before my impatience gets the best of me and I barge right through the door to find the spider demon eating a corpse in absolute silence. One that I do not recognize.

The creature jerks its head up as it hears my entrance, but I’ve already swung my clawed hand at its side, tearing a much deeper gash through it than I was ever able to make on the other spider. And that’s when the voice echoes in my head, telling me the demon’s information.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Spider – Level 2|

That explains it.

The demon lets out a loud screech of pain before I follow up with another strike with my claws, albeit with my wounded arm this time. And the pain that comes along with it has me wincing.

I feel more blood pouring out of the wound, eventually leaving a trail to my claws on that arm before the claws themselves grow in size and opacity.

While I’m not sure how to drain my own blood to power the skill, or even how to enhance the skill with extra mana, I do at least know that my blood can enhance it even if it’s just blood from a wound like this.

I hurriedly try to jump back, away from the spider as it sends a sharp limb straight at me, only for that very limb to get stuck in the wall in the process. So I take advantage of this to rush forwards again with my wounded arm, where I straight up grab at the back of its head, letting my claws dig deeper and deeper into it until the entire spider begins to convulse.

It sends another clawed limb at me, but I notice it getting slower and slower the closer it gets to me, all the way until it stops the instant I dig my other clawed hand straight through the spider’s eye, trying very hard to avoid its incisors in the process.

{Level 2 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

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

As soon as I hear the messages, I rip both of my hands out of its head with a very disgusted look on my face at the sight of green blood coating the ends of my jacket sleeves.

I’m going to get that cleaning skill. Absolutely going to get it.

“All Guardians end up getting three of the utility skills that are pretty much a requirement unless they want to end up covered in demon gore with completely ravaged clothes, leaving them nearly half naked and filthy every time they leave a Fracture,” Tar suddenly says, responding to my thoughts.

Hmm. Good to know.

Too bad I can’t afford another skill right now.

Also, if I had to guess, you mean the clean, repair, and recharge utility skills?

“Correct,” he answers right away, his voice still slightly disconcerting me.

Thought so. The rest of the utility skills don’t seem anywhere near as useful.

Since I don’t have any magical items to recharge, that leaves me with either repair or clean. And right now, I only have a single cut on my clothes. So clean would probably be better. Especially if I want to avoid getting an infection in my wound.

I wipe the ichor from my jacket sleeves onto the chair, briefly glance at the spider limb still stuck in the wall, then glance at the window that I was just staring out of not too long ago, before this all started.

So much can change in just… however long it’s been since it started changing. And while I might not have wanted to end up like this – I can’t help but glance at the wolf ears on my head showing in the reflection of the window – it will make life a lot easier on me. Since no one should be able to tell that I’m not just a regular guardian.

Right, Tar?

The tanuki appears closer to the window for some reason before answering, “You’re correct. There should be no way for humans to know that you are not one of them. This is because no one can identify members of the same species, and since you’re half human, you are considered the same species as them.”

I nod my head with a smile.

That’s good.

I walk over to the window before looking out it, through the shield that is likely there, invisible to those of us inside of it, at the blood moon hanging high in the air.

For some reason, the moon makes me feel calm. Relaxed even.

Is it because I’m half blood lycan?

As I stand here, basking in the red moonlight, I feel a strange tingling sensation arise from my wounded arm. And when I look down at it, I find the wound radiating a faint red light.

Huh?

“You didn’t know?” the tanuki asks in a slightly mocking tone of voice that has me turning to look at him with a scowl on my face. “Blood lycans heal in the direct light of the blood moon.”

Oh. That’s nice to know.

I pull my arm as carefully as I can out of the jacket sleeve so as to not irritate the wound or get any more blood than I have to on my jacket before going closer to the window. The tingling sensation grows stronger and stronger the closer I get to the window, and soon enough I can see the wound very slowly closing on its own.

Very slowly.

Seconds pass, and soon enough the seconds turn into minutes. Before long, I feel like I’ve just stood here for nearly five entire minutes before the wound is small enough that it’s nothing more than a very faint scab. So I put my arm back through my sleeve, frowning slightly as I feel some blood along the way but otherwise ignoring it.

Guess I don’t need any bandages anymore.

I smile at that thought before turning around and walking towards the stairs.

It sounds like there are a few demons on the floor beneath us, with more and more on each floor beneath that. Meaning that the Fracture’s core is most likely closer to the bottom of the building. Which is rather far away from us here on the thirtieth floor.

And – if I remember correctly from the drills and classes we had to take in high school about Demonic Assaults – the Fractures tend to appear close to large gatherings of humans, on a place close to a flat surface. Meaning that it’s probably somewhere between the first through fifth floors, since those are the most populated.

The tanuki vanishes again as I make my way to the staircase down the hall from the receptionist area.
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After a quick walk down the stairs, I find myself entering the twenty ninth floor through the open stairwell. But before I enter the rather large greeting room on the floor, I walk over to the edge of the stairwell’s center to peek down at the lower floors. And as I suspected, I see quite the number of demons on the lower floors just moving through the stairs themselves.

What makes it even worse is that I can hear the occasional scream coming from the other floors now that I’m at the main stairwell – an area connected to every floor of the building.

I shake my head after a few seconds before going into the greeting room, which is basically just a massive room with a few areas full of comfortable chairs or couches meant for relaxation while people wait here for something. What this floor is meant for, I’m not sure. But I do hear people on the floor. And none of them are in a bunker by the sounds of how loud their voices and movements are.

At the same time, none of the demons are near them either. So there’s that at least.

From what I can hear, two of the demons are most likely more Spawn, while the third demon on the floor is something else. It clearly has only two legs, but at the same time, it has much lighter steps than anyone else on the floor, and is moving around through the floor rather slowly.

If I had to guess, then I’d put my money on it being a huntsman. Which is a type of demon that tends to narrow in on someone they mark as their ‘prey’ before chasing after them and beginning their hunt. It’s also something I’ll have to worry about, since they actually use a weapon. A crossbow.

To start things off, I head in the direction of the spawn closest to the humans on the floor. Since it may go after them while I’m dealing with the other two.

“Look who’s already getting into their role as a defender of humanity,” I hear the tanuki’s voice echoing in my head. But I can’t help but frown at its words.

No, not really. While I do think it would be a shame for them to die, I’m not some superhero who’ll run around killing demons all the time to save people’s lives. After all, it’s their lives to live. Not mine.

Life in a tier 3 city taught me how heroes end up in the end. Six feet under.

“Oh?” the tanuki mutters, sounding both slightly amused and interested. “Tell me then, half demon. Why are you going after the one closest to the humans first, despite it being the furthest away from you?”

Because the demons will be stronger if they kill the humans there. And that would make it a bigger problem both for me, and the other people on the floor below us if I don’t manage to take the demons out.

Also, why not?

“So it’s a pragmatic choice of what would be better for the masses or for you, over what would be better for an individual other than you? That or a whim?” Tar asks, sounding more and more curious as I continue making my way through the hall, getting closer and closer to the spawn in the process. Which also happens to be getting closer to the humans too.

Yeah, I guess. Call me selfish or cold all you want, but I’m not going to sacrifice my life for a stranger. And at the same time, if I can help people without it inconveniencing me too badly, then I will. After all, there’s no reason not to.

The tanuki stays silent this time, not responding to my thoughts.

I continue running down the hall for a little bit longer before turning the corner and finding a wide open room, with what appears to be a bunker standing wide open on the other side of it, and a demon spawn in the middle of the room. The room itself looks like some sort of middle room area, with various doors branching off of it, some of them being wide open and showing an office on the other side. There are pots and plants located closer to the middle of the room, with even a large tree smack dab at the center.

My eyes move towards the open bunker to find a group of eleven people trying to close the bunker door but failing.

Is it broken?

No matter how many people they have trying to pull down the lever to close the door, it doesn’t budge in the slightest. Which really shows a lack of care in this floor.

Maybe I should mention that to Allen the next time I see him?

I look directly at the spawn of which is moving closer to the people in the bunker before a light smile tugs at my lips.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Spider – Level 2|

Another level 2. This shouldn’t be too hard. I think.

The instant the people in the bunker notice me, the terror on their faces is replaced with hope, and I even hear several of them muttering, “Guardian!”

I give them a brief nod before activating my Blood Claws skill again and leaping straight towards the spawn, landing on its back, and startling it in the process thanks to its attention having been focused solely on the people in the bunker. It lets out a loud screech that only grows louder as I dig the claws of both of my hands into its body. Then I-

A sudden flash of light makes me blink twice to clear the spots from my eyes before I glance towards the people to find two of them pointing their cameras at me while the others continue trying to close the door. The two being the youngest of the group. Just a couple of high school girls by the looks of it.

Seriously?

One of them even seems to be recording. Which’ll be a pain.

Why are they here anyways?

I focus on the spawn again as I begin to climb its body closer to the head, only to notice out of the corner of my eye an incoming leg to which I move my arm up at the last moment, making the claw strike at its own back.

By the stars… that could’ve been painful.

The spawn lets out a high pitch screech showing off just how painful it thought it was before I finish making my way across its slightly-longer-than-a-meter body to grab onto and dig into its head, just like the last one. Then I finish it by dragging myself forward and stabbing my other hand into its biggest eye.

That’s really turning out to be a good way of killing them.

Although it’s rather gross every time I do it.

I turn my head towards the bunker again to find that the people are still staring at me.

Oh. Right.
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I get off of the demon’s corpse right as the message plays in my head about the EXP.

{Level 2 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

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

That should make eight Skill Points now. Just two more and I can get the cleaning skill.

After canceling my Blood Claws skill, I wipe my hands of the demon’s ichor onto the very small amount of fur that the spider has before walking over to the bunker, grabbing the lever on the outside of it, and yanking it down with all of my strength. Just to find that this one is working perfectly fine.

A little awkward.

Guess I kind of assumed that if the inner lever wasn’t working then the outer one wasn’t too. But then again, they probably didn’t think about the outer one since someone would have to be outside to pull it. And there’s no way to open it or get inside after pulling it.

I glance at the now-shutting doors of the bunker to see a few more pictures being taken of me to my irritation, along with several people waving and expressing their appreciation towards me.

After the door finishes shutting, I find myself heaving a sigh of relief.

I really don’t deal with large groups of people well.

“You do realize those pictures and that video will likely be ‘blown up’ as you humans say on your internet by morning?” I hear the annoying tanuki tell me something I already know and very much wish wouldn’t happen.

“You should’ve already known that this would happen. Guardians don’t live in obscurity. It just doesn’t happen,” Tar says, amusement clear in his normally robotic tone. “There are just too many ways for humans to record images and spread them around for you to-”

I cut him off by saying, “Yeah, yeah, I know that already.”

Such a pain. Despite how cute he looks, he’s practically a devil on the inside.

“Why are you in the form of a tanuki anyways?” I ask out of curiosity as I walk back towards the hall I came from to head towards the other demons on the floor.

“Whatever my appearance is, it’s your fault,” he says, sounding ever so indignant in his response. But I stop walking at that with a confused expression on my face.

How’s it my fault?

“We fae take on the appearance of whatever animal – not including humans – was last on the mind of the human we approach for a contract,” the little tanuki says, making my eyes widen.

Oh. So, it’s Belle’s fault then.

I nod my head, satisfied with my shifting of the blame before I continue walking down the hall.

Somewhere in the back of my head, I hear a certain tanuki scoffing at my thoughts. But I ignore it.

It only takes me around another ten or fifteen minutes to navigate through the maze of a building to find the next demon spawn. And I quickly kill it simply by jumping down from a balcony of an upper deck in the room it was in to land on its back and proceeding to do the same thing I’ve done with the last few demon spawn.

{Level 2 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

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

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 2. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

I let out a sigh as I feel a nice surge of something that feels almost like adrenaline rush through my body from the level-up. Then I open my status to check out the differences, only to pause and ask the tanuki out loud, “What do you think I should put my free points in?”

I kind of forgot to distribute those earlier.

Tar lets out a sigh of relief before answering, “It’s about time you asked.”

Oh? So you were waiting for me to say something about it to talk about free points?

That doesn’t sound like something a good mentor should be doing.

The tanuki appears in the air in front of me with a disgruntled look on his cute little face as he practically shouts in my mind, “I am not your mentor! I am your contracted partner!!! Get it straight, girl!”

I raise an amused eyebrow at his loss of composure.

Right. Keep telling yourself that.

Tar flies up to my face and literally punches me, to no affect. Then he floats up and lands on my head of all places and begins answering my question as if this interaction had never happened.

“My thoughts are always to keep your stats relatively balanced, albeit with your species’ stronger stats with a little bit of a lead. So I’d suggest putting your free points into Mental to let it catch up a little bit with the other two stats before spreading the spare around wherever.”

Hmm. Makes sense, I guess.

Don’t want to leave one of your stats far behind the others, making a blatant weakness open up.

Although, what does the mental stat actually do?

“It increases your ability to affect other people’s minds through skills, to defend against others attempting to affect your mind, and lastly, your ability to process things.”

Right. So having a low mental stat compared to my other stats would leave me weak against mental attacks then.

Good to know.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 2	SP: 9
	Stats:

	Physical: 19	Mental: 16	Magical: 17
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	Free Points: 0	Mana: 121/136	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Passive Skills:
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Alright. That should work.

“You put three free points into mental and one into physical?” Tar asks rhetorically before muttering, “Not bad.”

I smirk at that before heading off to deal with the last demon on the floor. Which is currently standing in front of the sealed bunker.

Looks like I was right. It is a huntsman. And its prey got inside of the bunker, leaving it unable to do anything to them.

Honestly, I could probably just leave it there and it would never move an inch. But I want its EXP. So back to that room I go.
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I take one look at the huntsman before turning around and leaving.

|Demon Huntsman – Subspecies: None – Level 15|

Good thing it already has a fixation.

“You’re lucky this time, but you might not be the next time around,” I hear the tanuki warn me. “Be more careful.”

Aww, is the little tanuki actually worried about little ol’ me?

Of course, he doesn’t respond to that.

Looks like the fae isn’t as bad as I’d thought. Still keeping my eye on you though.

And would very much appreciate some privacy in my own head too.

He stays silent to that as well.

Yeah, didn’t think so. But it was worth a try at least.

Anyways, my mind returns to that huntsman. The thing really did have a humanoid form, just with a pale gray skin tone, two odd stubs that look like the beginnings of wings, and a crossbow in its hands just aimed at the door. But despite it aiming at the door, it wasn’t moving an inch. Just sitting there.

I honestly had a small urge to go over and kill it while it was there despite its level, but I know the huntsman aren’t braindead. Even with its fixation, it would still attack me if I got close enough. And I can’t just throw it out the window or something, considering that the shield is a one way thing, blocking anyone from leaving the building during a Demonic Assault, but not blocking people from entering. So it’d just shatter the glass before being blocked by the shield.

Of course, I could try knocking its crossbow out of its hands, but that would be a risky plan. Especially considering that I don’t know if they’re able to fight without the crossbow or not. And if they are? Then that is a good way to end up dead.

If the shields protecting the outside of the building themselves were like the ones on the bunkers, then maybe. But a demon thirteen levels above me is too much of a risk.

Such a scary creature.

Whoever its fixation was is lucky I got to them before it did.

I continue walking through the floor until I get to the stairwell before going down the stairs and entering the twenty-eighth floor, which seems to have a lot more demons than the other two I’ve been to. It has around eight or nine wandering around the floor. And there doesn’t appear to be any people on this floor, unlike the last. Or at least, not any outside of a bunker. I hear some muffled sounds at one spot, along with the blaring of a shield, so I’m guessing the bunker on this floor is active and the people inside.

Meanwhile, of the demons on this floor, only four of them seem to be spawn. The other four or five sound like hounds. Which are the second weakest demons.

Thankful that there aren’t any huntsmen on the floor, I walk into a simple office room, filled with dozens of cubicles before continuing on until I find the first demon spawn on the floor.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Spider – Level 4|

It’s a higher level again. Of course it is.

“The demons will only continue to grow stronger as you get closer to the core of the Fractures. You should know this,” Tar says in a slightly exasperated tone of voice.

Yeah, yeah. I know.

Doesn’t change the fact that it’s making this harder than it needs to be.

“You could’ve gone upstairs instead of downstairs to find weaker demons instead, but you chose to go down,” he mentions, making me stiffen up slightly at the realization.

He’s… right.

Why did I go downstairs?

Because I barely heard any demons at all upstairs? Because the demons upstairs felt like they wouldn’t be a challenge?

No… it’s because they wouldn’t make good prey.

I blink in surprise at that thought.

Prey?

When did I start thinking of demons as prey?

“Ever since you awakened as a half blood lycan,” Tar responds as if it’s no big deal.

Shit. Changing species… wait… of course changing species, or awakening to a new one would alter my instincts a little.

Just the thought of going back upstairs to fight weaker demons and level up the easy way leaves me feeling appalled at myself. And I’m not sure how to feel about that.

But right now isn’t the time, as the demon spawn hiding in the cubicle is likely to notice me any second now, and I don’t have a moment to waste lest I lose my advantage of surprise. So I climb up the wall of the cubicle before jumping straight onto the spawn and latching on with my claws into its carapace, which feels a lot easier than I was expecting.

Probably the free point I put into physical along with the level up.

Thanks to that, my claws sink into the demon’s head just as easily as they would have sunk into a level 2 demon spawn’s head before the update to my stats, making me grin slightly as the demon tries to shake me off of its back. I don’t let it though, and its shaking ends up causing more damage to it thanks to my claws stuck in its head than to me. Until it begins trying to slam me into the walls of the cubicle, which doesn’t really work all that well either considering that it’s not an actual wall. So the cubicle simply collapses instead of me being knocked off.

I vaguely hear another of the demon spawn getting closer and nearing this room of cubicles, but I put it aside for the moment to focus on digging my claws deeper and deeper into the demon’s skull. Meanwhile the creature continues letting out loud screeches throughout the process while flailing a few of its limbs at me in a poor attempt to cut me apart. And I say poor because most of those limbs are getting stuck in or straight up slicing through some of the furniture and appliances scattered in the fallen cubicle.

Eventually, the creature’s struggle draws to a close and it falls silent, with the System giving me my message not too long after.

{Level 4 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

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

I let out a sigh before smiling.

That’s ten skill points.

Right as I’m about to open the Skill Store to purchase them, my mind returns to the other spawn as it enters the room from the opposite end of the cubicles. So I immediately duck down.

Shit.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Spider – Level 5|

This one’s even stronger.

“I would suggest you purchase the skill. Now.”

I frown at the urgency in his request before opening the Skill Store and purchasing the Clean skill. Then I quickly use it, making three points of mana drain away as all of the ichor and blood covering me magically disappears.

“Now leave that body and hide in a cubicle if you still want your advantage of surprise,” he continues, making me understand what he’s doing.

The spawn might’ve been able to smell all of the ichor and blood covering me since I haven’t been able to wash it off of my hands at one of the bathrooms like I did before entering the floor. At least, it might be able to if it got close enough. And it’s heading to the body now.

I quickly do as the tanuki says and hide in the cubicle next to the destroyed one.

It’s a little surprising that Tar is helping me though.

I wonder why?
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A few seconds pass before I hear the spawn stopping right in front of the other spawn’s corpse. So I wait a few more seconds, then climb up onto the desk and then onto the cubicle where I jump onto this spider as well, just like the other one. But unlike the other one, my claws don’t manage to dig in as deeply into its head. They still enter it though, and that’s all that matters in regard to the plan working as it lets me dig in and not fall off.

The spider tries to toss me off with a little bit more success than the other one, only in that my legs lose their hold on it and end up flying around to hit the floor with a rather painful smacking sound as my feet literally dig into the floor heels first. But after that my legs end up flying back up again when the creature jerks backwards again, so its struggle was in vain. Except for the pain in my feet, and the holes in the floor.

I continue worming my claws deeper, only for them to stop at some point.

Shit, is this thing’s carapace just too strong for my claws to break through?!

In that case, how the hell do I enhance the claws?

I try various things including willing that strange sensation in me called mana towards my hands, to no avail. I try willing my blood in that direction, which obviously fails since I have no idea how to even begin trying that. And I even try reaching forward to bite my own arm and get my blood down to reach my claws, but that doesn’t work since I can’t lock onto my own arm with all of the spider’s flailing.

Eventually, my hold on the creature begins to slip.

No no no, please don’t-

[Skill ‘Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 2.]

I blink in surprise, only to feel a surge of strength enter my claws from somewhere. Somewhere inside of the demons own body.

My grip stabilizes rather quickly, and soon enough I find myself able to dig even deeper until I finally hit its brain. And with good timing too, because I don’t think I would’ve been able to keep avoiding those legs that have been slicing at me throughout the battle for much longer.

{Level 5 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

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

{Three Skill Points are awarded for leveling an inherent skill for the first time.}

{Two Skill Points are awarded for leveling the inherent skill ‘Blood Claws’ for the first time.}

I blink in surprise at the extra messages before pulling my hands out of the dead spawn’s head and slumping onto the ground in exhaustion.

After a few seconds, I remember my Clean skill and use it to get rid of the ichor from my hands. Then I take a moment to listen for the other demons on the floor, finding each of them to be a safe distance away from me before I let out a groan.

Today has been a rough day.

I am absolutely skipping my workout tomorrow.

Actually, come to think of it, do I even really need to work out anymore? What with the reality altering stats thing?

I stare at the ceiling for a few seconds as that thought brews in my mind before I shrug, close my eyes, and focus on my hearing.

Let’s see if I can’t hear the conversations going on in the bunker. Because I’m pretty sure those bunkers have special technology in them to secure a connection past the shields. So they might have information on when backup will be arriving for this Fracture.

Although considering that it’s a Class I Fracture, I doubt that’ll be anytime soon.

After several seconds of focusing, I finally manage to barely hear some very quiet voices.

“You think we’ll be out of here by morning? I have a report that I have to finish before noon…” a slightly higher pitched male voice half asks half complains.

I can’t help but raise an eyebrow despite my eyes being closed.

Yes. Because a deadline is what you should be worried about right now.

“Probably. The boss is only a few buildings down, in a Class II Fracture from what I’ve heard. He’ll likely clean it up in a few hours,” an older female voice responds, seemingly ignoring the complaint part of his statement.

Oh. Right. I almost forgot that Alen is a Guardian.

“How do you forget someone is a Guardian?” I hear Tar’s voice intruding on my thoughts.

Well, I’m used to seeing him at the orphanage. Not with his armor equipped. So it’s kind of hard to view him as some powerful Guardian when he was often surrounded by and playing with little kids throughout a lot of my life that I’ve seen him.

The tanuki doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before eventually responding with a short, “Understandable then.”

“Still, I find it hard to believe that a Demonic Assault in Terra only had Class I and Class II Fractures in it,” another voice, this one sounding like it’s from an older gentleman.

My eyes shoot open at that.

Huh.

That honestly is quite surprising.

Demonic Assaults in the capital almost always have at least one Class III Fracture in them.

So what’s up with this one?

I stare up at the ceiling for a few seconds before beginning to get up with a grunt.

Guess it’s better not to question a good thing. Especially when I have some more demons to hunt.

I check the floor again, focusing once more on the demons, only to find myself frowning as I find less on this floor than there should be. Did some of them leave the floor?

When I entered the floor, I estimated there to be nine demons total. Five hounds and four spawn. Now I’ve killed two of the spawn, and it looks like the other two have either died, gone still, or left the floor entirely.

But what catches my attention even more is that the hounds seem to be bunched up near the stairwell. And they don’t appear to be leaving the floor.

“Be careful with those hounds. They like to hunt as a pack, and they’re generally stronger on average, albeit smaller than the spawn you’ve been fighting,” Tar’s voice suddenly echoes in my head, sending a shiver down my spine.

Well, this is a problem.

And to make matters worse, the hounds appear to have just started moving. Right in my direction.

Shit. They’re hounds. Of course they’d be able to track like a blood hound!
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Okay, if these things are stronger on average than the spawn I’ve been dealing with, then there is no way I can take on a pack of five of them at once. At least, not without some help.

But what might be on this floor that could help me deal with them? I don’t know this building well enough to plan around it!

I stand frozen for several seconds before a thought comes to me.

The shields. Each bunker has their own miniature shield in place, and these shields are detrimental to demons but do not hurt humans. And they’re set up to defend against anything Class III and below. At least, the basic ones are. The more advanced shields should be able to defend against Class IV demons too.

Each bunker shield has a layer of electricity around the barrier that will absolutely fry any demon that touches it. Which makes me a little hesitant to touch it my-

“Don’t worry about that. The shields will register you as human,” Tar relieves my only worry about this plan.

I nod my head and immediately begin running in the direction of the shield.

Let’s just hope that I manage to navigate this damned maze of a building before those hounds catch up with me.

As I run through the halls of the building, I eventually begin to hear the hounds begin howling and barking at the same time, some doing one some the other. As if they were enjoying themselves chasing prey.

My eyes narrow at that thought.

I am not prey.

It takes me another few minutes of running to reach the bunker, which on this floor is located in the corner of another common area. The normal spot to put them. Where a lot of people congregate.

I quickly turn back to see the hounds turning the corner before slowing down as they enter the common room.

My eyes narrow at them, and I activate Blood Claws, spreading my hands out on either side of me to ready for battle.

Do or die time.



Inside of the Bunker next to Scarlet
A few moments ago

Jacob never really expected to be able to become a security officer for a building owned by Silver Works, nor did he believe himself to be worthy of the position. But despite that, he always hoped for it. And when he finally got it? He was over the moon with joy.

But now?

Now he wishes that he could be anywhere else but here.

“How the hell do you expect me to hide in here while she might be in danger?!” Abigail Young shouts while physically swinging her arms to her side and glaring directly at Jacob, not intimidated in the slightest by his large build. “Open the damned door and let me go, young man!”

The old lady appears to be in her sixties or seventies and has long grey hair running down her back. She’s wearing regular business attire for the company, along with a pair of glasses long since forgotten after falling off her face.

Jacob lets out a sigh before shaking his head and saying, “I’m sorry lady, but even if I did let you go, the shield around the building is unbreachable from the inside. And that’s assuming you even got there without being killed by the demons along the way.”

The other people inside of the bunker aren’t making things easier for Jacob either, with their obvious looks of ‘don’t open that door’ practically bleeding through their faces.

“I don’t care!” Abigail shouts, making some of the people flinch at the panic clearly on display in her voice. “I need to find my granddaughter! She’s all I have left!”

Jacob sends a glance to the other security guards in the room, only to be ignored by them as they each suddenly find the ceiling incredibly interesting to look at.

Damned cowards!

The man turns back to Abigail and breathes in deeply to begin speaking, only to breath out again and turn towards the bunker door when it starts beeping. Then his eyes, along with those of everyone else in the room shift to the screen that lowers from the ceiling, showing the events going on outside of the bunker.

Everyone goes silent as a girl, no older than Jacob’s own daughter, runs into the large room connecting dozens of offices with a large window scaling the wall on one end of the room and various other decorations scattered throughout it. The girl is obviously a Guardian, considering her wolf ears and glowing eyes, but some of the people in the room can tell a vast difference between her and their boss, who is always looking around for threats and practically stiff as a board unless he’s talking to his daughter.

A new Guardian, maybe?

This thought runs through many of the people’s heads in the room and soon enough, whispers begin to spread. And Jacob can’t help but frown as he hears some of them.

“Do you think one of our coworkers contracted a spirit?” “No, it can’t be. She’s clearly not wearing attire fit for our company.” “Yeah, she looks like she’s just in casual clothes. So she can’t be an employee here, can she?” “She looks like she’s only recently graduated from high school or something! There’s no way she could’ve gotten a job here so quickly!”

Jacob focuses on the screen again to examine the girl more closely, taking in her attire of a black and red jacket over a black shirt with some sort of logo on it that he doesn’t recognize, and a pair of regular black pants. Nothing extraordinary or anything. Outside of the red highlights in her black hair and her inhuman features that show her as a Guardian that is.

He can’t help but stare at her ears.

I wonder if they’re as soft as they look?

After a single moment, he realizes what he had just thought and shakes his head.

Then he hears the murmurs of the others grow in volume.

“Look! There are demon hounds! Do you think she’s gonna fight them?!” “Of course she is, you idiot! She’s a Guardian!” “But isn’t she just a new Guardian? Is she strong enough to fight off a pack of hounds?”

Jacob looks over to the entrance that the girl had walked through before finding five demon hounds slowly prowling into the room like a pack of wolves. The creatures are clearly smaller than wolves, yet still larger than regular dogs, and have pitch black fur and eyes, with a few streaks of red going across the black.

Shit. This might be bad if she’s as new to being a Guardian as I think.

Everyone goes silent as they watch what looks like blood materialize in the form of werewolf claws over the girl’s hands, startling quite a few of them in the process. But Jacob continues watching with his eyes narrowed despite that.

Looks like she’s planning on fighting. But does she really think she can deal with that many hounds at once? As a newly contracted Guardian?

Ignorant of the man’s thoughts, the girl raises one hand up and beckons the hounds to come after her, surprising the people in the bunker even more with her confidence. But the moment the hounds do leap towards her, she backs up and runs over to the bunker doors, making the camera recording her switch to another one in the process as the beeping grows louder from the hounds’ proximity.

“What’s she doing?” “Is she baiting them or something?” “But for what?”

Jacob tries to block out the sounds of the other occupants of the bunker as he glances at Abigail who is silent as she watches the screen, then looks up at the screen again himself. And what he sees on it has his frown growing deeper.

That girl can’t be older than twenty, and she’s kiting those hounds around in circles like that? Sure she’s making a lot of mistakes, but jeez. I didn’t realize becoming a Guardian changed so much about a person’s fighting capabilities right away.

On the screen, the girl continues barely avoiding each hound’s attack as they continue trying to leap and attack her from all sides. But eventually, after she backs up close enough to the shield, the one behind her fans out slightly to avoid it, leaving her back to the shield itself.

Jacob’s eyes widen in realization right before the hound directly in front of her leaps at her, and she ducks right under the attack, letting the hound strike the shield face first. The shield then lets out a horrifying shrieking sound as what must be millions of jolts of electricity burst into the hound, making it fall limp to the ground while smoke rises off of its body while the girl flinches slightly at the same time.

Silence fills the bunker as everyone watches the girl quickly duck down and slash out the hound’s throat with a smug look on her face after it’s no longer being electrified, ignoring the fact that she’d just flinched. She then looks up at the other hounds with a grin and asks, “Who’s next?”

“Holy shit!! Holy shit holy shit holy shiiiit!”

Jacob hears someone shouting out his joy, making him turn around to find a teenage boy with his phone pointed at the screen as if he were recording the fight.

Seriously?

“Put that away,” Jacob says while glaring at the kid. But the kid just looks up at the security guard, then ignores him to continue recording.

And while this pisses Jacob off enough that he clenches his fists, he doesn’t do anything and simply turns his attention back to the screen. Because after all, there are no laws against recording a Guardian at work. No matter how badly Jacob thinks there should be.

Because while there are the occasional few Guardians who are against popularity, the majority of them love it. Fame. Glory. The wealth that comes along with it.

But democracy isn’t for the few. It’s for the many.

Jacob thinks as he returns his attention to the screen, just to see the girl covering a bloody wound on her leg where one of the hounds clearly bit her rather hard before getting its neck torn out in kind. He then watches as the three remaining hounds back away from her ever so slightly, showing clear caution now.

Surprisingly, the girl rushes at the closest one out of nowhere, paying no heed to her injury despite the clear signs that she’s feeling it. And once she reaches the startled hound, she physically grabs it, digging her claws in at the same time before tossing it straight at the shield and shocking it just like the first one. Then the other two hounds sprint off, leaving the room and the girl behind in their retreat.

“Huh? Why did they run?” “Where are they going?”

Most of the people in the bunker clearly don’t remember their lessons on the lower ranking demons.

“Demon hounds are pack creatures, and once their pack reduces down to two members remaining, they will always run away and avoid combat,” Jacob answers the confused looking people staring at the screen.

“Oh, that makes sense.” “Right!”

Jacob watches the screen for a few seconds as cheers begin to rise from the other people in the bunker, just waiting for it to happen. And then, after nearly ten whole seconds, it does.

The girl collapses onto the ground with her eyes closed while breathing heavily, exhausted from the battle. This causes some of the cheers to lower in intensity as the people show concern for the girl, but most of them still continue.

Should I open the door for her and close it again right after? She’s a Guardian, but she’s also only a teenager, fresh out of high school by the looks of it. So…

Before he can think much further on the question, the girl opens her eyes and stares directly at the camera, a slight blush creeping onto her face as she likely realizes that everything was streaming to the people in the bunker live. She then climbs to her feet in a sluggish hurry and begins leaving the room, taking the decision out of Jacob’s hands.

Everyone in the room quietly chatters about the new Guardian, many of whom – mostly the women in the room – seem to wish that they could touch her ears, just like Jacob’s first thoughts on seeing them. But eventually, everything returns full circle, and Abigail begins complaining to Jacob again.

“Well?! Are you going to let me out or not?!” she asks, tapping her foot in a rhythmic pattern. But this time, no one is watching them, everyone’s attention still on the hot topic of a new Guardian.

Jacob lets out a sigh.

Why did I want to be here again?
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As soon as the hounds completely leave my sight, turning a corner, I collapse onto the ground in a sweaty heap. Meanwhile the pain from the bite in my leg just keeps throbbing and throbbing, reminding me constantly of the mistake I made during the fight in turning my attention solely on the ones in front of me, leaving myself wide open to the last one. Which did at least give me an opening to kill that one without the help of the shield, but the price I paid for that opening will take who knows how long to heal from the moonlight.

{Level 5 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Level 5 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Level 4 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing ten or more demons above your level.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Demon Hound.}

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

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

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

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 3. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

A very faint smile comes to my face at the constant flood of messages from the System.

Now that’s nice.

I lie in place for several seconds in silence before Tar suddenly says, “You might want to switch back to using your lycan ears.”

My brows furrow for a second, only for me to mentally shrug a second later and switch back to my lycan ears, wincing slightly as the noise of the shield enters my ears. The very reason I switched to my human ears again in the first place, despite it feeling rather uncomfortable for some reason.

“Her ear twitched! Did you see that?! I want to touch her eaaarsss!!”

My eyes shoot open as soon as I hear that before focusing on the security camera that I now see above the bunker.

What the fuck?!

“You would’ve noticed if you hadn’t switched your hearing to your inferior human ears, but the humans in the bunker have been watching you this entire battle,” the tanuki says, satisfaction and smugness practically oozing through his words in the process.

I feel my cheeks heat up before I quickly try to get up, ignoring the throbbing pain from my leg to limp out of the room as quickly as I can, if for no other reason than to get away from those cameras.

“Aww, she’s gone!”

I feel a shiver run down my spine at the disappointment I hear in that little girl’s voice. As if she has lost a toy she had wanted to play with.

Children are scary.

Also, why is there a kid in here anyways?

I continue limping through the hall until I find an office with a window and lie down against the wall next to it, just letting the moonlight from the blood moon soak through my wound. But unlike with my arm wound from before, I don’t roll up my pants, because they’re too tight to do that. And the wound is much worse this time.

Then I lean up against the wall with a sigh of relief.

That hurt.

But it was worth it in the end.

A tense smile stretches across my face, tainted only by the pain in my leg as I open my status.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 3	SP: 24
	Stats:

	Physical: 21	Mental: 17	Magical: 19
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 2
	Mana: 101/161.5	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Clean	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Predator I	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Okay. That’s enough SP for two more common skills.

Also, I focus on the description for Blood Claws again to see if it’s changed.

{Blood Claws - Allows the user to coat their hands with claws of blood. The blood used in the skill is either created through the user’s mana, drained from the body of whatever the user has their claws in, or drawn from the user’s body if they are out of mana.}

Okay, that’s basically what I was expecting.

I quickly allocate the two free points to Mental, just to keep it up with the other two stats, before I close out of my status and open the Skill Store.

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Predator II	Unlocked by killing at least ten demons whose level is higher than your own.
Predator I is required to purchase this.
	It grants the user a 7% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves.	Passive
Static
Uncommon
	15
	Repair	Unlocked through killing your first demon.	A basic utility skill used to repair non-magical clothing.	Active
Static
Common
	10
	Recharge	Unlocked through killing your first demon.	A basic utility skill used to recharge magical equipment through the user’s own mana.	Active
Static
Common
	10
	Echo	Unlocked through killing your first demon.	A basic utility skill used to infuse the user's voice with mana, amplifying the sound of their voice.	Active
Static
Common
	10
	…
					


Wait, an uncommon skill? That’s a welcome sight.

Predator II.

“I’d get it,” Tar says while appearing out of thin air and floating up to the window. “It should set you close to even with the demons a level or so above you in terms of stats.”

I nod in agreement before purchasing the skill and finding it replacing my Predator I skill.

It’s likely that anything I face in this place will be a higher level than me.

Although it’s unfortunate that I don’t have enough SP to buy Repair anymore. But that can wait. It’s not like I’m planning on tearing this jacket to shreds or anything.

After purchasing the skill, I close out of both my status and the skill store before looking out the window. The moonlight isn’t as strong on this side of the building, as opposed to the last time I stopped to heal. But that’s because it’s the other side of the building, facing the opposite direction of the moon.

Rather bad luck there, but nothing I can do about that.

Because there’s no way I’m getting up again with this leg.

I close my eyes to listen for demons, blatantly ignoring the small voices I hear belonging to the people in that bunker. And fortunately for me, the two hounds seem to have gone upstairs if the whimpering I hear coming from the stairs leading up is anything to go by.

So I should be able to deal with them after my leg is back to full strength.

I just hope it doesn’t take too long for that to happen.
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“Stop giving me that look,” I tell Tar after nearly an hour has passed, and my wound has healed up almost all the way. “I am never going to let anyone touch my ears. Period.”

Tar just gives me an amused look from his place sitting in my lap. A look that only grows even more amused after I hear the next thing said by the people in the bunker.

“I heard from my friend who was able to touch the tail of Panther once that it was as soft as silk! Do you think that girl’s ears are the same?”

Why won’t they just drop it already? Is there nothing else to talk about but me in there?

If it’s not my ears they’re talking about, it’s who am I, why I was in this building, how old I am, and so on and so on.

But a lot of them just seem to want to touch my ears. Which, as it turns out, are incredibly sensitive to touch.

I tried it myself.

Which only makes me double down on the ‘no touching’ rule.

Anyways, I finally begin to get up from the floor, not bothering to warn the tanuki who falls onto the ground from my lap. I stretch a little bit with a faint smile on my face at the sight of the tanuki glaring at me from the floor before heading out towards the stairwell again.

It’s time to hunt those hounds above us.



So as it turns out, the hounds had already gone up three more floors judging by the faint scents and rather dirty pawprints they left behind on the stairs. And after going to the thirty-first floor to check things out? I simply find them both growling at me directly in the entry chamber.

I wonder why they didn’t…

My thoughts trail off as I hear some strange cracking sounds from further into the floor. Similar to that of an egg hatching.

“Get out of that floor. Now!” Tar’s voice shouts in my head, and I don’t question it, just turning around and rushing down the stairs. Meanwhile, I hear the two hounds following after me. So once I get back down to the thirtieth floor, I spin around in a circle before catching a leaping hound, to which I use its own leverage to throw it down the stairs where it falls with a loud yelp.

I turn my attention to the other hound to find it having stopped at the edge of the stairs midway between the thirtieth and thirty-first floor with clear hesitation.

We stare at each other for several seconds, only breaking away once I get the message about the other hounds’ death, prompting me to jump up the stairs again with a very large amount of force that sends me straight to the top of this half of the staircase. The hound quickly scoots back in fright despite being a higher level than me, but I continue flying through the air towards it until I land directly on top of it, where I then dig the claws of both of my hands, blood claws having activated on my flight up, into its neck.

After hearing the death message for this hound, I let go of its body and begin walking down the stairs again while using my clean skill.

“Tar, what was that?” I ask, a small amount of fear entering my voice.

“That,” the tanuki says, a hint of fear in his own voice surprising me, “was a breeder. Why it was so high up in the building, I don’t know. But you need to avoid that floor at all costs.”

I shiver at the mention of a breeder.

I don’t remember what the creature was described as in the textbooks, but I do remember this. Not only do they constantly breed new spawn, but they’re defended by demon knights. Three of them.

Just a single demon knight could split me in half with ease. There is no way I am ever entering that floor again during this Fracture.

A few seconds of silence pass before Tar seems to calm down and asks me a surprising question, “You seem to know a lot about the demons despite only becoming a ‘Guardian’ a few hours ago.”

Or rather, implied a question.

I shrug in response.

You probably read my mind earlier about the ‘me graduating at the top of my class thing for a scholarship’, so…

The tanuki just stares at me.

Of course, it’d ignore the important part.

“Well,” I begin by speaking out loud as I walk down the stairs, since thinking my answers still feels weird – like I’m talking to myself in my head, but not, “I was an orphan in a Tier 3 city. Which basically meant that I had very few prospects in life. The most I could hope for was a job that might be able to pay my bills paycheck to paycheck with a home living below what most people would consider good.”

I jump down the last few steps of the stairs to the twenty-eighth floor.

“So I devoted myself to studying as hard as I could, even going to the trouble of asking Belle – my best friend and the daughter of the orphanage director – to lend me her own textbooks from her higher level school as an extra boost,” I continue while walking over to the staircase down to the twenty-seventh floor, where I hear nearly half a dozen voices from people who are obviously not in a bunker. “Thanks to that, I managed to become the top graduate in my year, earning me a scholarship which I then negotiated into the chance to come here. To a Tier 1 city.”

Tar just slowly follows me through the air as I talk, not saying a word in the process.

“And that’s about it. I learned all about a lot of the demons through the textbooks for history class and demonology class,” I finally get around to answering his implied question. Right as I reach the halfway point of the staircase.

After several seconds, the tanuki finally responds, “Okay.”

I blink in surprise at the rather lackluster answer.

Just okay?

I stare at the tanuki for a few seconds.

Huh.

Just okay.

Why am I spilling my life story to a tanuki, anyways?

I jump the rest of the way down the stairs to the twenty-seventh floor before focusing on the conversations I’m hearing on the floor itself.
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“Do you think these are enough?” a low pitched male voice asks, worry clear in his tone.

“I doubt it. They went down there with two magi-tech pulse rifles from the lab and still didn’t come back up,” a woman answers him with just as much worry in her voice as the man.

My eyebrows rise at the mention of pulse rifles.

Those things should be strong enough to obliterate up to a level twenty-five demon, if I remember correctly from my research on Allen’s company. And if the people who went down there didn’t come back even with them…

Although, I wonder why they aren’t just hiding in their bunker?

I begin to walk through the floor in the direction of the voices. And as I walk, I open my skill store and purchase the repair skill, which I can now afford thanks to those demon hounds that I killed up above. Then I immediately use it on my jacket and other clothes, reveling in the sight of the holes and cuts and whatnot on them closing themselves up for only the small price of a couple points of mana each article of clothing.

My jacket’s finally whole again! Yippee!!!

I can’t help the smile that blooms on my face at that, only for it to fade after I hear the continued conversation of the people on the floor.

“Damnit, why did the generator have to break down now!”

Oh. That explains why they’re not in the bunker.

Not sure where the generator is for this floor, but most generators tend to support more than one shield. Meaning it’s probably not on this floor, judging by their conversation.

If there’s no generator, there’s no shield for the bunker. And if there’s no shield, there’s no purpose for the bunker.

Not when any demon can just break through the door.

Or most demons at least. I don’t think spawn can break through a solid steel door. Probably.

Also, why aren’t there any demons on this floor?

I walk through the strangely silent floor, outside of the humans on it of course, for nearly five minutes, just slowly navigating towards them as their conversation continues on and on, going round and round in circles with no decision in sight. Eventually, I finally make it to the door that sounds like it opens up into the room they’re in. So I grab the knob and open the door, startling over a dozen people in the process.

Three of them immediately raise pistols to point at me, only to lower it again at the sight of me. Meanwhile the rest all jump backwards, many of them tripping over stuff in the process.

A few seconds pass in silence as we stare at each other.

Of the fourteen people I find in the room, one is a little kid just playing in the corner as if nothing had happened, ten are adults at the very least in their early thirties, one is an old man, and the other two are both teenagers.

Why are there so many teenagers in this building?

The people in front of me look even more surprised for some reason before sharing a glance with each other. Then one of them – who, judging by his voice, is one of the ones I heard talking on my way here – answers the question I had asked in my head, “Well, today was a day that the possible interns from the nearby high schools were visiting to see the office, ma’am.”

I blink in surprise.

Wait, did I ask that out loud?!

Also, did a man over ten years my senior call me ma’am?

“It’s because you’re a ‘Guardian’,” a certain tanuki’s voice echoes in my head, answering my question.

Oh. Right. That.

“No need to call me ma’am,” I tell them with a shake of my head, which somehow draws their attention to my ears. “It makes me feel old.”

“Right,” the guy responds, his eyes quickly returning to my face, unlike some of the other members of their little group who continue to stare at my ears. “Is there some way we can assist you?”

I stare at him for a few seconds, a little surprised by his words.

“Guardians are given the authority of a major in the military during Demonic Assaults, making you the equivalent of a military officer in his eyes,” Tar answers my unasked question again, finally proving his worth beyond just his cuteness as a tanuki.

He snorts at that thought.

“Actually, I had heard you all talking from the stairs and was wondering what had happened?” I sort of half ask, half state with a frown. Because in all honesty, I’m not sure why I came over here to them. Maybe out of pure curiosity?

The man looks surprised for a second before straightening himself out, which seems to snap the others out of their little ‘wolf ear staring’ stupor as he asks, “Um, if I may ask, are you a new Guardian to this Fracture?”

I hesitantly nod my head at that.

This makes the looks of hope that I had seen blooming on his face ever since his eyes landed on me begin to fade away. But the woman and other man next to him – likely the people I heard him talking to about the situation – push him forwards anyways, to his obvious chagrin.

Oh. He wants me to help with their situation.

I look around the group, most of which don’t seem to know how to react to me – except the two teens of course, who are still staring at my ears for some reason.

Why is it that every teenage girl in this building that I’ve heard or seen wants to touch my ears?! I mean, I understand they’re soft, but seriously!

Then there’s the little kid who can’t be any older than five years old. They’re just playing with some toy as if nothing was happening.

Someone’s kid, I guess?

“I- no, we would like to ask if you could help us, miss Guardian,” the man who was speaking to me asks, bringing my attention back to him as he uses an even more awkward title to call me than before.

Should I help?

I stare at him for a few seconds as I think of the benefits and drawbacks.

It’s likely only going to be an hour or two longer before a Guardian or two arrives to quell the Fracture, so I can’t see these people being in too much danger outside of a bunker. Not with me hunting the demons around here, and there not being any on this floor in the first place. Likely due to those pulse rifles now that I think about it.

But at the same time, I’m heading downstairs anyways. I might as well help them out.

“Sure,” I answer with a shrug. “And call me Scarlet.”


Chapter 16

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

Assistance



Scarlet

Some of the tension seems to leave the man’s body while at the same time the two teens finally stop focusing on my ears.

“Thank you, miss Scarlet!” the man seems overjoyed, but despite that he still has himself well composed. Unlike the other two next to him, one of whom seems to be from across the ocean to the east judging by appearance and how he’s bowing towards me, whereas the other one is just staring up at the ceiling with quiet tears flowing down her face.

Rather odd.

And he’s still calling me miss Scarlet. But I guess there’s no breaking that. The guy looks like he has some sort of disciplinary training, like the military or the police or something.

As if reading my mind, the man suddenly introduces himself, “My name is John Winslow, and I’m a police officer who was here in order to meet with the CEO. But then everything else happened, and that kind of went out the wayside.” He reaches his hand towards me with a polite smile on his face and adds, “It’s nice to meet you, miss Scarlet.”

I shake his hand, feeling like this is a bit more normal. Much better than the awkwardness of our initial greeting.

“Now, according to my compatriot here,” the man pauses as he waves at the woman next to him, who simply waves at me in response, “the generator for this floor’s bunker is located in the bunker directly beneath us, and considering that it’s not on, something bad must have happened down there. So we sent down my partner and one of the security officers on this floor, each armed with some of Cipher’s patented pulse rifles, to investigate.”

“And they never came back,” I finish for him before crossing my arms and glancing at the other man of the three who are standing up front. The guy just waves at me and smiles at my look though, so I turn back to Officer Winslow, who is nodding his head in confirmation of my words.

“Correct,” he says before glancing behind him at a few of the men who are wearing security officer uniforms, “we only have one pulse rifle remaining, but these three have pistols with them as well.” He turns back to me with a hopeful look. “Will you consider helping them get down to the twenty-sixth floor?”

I look between the men for a few seconds before considering the help that a pulse rifle could give me in hunting demons. Which is a lot of help.

“Sure,” I answer with a shrug. “Was headed down there anyways.”

A wave of relief passes through everyone in the room. Except the kid. Even the teens look relieved at my answer.

I blink in surprise at that, only to shrug it off a second later before turning around and walking towards the door.

“Well, I’ll be at the stairs when you’re ready,” I tell them, waving my hand over my shoulder. Eager to get away from the group of people.

The people in the room – many of them being the ones who hadn’t said a word throughout that whole exchange – practically smother me in thanks and appreciative words until I close the door behind me with a sigh of relief. And not even a second later, I hear the tanuki start talking.

“You really don’t like dealing with people, do you?”

It’s that obvious?

“Yes, it is.”

Stupid furball. That was a rhetorical question.

“Yes. That it was.”

My eye twitches as I walk through the hall towards the stairs.

The stupid furball is becoming sassy. Didn’t know a ‘spirit’, or rather a fae could do that.



It only takes me three minutes to make it to the stairs this time, since I had already made it through the maze of a floor once. And only another two minutes before the others arrive to join me.

Unsurprisingly, one of the people is the police officer, whereas the other two are security guards, leaving one of the guards behind likely as a protective measure for the other people on the floor. Meanwhile, the one holding the pulse rifle, which I recognize from tv, is one of the security guards. Not sure if it’s because they didn’t trust an outsider with the tech, or if this security guard is just better at using it. Either way, it doesn’t really matter to me.

Not really sure what the point of telling me they had three pistols was if they were only bringing two though.

“Scarlet,” Officer Winslow says with a nod. “Shall we be off?”

I nod back and begin walking down the stairs.

We shall.

The three of us walk until the mid-point on the stairs, where I stop and close my eyes, just listening to the sounds on the floor.

“Scarl-” I cut him off by raising a finger.

After listening for a few seconds, a frown develops on my face, and I open my eyes.

“Sounds like there aren’t any spawn on the floor. Just hounds and bipedal demons,” I tell the three, a slight fear building at the back of my mind at the thought. But I quench that fear just as quickly as it comes. Because if we have a pulse rifle, then they can take care of the huntsmen. And if it’s a knight, then we can just run. They’re pure defenders who assign themselves to guard something or someone, and never leave that charge. “That means we could be dealing with either huntsmen, or knights.”

I immediately see the three tensing up at the word knights. And I can’t blame them.

The things are terrifying from what I’ve read. But they aren’t all that hard to escape, otherwise there would be a lot more casualties in Class I Fractures.

Although it’s possible they could be in a place blocking the others from passing. I don’t know the building’s layout after all.

In which case I’ll figure out what to do when the time comes.

“You,” I point at the guy with the pulse rifle – a rather large man with a thick beard and long brown hair – making him open his mouth in surprise before pointing at himself. “Yes, you. I want you right next to me with that pulse rifle of yours.”

He nods, not saying a word in response.

Likely because I show a hint of confusion at that, the officer explains, “Sorry, Carl is mute.”

Oh.

Okay.

Carl walks up next to me and nods again, but this time with a slightly sad look on his face.

Poor Carl.

“You two, just stay behind us and try not to get hurt,” I tell them, albeit maybe a bit more callously than I meant to.

I turn around again and continue walking down the stairs.

“Let’s go.”


Chapter 17

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

Questions



Scarlet

It must look rather odd for a young woman like me to be giving orders to a bunch of thirty year old men armed with guns and a magic weapon. But there’s no other choice, considering that they’re only human, and they can’t hear what I can.

Once we reach the bottom of the stairs at the twenty-sixth floor, my eyes immediately lock onto several demon hounds. All of which are between levels five and seven.

The sound of the pulse rifle going off echoes in my ears, making me wince slightly before I rush forwards. But out of the corner of my eye, I see one of the hounds getting completely vaporized by the pulse rifle, leaving nothing left.

I grimace at just how loud that thing is, much louder than I’d expected, but still continue forwards, taking advantage of the hounds’ distraction given to me by Carl and his pulse rifle to activate my blood claws and slice straight through the neck of one of the hounds. This – along with the sounds of bullets being fired from the other two pistols – snaps the remaining five hounds out of their stupor, leading to one of them quite close to me attempting to take a bite out of my leg. But once again, I hear the blast of the pulse rifle, following which the hound vanishes, having been vaporized as well.

The other hounds begin cautiously backing up, having realized the predicament they’re in. But I don’t make it easy on them by rushing forwards again, my claws empowered now by the blood of that first demon hound I killed in the fight.

Another bullet from a pistol fires forth, not really doing much damage beyond a small wound to the hound it hit as I rush forward to tear straight through the jaw of a hound that tried to match my claws with its mouth, with little success. And now, with only three of the seven hounds remaining, one of which being injured, the hounds quickly begin to make a full-on retreat from the room.

But not before another loud noise echoes from the pulse rifle, making me reach up to cover my ears this time as another hound is vaporized.

The other two hounds manage to escape down the hall, so I relax ever so slightly, letting my hands lower down from my head again. I turn to look at the other three to find them all safe and sound near the stairs, each with a smile on their faces.

Guess they’re happy with how that went.

{Level 6 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Level 6 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

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

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

I open my status to glance at my SP before looking at the pulse rifle.

Maybe I should consider buying the recharge skill just for that rifle? After I have enough SP, of course.

It’ll take another seven kills to get enough SP for that skill. Which shouldn’t be too much in the long-run.

Also, it looks like those killed by the others don’t give me any EXP or SP. Or at least those killed by the pulse rifle didn’t. Since the other two didn’t manage to kill anything.

I just wish their guns were quieter.

“Wow,” Officer Winslow says with a wide grin splitting across his face. “That was amazing!”

The other security officer – the one who hasn’t actually said anything or even given me his name yet – nods his head in agreement and says, “Very amazing.”

Carl just gives a thumbs-up to go along with his grin.

I return Carl’s thumbs-up before turning around and closing my eyes to focus on my hearing again. The others go silent during this, likely understanding that I need silence whenever I do this.

After a second of focusing, I manage to make out several shouting voices, the sounds of quite a few guns shooting off, one of them being a pulse rifle judging by the familiar sound its making, and lastly, some strange noises akin to that of something hitting metal and bouncing off. Which leads me to believe that they’re all fighting a knight for some reason instead of just running away from it.

I open my eyes again while turning to Officer Winslow and saying, “At the center of the floor, there are several people shouting and shooting guns, one pulse rifle included, along with a knight by the sounds of the battle.”

The grins are instantly wiped from their faces as they turn serious.

“Do you know the way?” the officer asks me while visibly tightening his grip on his pistol.

“Yes,” I answer, surprising all three of them.

Normally I wouldn’t know where they are, at least judging by my past experience on the upper floors. But this floor’s layout is different. There really isn’t much on it beyond a few really large rooms, and at most a couple of small hallways judging by how clear the noises are. So it’s rather easy to track this time.

Not really sure why they’d even need me to help them navigate their way through such a small floor like this anyways. Or, simple, rather than small.

“Alright, let’s go save them then,” he says with a look of determination replacing the fear I had seen flash in his eyes at the mention of a knight. Which also makes me wonder just what that knight is protecting. Since I clearly don’t sense any breeders – thankfully – and the captain is obviously not going to be down here. It’ll be with the core as it’s the commander of the Fracture.

But that still leaves the question of just what is the knight protecting if it’s not another demon?

Also, why is it that Tar sounds especially quiet right now?

A few seconds pass as we all begin rushing into the floor, through the door into the entry room, which looks like some sort of equipment room. And even after we reach the halfway point in the room, the tanuki still hasn’t said anything. Which leads me to wonder something.

Can a fae leave its contracted partner during its contract, or is it required to stay next to them all the time?


Chapter 18
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The Biggest Hunt Yet



Scarlet

I can’t help but ponder over the question as we run through the hallway. But my attention is immediately taken away from that subject the moment we enter the large room where the people on this floor are gathered as my eyes focus on a large demon. One seemingly wearing a set of pitch black armor with a glowing red sword in its hand, and a red visor in the horned helmet on its head.

“A knight!” I hear Officer Winslow shout, bringing the attention of some of the people in the room fighting it to us before they return their attention to the fight. Albeit not until after a brief glance at me.

My mind almost blanks the moment my eyes reach the demon knight’s head and I hear the message from the System playing out in my head.

|Demon Knight – Subspecies: None – Level 53|

The demon doesn’t make a single sound outside of its footsteps as it swings its massive sword around like some sort of stick. And every time it does, the people around it move far back, avoiding the blade whose path makes a whistling sound just from splitting the air as it passes right in front of them, sending a small blast of air in their direction and pushing them back even further. Meanwhile, I also see a few huntsmen around the edges of the large room, which looks to be some sort of chamber meant for experimenting with weapons or something, because while a large portion of the room is a common area like space, there’s also a lower level that has targets, along with what looks to be a disabled shield over it that would act as a platform for people to walk on.

I also can’t help but notice that the hounds we were just fighting are dead, seemingly at the hands of the knight itself for some reason.

Maybe by accident? The thing is rather clumsy. Which is really the only reason why I’m considering staying to fight it.

“Jackson!” Officer Winslow shouts, looking in the direction of the security officer holding the pulse rifle fighting alongside the seven other people against the knight.

The guy returns his look with a nod before firing his pulse rifle at the demon knight, only for it to barely leave a small burn on the armor.

Shit. It’s way too strong for the pulse rifle to be enough!

Damage or not though, it does serve to distract the knight for a moment, leaving the others to fire at the huntsman scattered in the corners of the room, aiming directly at their crossbows.

I nod my head in agreement with that decision. Because they’re not likely to be able to do much with the knight here without their crossbows even if they can fight without them. And the guns won’t do much to the huntsmen either. Considering that they’re all between levels fifteen and twenty.

“Does the shield generator for the experimental chamber down there still run!” I shout at the people fighting, seemingly confusing them for a moment before one of them answers, “Yes!”

Without wasting anymore time, I lightly drag my blood claws against my own arm to pull in more blood, grimacing slightly as I cut open my skin before rushing in with the strengthened claws towards the knight while it’s distracted.

Let’s hope this works.



The other side of the room

Arnold Fraught wasn’t sure how today could’ve gone any worse. First he was late for work. Then he found that the shield generator used for the experimental testing chamber was jammed and needed to be fixed, making his job a lot harder until someone finally managed to fix the damned thing. And not even a few minutes after that?

A Demonic Assault began, with a Fracture smack dab in the middle of the company building. Even if it’s only a Class I Fracture.

And that was fine. The first thought that went through his head when he saw the spawn was that maybe this could be considered some sort of offhanded luck that they managed to finish right before it happened instead of being stuck working on it while it was happening.

That is, until he went to the bunker with the other researchers and found the generator in there just as busted as the generator for the experimental field. And by the time they reached the main chamber of the floor where the field was, they already found that a demon knight had taken up residence in the area for some reason.

And the thing seemed absolutely against anyone trying to enter the experimental field.

After seeing that, he’d lost all hope he had of surviving. Because no uninitiated human can survive a knight unless they run. And there wasn’t anywhere to run with the knight blocking the path.

Arnold can’t help but glance at the pulse rifle the security guard from the floor above them is holding before turning his gaze towards the girl who is obviously a Guardian as she runs towards the knight.

Now though… there’s hope at least.

Then he sees her cutting her own arm with her bloody claws and begins to question whether that hope is a false one or not. Until he sees her rushing at the demon knight, who is still stepping towards the security officer who is waiting for his pulse rifle to cool down to fire again, before the girl leaps into the air and lands on the demon’s back.

At this point he wonders if she’s entirely sane, or if she’s just too powerful a Guardian to care.

Either way, he continues firing his own pistol at the knight while being extra careful not to shoot the Guardian girl, as she tries to dig her claws into the creature’s armor-appearing scales with no success. She then frowns at this before glancing at the security officer and shouting, “Try to hit the same spot as before on the knight!” and jumping off of the knight in the process. The entire time the knight didn’t even bother acknowledging her presence thanks to the greater threat of the pulse rifle.

Arnold’s eyes widen slightly in understanding, and apparently the security guard seems to understand as well, because as soon as the rifle is ready to fire again, he aims at the exact same spot on the knight and fires out another pulse of blue energy that burns ever so slightly deeper into the creature’s scales.

“Everyone!” Arnold shouts at the others around him, “Shoot at the huntsmen to keep them distracted and give the others time to deal with the knight!”

Arnold’s research team – none of whom are experienced in any form of combat – manage to give out shaky answers of agreement before firing at the huntsmen who are all hiding in the shadows. But before Arnold can join them to do the same, the girl runs up to him and quickly says, “Can you turn on the shield for the experimental chamber down there?”

After a brief moment of surprise, Arnold nods his head and answers, “If it’ll help.”

He then runs off to the shield while the knight is busy with the girl and the security officer.

Let’s just hope that whatever she’s planning works.



Scarlet

I watch for a second as the man who had answered my question earlier runs off while the knight is focused on Jackson before turning around and going back to the knight myself.

These things aren’t very intelligent from what I remember in my lessons. They have incredibly durable scales that for some reason take on the appearance of armor but are singularly obsessed with defending whatever their charge is and will almost always singularly attack a single target. The one it sees as the biggest threat to it and its charge.

Which right now is that pulse rifle in its eyes, meaning it sees me as nothing more than a gnat flying around the room. No matter how insulting that may be.

“Carl!” I shout at him, “Can you help Jackson in shooting that one spot?!”

I see the mute man giving me a thumbs up before attempting to go around the knight to shoot it in the same spot that Jackson just did.

Okay. This plan may be a rushed one, and also may or may not take in the fact that it lets me finish the thing off to get the EXP, but it should work.

Probably.

It also hinges on them not, ya know, shooting me. Because that would kill me. But I know the security guards here are trained to shoot well, even with these rifles. Something about Allen requiring it.

I rush in towards the knight again right after it swings and misses Jackson once again, showing off its rather slow speed. Or is it a slow reaction speed?

“That’s one of the things that can happen when your stats aren’t evenly balanced.” Tar suddenly says, having returned who knows when from who knows where. “If your mental stat isn’t high enough, your thoughts may not be able to always keep up with your body’s enhanced physical capabilities. And demon knights are notorious for how low their mental stat is compared to their physical.”

Putting aside where you’ve been till after this fight, that sounds incredibly unbalanced.

“That it does. These knights aren’t meant to do anything besides act as living shields for their charges after all,” the tanuki responds, ignoring my comment about his having been missing.

Okay, that’s kind of sad.

For it that is.

The creature continues to ignore me as I rush up to and even slash at its legs, ducking as it finally decides to attack me, only for the attack to be disrupted by another pulse shot to its chest that goes frighteningly close to my head.

“Please don’t hit me!” I shout back before going around the creature and deciding to attack it from the other side.

Surprisingly, the knight finally lets out a groan after another shot hits it from Carl, just a few seconds after the one from Jackson. And after that, it begins to shake slightly, simply stopping in place.

Just in case it’s about to do something big, I jump back, creating a large amount of distance between myself and it. And I quickly find myself to be ecstatic that I decided to do so. Because not even a few seconds later, the knight stomps one of its feet on the ground, sending a strange red shockwave outward in a circle around itself that barely misses me as I jump over it at the last second. The shockwave continues for several meters in each direction, only stopping right after it hits one of the researchers who is busy distracting the huntsmen for us.

My eyes widen in shock as the man lets out a hoarse scream while his body seemingly liquifies below his calves.

What. The. Fuck?!

And that almost hit me too? Would have if I hadn’t jumped.

Almost everyone stops to stare at the wounded man who is now sobbing almost nonstop, no longer firing his gun – likely too overwhelmed by the pain to do so. But after only a couple seconds of this, the man who I had talked to earlier shouts, “You’re in no situation to stare right now!!!”

His words snap both me and the others out of our stupor before I hear two pulse rifles firing at the same time, both at the knight’s armor. And once the smoke clears, I find that the scales have been completely melted, with some of the flesh beneath burnt.

“Leave this part to me!” I shout at Carl and Jackson. “You two help the others deal with the huntsmen now!”

The huntsmen are annoying in that they like to hide and shoot a bolt out at random. But these haven’t been doing much thanks to the bullets that keep being shot at their crossbows.

Despite that though, they’re still a problem that needs to be dealt with.

I can’t help but send a slightly fearful glance towards the researcher whose legs are now nothing more than a pile of goo before shaking my head and rushing towards the knight.

No time to be afraid right now.

I glance at the experimental chamber to find the man who broke everyone out of their shock tinkering with some sort of machine that was hidden behind a panel in the wall.

“How much longer until the shield is-” I begin to shout, only to cut off as I hear the sound of the shield starting up, followed by a large blue barrier appearing over the experimental chamber. “Never mind.”

The man gives a half-hearted grin at that, to which I try to return before focusing on the knight again as it begins moving towards Jackson at a slightly faster speed than before. Which honestly works out, since Jackson is closer to the edge of the floor overlooking the experimental chamber.

I run up to the railing before grabbing it and breaking part of it off, following which I run over to the knight.

Please let this work. Oh pleeeaase let this work!!!

Without a second to spare, I run around it on its side closer to the railing right after it swings its sword again, only barely missing Jackson in the process and slicing straight through the railing a little further down from me. Then I jump onto the railing and kick off straight towards the creature with a pipe in one hand and my claws stretched out in the other.

While the creature is still recovering from swinging its large sword, I stab my claws straight into the gap in its scales, making my hand dig nearly two inches deep. But my momentum, along with the creature’s blood joining my claws, allows my hand to dig just a little bit deeper. Meanwhile the pipe remains unused in my left hand as the knight lets out a roar of pain that has me grinning.

Looks like I finally got its attention.

I rip my hand out of its body, sending a spray of greyish black blood out to cover my jacket and Jackson behind me before I kick off of its body into the air. The creature tries to reach for me but is too slow and barely misses. Whether that’s because of its low mental stat making its reaction time terrible, or the wound I just gave it slowing it down, I’m not sure. But either way, I land nearly four meters in front of the thing, with its back facing the shield and railing.

A surge of pride runs through me as I feel the hunt reaching its climax at the sight of the knight raising its sword with a bit more difficulty than before, only to then pause at the top of its climb and instead raise a foot.

“Shit, run!” I shout while leaping backwards, vaguely noticing Jackson already having started running immediately after getting splashed by the blood.

I let out a sigh of relief at seeing the wave barely miss me before I take advantage of the little period of rest I noticed it had after using that particular skill by rushing at it with the pipe of the railing held up like a javelin. Then, the moment I get within one meter of it, I pull back, jump up, and send it shooting forward with my momentum, right into the knight’s chest. And while it doesn’t really dig very deep, it still goes nearly four inches in.

But that’s not the main reason for my doing this.

I jump off of the creature as it falls backwards, topples over the railing, and straight onto the shield that ends up making a loud shrieking sound as bolts of electricity fly off of the creature’s body, ravaging it from both inside and out, with many of the bolts latching onto the pipe and being driven into the creature’s body through it.

After a few seconds, the pain in my own ears from the combined noise of the creature’s roars and the shield make me switch to my human ears just for some relief.

The electricity continues shocking the knight for over five seconds before the bolts begin to grow even larger, some of them even striking through the pipe away from the field, barely missing me and making me back up a few feet.

Wow.

That’s… beautiful.

After watching the electric show for a couple more seconds, I look down at my hands in front of me with a frown before using my Clean skill.

Then a bolt from a crossbow punctures straight through my arm and into my stomach.

I turn to stare at it for a few seconds, briefly wondering where it came from before looking up and finding one of the huntsmen with its head and crossbow peaking out from behind a pillar. Only for said huntsmen to get that very same head vaporized by a pulse shot from one of the pulse rifles.

Whether it’s from shock, adrenaline, or what, I don’t really feel the wound. All I see when I turn back to look at it is a thick black crossbow bolt going straight through my arm. In one way and out the other, with the head of the crossbow going into my gut only by an inch or so.

But that doesn’t last long before the pain really arrives. And it’s so great that it has me falling to my knees while silent tears leak out of my eyes practically nonstop.

The pain is so much worse than a hound simply chomping on my leg a little. So much worse than anything I’ve felt before.

After a few seconds, the pain becomes too much and I fall onto the ground with one last thought going through my mind.

Didn’t the huntsmen already have fixations here?

Then a ding echoes in my head, and everything goes black.



The Experiment Hall

Holy shit! She did it! She fucking did it!!! The girl actually killed the knight!!

Arnold can’t help but let out a whoop of excitement as he stands up from his spot kneeling next to the generator and watches as the knight is pumped full of electricity from the shield. But his excitement dies just as quickly as it had started when he sees the crossbow bolt enter straight through the girl’s arm and into her stomach.

“Oh hell no!” the man shouts before breaking off into a sprint to get to her as fast as possible, uncaring of the remaining two huntsmen who are still being shot at by the two pulse rifle bearers.

She did not just save our lives to die herself!

As soon as he gets to the girl, he touches her wrist to feel for a pulse before nodding at finding one and reaching for the bolt stuck in her arm. Only for a tanuki to suddenly appear in between his hand and the bolt, startling him into falling onto his rear.

“Do not take the bolt out until she is in the moonlight,” the tanuki talks to him, making him wonder for a very brief moment if he’s losing his mind. But after a few seconds later, and the sounds of more pulse rifle shots followed by the vaporization of the remaining huntsmen, he realizes he’s not.

Then one of the men that had accompanied the girl here – one he recognizes as the head of security for the floor above this one – walks up and stares at the tanuki before muttering, “A spirit?”

Arnold – having heard his muttered words – jerks his head to look at the tanuki again and asks, “Wait, are you her contracted spirit?”

The tanuki just nods its head and answers, “Bring her to the moonlight before you take out the arrow.” Then it vanishes again without a trace.

Silence passes for a mere two seconds after the tanuki’s disappearance before Arnold and the man gently begin picking the girl up and moving her over to the room connected to this one that has a window.


Intermission



One block away from the building Scarlet is in
A couple hours later

At first, she was just a part of a contract. He was asked to bring her to an orphanage of his own creation in return for permission to set up his own Association.

But after a few years, she began to grow on him. Her more than any of the other orphans in the orphanage he had set up as a cover for the contract. And by the time she got old enough to argue with him? To question him on his inventions? He couldn’t help but admit that he was starting to care for her as he did his own daughter.

Of course, it didn’t hurt that Scarlet was quickly becoming best buds with his actual daughter. So when Allen heard that there was a Fracture near the orphanage several years back, he didn’t hesitate to drop everything and rush over to the city from the capital – arriving there in less than half an hour thanks to one of his skills. Only to find that he had overreacted, and the kids weren’t even in the Fracture.

But now she’s in actual danger. Now she’s in a Fracture.

This thought echoes through Cipher’s mind as he throws a punch straight at the core of the Class II Fracture, bolts of electricity created by nanomachines wrapping around his fist in the process before the core shatters in a matter of seconds. He then sends a wave of flames through the room, torching alive all of the demons in it including the level 250 Demon Commander in charge of the Class II Fracture.

Without a hint of hesitation, Cipher rushes out of the room, all of the demons in the building beginning to lose their connection to the world of Earth now that the core is gone. And by the time the Guardian gets to the front door of the building, every last demon is gone from it, already sent back to their home world of Tartarus, with the shield automatically coming down around the building now that they’re gone.

Cipher summons his magi-tech, skill enhanced hover pack and breaks the sound barrier as he bursts through the air in the direction of his company building, ignoring the shocked looks he’s getting along the way from the few people still on the streets. He then lands on the ground right in front of the main doors, spreads his hands, and lets a large stream of nanomachines fly out to surround the entire building as his eyes close.

If there were any people near this building, they would see his eyes constantly moving beneath his eyelids as he uses the nanomachines to get a layout of every floor in terms of both people and demons. But once the nanomachines reach the twenty-sixth floor, he pauses, his mouth parting open slightly as they find something rather surprising.

His eyes open and a scowl appears on his face.

She signed a contract.

He listens in on the conversations held by the people in the room, which amount to about ten, two of which are armed with his own pulse rifles. And after just a few minutes of listening, he understands what happened, his focus briefly shifting to the dead demon knight located in the middle of the shield in the experimental field.

That damned idiot! Of all the foolish, moronic, and arrogant things you could’ve done and have ever done in your life, this takes the fucking cake!

Despite his thoughts, the man doesn’t hesitate to have his nanomachines scan her body from outside of the building. And what he finds is that she isn’t in critical condition, only with a very light wound to her stomach and a very strange and seemingly impossible – possibly already partially healed – wound on her arm, along with the crossbow bolt lying next to her unconscious form.

He lets out a sigh of relief at that before his scowl grows even larger, this time more out of anger directed towards her recklessness than anything else. Anger that he quickly begins to dish out towards all of the demons on the first floor the moment he steps inside, incinerating every last one of them with ease.

Considering who told me to bring her to create an orphanage and bring her to it in the first place, it’s not surprising that she was chosen for a contract. But the sheer recklessness of fighting – and somehow defeating – a demon knight in the very same Fracture you contracted in is mind boggling.

Cipher doesn’t even pay attention as he simply goes from floor to floor, incinerating the demons while not touching any of the humans – the Class I demons not being anything more than simple bugs in the face of his power.

Maybe this will teach her not to be so reckless. First it’s trying to teach the other orphan’s bullies a lesson when they were twice her size by filling their lockers full of worms – Tartarus knows where she got them – then it was trying to negotiate with the fucking board of education for the ability to apply for Tier 1 Universities. And now it’s taking on demon knights while only being a newly contracted Guardian?!

As the man’s irritation rises, so does the death count of the demons he kills through the floors. All the way until he reaches the sixth floor and finds the core situated there with a level 100 Demon Captain guarding it, along with two level 75 demon knights stationed next to the core. But none of them so much as slow the man down as he simply walks in, turns each of them into barbecue, then grabs and shatters the core in his bare palm.

Space begins to warp around them ever so slightly before stabilizing again as the demons filling the building all begin to fade away, each being sent back to Tartarus with regret. Meanwhile all of the humans in the building let out cheers of excitement, relief, and pure joy as the man saves their lives while simply taking out his irritation on the core and the demons.

Cipher doesn’t even stop moving after dealing with the demon core. He just continues walking up the stairs in his path towards the twenty-sixth floor, not even bothering with answering the calls he is getting from Sage and the other Guardians of his Association now that the Fracture has been dealt with.

But as he is stepping onto the eleventh floor, he pauses as he sees through his nanomachines the very source of his current stress, anger, and anxiety waking up.

Then his eyes narrow as he sees the faint smile that makes its way across her face, likely at seeing the System’s message of her killing a demon knight, and whatever achievements that comes along with at her level. Which are most likely quite a lot.

Of course, she doesn’t regret it. Because all the System is going to do is reward her for it.

And so, the man’s irritation rises again as he continues climbing the stairs to go meet his wayward ward.
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The moment I wake up, I suck in a breath through my teeth at the pain of my injuries. But they’re nowhere near as bad as they were before I lost consciousness, judging by the difference in pain. So I slowly open my eyes to look at my surroundings, only to find myself in an office next to a window, with only a couple of people in the room. Although by the sounds of it, there are several more on the other side of the door.

I also find that I can hear a lot of joyous cries throughout the building without any of the regular noise that I have come to associate with demons. Which means that the Fracture’s core was probably destroyed while I was out.

With that comforting thought in mind, I glance at my wounds to find that they have managed to heal a decent amount. Which leaves me wondering if Tar said-

“They don’t know what was going on. All I said was for them to put you next to the window where moonlight was shining through and they obliged, so it’s most likely that they believe you have some sort of skill that lets you heal in moonlight,” the tanuki says in my mind, sounding just as robotic as ever. But despite that, I can’t help but feel like he was worried about me for some reason.

“Preposterous,” the tanuki in question responds to my thoughts. But then the System’s messages suddenly play out in my mind before I can say anything in retort. “Just listen to your messages and don’t bother me.”

I raise an eyebrow as I begin listening to them, a wide smile spreading across my face in the process.

{Level 53 Demon Knight defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature fifty levels or more above you. An EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in the kill.}

{Twenty-five Skill Points are awarded for killing a demon fifty or more levels above you. With risk comes reward. And you drown yourself with risk, gathering all of the reward you deserve. But beware the price you may one day pay for that reward.}

{Fifteen Skill Points are awarded for killing a demon twenty-five or more levels above you.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing a demon ten or more levels above you.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing a demon knight while under level ten.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Demon Knight.}

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

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 4. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 10. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

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

Alright, now that’s a nice set of messages. Although I could’ve done without the cryptic warning, thank you very much. I get enough of that from Allen as it is. I don’t need the System joining in on criticizing my recklessness.

Speaking of Allen, I should try convincing the people here to not blab about me taking on a demon knight so early. Because it would be a pain if he found out.

Now then.

Time to check out my gains!

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

	Age: 19	Level: 10	SP: 67
	Stats:

	Physical: 35	Mental: 24	Magical: 33
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 16	Mana: 396/396	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Blood Siphon	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Clean
	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Repair	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Predator II	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Without any hesitation, I focus on the description for the new skill.

{Blood Siphon - Allows the user to drain the blood of nearby creatures and use it for various purposes, including transfusing the user’s or others’ blood or infusing the blood into the blood claws skill and other possible skills.}

I smile with glee at the changes and the new skill before immediately investing nine free points into my Mental stat, then another three into Physical, and two into Magical. Then I take another look at my status, only for a severe mixture of pain and pleasure to sweep through my body, leaving me grunting and losing my balance to fall back flat onto the ground.

The hell was that?

Officer Winslow – who was sitting in the corner of the room without having realized that I was awake – quickly gets up and moves over to me as I groan before shouting, “Scarlet! You’re awake!!!” He then assaults me with questions such as ‘am I okay’, ‘do I feel sick’, ‘do I feel any pain’, and so on.

I just groan in response as the pain and pleasure continue moving through my body until eventually stopping who knows how long later. And by then, the officer has already gone to get the others.

Oops.

“It’s recommended not to use more than five free points at once as the changes can prove… severe… on the nerves of the Guardian,” I hear Tar mentioning long after the information would’ve been useful for me.

I just grunt in response, feeling too weak right now to give a proper retort.

After a couple minutes of silence, my ears twitch as I finally notice the slight buzzing sound coming from outside the building. But when I look outside, I don’t find anything.

What is that noise?

It also sounds like there are a lot of people going up and down the stairs now, likely checking on if everyone’s alright. Or maybe just checking their things. Who knows.

Then there’s the set of footsteps that sound much heavier than everyone else’s, despite being a lot faster. And they’re quickly approaching the twenty-first floor.

Not sure why they’re in such a big hurry to climb up.

Maybe they had family in here?

But if that were the case, I can’t imaging someone who clearly has some sort of magi-tech equipment with them to just stand by when their loved one is in danger just several floors higher in the same building.

Although it’s also possible that the footsteps belong to the Guardian who destroyed the core, and they’re now heading here because they sensed Tar.

I listen to the footsteps for a few seconds before mentally shrugging right as others begin to flood into the room, making me feel awkward.

“I’m fine,” I tell them, stopping them from asking anything, “was just using my free points. Do you know what that knight was protecting?”

They look surprised for a second before the officer answers, “We’re… actually not sure about that ourselves. The shield turned out to still be busted, so it wouldn’t turn off to let us in and see. And then the Guardian destroyed the core, so whatever it was, it’s not likely there anymore.”

I narrow my eyes at that before sighing. Guess it doesn’t really matter with the core being destroyed.

So with that thought in mind, I open my Skill Store. Because I have to have unlocked something good after all of those achievements. Not to mention the massive amount of SP I have now.

So it’s shopping time! Then I can focus on testing out that new inherent skill.
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After seeing me focusing on what looks like air to the others, Arnold – who it turns out is the person who turned on the shield for me before – and officer Winslow shoo the others out, leaving me in silence to focus on my newly unlocked skill.

And good they are. Very, very good.

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Predator III	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least ten levels.
Predator II is required to purchase this.
	It grants the user a 12% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves.	Passive
Static
Rare
	20
	Predator IV	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least fifty levels.
Predator III is required to purchase this.
	It grants the user a 20% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves.	Active
Static
Epic
	30
	Blood Boil	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least ten levels, by killing a demon knight while below level ten, by being level ten or above, and by having blood magic.	An attack skill that slowly makes the blood of the target begin to boil, causing slow internal damage that builds up while slowing down the reaction speed of the target.	Active
Rare
	20
	Blood Sacrifice	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least ten levels, by being level ten or above, by almost dying once, by hurting yourself to enhance a blood skill, and by having blood magic.	A sacrificial skill that allows the user to burn their own blood in order to get a temporary boost in their physical capabilities.	Active
Rare
	20
	…
					


I stare at the skills, unsure how I should proceed in my shopping spree.

“You need combat skills,” Tar suggests while appearing in front of me and then floating down to lie in my lap. “I’d suggest getting Blood Boil for a ranged combat skill, Predator III for obvious reasons, and the rest you can choose from there. Either wait for a few more SP to get Predator IV, or go ahead and get Blood Sacrifice.”

Not a bad idea, but just in case, I search through the rest of the skills in the store. But none of them are as good as the top ones, which leads me to believe that the System automatically puts the highest rarity skills closest to the top.

“You could also just use the excess to level Blood Boil if you choose to purchase that one, since it’s not a static skill,” Tar suddenly adds as an afterthought.

Oh. That’s right.

I stare at the skills store for a few more seconds before deciding to just go ahead and purchase Predator III and Blood Boil, then turn to my status and go down to the Blood Boil skill to level it up. Which only ends up taking three SP.

A lot cheaper than I expected.

[Skill ‘Blood Boil’ has leveled up to level 2.]

I look back at my status to see if the skill has changed or not, but it hasn’t. Not in the slightest.

Huh.

“Purchased skills have less of a difference with each level than inherent ones do,” Tar answers my unasked question for me. “It’s-”

I look down at him after he cuts off to find him staring in the direction of the other room with a blank expression on his face.

What’s wro-

He vanishes.

I blink in confusion before trying to get up, only to wince and fail at that as the pain from my injuries grows more severe with the movement.

Why did you disappear and stop responding?

Several seconds pass with no answer.

Right when I’m about to repeat myself, I pause as a familiar voice enters my ear from the other side of the floor, at the staircase where that same person from before – the one equipped with what’s most likely magi-tech gear – enters the floor.

Oh shit.

Why is… oh, right. This is his building. And he was only a few buildings away.

Why didn’t I think about that earlier?!

I try to get up again, only to wince at the pain and fall back down. Then I try to look out the window.

Could I survive a fall from this height? Maybe. Would there be a point? Not really. Then I’d just be in even worse shape on the ground where he would just go find me instead of up here.

What about breaking the window and going into a different room on a different floor?

Not likely with my injuries.

After thinking of several other possible methods of escape, I come up blank.

So I close my eyes and try to fake being asleep.

While doing that, I also listen in on the conversation that Allen is having with the people on the floor. Or rather, by conversation, I mean him asking where I am.

“You want to know where Scarlet is?” the voice of Arnold asks in confusion before saying, “Oh, you’re probably here because she’s a new Guardian. Right, she’s just over here.”

I don’t like Arnold anymore.

After a few seconds, I hear the door to the office opening, followed by footsteps entering it as I keep my eyes closed and pretend to be asleep. Because maybe he might-

“I know you’re not asleep. I’ve had my nanomachines watching you since I got to this building,” Allen says, crushing the hope I had of avoiding a conversation with him for a bit longer.

I open my eyes and fake a smile through the pain of my arm and stomach.

“Hey Allen, how’s it going?” I ask, acting as if nothing’s wrong.

He just stares at me.

Yeah, didn’t expect that to work either. But it was worth a try.

“We’re going to be having a nice long chat, young lady,” he says, a scowl plastered across his face that shows just how mad he is right now.
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Wait. Maybe I can stall this conversation after all?

“Um, could we wait for my injuries to-” I begin, only for him to cut me off without a shred of care. “No.”

So much for that.

And I can’t call Belle for help because all that’d do would make them team up on me instead of only dealing with him.

Also, speaking of Belle, I think my phone’s ringing.

Too bad I can’t take it out right now, what with my arm having a hole in it. Albeit a small one now that it’s healed for who knows how long.

“What the hell were you thinking, Scarlet!?” he shouts, his voice echoing through the room and the room next to it, startling the workers that I had saved in the process. “You could’ve gotten yourself killed! You know that, right?!”

I let out a sigh.

“Yeah, but it’s not like you’re any different,” I tell him with an eyebrow raised. “You’re a Guardian after all. And now I am too.” Sort of. “Not to mention that being a Guardian will be a much better job for me than trying and failing at finding a Tier 1 university that’ll take in an orphan.”

He actually winces at that.

“That doesn’t change the fact that you put yourself in danger needlessly,” he pushes on. “You didn’t have to fight that demon knight. You could’ve just left and stayed safe. But nope. You had to go in, fighting a demon knight just hours after awakening as a Guardian yourself. Maybe not even that long, depending on when you were contracted during all this.”

“It was at the start of the Fracture,” I whisper, making him raise a brow.

I take the hint and stop talking.

The phone stops ringing after I fail to pick it up.

“Just a single wrong move and that knight would’ve killed you. It must’ve been, what, level thirty? Just one misstep. One mistake. And it would’ve been over,” he says, his worry finally bleeding through the anger a little bit. “Do you understand that Scarlet?”

I try really hard not to wince as I hear him severely underestimate the demon knight’s level. And fortunately, I don’t think he’s noticed.

“Yes, but Cipher,” I use his Guardian title just to drive my point, “you’ve done much riskier things in your time as a Guardian than I have.”

The guy hates it when I call him Cipher. In fact, I don’t think he even likes me calling him Allen, wanting instead for me to call him dad or something. But I refuse.

If he isn’t my biological father, then I won’t call him that. Simple as that. Even if he’s like a father to me.

Allen opens his mouth to speak, but I cut him off by saying, “Look, I’ll try as best as I can to keep myself alive. But taking risks is part of the job I signed up for when I became a Guardian. And if I’m being honest? It’s what I enjoy.”

The last part seems to surprise him.

I glance past him at the people staring at us in shock. People that are more than just the ones who were on this floor, including people I don’t even recognize. Meaning some people must’ve followed Allen to this floor.

“You’re not going to listen, are you?” Allen finally says after a few seconds of silence. But he doesn’t even wait for my answer as he sighs and mutters, “What am I saying? You never do…”

Nope. Never will either, most likely. After all, every risk I’ve ever taken has given me quite the reward afterwards.

“Just know that I wouldn’t have taken the risk if I didn’t think it was possible to win,” I tell him with a reassuring smile. Or at least, what I hope is a reassuring smile, considering that my canines were lengthened at some point. And I’m also still in a decent chunk of pain right now.

Although the pain has lessened a bit more thanks to it healing as we’re talking.

Allen lets out a sigh before kneeling down and giving me a light hug that has me stiffening up for more than one reason.

“I know you don’t like physical contact, but please. Just let me have this,” he says, emotion practically bleeding through his words.

I let out a sigh before patting his back once with my non-injured arm.

At least he is trying to avoid my injured arm.

Out of nowhere, a blue light shines from said arm, making me look to see that he has some sort of machine floating next to it. Then I watch as the remainder of the wound closes up.

“Nice,” I say, a grin forming on my face as he lets go and stands up straight again.

He chuckles at that.

I stand up as well, discreetly motioning for him to look at the hall, which is where our little popcorn gallery has gathered. He then raises a hand and flips it, making several nanomachines shut the door in front of our viewers.

“There we go,” he says before turning back to me and asking, “so where’s your fae?”

I frown at the question.

“That’s a good question,” I answer. “The bastard vanished the moment he noticed you coming.”

Allen’s eyebrows rise at that, and he glances towards a corner where some sort of fluffy panda appears floating in the air.

“Okay, just why is it that all of you fae have to appear in the form of cute animals on Earth?” I can’t help but ask, making the panda blink in surprise. Even Allen looks surprised for a second before he bursts out into laughter.

The panda glances between me and Allen for a few seconds and only answers after realizing that I’m actually serious, “Tis’ because a cute animal would look more trustworthy for someone in a dangerous situation.”

I blink in confusion as I hear its voice.

Um. Why is its voice so different from Tar’s?

Tar’s has always had this ethereal intensity. Like every word he says has major importance or something.

But this fae just has a regular voice. Like a human. In the form of a cute panda.

“Okay, that makes sense,” I answer, getting over the difference in voice. “But I still don’t know where Tar went.”

They both look surprised at hearing the name Tar for some reason.
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The two share a glance for some reason before turning back to me.

“Is that your contracted fae’s actual name or one you gave him as a nickname?” Allen asks, his tone sounding serious.

I blink in confusion before tilting my head slightly and annoyingly enough noticing Allen’s eyes flicker to my ears and back to my face again as I answer, “It’s a nickname I gave him to shorten his really long name.”

The two share another glance.

“Okay, why are you being so secretive all of the sudden?” I ask while using my clean and repair skills to fix up my clothes and clean up the blood on my jacket before putting my hands in my pockets. “It’s just weird.”

They turn to look at me again as Allen carefully says, “Look, the fae are special in that their names have importance. Meaning that most fae tend to keep their names hidden, only letting those they trust know them.”

I stare at the two for a few seconds before the realization hits me.

Tar… trusts me? That… what?

“How’s that possible?” I ask with a frown, seemingly confusing them even more, “Tar literally threatened me when we first met! How could that translate to trust?!”

Now that surprises the two.

“That’s not possible. We fae are not capable of harming humans or demons by decree of the royal family of the fae,” the panda says, surprising me back in the process.

I frown.

“Does taking away my pain and then giving it back when I don’t listen to him count as threatening me?”

The two share another glance. Which is really starting to annoy me.

When they look back at me again, Allen says, “Technically, it does. But it doesn’t count as harming you. So your fae just sounds… like an oddball amongst the fae.”

His panda fae nods its little head in agreement with that.

Oh.

“Also, you mentioned that his name was long? How long is it? Two words? Three?” Allen asks seemingly out of nowhere. “The length of a fae’s name can generally be used to determine how high up the fae court they are.”

Wait, so that’s why his name is so long?

“He has five names,” I answer them, surprising them once again. But this time it’s enough to make Allen almost lose his footing and fall after leaning too far to one side if it weren’t for the panda catching him.

“Five?!” he shouts, a mixture of disbelief and shock in his tone. He then lowers his head to look at his fae as he asks, “Only members of the royal family have that many names, right?”

My mouth drops open.

“Yes, you’re correct,” the fae answers, also seemingly in shock. “And that means a royal fae has contracted with a human and given them his full name.” The panda then looks directly at me and says, “If you care for your contracted partner at all, do not tell anyone his full name.”

I unconsciously nod my head.

“Thank you,” the panda says before vanishing.

Huh.

Both Allen and I just stare at where the panda was in silence for who knows how long before we’re interrupted by the sound of beeping coming from Allen’s wrist. And unlike when I was called, he answers it, making Belle’s livid face show up on the screen.

“Belle?” Allen asks, slightly surprised, and still a little stunned from the revelation we both just had.

She immediately opens her mouth to speak, only to close it the moment she sees me through the camera feed. Then the anger on her face vanishes in an instant, replaced almost immediately by a flood of tears as she shouts, “Scarlet! You’re okay!!!”

After a second though, her joy takes on a slightly confused tone as she sees my ears and adds, “And you have… wolf ears? Wait, you became a Guardian?!”

I nod my head, slightly amused at her reaction. At least, until she adds, “Can I touch you-”

“No.” I shut that down immediately before she can even finish asking.

Meanwhile I can hear Allen trying to hold himself back from laughing. I scowl at him for a second before turning back to the screen as I ask, “So how are you doing? Are there any Fractures near you? And what about Arthur?”

She looks confused for a second before muttering, “Pretty sure I’m supposed to be the one asking you if you’re alright, but yeah. I’m okay. And so is Arthur. There was one Fracture near me-” Allen’s head jerks to stare at the screen at the mention of this “-but it was only a Class I. And the Guardians at the university took care of it quickly enough.”

Allen lets out a sigh of relief after hearing that last part.

Ignoring the protective parent in the room, I nod my head with a smile, “I’m glad you’re both safe then.”

Before either of us can say anything else, another beeping sound comes from Allen’s device, following which a second call opens up, showing a screen next to the one of Belle. This screen has a woman with a rather blank face simply staring through the screen, giving me an incredibly unnerving feeling in the process. Almost like she can tell everything about me just from a single glance, which I know isn’t true.

Sage. Allen’s information gatherer and communicator. The one who brings him intelligence and spreads it around his people.

“We have been trying to call you for nearly ten minutes now, sir,” she says, her voice just as blank sounding as her face. Kind of like a robot. “But I now see that it was because of the young miss.” Sage pauses for a second as she looks at me and adds, “Congratulations on becoming a Guardian. I will be looking forward to working with you if that is what you decide.”

Then the call cuts off without us being able to say a word.

None of us say anything for a few seconds before I look at Allen and ask, “Did she just hack your suit’s terminal?”

He nods his head without a word.

Wow.
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Putting aside the illegal actions of his own subordinate for the moment, Allen simply turns to me and asks, “I’m a little bit curious as to what your magic is. Because while seeing bodily modifications is rather common, I don’t think I’ve seen one that’s given something similar to some sort of animalistic blood magic, assuming your ears and the claws are anything to judge by.”

“Oh? Do tell,” Belle says from the other side of the call while leaning forwards with a slight grin on her face.

I roll my eyes at the two before answering, “I have blood magic.”

“Really?” Allen asks, a little surprised at first only to shrug his shoulders a second later and add, “Guess there isn’t really a logic behind the changes, so I shouldn’t be so surprised.” He pauses for a second. “You’re sure there’s no bestial aspect to the magic?”

I raise an eyebrow at him, “I just got a skill that can boil the blood of a living being. Do you think that has any bestial aspects to it?”

He raises both hands in a placating gesture as Belle laughs at our interaction.

I’m a little surprised by how accepting they both are with all of this. But then again, Allen is a Class IV Guardian if I remember correctly. So he’s probably used to dealing with new Guardians. And it makes sense that his daughter would take it well too.

That aside, I take in Allen’s attire.

It’s not very often that I actually see him wearing his magi-tech armor outside of the news and on the internet. But it really does look pretty cool.

I’m not a fan of the idea of wearing armor myself though. Maybe I could get some way to enhance my jacket?

Allen seems to notice me checking out his gear and suggests, “If you want, I can make you some armor.” Then he quickly adds, “Of course, you’d have to pay it off,” after seeing my frown beginning to form.

I blink in surprise before smiling.

Looks like he does remember how much I hate accepting handouts. Because then I feel like I owe them back for it.

The only reason I got his help with the negotiation for the universities was because I didn’t think there was any other choice. So if I do have a choice, I’ll avoid it like the plague.

“I might just take you up on that. But only if it’s possible to upgrade my jacket, or at least make an energy armor that goes over it,” I say, making the man roll his eyes at my attachment with my jacket.

Hey. You’re the one who said it was the only thing that I had when you found me.

“Yeah, I can do that,” he answers with a grin on his face. But the grin fades away as he grows serious and asks, “Would you like to work for my Association?”

I frown as I seriously consider his question.

An Association is a group of Guardians who work together during Demonic Assaults. They have a lot of power in the Republic, and even more during a Demonic Assault, practically being able to command even the ruling Council of Governors as long as they have reason to. Although the exact amount of power each Association has is generally linked to the number of Guardians they have in them, and how powerful each of those Guardians are.

Most new Guardians end up joining the Society of Humanities’ Guardians, which is a rather blunt name. This Association basically accepts every Guardian in existence, no matter their strength or personality. And they’re one of the top Associations purely because of the massive number of Guardians in it. But at the same time, it’s one of the weaker of the top Associations purely because it has quantity over quality.

Meanwhile, Allen’s Association – if I remember correctly – is a newer one despite being one of the most powerful. Although its strength and draw for powerful Guardians lie almost entirely with its leader. Allen Sylvester. Otherwise known as Cipher. The current CEO of Silver Works, the first company to invent magi-tech.

Allen sees me hesitating over the decision and he adds, “Remember, you can leave any time you wish. Just say the word.”

I look up at him again from the floor to find that he really seems to want me in his Association.

Nepotism at its best there, I guess.

I turn to look out the window, briefly glancing at the call that’s still open to see Belle staying silent in the process. And what I find when I look down at the street below us is the sight of a bunch of people all leaving the building at once.

Guess Allen’s letting everyone off early for the day. For good reason.

After several seconds pass in silence, I let out a sigh and turn to look at Allen again.

“Look, I really don’t like accepting handouts.”

He interrupts right away and says, “You won’t be! We could really use a blood magic user in our numbers!”

My eyebrows rise at that.

“Really?” I ask incredulously.

Allen nods his head, “Yeah. Blood magic is one of the more desired magics. After all, it can both heal and attack, act as support, and can even be used as a berserker. There are all kinds of ways a blood magic user can go!”

I stare at him for a few seconds before realizing that he actually means it.

So maybe not nepotism after all.

Seemingly sensing my change in attitude, Allen presses on the attack, “If you join now, I’ll even let you go with a couple of the others to attack a Class I Fracture.”

My eyes immediately lock on his and I feel my heart start racing at the thought of more prey. Only to blink in confusion at that thought, then shrug and stare at him anyways.

Guess there’s nothing to do about those new instincts but accept them.

That said, I don’t work well with oth-

“You’ll also be able to split off from them while under surveillance to fight the weaker demons on the outskirts of the Fracture,” he adds a cherry on top that has me immediately saying, “We have a deal. As long as I can still leave whenever I want.”

Belle breaks out into a laugh at the ridiculousness of this negotiation, meanwhile Allen just grins at me.

He’s probably going to stick more nanomachines on my metaphorical tail than I can count. But at least it means I can try out my new skills, and continue gaining more EXP and SP.

And I have a job now.

Which reminds me.

“Now let’s talk about my pay.”

My statement wipes the smirk off of his face rather quickly.
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We end up settling on a pretty decent pay at about eight credits an hour that I’m not on the job, just to let them use my face in their little sponsorships and promotions, and a flat eleven credits per hour that I am on the job under their name. Not too much, but still a lot more than I would’ve ever dreamed of getting before becoming a Guardian.

That’s far above the average person living in a Tier 1 city. And leagues above a Tier 2 or 3 city’s average wages.

Definitely goes to show why Guardians are always rich. Like, swimming in bathtubs of money rich.

Not that that would be comfortable, just considering all the paper cuts.

Allen suddenly bursts out into laughter from his spot next to me as we walk down the stairs of the building towards the entrance. And when I turn to look at what has him so amused, my eyes practically bulge out of their sockets at the sight of the video he’s watching.

A video of some random guy commentating over a video of me fighting with a bunch of demons. One that consistently shifts from one scene of me fighting demons to another.

“There’s no way there were that many people able to record me fighting,” I whisper to him, punching his arm as I ask, “you didn’t do anything you’re gonna regret later, did you?”

He just continues watching the video while giving me a thumbs up, making my eyebrow twitch in my irritation.

He did. He totally sold the security camera footage of me fighting to people online.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get your cut,” he says, brushing the issue aside.

I’m gonna kill him.

“That would be difficult,” a certain tanuki’s voice echoes in my head out of nowhere, making me stiffen up for a second before my anger shifts from Allen to the tanuki.

What’s this about you being a member of the fae’s royal family?!

Tar doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before his voice once again returns, albeit with a hint of embarrassment in it, “Well, you never asked.”

My mind blanks out at that answer.

Are you fucking kidding me?

“Yes, I’m sorry,” he answers, and I almost snap back at him, only to pause as I realize what he’d just done.

Did… did Tar really just apologize? He can do that?

“Yes, and there’s no need to be rude about it,” he says, making me blink in confusion.

How did this get turned around on me?

“I haven’t been entirely truthful with you, Scarlet. And I would like to fix that,” he says, making me suspicious. “First off, yes. I am the eighteenth child of King Oberon, and am the second from last currently in line for the throne should he ever pass on.”

Oh. Well, that’s… wait, eighteenth? Just how many siblings do you have?!

“A lot,” he says, not specifying an amount. “And the way the king and our people decide on who is most fit to be the heir is by the contracted partner of the princes and princesses.”

I blankly stare ahead for a few seconds, stopping in place and seemingly confusing Allen for the time before a look of understanding dawns on his face and he just stands in place to watch the stupid video.

And you’re telling me…

“Yes. The reason I picked you was because you – as a half blood lycan – are the individual with the most possible potential out there, and I thought you might be able to win me the throne,” he says, unabashed about doing it but seemingly a little embarrassed about hiding that he did it.

A few seconds pass in relative silence as I stand there, the only noise being that of the ridiculous video still playing from Allen’s terminal.

He used me, but wasn’t I kind of using him as well? For his knowledge, and, well, the contract? For the System?

Even if I was upfront about it.

Actually, maybe that’s why he’s not ashamed about him using me in the first place?

Ya know what, Tarankar, I think this might actually work better than if you had no use for me at all. Because I hate not paying back my favors. And despite how much of a pain in the ass you’ve been sometimes, you are really the only reason I’m alive right now. Considering that you offered me the contract and all. Even if you do kind of abandon me out of nowhere sometimes.

Please stop doing that, by the way.

The tanuki appears in the air in front of me, startling a lot of the people around us, and to be honest, me as well, since I wasn’t expecting him to ever show his face in front of others. Even Allen looks rather startled.

“You would accept our contract even after knowing?” he asks, his voice still using telepathy despite being out in the open.

I nod my head.

Honestly, this contract feels easier to accept now that I know what I’m getting into more clearly.

Although I would like to know how it is your king and people recognize which Guardian is doing the ‘best’.

The tanuki stares at me for a few seconds before answering in a single word, “Power.”

Power?

He nods his head. “Power.”

Oh. So do you mean pure levels? Or fighting ability including levels and skills?

Tar floats around me in a circle for a few seconds before answering, “Level is what determines a prince’s place in the heritage, but the only real deciding factor is the contracted Guardian’s fighting power by the time the tournament comes around.”

A tournament? To decide who will become the next king?

Isn’t it odd to have it decided by a proxy?

Tar nods his head, “But odd or not, it’s the king’s decision. Therefore no one else has a say.”

Interesting.

Anyways, glad we understand each other better now.

Although, is there any chance you can delete that video he’s watching?

The tanuki glances at Allen’s arm, where I’m pointing, only to turn back to me and shake his head.

A pity. But I guess it’s fine as long as I get a fair cut of the video’s profits. Because embarrassing or not, credits are credits.

And I get the feeling that the only reason he did that was because he knew I’d think this way, but only after the fact.

I glare at him for a second before continuing to walk down the stairs, with Allen following shortly after me a second later.


Chapter 25

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

News



Scarlet

I repeatedly tap the door of the air car as we fly through the sky in the direction of the closest Class I Fracture, my attention solely focused on the video in front of me, with my ear buds present in both of my ears. But no matter how much I tap, I can’t get rid of this uncomfortable feeling that I get from seeing my image plastered across the video.

[Hello, folks! Today we have with us some very interesting news!]

The commentator’s voice is that of a typical video streamer on the internet – intense, jolly beyond reason, and interesting enough to hold people’s attention. They have a webcam showing over the video, covering most of it up as it’s paused, but even at this point, I can still see my ears poking out above the webcam. Which I’m pretty sure was done like that on purpose.

[We’ve received word of a brand new Guardian to this Demonic Assault, originating in the main headquarters of Cipher’s company, Silver Works. But that’s not all! They’ve already become a bit of a hero, saving the folks in the building many times over and fighting off the demon scourge!]

At this point in the video, the webcam vanishes entirely, revealing the frozen image of me in midair with my blood claws outstretched ready to strike at a demon hound.

[We bring to you, the Scarlet Wolf!!!] my mouth drops open at that unoriginal name [She’s the new star of the Silver Association, and a hero to many of the people in Silver Works! The hero managed to take down who knows how many demons-] he pauses as the image frozen on the screen that I realize isn’t actually a video yet changes to show various other images like a slideshow, each of me fighting different demons until it pauses again on the demon knight [-and even a single Demon Knight on her very first day as a Guardian!]

I can’t help but grimace as the video and commentator rub on my nerves in the wrong way.

The frozen image showing the demon knight at around the time I enter the room unfreezes and begins to play through the whole fight as a video.

[While most would have run, she stood her ground and leapt into the fray to save the people!] the man says, getting rather enthusiastic in his entirely inaccurate assumptions [She led the officers and researchers in battle, took down the demon knight, and even gave a sacrifice to do it! Just like the best heroes in the city!]

My grimace turns into a frown at that last line.

What are Guardians to this guy? Some sort of cannon fodder against the demons? Or maybe just cannon fodder to make his videos more popular?

That’s sickening.

The video suddenly switches after showing the bolt strike through my arm, making me flinch at the reminder, to show me and Allen walking down the stairs unharmed. [But don’t worry! Our brave hero with the amazing looking wolf ears is perfectly safe and is even planning on heading to another Fracture any moment now! Just stay tuned, and you’ll be more than happy with what you see of our new, brave, heroine!]

Not sure why he switched to heroine for the last line when he was just using the gender neutral term every other time, but whatever.

Also, what was with that comment about my ears?

The video ends on a rather cool looking scene showing me standing back looking out over the demon knight as it’s being electrified by the shield, which was right before the bolt struck me in the arm.

I stare at my phone for a few seconds before leaning back and resting my head on the cushion of the chair within the air car.

I’m gonna kill Allen.

The misunderstandings in that video aside – or rather, the clear propaganda – it’s going to make it annoying to walk around unaccosted now.

Although at least I shouldn’t have to worry about people thinking my ears are an animal headband or something now. Since a lot of people will likely recognize me and understand I’m a Guardian, assuming my eyes aren’t already a clear giveaway.

Which I probably should’ve thought about when I first saw my ears, but whatever.

At least there aren’t as many people seemingly wanting to touch them outside of the building.

Not really sure why there were so many there that did.

Just gotta remember the credits. The beautiful credits.

I glance at the front of the vehicle that’s driving itself before looking out the window at the buildings simply flying by, very few of which are actually undergoing a Fracture right now. Fortunately.

After looking out the window for a few minutes, I turn my attention back to the video to read the comments. Only to immediately regret it.

Johny1234 – [She’s so young!]

-          DarkShadow27 – [There’ve been younger Guardians before. I’m pretty sure Golden Heart is only fifteen years old, so a young college student isn’t really that surprising.]

-          Johny1234 – [Really? She still looks young enough to be my daughter!]

DocAr15 – [Why do all of the Guardians look so beautiful or handsome? What, is there some sort of cutoff in looks for someone to be offered a contract? Are the spirits biased?]

-          RainbowNinja87 – [Not all of them are top tier in looks. I know of a couple who I won’t name that only look about average.]

-          SavageSwan42 – [What about REDACTED? He’s rather ugly.]

-          GalacticGiraffe7 – [Savage, that’s just rude.]

-          …

StellarSeahorse – [ Awwww!! She’s so cute! And I want to touch her ears!!!]

-          EnchantedEmu11 – [Agreed.]

-          StealthPenguin42 – [So I’m not the only one?]

Frosty13 – [She doesn’t look like she’s used to fighting. But I have to say, her ears look really soft.]

ElectricLioness22 – [It’s always nice to see new Guardians ��]

MysticPhoenix33 – [I wonder why she’s actually fighting? Because I doubt it’s purely to save people. She doesn’t really look like the type. She scowls too much for that.]

-          LuminousLlama23 – [I bet she’s fighting for the EXP. I would do the same if I were in her position.]

…

I frown after reading some of the comments.

This is why I don’t have social media.
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I sigh.

At least there doesn’t seem to be any antagonistic comments towards me. Most of them seem to be positive, even if some are a little antagonistic towards the spirit’s choice in Guardians or mention my obvious lack of experience and apparent habit of scowling.

“I don’t scowl that much, do I?” I mutter.

“You’re scowling right now,” a certain tanuki’s voice echoes in my mind before he appears in the air car and lands on my lap.

No idea what you’re talking about.

Out of boredom more than any form of interest, I continue reading through the comments for a little bit until we arrive at our destination. But most of the comments appear to be around the topic of my appearance, whether it’s because of my young age where quite a few are trying to guess how old I am, or my apparent good looks. Which I’ve never really put much thought into, since most people don’t bother looking past the fact that I’m an orphan.

And quite a few comments about my ears, unfortunately. A couple about why I have wolf ears but no tail, which I’m going to promptly ignore.

Surprisingly, there’re only a few about my glowing red eyes. Most of which think they’re rather cool.

There were a couple though that mentioned that my eyes were scary and that that effect was only enhanced by my scowl.

As soon as the air car pulls over in front of a large building spanning only about half the size of Allen’s, which was already about fifty floors, I close out of the video and its comments before putting my phone in my pocket and getting out of the vehicle. And the first thing I see is the man standing next to the entrance tapping his foot in his obvious impatience. The man is actually about the same age as me in appearance, with silver hair and blue eyes. He’s wearing a fancy suit similar but also slightly worse than Cipher’s, with it being a magi-tech suit with a silver core on the center of the chest.

“Try sensing for his mana,” Tar suddenly suggests, making me raise my eyebrows before I give a mental shrug, close my eyes, and focus on my senses. And after a few seconds, I begin to feel something emanating from him. “That’s his mana. It’s one of the ways a Guardian judges the strength of another Guardian. Or at least, for magic focused Guardians.”

He pauses for a second as I open my eyes to find the man’s own eyes having locked onto me.

“It’s not always accurate, since physical focused Guardians might not have as much mana as they do physical stats. Or they might also just have a skill that helps hide their mana.”

Makes sense.

That aside, the man – who I feel like I vaguely recognize but can’t place his name – only briefly glances at my ears before focusing on my face and giving me a nod. “You’re finally here.” He then turns around and says, “Let’s go.”

Guess we’re not introducing ourselves.

“His mana is quite a bit stronger than your own, but also far, far weaker than that Cipher guy. I’d place his level at around the bottom of Class II.”

Oh, okay. Guess he probably considers this some sort of babysitting job then. Looking after the newbie as he works on clearing out the Fracture.

I follow after him into the building, entering past the shield and into the entrance hall to find quite the number of high level demons inside.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Imp – Level 31|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Imp – Level 30|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Imp – Level 31|

|Demon Huntsmen – Level 51|

|Demon Huntsmen – Level 56|

Holy shit. And at the back of the room, near the stairs, I can even see a couple of demon knights.

|Demon Knight – Level 61|

|Demon Knight – Level 67|

“Stay back here and watch,” the man says, his eyes flashing with a bright silver glow, “maybe you can learn from this. After the floor is cleared, go to the higher floors for opponents at your level.”

I nod in acceptance with that before watching as the man slowly steps into the floor, bolts of silver lightning beginning to build around his body, just dancing across his skin in a brilliant display. And the sight of this finally makes me remember where I recognize him from. He was in one of those posters I saw hanging up across the Silver Works headquarters.

Sylver was his title, he should be the same age as me, and I believe he uses some sort of strange silver lightning that has the effect of being able to move even without a conductor? Or something like that at least.

It does feel odd to be taking orders from someone who’s the same age as me. Even if he did become a Guardian about four years ago. At least, assuming the fliers are accurate.

The man continues stepping forward before raising one hand and directing all of the lightning dancing across his body towards that hand, where it then bursts out from his palm and envelopes dozens of demons at once. And after just a few seconds, I can tell the demons are already beginning to die from the lightning. Even the two knights.

An idea comes to me, and I use my Blood Boil skill on several of the demons, giving me a slight headache from using it so many times. And while it doesn’t really do much to them, what with the level difference between us, I do notice a couple tiny boils appearing around their already badly burnt skin before popping.

Sylver glances at me for a second before focusing on the demons again while taking a single step forward, sending another surge of lighting through the air, frying every last demon on the floor, including the ones I used blood boil on. And just as I’d hoped, the ones I used the skill on do end up giving me EXP. Albeit with a major reduction.

{Level 61 Demon Knight assist. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature fifty levels or more above you. An extreme EXP penalty has been extracted for barely assisting in the kill}

{Level 61 Demon Knight assist. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature fifty levels or more above you. An extreme EXP penalty has been extracted for barely assisting in the kill}

{Level 51 Demon Huntsmen assist. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature ten levels or more above you. An extreme EXP penalty has been extracted for barely assisting in the kill}

{Level 56 Demon Huntsmen assist. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature ten levels or more above you. An extreme EXP penalty has been extracted for barely assisting in the kill}

{Level 30 Demon Knight assist. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature ten levels or more above you. An extreme EXP penalty has been extracted for barely assisting in the kill}

{Level 31 Demon Knight assist. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature ten levels or more above you. An extreme EXP penalty has been extracted for barely assisting in the kill}

{Level 31 Demon Knight assist. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature ten levels or more above you. An extreme EXP penalty has been extracted for barely assisting in the kill}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 11. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

Ouch. The System means it when it says a large penalty. But a level’s a level.

I look away from my messages to find Sylver staring at me with an incomprehensible look on his face.

Is he mad that I didn’t just sit back and watch?

Whether he is or not, he doesn’t show it as he just turns around and says, “The way to the stairs is clear. Leave me to my business.”

I blink in surprise before shrugging and heading over to the stairs.

Works for me.
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The Bottom Floor, After Scarlet Leaves

When Collin was told that he’d have to babysit a newly contracted Guardian who had only just joined the Association a couple of hours ago, he was pissed. Extremely pissed.

After all, this was his first Demonic Assault since reaching Class II, and he’s stuck fighting in a Class I Fracture still with a newbie?

Not what he was hoping for in the slightest.

And his first impression of the girl wasn’t exactly a good one either, considering that she arrived at the Fracture wearing a pair of regular pants, a shirt that looks like it’s from some random school, and a black and red jacket that you could find pretty much anywhere. Not a single piece of defensive equipment. No armor, no magi-tech, no nothing. Not even a weapon.

But now that he’s seen her using some sort of blood magic on the demons despite having been told to sit back and watch? Collin isn’t sure what to think anymore.

Is she a kid who deserves babysitting?

He can’t help but wonder this as he watches the girl quickly enter the stairwell before climbing the stairs without a hint of fear.

After a few seconds of silently watching her until she vanishes from sight, he thinks back to what he was told when Sage had assigned him to this task.

“You are assigned to watch over the new recruit as you both clear out Class I Fractures. This job is of the utmost importance, and if you’re caught slacking and she gets hurt badly, you will be fired. But you are not to let her know you are watching. Nor are you to baby her. Let her do her thing while you do your own.” Sage’s eyes on the call narrow as she pauses and adds, “Beware of treating her poorly, as she will be someone to fear in the future.”

Sylver shakes his head after a second, deciding not to put too much thought into it. After all, the girl’s only now being contracted despite apparently being the same age as him. There’s no way she could become strong enough to make him worry even the slightest bit in the future.

But… Sage’s warnings have always been pretty accurate…

After a second, Sylver ignores the demons in the first floor to send a bolt of silver lightning straight to one of the security cameras, giving him the ability to see through every camera in the building. But he focuses solely on the stairwell where the girl is before she stops leaping straight up the stairs at around the twentieth floor and heads in.

She’s stopping on the twentieth floor? Shouldn’t that still be too close to the Fracture Core for a brand new Guardian?

Sylver tenses slightly in case he needs to save her as he watches her enter the floor before facing off against the demons inside. And what he sees after that has him reevaluating the girl entirely.



Scarlet

This prickling sensation in the back of my neck is really getting annoying. Just how long is he going to watch me?

When the sensation first appeared while climbing the stairs, Tar mentioned that it was some sort of instinctual feeling that blood lycans have when they’re being watched by something stronger than themselves. Which was nice to know, but the sensation constantly being there is just a little unnerving, to say the least.

It’s obviously Sylver watching me, seeing as Allen already headed off to another Class II Fracture a while ago, but how is he doing it? Doesn’t his power control simple lightning that ignores physics? Or is it something more?

I let out a sigh as I walk into the main room of a gym full of workout equipment and demons. A strange combination.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Imp – Level 11|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Imp – Level 10|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Imp – Level 11|

|Demon Hound – Level 15|

The hound looks just like the hounds from the other Fracture, but the imps look rather odd. They are about three feet tall and are somehow flying through the air on red wings that are only a foot in length.

Is it the red glow emanating from the wings that’s allowing them to fly?

Some sort of magic?

Putting aside the imp’s breaking of the laws of physics for a second, the things have completely pitch black bodies except their wings, with incredibly long and sharp talons on the ends of their four fingers. And for some reason they don’t have a mouth.

Doesn’t stop them from shrieking the moment they lay eyes on me though.

“You shouldn’t expect demons to follow humans’ sense of normalcy,” Tar suddenly says, his voice echoing in my head as I activate blood claws.

Yeah, but that doesn’t change how unnerving it looks.

I try to test out blood siphon on them, but my control over the blood in their body is too weak to even break past their skin. So I switch over to blood boil instead, which has an immediate effect unlike how it affected the demons on the first floor.

The four demons all slow down immediately with small red spots beginning to appear all over their skin as they let out low groans of pain.

Interesting.

I rush forwards while they’re distracted by my skill before ripping my claws straight into the hound’s side, tearing a trail of blood through its fur. And without wasting a second, I use blood siphon on the hound’s blood now that it has an open wound, drawing it out of the wound and into my claws with a grin.

This I can get used to.

Although the mana cost on keeping all three skills active at once is pretty harsh compared to any of the mana usage I’ve had before now. To the degree that I don’t think I’ll be able to keep this particular strategy up for long.

But while I have it active, might as well take advantage of it!
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{Level 11 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Level 10 Demon Spawn defeated.}

{Level 11 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Level 15 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

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

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

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

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

It takes a surprisingly short amount of time to deal with all four of the demons. Although I’m kind of disappointed that I didn’t get a level from them.

But then again, I only just used the free points from the level I got on the first floor while climbing the stairs. So who knows how much EXP I need between levels.

I quickly open my status before focusing on the SP and closing it again.

With those four Skill Points, I have twenty eight skill points right now. Which leaves two more left before I can buy Predator IV.

Right as I’m about to begin hunting the other demons on the floor, I remember my mana, which is sitting at about three quarters full simply from fighting those four demons. Although I think a sizable chunk of that was also taken when I used blood boil on the demons on the first floor.

Seems as if the higher the level of the demon you use the skill on, the more mana it takes to do it.

I glance at my claws before then glancing at the demon corpses on the floor and grinning.

This could work.

“Before you go off on a killing spree, I wanted to ask if you wish for your notifications to be delayed until you call them up or if you just want them to continue appearing as you kill demons,” Tar suddenly asks as I begin drawing the blood from the corpses and stuffing it all into my claws, making the blood claws turn a deep crimson in color.

Wait, is that possible?

“Yes,” he answers rather calmly.

Then by all means, go ahead! Those messages are rather annoying.

“Alright,” Tar says before pausing a second and saying, “It’s done. Now all you need to do is will for your messages to appear and they will.”

Convenient.

Now then.

To the hunt.



The Second Floor of the Building

Sylver can’t help but gawk as he watches Scarlet tear through the demons on the twentieth floor with crimson claws made of their own blood.

Despite knowing that he can easily take her on, he feels slightly unnerved watching her charge straight through the floor of mostly workout rooms, some private, most public, with one of two expressions on her face. Either a scowl, or a faint grin.

And the blood…

A shiver runs down Sylver’s spine as he watches what a new Guardian with blood magic is able to do.

Every time her bloody claws strike at a demon, they burn just a little bit of the blood inside them, only to transfer it out for the blood inside of the demon itself as the girl somehow drains the blood from their bodies and charges her claws with them. And this process only continues on and on with every demon she kills.

Until, of course, she runs out of mana. At which point she begins to hunt a lot more carefully.

I can’t believe a rookie Guardian is hunting demons as if they were game… and she probably got a pretty good new skill at some point early on in this hunt, considering how her attacks randomly started doing a lot more damage. More than just a level-up would justify.

Sylver shakes his head and focuses on the demons on the second floor again, deciding that he shouldn’t slack just because it’s a Class I Fracture.

But despite that, his mind can’t help but constantly wander back towards that girl. Because now he is convinced of Sage’s words.

She will be someone to fear one day.

Are all blood magic users like that? Or is it just her?

Sylver ponders this as he electrocutes all of the demons on the second floor with his silver lightning as he passes by them.

Then again, her style of fighting – if one could even call it that – is incredibly reckless. She’s constantly putting herself in danger for a chance to attack. Almost like she doesn’t have all that much care about her own safety.

The Guardian continues slaughtering the demons on the second floor for a few minutes before shaking his head and tapping on the terminal on his arm.

After a few seconds of the terminal beeping, a louder beep sounds out, followed by Allen’s voice, “Hello. Cipher here. What is it, Sylver?”

Sylver glances at the girl again as she takes a break from hunting the demons next to a window, likely to go over her gains from her hunting spree. But after a few seconds, he notices that some of the many wounds she’s gathered are beginning to heal.

A healing skill as well?

He turns his attention back to the screen as he asks, “Has the girl ever been trained, or even prepared for combat before?”

Cipher looks surprised for a second that Sylver is even paying attention to her before shaking his head and answering, “No. She was an orphan at the orphanage I ran in Rothwell City. So she hasn’t had any preparation for combat of any kind. Unless you count studying the demons for class.”

I thought so.

After Sylver doesn’t say anything back in response, Cipher asks, “How is she doing?”

“She’s incredibly reckless and constantly endangering herself,” Sylver answers bluntly before adding, “but she’s also almost cleared an entire floor by herself in just fifteen minutes.”

Cipher stares at Sylver for a few seconds in silence. Then he lets out a sigh.

“Of course, she did.”
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As soon as I will the messages forward, they all come flooding at me like a tidal wave.

{Level 12 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

…

{Level 12 Demon Spawn defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Level 15 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

…

{Level 15 Demon Hound defeated.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing over fifty demons total.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing over fifty demons above your own level.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x26

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 12. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 13. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 14. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 15. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{You have earned the inherent skill, ‘Life Drain’.}

[Skill ‘Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 3.]

[Skill ‘Blood Siphon’ has leveled up to level 2.]

I grin as I watch my levels go up, and especially at the sight of the new skill. Now, of course, they were technically going up when I actually killed the demons. But still.

There’s just a certain satisfaction at seeing them shoot up at once.

Although sometime during this I started getting less EXP as I passed the demons in level.

I shift slightly in my position lying up against the window, wincing a little at the pain.

At this point, my entire body is covered in wounds. And my clothes were pretty badly shredded since I was trying to avoid using repair to save mana.

Doesn’t help that the moonlight can’t reach them if I have clothes covering the wounds. So I’m stuck with sleeves and pant legs left in tatters as I lie next to the window enjoying the healing glow from the moonlight.

Something I realized at some point during my hunt was that I could siphon the demon’s blood to use as a replacement for my own, making the small injuries not really matter beyond the pain. As long as I kept from getting any major and life threatening injuries, I could just heal from the moonlight at a later time.

Quite convenient when trying to rush through a floor of demons.

“I still say you shouldn’t be doing that,” Tar says with a huff as he appears in the air and floats down to lean up against the side of my leg, not going to my lap because of my injuries. “It creates bad habits.”

Says the one who entered me into a tournament for him that has me competing against people far beyond my level.

If I’m going to survive that, then I need to level up.

He stays silent for several seconds before saying, “Okay, understandable. But you do have to remember that the tournament isn’t for at the very least a century. Maybe even more than that.”

I know. But you also said that it could technically happen any day now as well. That the king can start the tournament whenever he wants. Just that he will most likely wait until each royal has a contracted Guardian deemed ‘fit for combat’ in the tournament.

And I really don’t like the idea of having a possible axe hanging over my head. So I’m going to give it all I can to level up. Especially considering that the System seems to reward taking risks.

Now then.

I open my status before distributing my free points and looking at my skills.

Let’s just hope Life Drain is a healing skill…

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

	Age: 19	Level: 15	SP: 44
	Stats:

	Physical: 48	Mental: 40	Magical: 45
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 31/900	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 3	Description
	Blood Siphon	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Clean	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Repair	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Predator IV	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


I focus on the description.

{Life Drain - Allows the user to drain the life energy of nearby creatures into themselves, healing them in the process. Costs mana to use.}

Yes! Finally!

“Congratulations,” Tar says, slightly amused by my enthusiasm.

I finally have a healing skill that doesn’t have me sitting for hours in front of a window.

After my enthusiasm fades a bit, I check out blood claw’s new description along with blood siphon’s, but the only differences are that blood claws now no longer said that it can drain my blood only when I’m out of mana, and there isn’t any difference in blood siphon.

Putting that aside for the moment, though, why is the System set up as it is anyways, with the statistics? What with balancing them out being the only real way to safely go forward.

“Was wondering when you’d ask that,” Tar says immediately, making me raise a brow from my spot lying on the floor. “There are a couple of reasons. The first being that there are some people – incredibly few – that do not require one of the stats. At all. Such as a ghost, which has no need for a physical stat with its body being ethereal.”

Oh. That makes sense.

And the other reason?

“A trap,” Tar answers, surprising me for a moment, “or at least, that’s what we believe. Because most species need all three stats to be balanced, even if one is higher than the others. So when someone who is initiated into the System decides to go with an unbalanced build? They fall into that trap and most of the time end up dead rather early in life.”

That’s brutal.

“Yes. It is,” he responds, his tone sounding rather dark. Making me wonder if he has a history with that.

Come to think of it, you probably had a different contracted Guardian before me, didn’t you?

He stiffens up at that.

An awkward silence falls over the room lasting for who knows how long.

Eventually he says, “I would rather not talk about that.”

Oh.

Okay.

And so, the awkward silence continues until I eventually hear a light tinker sound, kind of like the sound of a very, very thin piece of glass shattering. Then all of the demon sounds I hear from the other floors begin to vanish.

Guess Sylver will probably be coming over here soon.
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As expected, Sylver arrives nearly fifteen minutes later, only a couple of minutes after Tar vanishes again. And the Guardian has the terminal on his suit pointed towards me, showing the screen where Allen is currently glaring at me.

Probably to be expected.

What’s unexpected is that the first words out of his mouth aren’t to yell.

“You’re grounded from fighting in Fractures until you have proper combat training,” he says, the glare never leaving his face as he talks.

I blink in surprise before staring at him.

Is he even technically able to ground me? I’m a full grown adult after all…

“And before you try to argue, yes, I can do this,” he continues as if reading my mind. “As long as you are working under me, you will be trained for combat. You will not be recklessly endangering yourself without even the combat ability and experience to at least back it up.”

Oh.

I open my mouth to speak, but he just cuts me off again, “And if you don’t agree with that, then I wish you luck with finding an Association that’ll accept you.”

My eyes narrow as I turn my own scowl on the man in the screen.

“You’re willing to go that far?” I ask, my displeasure with his decision clear in my cold tone of voice.

He doesn’t even hesitate for a second before nodding his head, “Yes. Your safety is too important to be squandered for mere System rewards. And if you’re still going to risk your life despite my warnings, I want you to at least be as prepared as possible for it. Is that really too much to ask?”

I stare at him. He stares back.

Sylver awkwardly shifts in place, likely wanting to be somewhere else right now.

But we both ignore the guy as we continue staring.

Eventually I let out a sigh and mutter, “Fine. Have it your way.”

Allen grins like he’d just won the lottery before immediately saying, “Thank you!” and ending the call.

I blink in surprise at the abruptness of the exit, only to frown at Sylver, who clearly told him what happened. Unless Allen had nanomachines stalking me?

He just shrugs and says, “In all honesty, your father was correct. Because while I do admit that you’re incredibly strong for a new Guardian, you are far too reckless.”

My mouth drops open in surprise at his actually speaking to me more than necessary. Not to mention the compliment, criticism aside.

But then one particular part of that statement registers in my mind, and I find myself saying, “He’s not my father.”

Sylver just stares at me for a few seconds before shrugging and turning around, calling out over his shoulder, “Your family drama not mine. We’re headed back to base. I’ll be waiting outside for you to finish healing.”

“I’m serious! He’s not my…” I trail off as he enters the stairwell, “and he’s gone.”

I lean back against the window with a sigh.

Damnit.

Tar appears in the air with a smug expression somehow planted on his tanuki face.

Don’t. Say. A word.

“Okay, I won’t say that,” he says, equally as smugly as he looks.

I just groan while lying flat on my back next to the window.

My injuries weren’t all that serious, so most of them have healed to the point of scabbing by now. But I really don’t want to go down there, so I’ll give it another ten minutes to let them finish.

But just five minutes later, I’m interrupted from the impromptu nap that I ended up taking by my phone buzzing in my jacket pocket, which is lying next to me on the ground. And when I reach over to grab it, I find that it’s a text from Allen. One with a message at the beginning that makes it clear he really is watching me with his nanomachines.

[I can see that you’re mostly healed by now, so go head to the base with Sylver. You can rest in the room that I’ve assigned to you. All night long and even into the morning if that’s what you wish. But don’t keep him waiting to get a head-start on that sleep. Your schedule for the next few days will be sent through email after this message.]

Ugh.

A few seconds later my phone buzzes again and I find an email from Sage showing what Allen has planned for me in the next few days. Which basically includes rest for the night and however long I sleep in, a tour of the Association base after I wake up, introductions to the currently present Guardians of the Association, enrollment in the Lion’s Heart Guardians University – which I guess plays well with my entire reason for going to the Tier 1 city in the first place – and lastly, my combat training.

My arm flops on the ground with my phone in hand as I let out a slow groan.

This is going to be a busy next few days.

Although if I remember correctly, the Lion’s Heart Guardians University is the only Guardian University at the capital city and is the hardest one to get into in all of the Terran Republic, and even harder to stay in it. Not only do the Guardians there have to keep up really good grades, but they also need to participate in a certain number of Demonic Assaults each semester and have to compete in the Interschool Tournaments.

But I guess that’s just another thing to tag onto my list of things to do.

Probably gonna have to take an entrance exam as well, so I better start brushing up on the history of the Guardian Universities in general.

A few more seconds pass in silence before I get up with a grunt, putting my jacket back on and using repair on all of my clothes. Then I use clean after that and begin to walk towards the stairs.

“By the way, when using your blood siphon skill to transfuse blood into people other than you, make sure you pull the blood out of their body before you’re done,” Tar suddenly says, making me frown. “The only reason it’s safe for you to keep the blood in your body is because you’re half demon. Any other human would have a problem if it stayed in their bodies for too long.”

Oh. Okay.

Thanks for the heads-up.

He bobs up and down once before vanishing.

Time to see their base. And then to take a nap.
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As it turns out, Sylver doesn’t have a car and is using a magi-tech motorcycle instead. So the ride there ends up being a tad awkward and very unpleasant for me due to my dislike of physical contact, but nonetheless short and quiet. And by the time we reach the base, I realize that it’s not actually in the city proper, but in one of those large, wide open areas that – while still inside the city dome – is surrounded by open land. Or, open in the sense that it’s filled with training grounds, areas where I find people testing new magi-tech gear despite it still being the middle of a Demonic Assault, and even some areas where they’re for some reason raising cattle.

Several of the people around the base stop what they’re doing and wave at us, not even showing any surprise at my presence.

Guess they were already notified ahead of time?

Sylver doesn’t bother waving back as he continues driving the hoverbike past them and into a garage that opens up the moment he gets near before closing again after we’re inside. He then drives a little bit further in and stops near a bunch of other bikes. And the moment he does, I jump off of the vehicle, handing him back his helmet to build distance between us.

The guy doesn’t say anything, although he does look vaguely surprised as he turns off the engine and gets off of the vehicle himself.

I ignore his surprise to look around at the large garage. In it are a couple dozen expensive looking vehicles. Some of which are similar to the one Sylver was riding, and others are magi-tech cars. There is even one magi-tech artillery vehicle for some reason.

But then again, the Silver Association does have a leader who is one of the current leading inventors and innovators of magi-tech. So, it makes some sense they’d have random artillery.

Aside from that, the garage itself has a very high tech feeling to it, with smooth metal walls, each with a neon blue line of mana flowing through them powering the shields defending the walls. Meanwhile, the entryway we went through vanished the moment we passed through after it closed, the door so well hidden that it’s nearly impossible to tell just where it is anymore. And the door on the other side of the garage that leads further into the base has the blue lines from both sides of the door converging into a large blue circle.

It's also opening right now to reveal Sage, who is walking through in a simple white business suit. Not really something you’d expect to see a Guardian wearing. She has hair as white as the fallen snow back in Rothwell City, with it put up in a single braid that goes over her shoulder.

In fact, basically everything about her appearance is just white. Which kind of makes sense considering I believe her magic is related to seers or something? Sensing the future, or foreknowledge?

No one seems to know the exact specifics. Just that she creeps people out.

Sage nods her head at Sylver and says, “You’re free to go now,” before turning to me, “Scarlet, follow me to find your quarters.” She then performs an about-face like what you’d see in a tv show and walks back through the door, clearly expecting me to follow her.

I shake my head, mostly expecting this behavior from having dealt with her a couple of times in the past before following after her into a hallway. The hallway has the same type of walls and shields as the garage did, with several doors scattered throughout it, and the occasional person. Each of whom welcomes me in their own way, and some of whom I think I recognize from tv.

Some of them greet me in a simple way, others say hi, others try to introduce themselves only to be scared off by Sage who seems to be in a rush, and others ignore us altogether.

Eventually we reach an area of the base that seems to be slightly different in that the shields are stronger on the walls, but the walls themselves vary in color as the hallway goes on. Which looks rather odd, but after passing by an open door, I realize these are all bedrooms. Or suites of rooms to be exact. Each and every door leading to a different one.

I pause for a second before continuing on.

That explains why the doors are so spread out in this area of the base.

Sage continues leading me through the hall until we eventually stop at one door, and she presses her palm against the panel next to the door. This causes it to light up with a palmprint scanner, following which she presses some buttons, types in a couple of things that I’m not gonna risk angering her to look over her shoulder and peek at. Then, finally, another palm print scanner appears, and she takes a step back while saying, “Place your palm there.”

I do as she says, making a glowing bar of light pass back and forth across the scanner, following which I feel a very light prick on the palm of my hand and the screen changes to say, “Mana signature and palm print stored. New owner assigned.”

“This is your suite of rooms. Do be careful not to disturb your neighbors as some of them do bite,” Sage says with a warning before turning around and leaving me behind right as the door to my new suite opens up.

Some of the neighbors… bite? What?

I frown as I try to figure out what she meant, only to shrug and enter the suite. And soon enough, I find myself smiling at the large entry room meant just for me.

This will be a very nice change of pace from the hotels I’ve been staying in. Even if the hotels aren’t that bad.

I go around the suite for a bit, checking out the rooms to find that there is a bathroom with a tub and a shower separate from each other, an entry room, a bedroom, a workout room with a notice that there’s also a public gym, and a rather large living area.

Whoever chose my suite for me looks like they knew my favorite colors, since there’s a lot of reds and blacks everywhere.

But after a brief glimpse through the rooms, I walk up to the door to the suite, close it with my handprint, then head straight to the bedroom and collapse on the very comfortable mattress, falling asleep almost the instant my head hits the pillow after a brief glance at my reflection in the screen of the clock sitting next to the bed.
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I wake up to the sound of my door opening, making me straight up jump out of bed before turning to find a robot walking into my bedroom with a basket full of… my stuff? Oh. They brought my stuff from the hotel I was staying at.

The robot ignores me as it places the basket on the ground and walks out of my room.

I stare at the door for a few seconds, only to pause as I realize that I don’t hear anything from the neighboring suites.

Soundproofing! Yes!!!

I’m guessing it’s because of my instincts, but it just feels wrong to switch back to using my human ears. Just really, really wrong. And the fact that I don’t have to switch back while here just makes the comfortable suite even nicer!

Although the robot waking me up was annoying.

I glance at the clock near the bed before my eyes widen at finding it already at about noon.

Okay, maybe it was a necessary wakeup call.

After stretching a bit, I get up and move over to the basket, noticing that the robot wasn’t very orderly in their transfer of my stuff. They didn’t break anything – mostly because I don’t have much to break – but all they did was stuff everything into the basket. Both clothes and non-clothes.

This’ll take a while to sort out.

“Why is your entire wardrobe so dark?” Tar suddenly asks, making me jump in fright, having briefly forgotten about him in my sleep addled mind. “Oh, well good morning to you too.” He huffs.

“Sorry,” I apologize while rubbing the back of my neck, only to frown and add, “Wait, leave my wardrobe alone!”

“But it’s all blacks, whites, and reds! There’s nothing else there!” Tar complains, making me wonder if tanuki’s wear clothes in their realm. Wherever that is.

Oh, right. He only has this form here.

Wait a second, I wonder if his form is anything remotely human?

“No, we fae do not look like humans in the slightest,” he says, reading my thoughts. “Although we are humanoid in form. And we do wear clothes thank you very much.”

Interesting.

Anyways, I kneel down next to the basket before beginning the long and arduous process of sorting things out. Followed shortly after by putting everything around the new suite. Most of which is only the clothes, daily necessities, and other stuff like that. Very little actual personal items or decorations.

Much to Belle’s chagrin.

After putting everything away and changing shirts and pants but leaving on my jacket, I stretch once more before glancing at the clock and finding it to be about 2PM. Which is further announced by my growling stomach.

“Let’s go get something to eat,” I tell the tanuki that’s been following me around my room for some reason. Only to pause after just a single step where I turn to ask, “You do eat, right?”

Surprisingly, the tanuki shakes his head and says, “Fae are not mortals and therefore do not require the same sustenance that mortals do. Instead, we require the lifeforce of other living beings.”

My mouth forms an O in understanding.

So that’s why part of the terms of their contracts is to extract a small portion of the lifeforce we drain when killing something.

Wait, doesn’t that make them like vampires? Lifeforce vampires or something?

If the twitching of his ear as he floats past me is anything to judge by, the tanuki pretends he didn’t hear me.

Yep. Definitely lifeforce vampires.

His ear twitches again.

I smirk.

Guess I’m going to be eating by myself then.

I head towards the door to my suite before opening it with my handprint. Only to find three people standing on the other side having a conversation in a hallway that looks very different from what it looked like when I first arrived. One that stops the moment they hear the door opening.

One of them – a woman with golden hair and equally golden eyes wearing a Lion’s Heart Guardians University uniform with some jacket in her right hand – immediately smiles at me the moment she sees me.

Then she rushes at me while shouting, “You poor girl!” her form turning into a bit of a blur before she glomps me with so much force that I forcefully let out all of the air I had in me while backing up a couple of steps until she stops us. After that, my air is cut off as she holds me so tightly that it becomes difficult to breathe, completely distracting me from the physical contact itself. I pat her arm multiple times as a sign to let me go, only to end up pushing her instead after that doesn’t work. “No one should have to fight a knight in their first Fracture! No one!!!”

Am I really going to die by suffocation through a hug?!

“Denise, you’re crushing her,” one of the others says – this one a man with short black hair with vibrant green highlights who looks to be about a couple years older than me. And only a second after he says that, the lady lets go of me, letting me gasp, finally breathing in air again. “This is what you get for unbalancing your stats. You need to fix that as soon as you can.”

The woman, who is wearing the same outfit as the other two but with a skirt instead of pants and a slightly different design for the blazer on the girl’s uniform than the guy’s, looks ashamed for a second before glancing back at me and saying, “I’m sorry. I got a little carried away…”

I look between the three while backing up so that there’s a whole meter between me and the lady before I finally manage to catch my breath and answer, “It’s… it’s okay. Just please don’t touch me. I don’t like physical contact.”

For some reason me saying that seems to make her sad, but it doesn’t really matter.

That aside, their uniforms are clearly for Lion’s Heart Guardians University. Which likely means they’re my fellow students who also happen to be in the Silver Association.

I glance at the third of the little trio to find them standing about a meter behind the guy.

But the moment our eyes meet, she immediately rushes to the guy and hides behind him.

Guess she’s shy?

The girl is wearing the same uniform, but she has her hair – which is mostly black with much more vicious green highlights than the boy – flowing straight down her back, and unlike Denise, whose hair reaches down to about her hips, this one has long hair reaching all the way past down to her thighs.

Must be a pain to deal with. Assuming she doesn’t just use the clean skill, now that I think about it.

Which is a nice realization I made while checking out the bath and shower last night.

What strikes me the most interesting about the girl though, is that her eyes are glowing with a faint green light.
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“My apologies for our companion,” the man says with a light bow of his head, “she… can be a little too caring for her own good sometimes. And is lacking the filter to stop herself from doing things she shouldn’t.”

I make sure to keep my eye on the girl in case she tries something else as I slowly answer, “It’s alright. Just, don’t do that again.”

A few seconds pass in awkward silence before the guy puts his hand on his neck in what looks to be embarrassment as he says, “Well, we were going to show you around and give you a welcome to the Association, and the university, but things…” he trails off with a glance at the Denise girl, “…didn’t pan out as were planned.” He turns back to me again and says, “Let’s start over. I’m Michael Winters. The one hiding behind me is my sister, Emily, and the idiot is Denise Harley. We’re all Guardians who’ve contracted in the last few weeks and were scouted to join the Silver Association just like you.”

I glance at the girl hiding behind him before looking at him again. Then I repeat this a few times.

“You both contracted and still somehow ended up with the same hair color?” I ask with a confused frown.

Unless they both dyed their hair or something. Which is entirely possible.

Emily just hides her face behind her brother’s shoulder as he chuckles and says, “Well, that just sort of happened. Both of our magics are kind of green in nature, so our hair mimicked that.”

I notice his sister flinching at the word ‘magics’ but decide to ignore it as I focus solely on Denise, who is literally twiddling her thumbs. In all honesty, I’m a little surprised she didn’t say anything to being called an idiot. But at least she looks apologetic.

“My name is Scarlet Asger. It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I tell them with a nod of my head before glancing at Michael again to find his sister behind him peeking out over his shoulder at my ears. But I ignore that to ask, “You mentioned something about a tour?”

He immediately nods his head, a relieved expression showing on his face as he says, “Yes! This place is rather large, so it’s pretty easy to get lost without knowing the place!” Michael then turns around, startling his sister in the process before calling out over his shoulder, “Follow me!”

Some of the awkward atmosphere begins to dissipate as we walk through the building. Although Denise still hasn’t said anything since her first outburst. But in all honesty, I don’t mind that.

“And this is the cafeteria, where we have quite the number of top class chefs hired to keep all of the Guardians on a healthy and tasty diet,” Michael says, almost making me pause as he talks as if he had something to do with that. Which he clearly didn’t, considering that he’s only been here for a few weeks himself.

Maybe he just has pride in the Association he’s a part of now?

Either way, I listen to his spiel – which sounds just like what a real tour guide would give – just taking the important information out of it. Which generally comes down to the locations of the training halls, the cafeteria, meeting hall, the public gym, garage, experimental fields, research sector, the library, the dozens of bathrooms, and, of course, the common area.

Which is a lot to keep track of.

A lot of the other areas he showed me aren’t places I’ll ever be going. Hopefully. Like the photo gallery, where photo shoots are taken of the Guardians who want a little bit more money and are fine with being turned into public celebrities or models or whatever. Or the control center, which is basically where Sage lives despite having a suite of her own. It’s where the more technical and not directly combat focused Guardians tend to work. Meaning I won’t be going there unless I am asked to.

Also, when we went outside to see the experimental fields, I saw that the blood moon was gone and the sun was high in the sky. Meaning that the Demonic Assault had ended at some point while I was asleep.

I am glad that we were able to eat while touring the cafeteria though. Even if I seemed to have eaten a lot more than planned.

After showing me everything and describing it all like a salesperson, Michael turns around in the common area and asks, “So Scarlet, would you like to join ou-” His words are cut off by the sound of the speakers high in the room clicking on and Sage’s voice echoing throughout the entire common area, bringing the attention of a few dozen people up to the ceiling as she says, “Scarlet Asger, please meet with Cipher in training hall 1 to get yourself evaluated.”

Then the speakers click off again, leaving the common area in silence for a few seconds only for quite the number of eyes to turn to me – the new girl. And some of their voices enter my ears, questioning why I’m being evaluated by Cipher himself and not Sage or someone else. Only for them to be answered by people showing them some of the videos of me fighting online.

My eyebrow twitches, but I focus on Michael anyways as I ask, “You were saying something?” breaking him out of his stupor.

“Uh, yeah. But that can wait till after your evaluation,” he says, stuttering once before continuing as normal. “Good luck!”

I watch him for a few seconds before nodding my head in appreciation. Then I glance at the other two, who both mutter well wishes as well.

Right as I’m about to head towards the training hall though, I hear Denise speaking up, “I’m sorry for earlier! I hope we can be friends!”

The corner of my lips twitch upwards slightly as I raise my hand without saying anything.

Was wondering when she’d get around to it. It was obviously eating her up, the mistake she made. So I’ve been wondering how long it would take her to speak up.

Anyways, time to see this evaluation of theirs.
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It takes me about ten minutes to find my way to the training hall in question to find Allen standing at the very center of it. The hall itself is incredibly large, spanning the size of a football stadium with a ceiling going dozens of meters into the air. It has the same blue lines going across the walls, albeit being bigger to allow for more mana for the shields, and there are several areas to the training hall. One has several targets set up, another a training dummy made out of metal and obviously magi-tech, some seem to have devices in them that I have no idea what are meant to do, and others are just straight up sparring rings.

“You’re here,” Allen says with a serious look on his face, telling me that he’s in his business attitude right now. “We need to evaluate your stats to determine your Tiers.”

I frown at that, but before I can complain, he adds, “And no, I’m not going to be determining or asking for your statistics. This is purely to classify what your strengths and weaknesses are in each stat. Like your strength, agility, mental defenses, mental offenses if you have any mental attacking skills, and so on.”

Oh. Okay.

“What we’re going to be doing is going through a multitude of tests, where the machine will classify your different capabilities into tiers ranging from Tier E through A, with A being the top Tier. This is standard procedure for a new Guardian and is required by the law, not to mention the Guardian Universities,” Allen explains before crossing his arms. “The way it works is that each Guardian has a different makeup for their statistics. In their physical stat, some are stronger than others, some faster, some have better physical reflexes. And it’s the same with the other stats, so a Tier system was created to judge each individual characteristic within the stats and compare it to the average.”

That makes sense. I did think it was a bit odd that the System never clarified what exactly was changing with each stat point, and whether or not every physical capability was changing at the same rate.

“Someone with a Tier A capability in one area generally has a magic that focuses solely on that capability, whereas Tier B capabilities are only seen when someone has a magic that focuses on two, or rarely three capabilities.” He continues while uncrossing his arms again and walking over to a terminal at the center of the training hall. “Tier D is the average capability classification for the capabilities that aren’t amongst a user’s magic enhanced capabilities, while anything below that is considered below average.”

Allen begins messing with the terminal for a few seconds before stepping back and nodding his head towards it. “Enter in your level. It will be used in the classification process before being immediately deleted after the process is over. Your capabilities will then be determined as if you had all of your statistics at the exact same point using all of your free points.” He pauses for a second as he sees my frown to add, “It’s illegal for anyone to force someone into showing someone their status or telling them their level, and even more illegal to use methods such as stealing their level from a machine like this before it’s finished. So don’t worry if that’s bothering you.”

I still give him a frown, only to eventually sigh and walk up to the machine as he turns around to not look.

Not you that I don’t trust, but the possibility of a hacker breaking into it. But it’s just my level, so I don’t really care too much about it. Not enough to get into trouble just to avoid the miniscule chance someone could actually hack into this machine and find my level.

So I put in level 15 before tapping submit and saying, “It’s done.”

He turns around again and immediately says, “Now remember. You need at least two capabilities at Tier B, or one at Tier A to be able to qualify for Lion’s Heart. Even if I can get you in with capabilities lower than that, you wouldn’t enjoy your time there. Not at all.”

I nod my head before looking at the terminal again, which is now showing three stats. Physical, Mental, and Magical.

“Let’s start with physical capabilities first,” Allen says while reaching out and touching the box labeled Physical, making the screen change to show several more boxes. These include Strength, Agility, Constitution, Endurance, Perception, and Vitality. And underneath each one is a description of what the capability is.

	Strength
	The measure of how physically strong an individual is.
	Agility
	The measure of how fast and maneuverable an individual is.
	Constitution
	The measure of how much damage an individual can take.
	Endurance
	The measure of how much stamina an individual has.
	Perception
	The measure of an individual’s senses.
	Vitality
	The measure of the regenerative rate of an individual.


“Beginning with Strength so that I can show you the ropes of how this works,” Allen says while tapping on the black box for Strength. “You can go in whatever order you’d like after that.”

I nod in understanding, only to quickly spin in a circle to find one of the sections of the training hall seemingly rotating out for a different one. This one being a single magi-tech dummy.

“This one is incredibly simple as all you need to do is punch the thing with all of your strength, not using any of your skills in the process,” Allen says before nodding his head towards the dummy.

If that’s all it is then why do you want to ‘show me the ropes’ for the first test?

I narrow my eyes at him only to shake my head and walk towards the dummy.

He probably just wants to see my first result before he goes to do whatever he’s planning on doing while I do the rest. Which could very well be sitting around and doing work as he watches from afar or something.

I stop walking once I get in front of the dummy before glancing at my fist.

This’ll be interesting.
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I pull my fist back before punching directly at the chest of the dummy, making a loud crashing sound echo throughout the training hall. But despite the noise, the dummy doesn’t so much as budge. Then I hear a beep from the dummy, followed by Allen’s voice, “Do it again and again every time it beeps.”

Following his directions – which turn out to be more useful than I thought – I repeatedly punch the dummy about five more times before a loud beep sounds from the terminal at the center of the room.

“That’s enough. Now we can see your…” Allen’s voice trails off as I turn around to look at him, just to find him standing over the terminal gawking.

“I should warn you, you’re not a human. Not fully at least. So your capabilities will probably be higher on average compared to a regular human Guardian,” Tar suddenly says, making me want to slap him for the late information.

You couldn’t have told me that sooner?!

Tar somehow sends the mental equivalent of a shrug before explaining himself, “It wouldn’t have mattered. You would’ve just tried holding back or something, which the machine would’ve been able to detect unless you were a master at your own body. And then it would’ve required you to redo the test. Not to mention that having higher capabilities is what gets you a better place in the universities of this world.”

I… can’t help but agree with that assessment.

Allen stays silent as I walk over to the terminal, only to turn to me with a frightened look on his face as he puts his hands on my shoulders and practically shouts, “You didn’t unbalance your stats, did you?!”

I shake my head, “No, they’re balanced.”

And my answer only serves to make his fear shift to confusion. So I turn to look at the terminal to find that my stats are at about Tier B for Strength.

Oh. Yeah, guess that makes sense why he’d be afraid of that possibility.

After all, he knows my magic is blood magic, and knows some of the skills it gives me, making it obvious that it’s not a strength focused stat. And if I understand correctly, the devices in this room are also set up to recognize the use of any mana, meaning using active skills and therefore cheating is easily detectable by the machine.

“Maybe you’re just really strong because of some passive skill you got from killing the demon knight? Or maybe blood magic has a secondary bonus to strength?” Allen begins muttering to himself. But because I know I’m not gonna need him for the test anyways, I simply select the next test, which is agility, before going back to the machine after it flips to the next one. And because he looks like he might need a moment.

This next test has a treadmill-like device going through most of the floor.

After I stand next to the treadmill for a few seconds, a screen lowers itself down above the platform, but far enough above that it won’t mess with the test. Then the words, ‘Run on the treadmill’ appear on the screen.

Simple enough.

I step onto the device, and it immediately starts moving at a much faster speed than the treadmill I usually use at the gym. But at the same time, it feels too slow for me thanks to my status as a Guardian.

A few seconds pass and the treadmill starts to speed up, slowly at first, then faster and faster until it reaches my own pace where it stops speeding up. And when I’m beginning to think the test is too… straightforward, hurdles and other sorts of obstacles begin to appear on the treadmill, making my eyes widen with a mixture of surprise and fear.

That looks like it’ll hurt if I mess up.

I continue running through the treadmill, avoiding most of the obstacles, but still hitting around six of them before the treadmill slows to a stop again and a loud beep sounds from the terminal.

Then the sound of someone slamming something enters my ears, directing my focus towards Allen who is staring at the terminal with his fist on the counter beneath it, sending cracks through the poor counter.

Yeah, I get the feeling he’s going to be doing that a lot today.

When I walk over to the terminal, I find this one also at Tier B for agility. Which is quite nice. But it seems to be giving Allen an aneurism or something as he can’t take his eyes off of the screen.

Maybe if would be better if I just went through all of the tests back to back?

Yeah, that would be better. Like tearing off a band aid right away instead of slowly peeling it. If he gets all of the surprises out of the way now, maybe the counter might just survive the day?

And with that thought in mind, I press the next capability on the screen. Constitution.

When I turn around to look at the platform, it has something that kind of sends shivers down my spine. But I still walk towards the platform either way.

After stopping right in front of the large golem – one armed to the teeth with weapons – I feel a refreshing sensation, very much like when Allen healed me before, sweep through my body. And looking down, I find a green glow to be the cause of it. One coming from the floor of the platform.

Good. So the tests do heal you in between.

I’m guessing it’s every two tests or something?

Either way, I stare down at the golem before finding a screen coming down again.

‘Fight the golem.”

This test doesn’t bode well. Not when it’s one to see how much damage I can take. And especially not when this golem has blades all over its body, hammers in the place of hands, glowing eyes, even more weapons stored on its body that aren’t attached, and who knows how many hidden weapons it must have as well.

I don’t think I’m going to like this test.

And that thought is confirmed the moment the golem bursts into movement, with all of its weapons going into action, slicing straight through my clothes and skin.
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Cipher continues staring blankly at the terminal for who knows how long, wondering just what the heck is going on. Never once has there been a blood magic user whose physical capabilities were so high. Not once.

Blood magic is supposed to be a magic focused, well, magic. It is not supposed to be a physical focused one.

But if that’s the case, then what are these results?!

After a few seconds, Cipher finally begins to remember that he isn’t alone. So he looks up just to find that Scarlet had already begun the Constitution test, making him immediately grimace before turning around at the sight of her clothes ripped up. Even if she continuously repairs them to keep them from getting too badly damaged to repair again.

Everyone hates that test.

Nearly three minutes pass before the test ends at the sound of the tone from the terminal. And the moment Cipher sees the results, he can’t help but shout, “What the fuck is going on here?!”

Tier B Constitution. Three Tier Bs in a row. In Physical capabilities. For a Blood Magic user.

Cipher raises his head to gawk at Scarlet, who is already walking back to the terminal with the platform having healed her of all of the wounds and even cleaned her and repaired her clothes for her after the test finished. But that doesn’t do anything for the scowl that’s on her face, showing exactly how she felt about that test.

After she reaches the terminal, she doesn’t even bother looking at Cipher, simply pressing the next test button and going back to the platform.

Is this why White wanted me to bring her to an orphanage of my own creation and give her the same care as the other orphans? Because she knew just how powerful Scarlet would be if she became a Guardian? Or is there something else about Scarlet that I don’t know? There is of course the question of where her ears came from when she just has simple blood magic, but I can't see that making her this powerful...

Cipher can’t help but think back to the day when White arrived carrying Scarlet as a baby nineteen years ago. The first thing he thought when he saw her was that there was something strange about her. About the way she looked at him. Not as a baby would look at an adult, but with silence. With calm eyes and not making a single sound in the process.

Some things never change. And that was one of them.

Cipher looks down and rubs the lower half of his face as he ignores the test going on right now.

But just what is Scarlet’s connection to White? At this point I wouldn’t be too surprised if she were her mother. They do look a little bit similar, in a way. But then why would she give her daughter to someone else to raise? It doesn’t make any sense.

He thinks about the questions for several minutes before looking up again to find Scarlet struggling to keep going in the endurance test after having run on the treadmill for who knows how long. The test also occasionally stops the treadmill and has her fighting with a golem that is instructed not to actually harm her but to just tire her out before switching back to the treadmill again.

Another unpleasant test. But there’s no way she can get a fourth Tier B capability. Right?

Time flies by as the test continues until it finally ends with another tone, following which he lets out a sigh at seeing the capability at Tier C this time.

Right. No more Tier Bs. She can’t be that much of a demon.

If her capabilities were too high then people would flood her with requests to join their Association, or to enter their university. She wouldn’t have a moment of peace, and he knows exactly how that would turn out.

With her probably running and blowing everyone off, not bothering with it after only the fifth request. Which would in turn look bad for Cipher.

She’s already passed the criteria and more for Lion’s Heart, so it’s fine even if she gets a Tier D beyond this point.

Cipher nods to himself as Scarlet passes by, sending him a strange glance at his actions before pressing the next button on the screen.

Perception.

Wait. Doesn’t she… shit.

Cipher stares as she walks into the perception test, only to walk out of it again a few minutes later with the terminal beeping once more, showing her perception as Tier A.

Well, shit.

Scarlet’s eyes widen before she smirks and then presses the next button as if getting three capabilities in Tier B and one in Tier A wasn’t earthshattering already.

At this point, Cipher just stares at her, not letting anything faze him anymore. Not the nonchalance she’s carrying herself with, nor the theoretically impossible Tier set she has listed next to her physical capabilities.

“Scarlet…” he says, calling out to her right before she steps onto the platform of the vitality platform. But when she turns around to look at him with her head tilted slightly and her ears somehow tilting with them, he just says, “Nevermind. Just… just continue.”

Scarlet frowns at him, her head straightening, only to shrug and continue onto the platform.

After her test starts, he finds himself putting his face in his hands and leaning them on the cracked counter with a groan.

And to think I was originally thinking that I’d enjoy seeing her capabilities. That maybe her competitive streak would be sparked by seeing some low capabilities or something and she would work hard in training to make up for the lacking capabilities instead of just trying to level up. Or that he’d just be proud of her for doing quite well.

The tone sounds again a few minutes later, making him lift his head to see a B for Vitality as well.

At this rate, I’m pretty sure the others are going to be going after me to take her in.

Cipher turns to look at Scarlet, his frown growing deeper as he stares at the source of his current troubles. Only for her to frown and tilt her head ever so slightly in confusion again.
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I swear, some of these tests are just trying to torture us. And why does Allen keep staring at me like I’m doing him some great disservice or something? It’s getting annoying and awkward.

Allen takes in a deep breath before letting it out again. Then he repeats that process once more and says, “While your capabilities may be theoretically impossible, don’t let that go to your head. It doesn’t mean you’re immediately the strongest person even close to your level or anything like that. All it means is that your physical capabilities will rise at a slightly faster pace than everyone else on average. But there will still be people who – even at the same level or below you – can challenge you with ease as long as they focus on one stat or just happen to counter you.”

I nod my head, taking his advice to heart.

He nods back before pressing the okay button on the screen that appeared after I finished the last physical test, making the screen go back to the three main stats, but with Physical crossed out this time. Then he waves for me to do the rest myself as he goes to the edge of the room and sits in a chair while rubbing his temples.

Does he have a headache or something? I know my capabilities are quite good, but is it that big of a deal?

“Probably,” Tar says, his amusement clear in his voice. “Noble demons are known quite well for having a stronger talent in both magic and physical prowess over humans after all. So it makes sense that a half blood lycan would be stronger than most humans at the same level. But as he said, don’t let this get to your head. Humans are crafty, and magic is – as some would say – without bounds.”

I nod my head again as I reach out and touch the button for Mental stat capabilities.

	Processing
	The measure of the processing power of an individual’s mind.
	Intuition
	The measure of how fast and efficiently an individual can understand new things.
	Resistance
	The measure of how strong an individual’s mental resistance is towards mental attacks.
	Offense
	The measure of how powerful an individual’s mental offense is.
	Reaction
	The measure of an individual’s ability to react to active stimuli.
	Willpower
	The measure of an individual’s mental endurance.


Huh. Not what I expected.

Video games make it sound like things like wisdom or intelligence should always be mental stats or something. But on second thought, it makes sense that they’re not. After all, you can’t really measure just how intelligent someone is. Not accurately at least.

By the way, Tar?

“Hmm?” his voice echoes in my head as I reach out and touch the processing box.

I would’ve thought there would be a reflex capability or something in the physical stat. Why isn’t there?

“Oh, that. Yeah, reflexes aren’t really something that improve in your body,” he says, confusing me in the process. “I guess the Reaction capability would be the closest thing to reflexes, even if it’s still different. Because that’s your ability to react to something, not your instinctive reaction to something.”

Huh. Okay. I’m just going to pretend I understood that and move on.

“Yeah, let’s just say that your reflexes don’t change as you grow stronger and leave it at that,” he says, clearing it up in a better way.

Hmm.

Anyways, I walk over to the processing test to find that the test is basically just overloading me with mental stress in the form of random useless information and seeing how I cope with it, and how much I can actually process via answering questions about the information it’s slamming into my head.

By the time I get out of the test, I have a rather strange urge to go punch whoever made these tests in the face. But I doubt that would work out well for my career, assuming they’re still alive.

Before I even see my result, I surprisingly find Allen letting out a sigh of relief. Which probably means it’s not as ‘theory breaking’ as my other capabilities.

I walk up to the terminal before looking at the results.

Yep. Tier C.

“Yeah, most of your mental capabilities won’t be as good as your magical or physical, and you should know why by now,” Tar says with what sounds like a yawn.

Yeah, yeah. Blood lycans are stronger in both physical and magical stats than in mental.

Also, are you just watching me get tortured while almost falling sleep?!

The tanuki doesn’t say anything in response, making me narrow my eyes in suspicion. But after a few seconds, I just press the next button and head back to the platform.

Why do I feel like this next one will be a quiz of some sort?



The rest of the mental tests fly by rather quickly, albeit painfully in some of their cases. Such as the resistance capability test. And by the end of it, I’m looking at a row of almost straight Tier Cs, with the exception of Reaction and Willpower, which are both Bs.

I glare at Allen who seems to be jumping for joy for some odd reason.

Why is he happy at my bad results?

“Um, those aren’t actually bad by human standards. They’re pretty go-” Tar begins but I mentally respond with a big, ‘Don’t care’ before he can finish as I continue glaring.

The culprit in question seems to notice my look and coughs lightly once before pressing the okay button and then the Magical button, showing the next capabilities for the last stat. But I continue glaring at him for a few more seconds anyways, just to drive the point home. Then I turn to the screen.

	Capacity
	The measure of the amount of mana an individual has.
	Power
	The measure of the purity of an individual’s mana.
	Control
	The measure of how much control an individual has over their mana.


I blink in surprise.

There are only three capabilities for the Magical stat?

That’s… surprising.

“Well, the only magic you can use are the skills you have. And you don’t get much control over those until Class IV or even V, which only a couple of humans have ever reached,” Tar explains in response to my surprise.

Oh. Okay.

I select Capacity first before turning around and finding the platform to now has a single orb on it.
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The test turns out to simply be pouring half of my mana into the orb, so it isn’t painful, stressful, or anything like that. It doesn’t even take longer than a couple of minutes before I hear the tone from the terminal stating that the test is over.

And once I get back to the terminal, I find that I have Tier B Capacity as well. Which is nice.

The two tests following that aren’t very hard to do either, and I end up with Tiers A and B for the next two in order.

In the end, Allen and I are left looking at a final list showing all of my capabilities in each stat, along with a little loading symbol on the bottom of the screen and the words ‘Sending results to officials’ above the loading symbol. But Allen doesn’t say a word until it’s finished. And the moment it is? He just sighs. Then a loud ringing sound echoes through the room followed by a large screen floating down in front of us.

Before I can ask what’s going on, the black screen changes to show Belle who is sitting down on a desk in what I’m guessing is a classroom. And she doesn’t look very happy either.

But that changes after she sees me, making a smile spread across her face again as she practically shouts, “Scarlet! You’re awake!”

I raise an eyebrow before chuckling.

“Good morning,” I tell her, only to frown for a second then correct myself, “Good afternoon.”

She laughs for a few seconds. But then she turns a scowl on her father, who is still staring at my results. “Dad, we need to talk.”

His head shoots up and a complicated expression replaces the dumbfounded stare he had. One that looks both confused and guilty at the same time. As if he felt guilty but didn’t know what he was guilty about.

I almost laugh at the look on his face, only to hold myself back as I hear Belle saying, “I want to go to Lion’s Heart.”

Uh, this conversation doesn’t sound like it’s gonna go in a direction I’d like to be here during.

Fortunately, Allen turns to me and says, “Your results should have been sent to the authorities, so go explore the base a bit for the rest of the day. We can deal with your application to the university after the results are processed.”

I nod my head in appreciation, glance at Belle to find her glaring at her father, then quickly make my exit as fast as my legs will carry me. But despite that, I still hear Allen stating, “No. Non-Guardians are not allowed on a Guardian University campus without a good reason, and you know this.”

Then the door shuts, and I can’t hear anything else.

I let out a sigh of relief.

Now then. To the gym.

“Didn’t you say yesterday that you were going to skip your workout today?” Tar comments with confusion evident in his voice.

That was before I got so much pent up stress I needed to work off.

Then I can take a shower after that. And I don’t care if you’re human or not, you’re either gonna disappear at that time or you’re staying in my room.

Tar just chuckles at that.

I let out a huff of air as I begin my walk towards the public gym.



A few hours later

I let out a sigh as I get out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my neck, over my shirt to keep my wet hair from my clothes before my phone buzzes from my pants pocket, my jacket having been left on my bed during my shower. So I take the phone out before unlocking it and raising an eyebrow at the text I find there. One with a simple thumbs-up emoji at the end of it.

[I managed to get a tentative maybe on that ‘going to Lion’s Heart’ thing!]

She actually managed to convince him? Or… no, she said a tentative maybe.

[What did you do?]

After sending my response, I run the towel through my hair and then toss it while lying back on my bed and raising my phone in front of my face, just searching through the videos online about me. And it only takes me a few minutes to find a full blown news article as well, instead of just the simple videos posted on streaming services.

There isn’t much different about it from the videos I’ve already seen though, just that the articles are written by people who are actually with the news and not just some video streamer. Makes it look more official.

I flop my hand against the bed with a sigh before muttering, “This is going to be a pain.”

Tar appears in the air above me, only to float down to land on my chest. I almost unconsciously drop my phone and reach out to start petting him as I close my eyes.

If I remember correctly, the capital has the most Demonic Assaults out of all of the cities in the world. Generally about one every three or four days. But since the city is so massive, the various Fractures are spread out, and rarely ever strike the same building more than once in two months’ time.

I can’t remember how big the city is though. Not exactly at least. Just that it’s multiple times larger than any Tier 2 city, and at least a dozen times larger than Rothwell City was.

And Rothwell City was still about a few hundred square kilometers in area.

So the city is massive. And every Demonic Assault has at least a couple dozen Fractures spread across the city, focusing in areas with a lot of people – hence why it often happens in buildings. They also can’t appear where there is no flat ground, so the airways of the city are safe as well despite how many people are always flying through it on their air cars.

Which is still a strange sight to see.

Although a new Guardian contracting in a Fracture is rather rare. On average only one new Guardian every few dozen or so Fractures. And only around a quarter of those new Guardians even survive, mostly those contracting in Class I Fractures.

After all, becoming a Guardian only gives them some power and a chance to fight. It doesn't mean they are able to actually fight and survive till the end of the Fracture.

My thoughts are interrupted by my phone once again buzzing. So I remove my hand from the unbelievably soft tanuki to grab the phone, only to gawk at it after seeing her reply.

[Dad agreed to take me to a Fracture during the next Assault as long as I stay safely at the entrance. And if I do get offered a contract, then he will allow me to apply for Lion’s Heart.]
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[Are you kidding me?! Don’t do something so stupidly dangerous! I’m the reckless one, remember?!]

I glare at my phone, having a hard time believing someone like Belle would actually do something like this. And for what? Just to go to Lion’s Heart Guardians university? Why does she want to go this badly anyways?

I’ve heard that there are some Guardians who take their children to Fractures in case a ‘spirit’ decides they want to contract with them, but generally that’s looked down upon. Many believing that surviving your first Fracture unaided until reinforcements arrive being the best way to prove yourself or something. Not to mention that apparently people who do that aren’t anywhere near as likely to be contracted. To the point that I’ve only heard of one or two people who did manage to contract that way.

“Of course, they aren’t contracted,” Tar suddenly says, reminding me of the weight on my chest that I had forgotten about thanks to her message. “When you’re looking for a champion to represent you, would you pick someone who is basically being walked through their first Fracture, taking the easy way through life? No. You wouldn’t.”

Then the tanuki goes quiet again.

He makes a good point though. If a fae’s status is represented by their contractor, then they wouldn’t want some spoiled rich kid.

I feel like I do remember hearing some news about people who tried getting a contract this way and failed, only to end up in a Fracture themselves by mistake or happenstance later on and get a contract then instead.

Belle responds to my text a minute later, making me grimace.

[Then take this as me learning your tricks. You always pull through after all, so why can’t I?]

She has a point. I don’t think I have the right to get mad at her over this.

But…

I quickly copy her original text saying her plan before sending it to Arthur.

He can.

And with my tattle tailing done-

My thoughts pause as the phone buzzes again before I can even put it down.

[I see. Thank you for telling me, I’ll be sure to have a nice little chat with her.]

I grin at that as I put my phone away and get up, startling the tanuki into flying into the air. But after a few seconds, he just floats over to my head and lies down there instead, making me flinch as he touches my ears, which are still way too sensitive for their own good.

Better not to let others touch them, else they might see how sensitive they are. Specifically, Belle.

She’d have a field day trying to tickle me through my ears.

I grimace at the thought as I reach over to grab my jacket and pull it on while walking over to the door.

Time to get some fresh air.



Tar appears next to me – having vanished the moment we left my suite – as I lie down on my back on the roof of the base. Which took me a while to find.

High in the sky are the beautiful stars that you don’t get to see from the city proper thanks to the lights, along with the full moon glowing a bright yellow. I can’t help the smile that stretches across my face as I just stare up at the sky, looking at the moon.

At least I now have a logical reason for why I love the moon so much. It’s probably because I’m half blood lycan.

The peace of the night calms my nerves after spending most of the day doing tests that were more akin to torture than evaluations, followed by my workout which fortunately was a lot less eventful. Even if there were still some people watching me, what with me being a newbie here and all.

Actually, come to think of it, do Guardians really need to continue working out?

Tar’s ear twitches as he answers, “Yeah. It’s a little complicated, but your draining of life force basically makes your presence in reality stronger, increasing the current prowess of your body. And if you don’t keep in shape, it will show in a pretty decent decrease in your physical capabilities. Of course, you’d still be far stronger than a regular human being. But not as strong as you could be, and you wouldn’t look as physically fit either.”

Oh. That’s honestly rather interesting.

There’s still one thing bothering me though.

“What’s that?” Tar asks, lying down on the ground next to me, surprisingly not lying on top of me this time.

Well, I noticed that my life drain skill mentions that it drains the life energy from other beings to heal myself. What’s the difference between life energy and life force?

Tar glances at me before staring up at the sky again with his little legs splayed out on each side in an adorable manner that showcases just how artificial his body is considering the lack of any biological parts besides what appears necessary to defend himself. Which I guess makes sense since the fae are supposed to look as endearing as possible to the humans they're contracting, and their body on Earth is just artificial.

My thoughts are distracted when he answers my question, “Life force is what grounds you to reality and what reality uses to ground itself to you. It establishes your presence, and your power. But life energy is basically just what keeps your body alive. Kind of like the HP or hit points you often see in a video game.”

Wait, you know about video games?

The tanuki rolls over as he says, “Yeah, my last contracted partner was really big on them. To the point it was nearly an obsession, and he was even starting to think of the world as a game as well. What with the similarities between the System and games. Which wasn’t a good thing for a Guardian.”

I wince.

Yeah, I can see that being bad.

Sorry I asked.

Tar floats up into the air and onto my stomach as he says, “It’s fine.”

We both stay silent for several minutes, just enjoying the peace on the roof that is only occasionally broken slightly by the sound of an explosion occasionally happening from the experimental fields. Explosions that make me even more happy that the building is soundproof. They also makes me switch to my human ears, because ouch.

“Tar,” I ask, my relaxed face turning sad for a moment.

How do you think the others would react to knowing that I’m a half demon?

The tanuki doesn’t say anything for nearly an entire minute.

“Probably not well,” he eventually responds in my head, which is unusual for when he’s out physically on Earth, since he usually talks in my mind while not physically here and out loud when he is physically present. “But I can see your friend Belle looking past it, from what I’ve seen of her so far that is. And maybe that Cipher guy as well. Maybe.”

Hmm.

Thank you.

He nods his head before closing his eyes and resting his head on my stomach as if he were going to sleep.

If I’m being honest, I don’t really care much about not being fully human anymore. But I do care about what they’d think.

Tar doesn’t say anything to that, his breathing hinting towards him having fallen asleep.

I let out a sigh.

Why couldn’t life be more like a video game than it already is? Games aren’t often complicated. Not some of them at least. Move your chess piece one space to the right and look at the board to figure out your next move. Not guessing beyond the limited scope of moves the other player has. No way they could break the known rules and go off the board. No other players there to interfere with the game.

No emotions going into play in the game, complicating everything.

I let out another sigh before following the tanuki’s example and closing my eyes.

A short nap will be nice. Then I can go back to my room.


Intermission



Within the Government Hall at the heart of the Capital City of the Terran Republic, Terra

“Can you verify these results? Are they real?” Jacob R. Ashton asks his assistant as he stares at the paper in front of him. One with the results of the new wolf girl Guardian’s evaluation.

The assistant nervously nods her head before answering, “I’ve had several people going over both the documents, the terminal on our end, and the terminal on their end, and nothing looked wrong. Everything was working. We even have recordings of her evaluations with the initial inputting of level taken out.”

The official in charge of registering new Guardians sighs as he slumps into his chair. The man is wearing a black business suit with a dark blue crystal amulet hanging around his neck over the suit. One that will transform into his armor at a moment’s notice. He has short brown hair that matches his chair as he stares at the paper in front of him.

This… this shouldn’t even be possible. So what am I looking at?

	Name: Scarlet Asger
	Magic: Blood
	Age: 19

	Physical Capabilities:	Mental Capabilities:	Magical Capabilities:
	Strength:
	Tier B	Processing:	Tier C	Capacity:	Tier B
	Agility:	Tier B	Intuition:	Tier C	Power:	Tier A
	Constitution:	Tier B	Resistance:	Tier C	Control:	Tier B
	Endurance:	Tier C	Power:	Tier C	
	Perception:	Tier A	Reaction:	Tier B
	Vitality:	Tier B	Willpower:	Tier B
						


“And we’re… sure she didn’t lie about her level?” Jacob mutters, not taking his eyes off of the results.

His assistant answers with more confidence this time, “Yes sir. You know as well as I do that the Capacity test also judges the level of the user it is testing to make sure they didn’t lie at the beginning of the test. Furthermore, even if she did somehow manage to lie, do you think a regular person would be able to reach a high enough level to get these results from a faked test?”

Jacob just sighs again.

I know a Guardian’s capabilities aren’t everything and are only really important for people within around a dozen or so levels around your own, but still… the Guardian Research Team is going to have a field day with this… real proof that a Guardian can reach past the theoretical ceiling that was decided upon.

After gathering his thoughts together, the official finally sits up again and truly looks over the girl’s paper in front of him.

She seems like she’d make a good scout with her perception, but that’d also waste her offensive capabilities that she has with those other physical capabilities and her magical ones. But one thing’s for sure. We should avoid having her go to any Class III Fractures until she gets a skill to defend her mind, which seems to be lagging behind the others. Even if what’s lacking for her is average, or even considered good for others…

The man continues planning on how she’d best be taught, only to eventually realize that he isn’t the one who will be teaching her.

Right. I left that position when I handed down the university…

A few seconds pass in silence with the assistant nervously gripping her clipboard to her chest until out of nowhere, the man grins and says, “On the other hand, it might not be a bad thing that I stepped down from the headmaster seat.”

His assistant tilts her head in confusion.

“Oh, right,” he says, clearing his throat. “Well, the various universities are going to have a field day with her, fighting over who has the right to enroll her. But in the end, she’ll likely end up going to Lion’s Heart, as do almost all of the exceptional talents.”

But I’m not the one fighting over the talents anymore. That’s her job now.

Jacob can’t help but chuckle at that thought. Then he stops a few seconds later and says, “Get me Cipher on the phone. I would like to talk with him. And if possible, with the girl.”

His assistant – Marie Jones – hurriedly nods her head and rushes away, out of his office.

Jacob tilts his head as he watches her for a second.

Despite how nervous she is, she does do a good job. Looks like hiring her to pay her back hasn’t been a total wash at least.

He then shakes his head and looks down once more at the document in front of him.

After only a few minutes, Jacob’s phone rings and he immediately picks it up right when his assistant forwards the call she had made to him. Then, another ten or so seconds later, Cipher picks up the phone on his side and says, “Cipher here.”

“Hello, Cipher. Imagine how surprised I was to find the new Guardian’s capabilities appearing on my desk today,” he immediately gets to the point of the call.

Cipher doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before saying in a slightly strained voice, “You’re not the only one who was surprised.”

Jacob scoffs at that as he leans back in his chair. “Don’t give me that. I bet you’re jumping for joy at having such a talent in your Association. You’ve been needing more combative Guardians recently, am I right? Well now you’ve got one.”

“Yes,” Cipher says immediately in a tense voice. “But this will also cause problems with the other Associations, not to mention the other universities who want her.”

The official just laughs without saying a word.

“Seriously?” Cipher mutters. “You do know that this is her, right?”

Jacob shuts up immediately while practically shooting to his feet and shouting, “What?!”

This time Cipher laughs before hanging up the call, leaving Jacob to stew over the revelation.

If she’s really the one who White had him raise, then maybe those capabilities might begin to make some sense… maybe.

The man continues pondering over the subject for several minutes, only to realize that he didn’t get to the point of the reason he called Cipher in the first place. To ask what university she was going to go to, and to attempt to ring her into the government after her higher education is over.

“That bastard just played me…” he mutters with a frown, only to shake his head and shout, “Jones! Bring me some coffee!”

Today is turning into a long day…
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Scarlet

I yawn as I enter what is apparently Allen’s office after being called over – and woken up – by Sage using the intercom again. This time about my application to Lion’s Heart. And the first thing I see in his office is the sight of him sitting down on a comfortable looking sofa holding his head with his elbows resting on his knees.

“So is this because of Belle? Or something else?” I ask with a raised eyebrow, making him look up with a scowl. “Your moping I mean.”

His eyebrow twitches.

“Maybe a little of both?” I ask while putting my hands comfortably in my jacket pockets and walking over to the sofa across the table from him to sit down.

He just stares at me, scowling all the while.

Probably a little of Belle and a little of my capabilities.

Eventually, the man lets out a sigh and reaches over to grab a document from his desk that he then puts onto the table in between us as he says, “This is the application for Lion’s Heart Guardians University. Fill it out.”

Oh, he’s really in a bad mood. But also, it feels a little bit different from his normal bad mood. Since he’s normally fine with yelling at me then.

Meaning he must also be happy about something I did? Or something involving me right now?

Either way, I reach forward to grab the paper, only to find that I don’t have a pen. But before I can ask, he grabs a pen and puts it on the table as well.

“Thank you,” I mutter before beginning to read over the application. Which isn’t really that much. Just basic information, who my sponsor is, answering a few personal questions about humans, demons, and Guardians, along with some of the laws that are in place that are different between humans and Guardians.

After I finish filling it out, I place it back on the table again and say, “Done. Anything else?”

He lets out a sigh and gets up from the sofa while saying, “Yes. You will also have to take an exam, but that is given out in person. But I doubt it’ll really have an impact on whether you’re let in or not, just purely because of your capabilities.”

There’s the exam. Knew there would be one of those.

“You know when we’ll be doing that?” I ask, only to be surprised as he meets my eyes and says, “Now.”

My mouth parts open for a second, only to close as he adds, “Or rather, a couple of hours from now. On the university campus.”

Oh.



Two hours later I find myself standing in the office of the Registrar for Lion’s Heart, who does not look to be very happy.

“So why did you bring this orphan girl here, Cipher?” the woman asks with a scowl on her face and a slight look of hatred directed towards me. But the hatred soon vanishes when Allen tosses my file on her desk in front of her, the woman’s eyes latching onto it in the process.

Wow. She's rude even towards Allen. Although then again, this is a Guardians University. Meaning every single person on the campus is a Guardian as non-Guardians are not allowed to step foot within the campus bounds. And considering that she's the registrar for the greatest Guardians University in the world, she's probably at least Class IV as well. Just like Allen.

Probably rich too.

Silence follows for several seconds. Then she immediately reaches to grab it as if her life were on the line, reading every last capability I have and occasionally glancing between me and the paper.

Wow. Guess my capabilities really did matter that much.

After what feels like five whole minutes but is probably just half a minute or so, the woman finally asks, “And this has been verified and confirmed by the Governmental Office already?”

Her eyes widen even further after seeing Allen nod his head. Then she turns to me with a brilliant smile and says, “Welcome to Lion’s Heart Guardians university! I hope you have the best stay possible!”

My mouth drops open in shock at the complete change her personality just did.

She ignores my very obvious shock to gather the paper along with my application as she says, “Now, of course we still have to deal with your examination, but I’m sure that won’t be a problem. But I think I should also get the vice-headmaster in on this, since I’m pretty sure they’d want to be notified about such a shining star of a new student, don’t you think?” she says the last part while glancing up at Allen with a pretty smile on her face, showing off her perfectly white teeth.

The Registrar lady then takes me and Allen to a very comfortable looking lounge where she leaves us, saying that she will be right back with the vice-headmaster.

I stand in silence, not even bothering to sit down as I stare at the door she had just left through.

“What… what just happened?” I mutter, dumbfounded by the events that just took place.

Allen just bursts out laughing. And laughing. And laughing some more.

Eventually I get sick of it, so I threaten, “You keep that up and I’ll tell Belle about your little stash of-”

He stops before I can even finish, immediately saying, “No! There’s no need for that!” Then, after seeing me sit down, he sits down as well and says, “A lot of the faculty, and especially the higher ups and professors at this university are incredibly old school in how they do things. They’re even worse than the other universities in terms of orphans since they like ‘well-bred stock’ as a matter of terms. People who are raised in the best of families, with the best educations possible.”

And certainly not orphans, much less ones from a Tier 3 city.

“But at the same time, they value capability and magic over basically anything. And you have both of those in spades. An incredibly useful magic. One that is versatile and can be used in many different ways in combat. And the capabilities of a lifetime. Practically a dream come true for any Guardian University,” he explains, making me understand just why he was moping so much recently but also silently happy with me. “In fact, you’re so important that even if you completely failed every last part of the exam far below a passing score, they’d probably just fake the test results entirely.”

“Wait, so my results on the examination literally don’t matter?” I ask him, feeling that that’s more than a little unfair.

He nods his head with a shrug and says, “Yeah, but that’s just how high society is with Guardians. Power makes right. And talent makes power.”

I blink in surprise. Doesn’t that mean I’m now one of those people who have a positive handicap in a way?

Our conversation is interrupted as the door opens again, this time with an old man walking through it. Which is surprising, considering that Guardians don’t tend to age that much. Mostly depending on how much they actually fight and level up, since leveling up tends to stall your aging process.

And the moment he sees me, his eyes widen with what looks like recognition.

Huh? What’s up with that?
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The recognition in the old man’s eyes goes away just as quickly as it had appeared, making me briefly wonder if I was just seeing things.

If I had to guess, then I’d say this is the vice-headmaster that the registrar was going to get. But surprisingly, that lady isn’t here anymore. Even after he walks in. And judging by Allen’s face, he doesn’t seem very surprised by that fact.

Maybe she was scolded for how she initially treated me or something? From what I understand, that’s normal. Since even Class II former orphan Guardians tend to get treated a little questionably, much less a brand new one. It isn’t until one reaches Class III that the people somehow seem to forget you were an orphan.

Although I get the feeling this university’s registrar was even harsher than most other universities would be. Which makes me wonder if she lost someone in a Fracture once? Since there are a lot of people who just straight up push the blame for that on orphans subconsciously, seeing as orphans make a clear visual representation of the consequences of the Demonic Assaults.

“Good morning Cipher, and a wonderful morning to you as well, Scarlet Wolf,” the old man says, making me frown at his term of address towards me. And I can’t help but hear Allen laugh at it.

Seriously? Even other Guardians are starting to use the title the internet came up with for me?

Where is the originality in that title? It’s literally just tacking on Wolf to my name!

Although, from what I’ve been able to gather, someone’s been hiding my name from the public. Or at least censoring it wherever it appears, so most people don’t know my actual name.

Which probably makes it worse since they don’t know how ridiculous the title is without knowing my first name.

My title aside, the old man is wearing some sort of magi-tech infused business suit. One that looks kind of like regular formal wear but with lines of glowing blue running throughout it, along with two feline tails sticking out of his backside, and glowing blue eyes.

I can’t help but glance at the tails as they slowly sway behind the man before I focus on him to find him simply staring at me without any real expression on his face. Then we stare at each other for who knows how long.

This is awkward.

Eventually, an elderly smile stretches across his face, and he says, “I think she’ll do nicely.” Then he turns around and adds, “Follow me to the examination room, young miss Asger.”

I glance at Allen, only to find him mouthing, ‘Only you.’

Guess Allen’s not coming then.

I turn around and begin following after the old man. And as we walk through the fancy halls of the university, I notice that not a single student is actually wearing their uniforms. Which is odd.

We continue walking for several minutes until we end up in a large room that I can only assume is meant for examinations testing a large number of people. Right now, though, there’s only a single desk despite the size of the room, with several papers on the desk and some writing utensils.

The man walks up to the front of the room next to a whiteboard and turns around while finally introducing himself, “My name is Alfred Raynsford, and I am the vice-headmaster currently overseeing the university in the headmaster’s absence.” He then pauses to indicate the desk. “You will now take your entrance exam into Lion’s Heart Guardians University. But don’t worry as regardless of what your result is, I’m sure we can manage something.”

He says that last part with a smirk.

Guess Allen was right about that.

I sit down to take the exam, which ends up taking nearly an hour. Throughout it are various questions over different subjects, such as mathematics, history, a little bit of science, and a lot of combat knowledge and Guardian Laws. And while I feel incredibly good about the mathematics, history, and science portions, I’m quite lacking in the combat knowledge, and a little lacking in the Guardian Laws.

All of which is confirmed when the old man looks over my exam right after I finish it and basically says the same thing. But he does look a little surprised as he’s talking about my mathematics, history, and science portions of the exam. And in the end, he raises his head and says, “You did a lot better than I was expecting. In fact, your scores in mathematics, history, and science were top notch, brought down only a little by your lack of combat training or teachings in Guardian Laws.”

I can’t help the proud smile that stretches across my face.

Looks like I passed even without the cheating they had planned.

And I can’t help but feel like my value in the old man’s eyes just rose thanks to that. Maybe he was mentally preparing to have a country bum educated properly or something and didn’t expect me to actually be smart?

Either way, he gathers up the papers and puts them into a vanilla envelope before smiling at me and saying, “Welcome to Lion’s Heart Guardians University, young miss Asger! May you enjoy your stay here and make pleasant memories along your path to power!”

“Thank you, sir,” I answer, feeling like the words are necessary right now.

Alfred nods his head in approval before motioning me with his finger to follow him again. We then move through the halls some more before ending up back at the room where we find Allen lounging on the sofa.

He immediately sits up at our unexpected entrance and asks, “So how did it go?”

I give him a smile, making him relax ever so slightly.

Guess he was worried about how I’d do even knowing that they’d cheat my score. Which makes sense, as it’ll likely affect how I’m treated. In fact, I think it already has since the old man started talking a little bit while we walked unlike when we were going to that examination room in the first place.

“She did extraordinarily well for someone raised in a Tier 3 city,” the old man immediately begins before asking, “Could that be because of your influence?”

Allen just shakes his head and answers, “Unfortunately not. She was influenced mostly by the people around her who would always treat her rather poorly for being an orphan. It seems to have led to her developing a bit of a complex towards overworking herself to prove those sorts of people wrong.”

I glare at him for trying to psychoanalyze me.

The man just ignores my glare as he continues, “She did ask for a lot of research and study material from my daughter though.”

“Oh really?” Alfred mutters while turning a curious glance towards me. “Very interesting.”
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“Let’s get down to it then,” the old man says, glancing between me and Allen in the process. “The Fall semester begins in a week, next Monday. You are expected to attend the Semester Opening Ceremony the day before the first day, on Sunday, where the speeches will be held by the faculty and the student council president, following which a tournament will be set up. During this, the Guardians may challenge other Guardians within their same Class and year. This is to set up the rankings for that year.”

My mouth parts open at the mention of rankings.

I knew the Guardian Universities were competitive, but damn… isn’t that a bit much?

“Many new Guardians tend to wonder why we do things with a ranking system, so I’ll just tell you this now. It’s there to inspire Guardians to go out and fight in the Fractures. Otherwise, many of our more spoiled students wouldn’t bother as they’re already given most of what they want in life without having to risk their own lives to get it,” the old man says, answering my unasked question as if it were normal. “You will be sent two uniforms soon, one of which has pants and the other a skirt. Which one you wear will be up to you, but you are only required to wear the uniform during social gatherings such as the Semester Opening Ceremony. And you do not have to wear it when in combat, such as the tournament that follows the Ceremony.”

I let out a breath of relief at hearing that.

Because I’m really not a fan of uniforms.

It’s also quite nice that the skirts aren’t required, because the one that Denise girl was wearing looked too short in my opinion. So even if I wasn’t against wearing skirts in the first place, that isn’t something I would be caught dead wearing.

The corner of the old man’s mouth twitches slightly most likely in amusement at seeing my visible relief before he continues, “The ranking you get in the tournament will decide what group you’re put into. The Regular one, the Advanced one, and the Top Class one. Each of these groups have different permissions across campus and are given different levels of assistance by the faculty. And the higher your rank is, the more priority you’ll get for the Fractures in the city. Since you’ll be temporarily working under the universities name alongside your work under the Silver Association while you’re a student here.” He pauses here to glance at Allen as he asks, “I’m assuming she will be getting combat training during this next week?”

Allen nods his head, prompting Alfred to turn back to me as he says, “Then I would also suggest you fight in one of the Fractures of the next Demonic Assault to get some more levels before fighting in the tournament.”

I nod my head, “Of course.”

His lips twitch again before he says, “The exact rules of the tournament will be announced at the beginning of it. So prepare for it.” He pauses for a second before glancing at me and adding, “Our Registrar will be seeing you within the first days of class to make a public apology for her actions. The woman has some… issues… with orphans in general. Moreso than most people. So please don’t hold it against her.” The man then nods his head towards me, then towards Allen and says, “Scarlet Wolf, Cipher. It was a pleasure.”

We both respond in kind, following which the man leaves us be with one final statement saying that anything else I may need will be sent to me via email.

Although I can’t help but frown at the use of that title. But if he’s using it, then the government probably already has me under that title. And since Guardians are symbols for peace and hope and all that, they aren’t really allowed to pick their own titles if one is chosen for them by the public. Assuming that title is an appropriate one that is.

They aren’t able to choose for themselves unless they’re at least Class III and they’re changing it, or the public never decided one for them.

After his departure, I turn to Allen and ask, “So what now?”

“Now we head back to the base,” he answers while walking over to the door.



It doesn’t take long before we’re back in Allen’s office with him sipping coffee and me having a soda.

“I still don’t know what you have against coffee,” Allen mutters as he stares at the soda in my hands.

I just shrug and retort, “Well I don’t know why you like that disgusting stuff. And I’ve never had trouble staying awake, so there’s really no point in having coffee.”

He scoffs and goes silent, understanding that the argument won’t go anywhere. Not if the past who knows how many times we’ve had it are anything to judge by.

We sit in silence for several minutes before he eventually says, “That went a lot better than I was expecting. But we’ll still be receiving the complaints of the other Associations, even if we got the other universities to shift their target from us to Lion’s Heart before they even learned of your existence.”

I nod my head, not really understanding some of it since he hasn’t exactly told me of all of his problems. Just that the other Associations and universities probably want me and don’t like how quickly I was ‘snatched up’ by someone else.

“You’ll probably end up being harassed a little bit by the other Associations as they try to ‘convince’ you to join them and leave the Silver Association. So tell me if they try anything you can’t handle,” Allen says, a serious look on his face. “And I mean it. Don’t just deal with everything yourself like you always tend to do.”

I purse my lips for a second before reluctantly nodding my head.

“Good. There’s nothing else for the rest of the day, so do whatever,” he says while getting up from the sofa and walking over to his desk. “I have a bunch of paperwork to get through thanks to you.”

I can’t help but raise an eyebrow at that, only to shrug a second later as I begin to walk out of the room. But right before I close the door, I tell Allen, “Thank you for all your help.”

He pauses and literally drops a piece of paper he had been holding before I shut the door, not giving him the chance to respond.

Allen’s helped me a lot in these past few days, even if I sometimes get annoyed at his assistance. And especially in the forceful manner he sometimes approaches it.

Guess he really does think of me as a daughter of sorts, just like Sage and Sylver keep implying.

A tiny smile makes its way onto my face at the warm thought before going away again as I begin walking down the hall.

Time to get breakfast, since I was never able to eat that. Although by now it’d be lunch.

Because I’m starving.
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I sit in the corner of the cafeteria with quite the number of people staring at me as I wolf down the large volumes of food in front of me. And despite their attempts to stay quiet, I hear plenty of the conversations around me.

“How does she stay so thin despite eating that much?!” “Is she a bottomless pit or something?” “Was she starving for days?”

I ignore the comments at first, but then some more join in, answering the question for the others.

“I heard she uses blood magic.” “Oh, if that’s the case then it makes sense.” “Yeah.”

That’s all the convincing it took? Is that really why I’ve been so hungry since becoming a Guardian?

“Part of it at least. It’s also because you’re half blood lycan,” Tar answers my question. “Some blood magic spells use the users blood in the process, so the users end up needing to eat a lot. And lycans in general have a fast metabolism.”

Oh. Okay.

Kind of annoying though, since I’m not much of a fan of eating in general.

“Oh really? Why is that?” Tar asks as I continue eating, thankful that the people around me aren’t talking about me much anymore. Except the new arrivals that is.

It’s because it’s a waste of time. Instead of eating, I could be working on something. But nope. I have to spend time from my days eating.

“But you wasted time showering and even going outside to stare at the moo-” Tar begins, only to be cut off by my thoughts.

No. That’s not wasting time. That’s what I want to do. So it’s not a waste. But eating isn’t something I want to do, so it’s a waste.

Tar goes quiet as I feel waves of confusion running through whatever strange bond we have going on.

Don’t try too hard to think about it. Belle, Allen, and Arthur all gave up long ago on trying to figure me out.

My internal conversation with the tanuki is interrupted when I hear someone approaching me through my wolf ears, making me turn to find Michael, Denise, and Emily approaching me with trays of food. And they each look surprised when they find me turning towards them, likely not having expected me to know of their approach or something.

“Would it be alright if we sat with you?” Michael asks politely while indicating the other seats on this circular table.

I just shrug with a “Sure,” and return to eating my food with gusto.

They each sit down, with the two siblings sitting next to each other and Denise sitting on my left with Michael on my right. And I quickly spot them sending a strange glance towards my food only to ignore it as they begin eating their own much smaller assortments of food.

None of us talk for several minutes, but after I finally move on to my last dish, Michael speaks up.

“I heard you were accepted into Lion’s Heart?”

I glance at him before looking at my food again as I answer, “Yes.”

More like they were rushing to get me in though.

The guy watches me eat for several seconds – which is just weird – before I eventually ask, “Why?”

I noticed that they’re all still wearing their uniforms despite not needing to according to the vice-headmaster. Which is quite odd, but to each their own.

And Denise is still eerily quiet, which I also find very strange considering her first reaction towards me. To the point that it feels a little creepy somehow.

“And why are you so quiet? I originally pegged you as a talkative and energetic person,” I ask rather bluntly towards Denise, startling her in the process.

She hurriedly looks between me and the others before eventually focusing on the food in front of her with a vaguely sad look on her face as she says, “Well, I thought you didn’t like me and would prefer for me to be quiet. It’s what I deserve after what I did to you when we first met…”

I blink in surprise.

She felt guilty? Incredibly guilty by the sounds of it… but why would she think I disliked her?

When I ask her that, she just looks confused and says, “You said not to touch you again…”

I stare at her in silence for a few seconds.

“Why would that translate to me disliking you?” I ask, not really understanding that jump in logic. “I don’t even like my own best friend or father figure touching me in any way, much less someone I just met.”

This time she stares at me for several seconds in silence.

Then a blush emerges on her face, and she looks down again while muttering, “I... I thought you were only saying that to get me to stop…”

I raise an eyebrow.

“Why would I do that?” I ask, a frown stretching across my own face.

“Well, some people just make up excuses to politely tell someone not to do something!” she says as if defending herself before gaining a sad frown. “Sorry.”

Yeah, I’m not really the type to do that.

“Don’t apologize. Just stop being so mopey and quiet. It really doesn’t suit you,” I tell her, muttering the last part a little quieter than the rest.

Her head shoots up with a surprised expression on it, but I return to eating my food before she can say anything. I do glance up while eating to look at the siblings though, just to find them both with expressions showing a mixture of surprise and amusement on their faces. Then I focus on my food again until I finish the very last dish.

Right when I stand up from my seat, about to excuse myself to head to a training hall, I hear Michael ask, “Hey, Scarlet, can I ask you something?”

I glance at him before simply saying, “You just did.”

He grimaces at that for a second, only to then grin as he repeats himself, “Can I ask you two more somethings?”

I stare at him for a second before grinning myself and crossing my arms. “Go ahead.”

Without any hesitation, he immediately gets to the point, “I would like to ask if you’d join our team for the interschool tournaments.”
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Recruitment and a Surprise



Scarlet

“Your team?” I repeat, a frown developing on my face.

If I remember correctly, the Guardian Universities Interschool Tournaments are always broadcast live to every city regardless of Tier. They are basically the replacement of the old world’s Olympics, making it the most important sporting event of the year to a lot of people.

The tournaments themselves are located in things called ‘Magical Realities’ which are created through specific types of magic put into magi-tech that allow a sort of virtual world where everyone who dies in the world is simply just kicked out of it with a massive headache. With no actual damage done to them. So killing is perfectly legal in these tournaments as it prepares the Guardians for real combat in Fractures. Which makes sense.

It’s honestly a little sickening how a lot of the powers Guardians gained were basically turned into ways to make them celebrities soon after the Demonic Fronts became less of a pressing issue and more something that many Guardians treat as ways to grow stronger and get more wealth and popularity. But I guess that’s human nature at its finest.

Especially considering all the suffering that the people went through in the process. But the people are the ones who put the Guardians on a pedestal in the first place, so. And the world was basically coming to an end in some ways at the time.

“You should know that I don’t tend to work well with groups,” I tell them, not breaking eye contact with Michael, who is obviously the leader of their little group.

He just shakes his head at that and retorts, “That’s not true. I saw you working perfectly well with those researchers and security guards in the video of your fight against the demon knight. You just prefer not to work with groups, or plain dislike it.”

I barely manage to hide my wince.

“In fact, I’d say you’re even pretty good at leading a team, or at the very least co-leading one,” he presses on, standing up from his chair to reach his full height, which is a few inches taller than me, making me look up to maintain eye contact. Which is rather annoying. “And you having blood magic makes you the perfect member of nearly any team. So what say you? Will you join?”

We continue our staring contest for who knows how long before I eventually turn around, breaking the stare lock as I bring my large number of trays over to the counter while calling back, “I’ll think on it.”

Whether or not I need a team will determine my choice. If I have to compete in the team branches of the tournament, then I will work with them. If not? Then I won’t.

That or a whim if I end up actually liking them.

I don’t look back to see what their reaction is, but I can still hear Michael’s previously racing heart slow down a little as he lets out a sigh and sits down.

Which wasn’t really something I noticed until I actually focused on it. The fact that I can literally hear a person’s heartbeat.

Maybe I can use that to my advantage? I feel like I remember hearing about Guardians with incredible hearing being able to detect lies or something.

I’ll have to look into that.

But first, it’s time to go visit the training hall. Because I really need to learn how to better use my skills in combat.



I frown as I reach training hall D and realize that the dummies don’t exactly have blood for me to experiment with. Nor do they have life energy, according to Tar.

Well, this makes things difficult.

Am I always going to have to test my skills blindly in combat? Because that doesn’t sound especially safe.

I stare at the terminal for several seconds, just frowning as I try to think of a solution until the sound of the door opening brings my attention back to the door, where I find Sylver standing there. And he doesn’t look surprised to see me in the least. In fact, he nods his head at me as the door shuts behind him and he begins walking over here.

The man is wearing much more casual clothes than the last time I saw him, with a simple hoodie and shorts on, each black and silver in color. Which is a good set of colors.

“Scarlet Wolf,” he says, a hint of amusement in his eyes as he no doubt links my name to my title, making my eyebrow twitch with irritation. But other than that, his face is still mostly without any real display of emotion. “I thought I’d come to assist you.”

I narrow my eyes.

“Why?”

He frowns before shrugging and saying, “Because you’re too reckless. And without proper training, or the knowledge of using your skills, you will end up dead.”

I stare at him for a few seconds before sighing.

He’s right. Putting how he came to know that I was in here aside for the moment, he is right.

“Alright,” I tell him while crossing my arms. “Train me then.”

He’s a Class II Guardian, so he has to be strong. And to have survived long enough, there’s no way he doesn’t at least know the basics. So even if he doesn’t end up being the greatest of teachers, he’ll at least be able to get me started while I wait for Allen.

He nods his head, “Good attitude. First, use whatever skills you need to test on me.” I frown at that, but he just adds, “Unless you’ve gotten new skills since, I can already pretty much guess what your skills do from the recordings. It’s one to manipulate the blood of your enemies in some way, one to somehow boil the blood of your enemies, and one to create claws of blood on your hands, right?”

I reluctantly nod my head, only to secretly hide a grin.

He doesn’t know about life drain.

From my understanding, most of a Guardian’s skills aren’t really possible to keep private. After all, we’re always using them in public to fight the demons, and a lot of people tend to get camera happy around Guardians. So most of the skills are leaked out rather quickly.

Not much use in hiding it, especially from a fellow Guardian in the same Association as me.

I won’t explain them though.

“Come at me whenever you feel ready,” Sylver says while stepping up a few steps before stopping in place and casually putting his hands in his hoodie.

Seriously? Am I that little a threat to you?
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Training



Scarlet

The first thing I do is take off my jacket, which garners a raised brow from Sylver. Then I activate Blood Claws, watching the mana drip down slightly on my status by about a point or so every five or so seconds. I keep my eye on my status as I draw my claw down my arm, cutting it open a little and seeing my mana decrease at a faster pace of about one point every second instead.

Okay, so using my claws increased the mana cost of the skill.

I keep my eye on my status as I drain some of my own blood and find the mana decrease slowing down again. So I pull the claws out of my forearm, leaving it a little bit soaked in blood.

After a second though, I use clean to remove the blood before turning to Sylver, who’s just staring at me like I’d gone insane.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, slightly confused as to why he’s looking at me like that.

He just shakes his head and mutters, “The way you can just cut open your arm like that is honestly a little disturbing.”

“Oh,” I mutter before shrugging and adding, “well, it won’t be hurt for long. You’re gonna help with that.”

This time he looks genuinely confused. But I don’t give him the chance to say anything as I use life drain while keeping an eye on both my wound and my status.

I also make sure to glance at him from time to time as his expression twists into discomfort, and he raises his hand to his chest. And it’s because of that that I notice a tiny little stream of red energy, almost like a fog leaving his chest and going into mine. But he doesn’t seem to notice it.

At the same time, my mana begins to drop rather quickly. About ten or so mana a second. And the wound on my arm closes up in just about three or so seconds as well.

“Interesting,” I mutter, only for my eyes to widen as I realize that I never asked about-

“Don’t worry. Just like hp in a video game, life energy regenerates with time as well,” Tar says, predicting my bout of worry somehow.

I let out a sigh of relief before looking at Sylver, who is giving me and my arm a strange glance.

“Don’t mind me. Just testing out my skills,” I tell him, hiding a smirk.

Now then. Let’s see what blood boil does on a Class II Guardian!



I continue experimenting with my skills for nearly an hour before he seems to get sick of having his blood played with and starts the combat lessons. And he actually turns out to be a good teacher, against my expectations.

Or at least I think he’s good. I’m learning at least.

Not like I’ve ever had a combat instructor before, so…

He starts off with teaching me various stances, followed by correcting my manner of punching and kicking, and showing me more ways to attack with parts of me other than just my hands and feet. Such as using my forearms or calves for example.

Then after finishing showing me everything and having me repeat it once or twice each, he goes through and has me redo everything from the start. Over and over again. For three hours.

And the first time I ask to call it a day, he just says, ‘You’re quite a bit stronger than a normal new Guardian for more reasons than one, your Predator Skill likely having something to do with that at the very least. So I think you can continue on for another hour.’

Then after two more hours, I collapse onto the ground with a groan, thanking the stars that I had the clean skill. Otherwise, my clothes would’ve been soaked with sweat.

Despite that, every last muscle in my body aches, feeling almost as if my muscles would all just split apart at the seams. Assuming muscles had those. Which I doubt is true unless you consider tendons seams?

Whatever. I’m not a biology major.

“Are you talking to me or yourself?” Tar asks, hearing my brief insanity caused by mental exhaustion.

Either way.

“That was because I used blood boil on you too much, wasn’t it?” I manage to groan out to the Sylver who is currently popping his neck and grabbing his coat, ready to leave.

He glances at me, mirth clear in his eyes this time as he says, “No. It was that other skill you used to heal yourself. It really was quite uncomfortable. Like having pins and needles piercing through my heart.” Then he turns around again and leaves the training hall with me still a mess on the ground.

“Ya know, Tar,” I pause to spit up a tiny bit of blood, “I think I’m growing on him.”

Tar just snorts.

Hey, it’s probably true. He would barely even look at me when we first met!

“And do you care if he likes you or not?” Tar asks, the sarcasm clear in his voice.

Well, no. Not really.

“Exactly.”

Huh. Good point.

Out of nowhere, I feel a wave of relief flowing through my body that almost has me groaning just from the sheer comfort of it. But I don’t. Barely. Instead, I roll over onto my back to look up at Michael, whose hand is glowing green.

“Hello there,” I hear him say with a smirk of amusement as the green light begins to fade.

“Hi,” I respond back before trying to get up and stretching my arms, feeling all of the kinks and pain having vanished. “Huh.”

“Another perk of joining my team,” he says while flashing me a grin showing all of his teeth, “I have nature magic, which pretty much specializes in healing and summoning.”

Oh. A healer.

Interesting.

“Don’t you remember that blood magic can heal too?” I ask while walking over to my jacket and reaching down to grab it off the floor.

“Yes, but I’m pretty sure most blood magic users need other creatures nearby to heal themselves or others,” he says from behind me, making me wince. But since he’s behind me, he can’t see it as I put my jacket on.

After that I turn around and put my hands in my pockets while saying, “True. I’m still thinking about it, so be more patient.”

I wonder why he’s in such a hurry? Guess I can ask if I ever do decide to join his team.


Intermission



Cipher’s Office within the Silver Association Base

Cipher has never before wanted to slam the phone down in the middle of a call and destroy the device more than right now.

“I’m sorry, but since you were the orphanage director that raised her all the way till her becoming an adult, you are legally considered her guardian, and therefore you are responsible for filling out the portions of the paperwork meant for each student’s legal guardians,” Alfred says with his mirth clear in his voice.

He’s enjoying this! He’s seriously enjoying making me suffer through mounds of paperwork?!!

“What self-respecting university requires a parent to sign and read through fifty-six documents!!!!” Cipher shouts, his voice echoing down the hall out of his office despite the door being shut, startling anyone who happened to be walking by. “It’s ridiculous!”

“Why, I’m sure your parents had to sign those too,” Alfred says, skillfully hiding his amusement this time behind a wall of sternness. “In fact, I can go ahead and call them right now if you want me to.”

Cipher immediately backtracks, saying, “Nonono, that’s fine. There’s no need for that! But are you sure that all of these documents are-”

“My apologies, Cipher, but my assistant is calling me. If you have any other questions, then you may forward them to the Registrar,” Alfred cuts him off with a smile on the other side of the video before bowing his head and saying, “Good day to you.” Then the call drops.

Several seconds pass silently in the office before a loud shout can be heard once again by anyone wandering by his office door.

I understand that he might be mad at me for organizing that little party back when I was a student at Lion’s Heart, but does that really deserve sending me extra documentation that wouldn’t have been necessary? And he can’t convince me that signing a document about Scarlet’s ‘permission to go to the swimming pool’ is something that a guardian should be fucking signing!!!

A knock sounds from his door, making Cipher raise his head and look through his nanomachines at whoever is on the other side of the door. And when he sees Sylver there, he says, “Come in.”

Sylver quickly makes his way into the office, only briefly glancing at the stack of documents before sending a look of pity towards the leader of his Association.

“Don’t give me that look,” Cipher mutters. “What did you need?”

“It’s about Scarlet,” Sylver says, making Cipher groan and put his face in his hands as he mutters, “Just what did she do now…?”

Sylver blinks in surprise before saying, “I was training her for a while and noticed that she was quite a bit stronger than she should’ve been when fighting against me. Stronger against me than the dummies. So after some sparring with her, I realized that she has to have her Predator Skill at either Predator III or Predator IV.”

Cipher’s head shoots up from the desk as he shouts, “She what?!”

His shout doesn’t faze Sylver, and he continues, “Furthermore, after more sparring, along with asking some questions of the researchers who were with her, I’ve come to the conclusion that she likely has Predator IV.”

“But that would mean that she’s fought and killed something at least fifty levels above her,” Cipher mutters, anger beginning to flare in his eyes as he realizes what Scarlet had said when he was talking about her fighting the demon knight. And as he thinks about it, he vaguely remembers seeing her face twitch when he said it was probably around level thirty. “That little sneak…”

“If there’s nothing you need me for, then I’ll take my leave,” Sylver says before turning around. But before he can reach the door, Cipher says, “Wait, you said you were training her? What did you teach her? I need to know for when I start her combat lessons tomorrow.”

Sylver turns around and begins explaining each of the moves he taught her, along with the basics of sparring while using her skills.

After listening for a few minutes, Cipher narrows his eyes on Sylver.

Why do I feel like they did something else as well, but he won’t say?

Sylver doesn’t let any signs slip, so Cipher lets it go. But he does ask one more question.

“Why did you teach her, anyways?”

This time Sylver opens his mouth to speak, only to pause, not getting anything out for a few seconds. Then he eventually says, “I don’t know.”

Cipher frowns, but still says, “Alright. You’re dismissed.”

Sylver nods and leaves the office, shutting the door behind him with a click that resonates throughout the room as Cipher continues staring at the door.

Suspicious. Very suspicious.

He continues staring at the door for a few seconds before shrugging.

Then again, he’s never really been the type. So I doubt it’s that.

Cipher looks up at the ceiling before closing his eyes with a grimace.

She killed a demon over fifty levels above her in her first Fracture, has the highest recorded capabilities in the world, and uses blood magic.

Several seconds pass in silence.

And for some reason has wolf ears despite having regular blood magic.

Cipher eventually opens his eyes and turns on his office computer. He then navigates to a folder that he has yet to show Scarlet and clicks on it, opening the folder. One that is labeled ‘White’.

Inside of the folder is the image of a baby Scarlet with raven black hair and small little specks of red in her otherwise grey eyes. The baby is being held by a woman with stark white hair and grey eyes. Eyes incredibly similar to the ones Scarlet used to have before becoming a Guardian.

But what strikes Cipher more is the similar appearances between Scarlet’s current appearance as an adult and ‘White’s’, despite the drastically different colored hair and eyes.

Is she really your daughter? Because if so, then everything would finally make sense… sort of. Because the ears still aren’t making sense to me.

“It would also make things even more complicated,” Cipher mutters after a few seconds.
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Scarlet

After the sparring, I take a quick shower before calling it a night. But the next morning, I’m woken up by the sound of loud footsteps entering my suite.

I rub my eyes as I sit up in my bed, more than a little annoyed at being woken up. Again. For the third time since coming here. Out of three nights.

It’s not a robot this time, as robots don’t have footsteps. They simply roll in or hover over the ground.

Which means it’s someone with the clearance to enter my suite. And I can only think of a few people who would likely have that clearance…

Soon enough, I hear Allen shouting while banging on my door, not daring to open it when I could be undressed or something.

“Scarlet! Wake up right now and explain to me why the fucking hell you thought it would be a good idea to fight a demon knight over fifty levels above you!!!!”

Oh.

I scowl at the door.

He’s just mad about that.

I glance down at myself to find that I’m wearing a tank top and shorts before muttering, “It’s too early to deal with this.” Then I glance at the clock to find that it’s six AM, only to look up at the door through sleep filled eyes and call back, “Come back in a few hours!”

“Come back in… what?! You can’t just ignore this, young lady!” he shouts, but I’m already going back under the sheets and using my pillow to cover my ears.

Then I fall back into the comfortable confines of sleep.



Several hours later

I groan as I climb back to my feet from the mat, only to spit out a mouthful of blood.

Maybe going back to sleep was a bad idea.

My gaze goes towards the still-irate man who’s been beating me up since I woke up in something that he calls ‘sparring.’ Which in reality, is nothing like the sparring I did with Sylver. This is more just him teaching me while using the chance to take his anger out on me.

Or is it the other way around?

Well either way, he’s certainly enjoying our combat lessons with way too much vigor.

“You too weak to move on? Or was that level fifty-three demon knight just sitting there for you to kill?” Allen taunts me, making a vein throb in my forehead as I rush at him again. “Wrong.” Only to be knocked flat on my ass again by Allen. “You leave too many openings, not to mention that you forgot to use your skills entirely in that attack. Try again.”

I want. To punch. Him. Soooo badly!!

After a second of life draining him, which he learned about through Sylver and decided to use to lengthen our lessons, I climb back to my feet again and enter a ready stance, just like he and Sylver taught me.

“Good. Now again!” he shouts, and I burst forward to attack.



A good five hours straight of pain later, I find myself barely dragging my sore body into the cafeteria where I order two of everything on the menu. Because using so much blood magic was quite possibly the most hunger inducing thing I’ve ever done.

It doesn’t help that he didn’t let me have much time for lunch earlier either.

Also, is it just me, or is everyone sending me looks of pity?

I look around for a second to find everyone hurriedly turning away and focusing on their food.

My eyes narrow.

Definitely something going on here, but I’m too tired to figure out what.

I sit at what’s become my regular table in the corner before lying my head on the table as I wait for my food to arrive. And only a few seconds later, I hear footsteps approaching. But at the same time, I don’t smell any food. So I raise my head to see who it is, just to find Michael approaching me without any food or anything, really. And he’s still in his uniform.

“Why do you always wear your uniform?” I mutter while resting my head on my arms on top of the table.

Michael looks down for a second before looking at me and answering, “Well, the status it grants me when I’m out of the Association and the university campus. That and the magi-tech in it.”

I blink in surprise, raising my head slightly.

“It has magi-tech?” I mutter, a little bit more curious about the uniform.

The nature magic Guardian looks at me surprised for a second before answering, “Yeah. You didn’t know? Silver Works makes the uniforms.”

My mouth parts open slightly for a second before closing again.

“Oh.” I mutter, only for the sound of food, err, the waiter approaching to grab my attention away from the man.

Somewhere in the corner of my mind I hear him chuckling as I quickly begin digging into my food the moment it’s placed in front of me.

I can ask Allen later what the magi-tech in the uniforms do. For now, filling my empty stomach is more important.

Time seems to freeze as I practically devour all of the food in front of me before I make my way through towards my suite. And after sluggishly closing and locking the entrance, I walk over to my room, then flop on my bed, not bothering with a shower this time, instead using clean. Because that would be more effort, and we can’t have that.

I let out a sigh of relief the moment my face hits the pillow, and I don’t even bother taking my jacket off to sleep, just like the first day I got here.

Out of the corner of my eye, I notice Tar appearing and tugging the blanket over me.

“Thank you…” I mutter, my eyes drooping before fully closing.

The number of times he told me not to push myself, and now he’s doing this to me?

Must be karma.

It’s got to be.

“Just go to sleep,” Tar says as I feel him lying next to me. So I hug him while going to sleep.
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Scarlet

I can’t help but groan and curse at the same time as I am woken up by my door opening to a robot entering. But by the time I bring my head out from under the sheets to look, the robot is already gone, with two bagged uniforms lying on the floor of my room.

Oh. Right. The uniforms for Lion’s Heart.

Why can’t these people find a better time to barge in anyways?

I glance at the clock to find that it’s 7:30AM. Which isn’t as bad as the jerk from yesterday.

Turning my attention back to the uniforms, I get up from my bed with a grunt before grabbing them both and putting them on my bed, where I leave them to get ready for the day. Then, after doing that, I come back to them again.

I stare at them for several seconds, only to shrug and leave my suite, locking the door behind me.

Time to check out the library.

As I walk across the base – only getting myself lost once in the process – I notice that everyone is acting rather tense. Which in hindsight makes sense, considering that it’s been a few days since a Demonic Assault. So another one is bound to happen either today or tomorrow.

That thought shakes out any of the sleepiness that was lingering in my head as I come upon the library, which is rather large. Practically the size of one of the biggest libraries in a Tier 3 city, or a public library in a Tier 2 city.

I walk inside, briefly taking a moment to take in the massive size of the place before focusing on the lady standing behind the counter, who is also looking at me now.

“Welcome, Scarlet Wolf! How may I help you today?” she asks, sounding incredibly polite. Which just makes her use of my title feel even worse.

But I guess I better get used to it as it’s most likely gonna stick.

The woman looks to be in her early to mid-forties, with brown hair and a warm, motherly face. She’s wearing a red blouse and a black pair of pants, with a watch on one arm and several books stacked up next to her on the counter.

“I was wondering if you had any books on Guardian Laws?” I ask while glancing around the library, only to turn my head back to her again when she answers, “Of course! Only the best for the Silver Association Guardians after all!”

That statement makes me cringe a little inside.

“Joey! Go get the Basics of Guardian Law, by Jonathan Legrange, the Introduction to Guardians, by Rachel Whiteford, and The Differences Between Human Law and Guardian Law, by Andrew Smith!” the lady shouts at some young kid who immediately scurries off to the left side of the library. “They’re in the Guardian-Government section!”

When the boy doesn’t stop running, she shouts, “It’s in the other end you dolt!”

That gets the boy to turn around rather quickly.

I can’t help but wonder if the boy is this lady’s son or something, but before I can so much as ponder over that, she turns back to me and asks, “By any chance, do you like reading?”

“Uh,” I stutter for a second before answering, “Yes. Why do you ask?”

She leans against the counter while tilting her head ever so slightly as she says, “Oh, just wondering if I’d be seeing you again on a regular basis or not. It’s always nice to find new readers here! Especially amongst the Guardians!”

Actually, that reminds me.

“I know that there are a lot of non-Guardians on the base as well as the Guardians, but why is that?” I ask the question that’s been burning in my mind since I arrived. Just that I never had the time to ask.

She doesn’t actually look surprised as she answers, “Everyone who works here is from Silver Works, and we have all been vetted by either Sage or Cipher himself, proving that we’re trustworthy enough to work here.”

My eyebrows rise at that quick answer.

“Guess other new Guardians have asked the same question?” I ask, genuinely curious.

“Hit it right on the nose,” she says, a grin breaking out on her face. Only for the grin to drop as she turns to look at the kid and shouts, “What’s takin ya?!”

As if summoned by her shout, the boy comes running with three books in his hand of varying sizes. He then tries to hand them to the lady, only for her to point him at me. But he seems to grow shy once he gets near me, even blushing just from looking at my face.

I reach out and take the books before thanking him and the lady and walking over to find a nice spot to read. Which I soon find to be a comfortable reclining chair next to a window on the second floor of the library.

Very nice place to read indeed.

I spread the three books out on my lap as I recline the chair back and stretch the legs of it outwards. The thickest of the three books is titled Basics of Guardian Law, whereas the other two are both about the same size. But I decide to go ahead and start out with Introduction to Guardians, because a refresher never hurts. Especially when this probably has more information about being a Guardian than the school taught us.

The moment I turn the cover though, I find the words ‘The Saviors of Humanity’ written in large print on the first page.

Guess I know where the author of this book stands on the Guardians.

There are multiple standpoints, with some researchers and critics believing them to be the saviors of humanity, and others believing us to be rather sinful, and not much better than the demons. A sort of necessary evil, since we have power, and there are more than a few Guardians who tend to lord that power over the non-Guardians. In fact, some even over other Guardians who happen to be weaker.

It’s rather sad to be honest. But the public kind of ignores those bad Guardians as they don’t number very many, and they’re almost always in Tier 3 cities.

I flip to the next page and begin reading the book.
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As it turns out, there really is some stuff I hadn’t read about before in the book. Or learned in general.

Such as the origin of why Guardians started becoming celebrities in the first place. Which in hindsight should’ve been rather obvious.

After all, people needed hope when they were faced with what they saw as the end of times, and making Guardians – people with supernatural abilities that fight off their worst nightmares – into public figures for everyone to look up to makes perfect sense. It brings that spark of hope needed by the people.

And the Guardians get fame, fortune, and opportunity in return for being put on a pedestal. So it’s a win-win situation.

It was never really specified in class. Just the fact that it happened and some of the important developments in Guardian Society throughout the last two centuries.

Nothing else in the book is new to me though. Just stuff about the Guardian’s competitive nature towards each other, the bare bones about what the public understands about spirits, the specifics behind our status and the stuff that was already explained to me by Tar.

In the end I close the book and move onto the next one. Basics of Guardian Law.

The very first page specifies the exact laws that are the most important and that every Guardian should know.

	The Assault Obstruction Act – Obstruction of a Guardian from entering a Fracture of any Class by anyone except another Guardian is prohibited by the law and is grounds for a year’s sentence in prison. 
	The Guardian Assault Obstruction Act – Obstruction of a Guardian from entering a Fracture of the same Class as themselves by another Guardian is prohibited by the law and is grounds for a severe fine defined by the government unless said entering Guardian does not own a certification granted by attending and or graduating from a Guardian University. 
	The Rightful Earnings Act – All Guardians are to be paid fairly by the government office for each Fracture they clear out or assist in clearing out based on an amount determined by a randomly selected jury of citizens and past payments to other Guardians as a whole made for that Class of Fracture. 
	The Association Act – Guardians may create an Association of their own with the permission of one of the Knights or every member of the Council of Governor’s. These Associations may take in other Guardians, train them, acquire and distribute their Fracture payments, and act as partially responsible for the Guardians during their stay in the Association. 
	The Lawful Associations Act – Associations must pay their Guardians at least 90% of their earnings from the Fractures they specifically help clear out, in addition to whatever their pay would be for working under the Association’s employ. 
	The Guardian’s Law Act – Any criminal charge applied to a Guardian is to be taken under consideration in a court of law and decided upon whether it should be redacted or reduced based on that Guardian’s circumstances. 


Huh. I actually didn’t know about the last three laws at all. They of course taught us about the first three acts, but I guess it makes sense that they wouldn’t just go around telling people that a Guardian could get off Scott-free for breaking a law that a regular person would be sentenced to years in jail for. Or even just fined for breaking one that would lead to a life sentence for a regular person if the Guardian is important enough to society.

I do feel as if I remember hearing rumors about a couple of Guardians breaking the law and then having it covered up for them or something.

As for the fourth act? The Associations? I knew about them but not what exactly they entail. Just that most Guardians join an Association because it benefits them to work together in a lot of Fractures rather than working alone. And Associations come with a stable pay and other benefits.

Like this base for example.

I continue reading, but the first several chapters are literally just going over the laws I just read. Pointing out every detail about them, going over their origins, and even covering some court cases that they were used in.

All rather boring stuff, but I make sure to read through it once at least before moving on.

I can study that later for university.

After those chapters, there are a few dozen other laws specified towards Guardians. But none of them are really that relevant. So it makes sense that they’d ignore them.

I also notice that there are very few laws protecting a Guardian’s privacy. Which is rather stupid, but I do at least understand that they’re trying to make Guardians into public celebrities. And having extra laws to protect their privacy might hinder that, especially considering that Guardians are generally far strong enough to protect themselves.

After all, humans will never be anywhere near as strong as a Guardian. Nor as wealthy.

And from my understanding, the majority of Associations tend to do some less than legal cleaning of the internet, if what Allen told me is true.

He also mentioned that the government overlooks it since it’s part of their powers, and they don’t want to piss off the Guardians.

“You humans sure love making such complicated laws,” Tar suddenly says, having apparently been paying attention as I read.

Well, how do you fae organize your society if you don’t have them?

I feel a vague sense of confusion from Tar before he simply states, “The King makes all of the important decisions. And if he doesn’t care about it, then it’s left to the council to do what they believe he would do if he did care.”

Wait. So the fae have a tyrant as a ruler?

Wow.

Did not expect that.

“And now you see why it’s so important to select the right heir to the throne,” Tar says while appearing in the air in front of me despite us being in the public before he floats down and lands on my lap. “If the wrong heir is chosen, things could go horribly wrong in our realm. Although it shouldn’t affect you, since the fae still need humans and demons to contract in order to nourish themselves. Otherwise we’d just starve to death rather slowly.”

Huh. That’s rather sad.

“Yes, that it is,” Tar replies in his usual robotic tone of voice. But somehow I think I sense a hint of sadness inside of it despite that.

Anyways, time to move onto the next book.
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The third book really isn’t much use in the end. All it does is go over the specific differences in how the laws apply to a human compared to a Guardian. But I do feel like it could be something that might be tested over in a class, so I make sure to read it all anyways.

By the time I finish reading it and look out the window, I realize that it’s already the afternoon, and my stomach is growling rather loudly. So I grab the three books and head off to turn them back in before going to the cafeteria and grabbing some food.

Several minutes into my meal though, I hear someone approaching my table. And when I look up, I find it to be Sylver who doesn’t seem to be all that happy.

“I’ve been looking for you for hours now,” he states, irritation clear in his tone. “Where have you been?”

I stare at him for a few seconds before answering, “I was reading up on Guardian Law in the library.”

That seems to surprise him for a second, following which he lets out a sigh. “The library. Of course.”

“So, why did you need me?” I ask before digging into my food again, occasionally glancing at him in the process.

He watches me eat with an incredulous look on his face as he says, “Your father told me to train you today since he couldn’t make the time to do it.”

I finish chewing the food I’m eating right now and mutter, “Oh.”

Sylver watches me eat for a few more seconds then sighs and sits down at the table. “I’ll just wait for you to finish eating then.”

Cool.

In hindsight I should’ve expected Allen to be too busy to train me and teach me on a daily basis. He is after all the CEO of one of the most successful companies in the world, and the leader of a powerful Association. Which comes with a lot of responsibilities.

“You’re not even going to comment on his calling Allen your father this time?” Tar asks out of curiosity.

No point. Everyone just keeps doing it anyways since it’s clear that Allen thinks of me that way. And while I do view him as a father, there are reasons why I can’t admit to it out loud. At least not until I’m strong enough that my orphan status doesn’t matter.

So why bother correcting it every time?

It’d just get old fast.

The tanuki doesn’t say anything in response to that.

Time passes and soon enough, Sylver looks incredibly bored. That is, until right before I finish eating, when a shattering sound resonates throughout the city and the air itself becomes tainted red.

Practically everyone shoots to their feet as a siren then begins echoing across the city, marking the beginning of another Demonic Assault.

“Everyone, begin preparations for the Assault as you wait for your assigned Fractures,” Sage’s voice echoes from the intercom, just as emotionless as always. “They will be sent to you through your terminals shortly.”

The intercom beeps as it’s shut off, leaving me frowning at the mention of a terminal.

“You haven’t gotten yours yet,” Sylver says as he taps the thing on over the forearm of his clothes. Then he reaches up and taps on the amulet he’s wearing, making it transform into a full body magi-tech suit. “Your orders should be going through my terminal as well.”

As if summoned by his words, his terminal flashes and Sage’s voice echoes out of it, “Sylver and Scarlet, you are both to head to The Ancient Dragon 5 Star Hotel to deal with the Class I Fracture there.”

Sylver immediately begins grimacing, likely at being stuck ‘babysitting’ again. But this time it goes away as he turns to me with a blank expression and says, “Well, let’s go.”

I make a sour face at the thought of riding on a hover cycle with him again.



I’m left gawking for a second in front of the massive building that is apparently a five star hotel after we make it to the Fracture. The thing stands at what must be a hundred floors with a giant dragon snaking up the building in what I believe is the old world Eastern style of dragon? The one that looks more like a snake with wings than a dragon. A big snake with wings.

“Snap out of it,” Sylver says, breaking me from my stupor to find him dismissing the hover cycle and walking over to the building’s grand looking entrance. “Sage says that the core we’ve detected in the building is on the rooftop penthouse, where the building was apparently hosting a massive party. And the building itself is giving off Class I signals.”

I quickly follow after him to the entrance as he continues talking, “This time I’ll be leaving you to clear your way past each floor upwards as I skip through the stairs to the higher levels. Unlike the last Fracture, the majority of the people are on the top floors of the building, so the rest of the floors should have a much lower chance of casualties.”

Without hesitating, we both pass straight through the active shield into the hotel, following which he makes a break past the demons in the entry hall to head towards the stairs. Meanwhile I take a second to focus on the demons themselves.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Panther – Level 2|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Panther – Level 3|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Panther – Level 2|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Panther – Level 4|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Panther – Level 4|

There aren’t any hounds on the floor, with the only type of demon here being panthers. And they’re all quite weak in terms of level compared to the last demons I faced.

The panther spawn themselves are honestly a little similar looking to the hounds. But as panthers instead of hounds. They have black fur with streaks of red going through the black, along with glowing red eyes that honestly remind me a little of my own eyes.

Without wasting any time, I immediately use blood boil on half of them, drawing their attention to me as that half begins whimpering and falling to the ground with small bubbles of crimson blood popping on their skin, soaking their fur in the process and painting the black parts crimson. After that, I activate my claws on both hands and rush in, focusing hard in order to use the new combat moves Sylver and Allen taught me on the creatures before I eventually move on to demons that can actually prove more of a challenge.
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The Stairs of the Ancient Dragon Five Star Hotel

Sylver continues rushing through the building stairs, taking them two at a time and only occasionally stopping to slaughter the demons along the way. But as he makes his way further up the building, he eventually realizes just how powerful the demons are getting and slows down a little bit.

It’s only the fortieth floor, and there are already level sixties? Shouldn’t they be higher up if this is a Class I…

His eyes widen in shock as he mutters, “Oh shit.”

In a rush to confirm his theory, Sylver speeds up his stair climbing to leaping from the bottom of each staircase to the top without wasting any time until he eventually runs into a Class II, level 102 Demon Fomorian. The creature has a humanoid form with grayish green scales coating its entire body, a set of worn out looking leather armor, and the head of a crocodile with a sword as equally worn out looking as its armor.

“Fuck!” he shouts before jumping around the creature’s sword to throw a bolt of silver lightning at its back, which he follows up shortly by extending a blade from the armor at his wrist and stabbing it into the creature’s neck. Sylver then reaches out and taps a few times on the terminal on his arm, sending a call out that is quickly accepted by Sage. “This is not a Class I Fracture! I repeat! This is not a Class I Fracture!”

Sage’s face changes from her usually indifferent one to show surprise before her eyes narrow and she asks, “A Hidden Core?”

Sylver nods his head as he starts running up the stairs again.

A couple seconds pass with the only noise being that of the demons in the building and his feet touching the stairs until it’s broken by Sage eventually saying, “Confirmed. On second diagnosis of the building, Class II signatures can be read from floor seventy and up. And on further analysis and inquiries to the bunkers on the floors surrounding the suspected location of the Class I core, we have confirmed that a bunker was indeed sealed by a panicked individual after they saw demons attempting to leave the bunker. However, the individual felt too guilty to come forward about it until asked, and it was therefore left unreported until now.”

The man nods his head, “Thanks,” before ending the call, slaughtering another fomorian, and then pausing.

Scarlet is left down there unknowing of the other core…

He frowns as he looks back down the stairs, only to shake his head and continue climbing upwards anyways.

She can handle herself if it’s just the first half of a Class I Fracture.

Despite that thought, he does send a drone back down the stairs without stopping, with the drone having the orders to relay a message to her.



Scarlet

The first four floors don’t take long to clear of demons as all there are on them are the level ones through level fives, and I can hear every last one thanks to my ears.

I don’t stop moving until I reach the fifth floor, where I pause at the stairs to ask, “Show me my System messages please.” And the System immediately does as asked, showing a pretty impressive list of messages, most of which are from me killing lower leveled demons.

{Level 3 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x14

{Level 1 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x20

{Level 2 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x21

{Level 4 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x10

{Level 5 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x7

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x39

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing over one hundred demons total. Skill Points will no longer be earned through killing demons ten or more levels beneath your own.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing ten each of three or more different types of Demon Spawn.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 16. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 17. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Blood Siphon’ has leveled up to level 3.]

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 2.]

I can’t help but grin at the pleasant feeling of raising my stats after using the free points before opening my status to check out my stats and total skill points.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 17	SP: 103
	Stats:

	Physical: 52	Mental: 46	Magical: 49
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 501/1127	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 3	Description
	Blood Siphon	Skill Level: 3	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Clean
	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Repair	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Predator IV	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Yes! I broke one hundred skill points!!!

Although when I focus on the description for Life Drain, it didn’t change at all. And neither did Blood Siphon.

I quickly rush to open my Skill Store, only for Tar’s voice to resound in my head before I can do so.

“Didn’t you decide to wait before using your skill points to see if you’d get anything at a higher rarity?”

A frown appears on my face at that, but when I open my mouth to respond, I end up closing it again at the sight of a drone flying through the staircase before stopping right in front of me.

“Message for Scarlet Asger, the Scarlet Wolf. Message for Scarlet Asger, the Scarlet Wolf. Message for-”

“Okay, I got it already! Just tell me the message!” I tell the thing while slamming my fist on top of the circular drone, making it shut up for a second before beginning to replay whatever message it has.

“Sage has confirmed that this is not a Class I Fracture as we were led to believe. I repeat. This is not a Class I Fracture.” Sylver’s voice echoes out of the drone, making my eyes widen at the gravity of the situation. “Sage has informed me that reinforcements won’t be arriving for another two hours, as many of them were sent to deal with a nearby Class III Fracture. Hold out until the reinforcements arrive, and do not push too far towards the Class I core on the fiftieth floor of the building.”

After saying its peace, the drone suddenly starts flying back up the stairs again, leaving me on the fifth floor staring after it.

“Well, shit,” I mutter.
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“I think you need new skills. Now,” Tar says, appearing in front of me with his tanuki arms crossed.

I nod my head and open up the skill store, only to find my eyes widening at the sight of a couple of new and very nice looking skills.

	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Blood Thirst	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least fifty levels, by killing at least one hundred demons, by entering a Class II Fracture before level twenty, by killing over one hundred demons within your first week of contracting, and having achieved all of these requirements while at Class I.	On account of the user’s absolute blood thirst and utter lack of a self-preservation instinct, you have learned to grow stronger through each kill.
This skill passively increases all of the user’s statistics by a flat 0.5% bonus for each enemy slain for a period of one minute after their death.
This effect is stackable.
	Passive
Legendary
	60
	Life Energy Transfer	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least ten levels, by being level fifteen or higher, by draining the life energy of at least ten different creatures, and by having blood magic.	A healing skill that allows the user to transfer life energy to another being in order to heal them.	Active
Rare
	20
	Blood Bank	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least ten levels, by being level fifteen or higher, by having siphoned off or manipulated the blood of over ten creatures including your own, and by having blood magic.	A storage skill that allows the user to store the blood of either themselves or other creatures in the void for use at a later time.	Active
Rare
	20
	Blood Sacrifice	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least ten levels, by being level ten or above, by almost dying once, by hurting yourself to enhance a blood skill, and by having blood magic.	A sacrificial skill that allows the user to burn their own blood in order to get a temporary boost in their physical capabilities.	Active
Rare
	20
	…
					


Both Tar and I stare at the legendary skill for several seconds. Then Tar just bursts out into laughter.

When faced with my scowl, he just explains mid laughs, “Even the System’s making fun of your recklessness!!”

I continue scowling at him for a few seconds before letting out a huff and turning back to the store box again.

Should I buy it or-

“Yes.” He answers right away without a hint of hesitation, ending his laughter at the same time.

I blink in surprise.

That was fast.

“You do not waste time when getting Legendary skills,” he explains as if it were some universal law. “Also, to explain that note in the skill’s description, the skills begin to have a bit more flavor in their descriptions when you get to the legendary and mythic skills.”

Oh. So it wasn’t just the System making fun of me personally then.

That’s good to know.

I purchase the legendary skill without another thought, leaving me with 43 more SP remaining. Of which I decide to spend on Blood Bank to store the blood of the demons I slay so that I can use it for my claws later on. And the last 23 SP I decide to use just going ham on leveling up the new legendary skill.

Tar is briefly surprised by that but doesn’t seem against it. Probably because it’s a legendary skill.

[Skill ‘Blood Thirst’ has leveled up to level 2.]

[Skill ‘Blood Thirst’ has leveled up to level 3.]

[Skill ‘Blood Thirst’ has leveled up to level 4.]

Interesting. It cost only 3 SP to level up Blood Boil once, but it cost 5 SP to level up Blood Thirst once, then 7 to do it again, and 9 to do it again. Taking up an entire 21 SP just for three levels.

“That’s because the higher the rarity of the skill, the more expensive it is to level up,” Tar explains before adding, “Check the skill again.”

And so I do, only to find that the amount of time each stack of the skill lasts has been extended to 1 minute and ten seconds.

Nice.

“If I had to guess, then I’d say it should have an increase in the percentage that each stack increases your stats by in the next level. On every fifth level.”

Now that sounds very nice.

This skill really does sound incredibly useful. At least, when I’m fighting large numbers of enemies that is.

Not all that useful outside of that though.

“Don’t complain about a legendary skill,” Tar berates me with frustration obvious in his usually robotic voice. “Other Guardians would kill to get one of those.”

Yeah, yeah.

It will certainly help while I’m clearing these floor of demons at least.

I quickly check my status again to see how much my mana has regenerated before closing it again at the sight of it having gone up by about twenty-one points in the short break we’ve taken. Which in hindsight isn’t very much.

Any chance I can find a skill later on that’ll increase my mana regeneration?

“That’s probable, yes. I also wouldn’t be surprised if you found a skill to convert life energy into mana or something like that,” Tar answers while floating into the air.

That could work. Because my mana regeneration isn’t fast enough to slaughter my way through all of these monsters.

“Well look at the bright side,” Tar says. “That legendary skill you were complaining about will also increase your mana by somewhere between thirty to fifty points per stack.”

My eyes widen in shock at that.

By the stars, are you serious?! If I can keep the bonus going…

“Right. As long as you keep killing demons back to back, Blood Thirst will keep increasing your mana in a sort of temporary mana storage, making your skills only draw out of that before it vanishes again,” Tar explains, making me finally realize why this skill is so amazing. “With this you could farm weaker demons all night long with very little time spent regenerating your mana.”

Okay. I love this skill.

I can’t help the wide grin that splits across my face as I run into the floor proper, straight at the level three Spawn I find near the entryway. And before it can react to me, my speed from having fourteen levels on it making me too fast for it to notice at first, I activate my blood claws and dig them straight into the creature’s neck, draining the blood inside. Then a message appears in my vision.

[Blood Thirst Effect applied. Stack is now 1]

My grin grows even wider.
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Who knows how much time passes as I slaughter my way through the fifth through tenth floors, not even stopping to talk to the few people I do once in a blue moon find as it would only waste my stacks. But eventually I do have to stop since despite the nice effect on my mana that Blood Thirst has, the drain on my mana from fighting is still greater than the stacks in the end, albeit only by a little bit. So I do run out and have to take a break.

I lean up against the window as I let all of the System messages flow by.

{Level 3 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x29

{Level 1 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x11

{Level 2 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x14

{Level 4 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x23

{Level 5 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.}  x12

{Level 6 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.}  x4

{Level 7 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.}  x5

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 18. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 19. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 4.]

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 3.]

Well, there goes my Skill Points.

“I did tell you at one point that Skill Points would become harder to come by at later levels,” Tar says while simply looking out the window at the moon.

Yeah, that you did. I’m rather surprised we haven’t run into any hounds yet though.

“We will likely start running into them soon,” Tar says before floating down and sitting on the ground. “I’m willing to bet we’ll be seeing some huntsmen soon as well.”

I groan at the thought as I remember the feeling of being struck by a huntsmen’s crossbow bolt.

That was not fun. Not in the slightest.

But on the bright side, it also means I should be getting Skill Points again soon.

Whether I want to spend those points on leveling up my skills or just buy another skill is an important question though.

“I’d recommend getting your current levelable skills to level five before going to get more again, since if you keep that up you’ll never level your purchased skills,” Tar advises me, giving me a flat look from the ground next to me. One that looks rather adorable given his furry nature.

Yeah. Right. Makes sense. I’ll probably also want to level the legendary skill, since that apparently gets a lot better as it increases in level. Since of course the first few levels of it aren’t ‘legendary’, what with the skill not being static and all.

Oh, right. While we’re waiting for my mana to regenerate, I was wanting to ask this for a while.

“What is it?” Tar asks, tilting his head.

Well, from my understanding, humans drain the life force of the demons they kill. But if that’s the case, then why does the System say ‘Bonus EXP’ or ‘EXP Penalty’ when we get a message about killing something?

Tar looks surprised for a second before he answers “I guess you could say it’s because the System is processing the life force into you in a way. And it takes some of that life force for itself to keep itself running, giving you only a portion of it, which you give a small portion of to me. But when you do something extraordinary, like fighting something that is a lot stronger than you, the System tends to reward you for it by giving a larger portion. And it’s the same with the penalties, with it punishing you for killing something weaker than you.”

I stare at Tar for a few seconds before muttering, “So it’s like the System is playing us all like a video game… just pulling our strings?”

Tar nods his head. “That’s a fair assumption. But we fae don’t believe the System is actually sentient. From our understanding, it was created to be this way by the original Fae Ruler, who is long since passed by now.”

Oh. Wait, I thought Oberon was the original King of the Fae?

“Oh, no.” Tar responds, sounding a little bit reverent of his king and father. “My father has been the king ever since the first Demonic Assault two hundred years ago, but before that, it was Queen Titania who ruled over the fae. And it was Her Majesty that created the System in the first place before passing away.”

Huh. That’s interesting.

You also sound like you respect this queen Titania?

Tar immediately nods his head, showing a rare smile on his tanuki face as he gushes, “Oh, yes! Titania was amazing as a Queen! She was fair to all of her people and let the fae do as they pleased, giving us absolute freedom before father took over!”

I blink in surprise.

Wait, so your father took away the freedom she gave with his tyranny, yet you still respect him?

“Of course. He’s my father, and he is the most powerful of all the fae by leaps and bounds,” Tar says, defending his father with a frown. “What’s not to respect?”

I stare at the tanuki for a few seconds before rubbing my temples.

This is starting to give me a headache.

“What is?” Tar asks, making my headache grow worse.

Oh, nothing much.

I think we just have vastly different ideas of what’s normal and what’s respectable.

“Oh,” the tanuki mutters, seemingly growing contemplative as he lies back with his head resting against my thigh. “Come to think of it, you seem to dislike physical contact with others, but also seem fine with me lying down on you. Why is that?”

I blink in surprise at the sudden shift in topic.

Well, because you’re a cute tanuki. Not a human. No other reason.

The tanuki in question sits up and glares at me as he complains, “But I’m not a tanuki. I’m a fae, and my form in-”

You’re a tanuki. It doesn’t matter if you look like a blue human or a humanoid bat in your realm, you’re a tanuki here, and that’s all that matters tanuki.

Tar grumbles about something, but I just chuckle as I lie my head up against the window, simply waiting for my mana to regenerate.


Intermission



Inside of the Grand Mall located a few blocks down from the Ancient Dragon Five Star Hotel

Cipher crashes through the fourth floor of the Grand Mall, falling down into the skating rink while wrestling with a level 500 Demon Enforcer, the leader of the Class III Fracture that he’s inside of right now. And the moment they both shatter the skating rink, chains of ice shoot up from the ground to bind the demon in place for Cipher to bring his fist back and smash it straight into its draconic, armored face, shattering the armor covering it.

The creature lets out a loud screech of pain, but continues pushing against the ice, occasionally causing a chain to break in the process. Meanwhile Cipher continues sending blow after blow across the demon’s body, a blue energy beginning to build up around his fist in the process with each new blow until he opens his palm and slaps it straight on the demon’s chest, making a powerful blue blaze shoot out of it to engulf the demon entirely.

After the blaze fades away, so does the demon, leaving the melted ice beneath the two as water as Cipher catches himself on his knees while heaving breaths of exhaustion.

“Ya know, for a Class IV Guardian, you sure are lacking in the brute force strength if you’re struggling to kill a level 500 demon,” a female voice echoes through the skating rink as footsteps echo from the ice, following which a woman with black hair streaked with a pale blue walks right up to Cipher. The woman is wearing a very similar set of magi-tech armor as Cipher and is looking down at him while taunting.

“Ha, ha, ha, very funny,” Cipher mutters while rising to his feet. “If you’re done joking around, we still have some unfinished business.”

Frost nods her head and creates a bridge made of ice down the railing at the edge of the viewing portion of the floor all the way to the first floor, where the core was previously covered by a cage of thick black bars of some sort of metal. But now that the demon enforcer has been vanquished, it is exposed to a simple spear of ice that Frost sends flying through it.

“That makes one core down,” Cipher says while stretching his arms after walking across her bridge after her. “How about we go out to eat with Belle after this assault?”

Frost glances at her husband with a brow raised, “No Scarlet?”

At the mention of the girl, Cipher gets a strained look to his face. “I have the distinct feeling that she’s going to be too busy sleeping to want to come along.”

Not to mention avoiding you.

“Oh. That’s a pity,” Frost says, making Cipher flinch, “I wanted to give her a big hug for making it into Lion’s Heart!”

And that’s why she avoids you.

“Well, anyways, dinner sounds wonderful!” Frost says, the sad look that had graced her face at the thought of not seeing Scarlet being replaced by a happy one. “Where should we go?”

Cipher opens his mouth to answer, only to pause as his terminal rings. He closes his mouth again, holding up a single finger before answering the call to find Sage on the screen.

“The Class II Fracture at the Grand Arena has been ended, along with the Class II Fracture at the Central Subway Station. But the Class III Fracture located at City Hall is still going strong and needs backup. Please head there once you are able to.”

The man glances at his wife with a grimace, who raises an eyebrow in amusement at his subordinate seemingly ordering him around.

She’s gonna give me grief about that later, isn’t she?

He sighs after a second before responding, “Affirmative. How’s Scarlet doing?”

Sage doesn’t answer right away, making Cipher narrow his eyes with suspicion since she always answers right away.

After hearing Scarlet’s name, Frost walks up to the two and looks over Cipher’s shoulder at the screen on his terminal, only to find Sage frowning. A rare expression for the woman to make.

“Sage,” Frost growls with a scowl. “Answer the question.”

The woman looks at Frost with a slightly fearful expression before shortly answering, “The Class I Fracture the young miss and Sylver were sent to turned out to be a Class II Fracture with a hidden Class I core. Meanwhile we have not been able to send any reinforcements over their way, leaving the two to deal with it on their own until reinforcements free up from the other Fractures.”

Before Sage can even finish speaking, icy mist begins leaking from Frost’s pores, freezing the ground and making Cipher shiver a little in the process as she asks, “And you didn’t report this to your superior because?”

Even the seer shivers at the sight of Frost’s rage as she answers, “I received a prophecy. One of which implied that she would have good fortune if she were to be able to hold out on her own. And if I were to report it immediately, not only would you rush your current Fracture to go help her, putting the survivors of the Fracture in harm’s way, but I believed it would stunt her growth, therefore leading to a decrease in her value to the Asso-”

A vast wave of ice shoots out from Frost as her rage reaches new heights, making Cipher wince as the cold affects him. But fortunately for him, his wife manages enough control over it to avoid hurting him as despite her lower level, she is very much a combat focused Guardian, unlike him.

Fucking hell…

Before she can even say anything, Cipher scolds Sage, “You do not get to make decisions such as these. If you do this again, you will be sentenced to grunt work for a year, with your pay decreased along with it. I will also see that your parents are made aware of this.”

Sage grimaces at the list of punishments before declaring, “Very well, sir.”

“Make sure you send the first Class II Guardian who becomes available to her location as soon as possible,” Cipher orders her, cutting the call immediately after to find Frost glaring at him. “Yes, I know. Dinner is canceled.”
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After spending about an hour or so letting my mana regenerate back to halfway full – which was helped by me raising my mental stat again with free points and therefore increasing my mana – I begin to make my way through the eleventh floor. But not even a few minutes in, I start to hear the cries of a child along with panicked screams of a few adults somewhere down the hall. So I begin running in that direction, clearing out the two spawn panthers that try to stop me along the way.

Soon enough, I find a huntsmen aiming his crossbow at three adults and a young girl who looks to be only about six or seven years old.

|Demon Huntsman – Level 15|

My eyes narrow as I find the huntsmen’s fingers gravitating over the trigger, about to fire before I use blood boil on it, making the creature’s blood begin to boil beneath the surface as it cries out in pain and staggers, making it just barely miss its shot. The bolt going straight into the wall next to one of the adult’s – a woman who is currently hugging onto the child – head.

Everyone – including the demon – turns to look at me, but I’m already rushing towards the huntsmen with my blood claws out and ready to strike. The creature raises its crossbow to block, but I just push through, shoving the crossbow into its chest and knocking the air out of it in the process. I then kick out at it while still using blood boil, making little bubbles of blood pop across its skin before I eventually tear out its throat.

{Level 15 Demon Huntsman defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.}

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

[Blood Thirst Effect applied. Stack is now 1]

I try to catch my breath while I climb back to my feet from on top of the demon’s corpse before wiping my forehead of sweat, only to grimace as I realize there was blood on my jacket sleeve. So I deal with that by using the clean skill.

This amount of blood at this point isn’t really much to bother me, but it might be a problem for that child over there.

I’m already bad enough with kids as is, there’s no reason to add a bunch of blood smeared all over me to that.

As soon as I look over at the civilians, I feel relief at having done that. Because not only is the child still crying, but one of the three women looks like they’re in shock.

I take a second to close my eyes and focus my hearing on the floor, feeling one of them twitching in the process before I open my eyes again.

“The bunker should be open still on the other side of the floor,” I explain to the people, bringing the attention of the woman who is still holding the child to me. “There aren’t any other people on the floor, and there aren’t very many demons either. I’ll escort you there while I deal with the creatures.”

A visible wave of relief floods across their bodies as they relax a little, but that goes away rather quickly when a spawn that I had heard coming jumps around the corner, only to slow down when I use blood boil on it. This one isn’t very strong – only being around level ten or so – so I finish it off without much issue before turning back to the others again as I ask, perhaps a little callously, “You coming or not?”

Callous or not though, it does the job as the three women quickly begin moving, with one of them – the same one who was holding the child before – picking up the child and bringing her with us. Somewhere along the way though, the child calms down and stops crying, just looking around with a tiny bit of curiosity and confusion mixed into her fear.

The child looks a lot like the one carrying her, having the same blue eyes and blond hair, making me think they’re a mother-daughter pair. They’re also wearing some rather expensive looking clothing, each with magi-tech on them that I can see on their coat sleeves. Which I guess is par for the course considering what hotel we’re in right now.

After a few minutes of traversing the halls in the direction of the bunker and occasionally killing a demon or two along the way – most of which being spawn – I’m surprised by the mother suddenly saying from several feet behind me, “Thank you, Scarlet Wolf.”

My eyes widen at her use of my ‘title’ before I glance at her and give her a nod. “Don’t worry about it.”

I was on the floor anyways, dealing with the demons in the process. No reason not to help.

A few more seconds pass and we turn down another corner, only for a young voice to sound from behind me, making me turn my head to find the child reaching for me as she says, “Touchy!!!”

“No, Sara! You can’t touch her ears!” the mother immediately understands what her daughter is wanting to do before looking at me with worry and saying, “Please don’t mind her. My daughter’s just turning six today, so she’s probably feeling a little spoiled.”

“Lemme touuuchhh!!!” the kid begins to whine, making both my eyes and ears twitch a little in irritation. But right before the mother is about to admonish her again, I let out a sigh and stop moving, my ears twitching as I find no demons making any sounds nearby. Then I walk up to the mother-daughter pair and lower my head to her while saying, “Just this once. But only if you stay quiet until you get to a bunker, okay?”

“Yaay!!!” the kid practically squeals in my ear, making me wince before she roughly grabs them and starts caressing them, making me wince again at how sensitive they are.

I let her do it for about three seconds before I pull away again and immediately turn around.

Never again.

It’s like someone tickling the bottom of an incredibly ticklish person’s foot. And I’ve always had rather dull senses when it comes to that sort of thing, which only makes it worse when it’s that bad.

We continue walking through the hallway with the kid now silently mumbling about how soft my ears were with a very pleased expression on her tiny face, to the amusement of her mother and the other women who I noticed shifted their attitude towards me from a respectful but distant one to a slightly more casual and free attitude.

Maybe I shouldn’t have done that. But at least she’s quiet now, giving my ears a break from her whining.

Because if there’s one thing I hate, it’s the whining of little kids. It’s just so annoying.

My thoughts pause as I stop in place, the sound of shifting feet echoing in my ear from the bunker.
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I frown while raising one of my hands to get the others to stop. Then I close my eyes and focus on the sounds.

Sounds like humanoid footsteps stopping somewhere around the corner, directly inside of the bunker.

But judging by the crinkling sound of their strange armor – one that’s akin to flesh or some sort of pseudo hide – I’m pretty sure it’s safe to say that they’re huntsmen. At least three of them.

“Stay here,” I whisper to the others, making them tense up. “There aren’t any demons on the floor behind us, so you’ll be safe. Let me go deal with the ones in the bunker.”

My mention of the bunker seems to spring hope in the eyes of the people, but they also appear even more wary at the same time thanks to the part about demons being in there.

I turn the corner and make my way over to the bunker. And once I reach it, I quickly stick my hand out and yank it back, making a bolt fly straight past where my hand just was.

After a very brief sigh of relief, I leap into a roll, passing straight through the doorway of the bunker and letting two more bolts fly by as I roll. Then I get up and rush over to the three huntsmen, focusing first on the one on the left which is the closest to reloading. Before it can do so, I swipe my claws straight at its crossbow’s string, snapping it in the process before kicking my leg out at its own leg, knocking it on the floor.

Right as I’m about to jump over and tear out its throat though, I hear the sound of another bolt being released and barely manage to dodge it, only for another one to follow right after and tear straight into my shoulder, making me let out a cry of pain as I drop to my knees. But this time – unlike the last time I was struck by a bolt – I manage to keep my thoughts together and push against the ground with my unhurt arm, sending me over the downed huntsman who I quickly and awkwardly tear my claws across the chest of before landing in a sprawled mess on the ground next to him.

I grit my teeth in pain before getting my feet beneath me again and grabbing the bolt to yank it out. Then I glance at the downed and dying huntsman, followed by the two living ones who are both reloading.

Shit. This isn’t going well.

But the second the first huntsmen dies, I feel a small surge of relief run through my body as I grow a little stronger, and I use that surge to life drain the other two huntsmen while also boiling their blood, making the both of them miss their shots in surprise from the two sudden attacks. And I take advantage of that while ignoring the pain of the very slowly healing wound on my shoulder to rush them both with my arms out wide, knocking them both down by the neck to the ground where I then tear out their throats with the extra time that gives me.

[Blood Thirst Effect applied. Stack is now 2]

[Blood Thirst Effect applied. Stack is now 3]

Ignoring the messages, I collapse on the ground flat on my back, waiting for my shoulder to stop throbbing. But it never does since my sources of life energy are now dead.

Certainly a major problem with my only healing skill.

I lie there on the ground for several seconds before hearing footsteps echoing from down the hall, in the direction of the civilians.

Shit, did I somehow miss a demon?!

The tension that had left my body after the battle returns again at the thought, only to die down once I see the mother turning the corner of the bunker with a slightly fearful but determined look on her face. A look that grows to panic the moment she sees me lying on the ground next to three huntsmen corpses while bleeding from my shoulder through my jacket.

“Don’t worry,” I pause as a cough comes out, but fortunately not with any blood, “it won’t take-”

The woman cuts me off by shushing me.

By shushing me.

I vaguely hear Tar laughing somewhere in my head, only for him to be cut off as well once she pulls a glowing vial of blue-green liquid from her purse and then grabs my mouth, dumping the disgusting stuff down into my mouth by force. And while I’m choking the stuff down, I vaguely notice her reaching into her bag again and then feel her tugging on my jacket for something. But I’m too busy trying not to choke to look down to see what.

After having it forced in, right before I can complain and ask what that was, I feel a warm glow suffusing my wound as it closes up, making me turn my head and gawk at my shoulder.

“A potion?!” I whisper-shout, my mind blanking at the sheer cost of one of those things.

The woman just smiles and sits down with her legs to her side as she says, “Don’t worry, sweetie. Dozens of those old things aren’t worth as much as the girl who saved the lives of me and my daughter.”

I blink, surprised as I stare up at her, still lying flat on my back. But after a second, I begin to sit up and stare instead.

‘Dozens’ she says. ‘Old things’ she says.

Just how rich is this lady?!

Also, I can’t help but notice that she only said her and her daughter, acting as if me saving the lives of the other two women were of no consequence to her or something.

Eventually I manage to climb to my feet again, the woman following after me as I say, “You should’ve just waited till I told you it was safe.” Although I don’t really care too much, since it would’ve been her own fault if she got hurt.

At least she didn’t bring the kid.

Anyways, I walk up to the hallway before shouting, “It’s clear!” Calling the others to join us, which they quickly do, with the daughter walking on her own this time instead of being carried.

I warily watch the daughter walk by me while staring at my ears with an obvious desire to touch them unhidden behind her eyes.

After all of them are inside of the bunker, I walk over to the lever, only to pause as the mother says, “I’ll be in contact with you once this is over, sweetie!”

I glance at her for a second before pulling the lever without a word.

Wish she’d stop calling me that.
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I take a few steps in the direction of the stairs while putting my hands in my pockets again thanks to the lack of demons on the floor, only to pause as my right hand feels something. And when I grab it and take whatever it is out, I soon find it to be another potion.

“She didn’t…” I mutter, just staring at the potion. Then I remember the tugging sensation on my jacket while I was choking on the potion, along with her pulling something else out of her purse. “She did!”

Just how freaking rich was that lady?!

Potions are not something you just give out like candy!!! They take a Class III or higher Guardian pouring thousands of points of mana into, not to mention hours of work for each potion!!

Just one potion costs 1000 credits! Five of those could buy you a freaking house in a Tier 3 city!

And a single higher class potion costs the equivalence of almost two years of my salary right now…

“I thought you were happy about the salary you got from the Association?” Tar asks, curiosity showing in his voice as he appears in front of me.

I glance at him before sighing and continuing my way through the hall towards the stairs.

Yeah, I am happy. Do you know how much I was being paid from my last job back in Rothwell City? I was being paid a total of two credits per hour on the job. An entire quarter of what I’m being paid now while not even on the job.

“Oh,” Tar mutters, “is that normal in a Tier 3 city?”

I shake my head.

No. It’s normal for an orphan in a Tier 3 city. Regular people still tend to get three credits per hour most of the time.

In fact, most people don’t even bother hiring orphans out of the fear they may be a changeling in disguise.

Tar goes silent at that.

Neither of us say anything more about the subject all the way till I get to the stairwell.

I do wonder who that lady was though. To be able to just fork out so many potions without a care in the world, she has to be filthy stinking rich. Not to mention that she was in a five star hotel when the Fracture began.

Speaking of which, I have to try out one of the beds in this place before we leave.

“Seriously?” Tar mutters, but I ignore him at the thought of the comfortable beds.

Oh, I know. I can lie on the bed inside of one of the rooms when I next regenerate my mana!

“You’re serious…” Tar mutters again, only to shake his little tanuki head while flying next to me. “Well, I guess it’s more comfortable than lying on the floor.”

Now you’re getting it, my floating furry friend!

I smile at that thought, only for the smile to fade, replaced with a cold, serious expression as I reach the next floor. The twelfth floor. One where I hear the sounds of some huntsmen, quite the number of hounds, and a few spawn.

Well, looks like it’s time to clean up this floor. There don’t seem to be any civilians on it, so time to spam blood thirst some more.

I should also get enough Skill Points on this floor to bring the skill to level 5, where it should – emphasis on should – raise the percentage boost. Which’ll help me quite a bit.



After another binge of demon slaying that ends on the nineteenth floor, I collapse on a very comfortable bed, just bouncing up and down a couple of times before going still and letting my messages flow.

{Level 17 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x30

{Level 18 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x12

{Level 16 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x15

{Level 15 Demon Spawn defeated. An EXP penalty has been extracted for killing a creature below your level.} x22

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 20. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 21. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing over two hundred and fifty demons total. Skill Points will no longer be earned through killing demons five or more levels beneath your own.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x48

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 4.]

[Skill ‘Blood Siphon’ has leveled up to level 4.]

Ah, gotta love just listening to those messages flow by after a lot of hard work.

“It’s something most Guardians and sapient demons seem to enjoy,” Tar says, hearing my thoughts.

Well, that makes sense. It’s a nice benefit.

Say, come to think of it, you fae contract with demons too, am I right?

Tar floats above me as I lie on the bed facing the ceiling before he answers, “That’s correct. But remember that I’ve taken your side through our contract.”

Right, right. I was just curious. You know how our human’s society is, and now I know how the fae society works. What about the demons’ society? How does their society work?

We didn’t actually go over that very much in high school. All they really mentioned were the noble demons, and that almost every last noble demon lives to see Class V in power someday. And that if you should ever find yourself in a Class V Fracture, which there have been very few of over the years, then you better pray to the stars that there are over a dozen Class IV Guardians near you ready to fight for their lives, or for the very slim chance that one of the small number of Class V Guardians might be in the area to get to the Fracture fast enough before you die.

“Oh,” Tar mutters before floating down and landing on my chest. “Sure. I’ll explain it while you regenerate your mana.”
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“To start off, the demon society is a lot more like the fae than the humans,” Tar says as I stare up at the ceiling. “There are the noble demons, who you know are all Class V, except for their children of course, and then there are the four Demon Lords, and the Demon King. And every last pure blood demon is required by blood to follow the orders of the current Demon King. It’s just in their blood. Instinct.”

I shiver at the thought of being tied down to obey the orders of someone else.

Wait, you said every last pure blood demon. Does that mean I’m safe from that?

“Indeed, you are,” Tar says, not explaining any further before he continues the topic of demon society. “Out of the demons, there are various noble races, and the only ones who can become a Demon Lord are the nobles. Meanwhile the only ones that can become the Demon King are amongst the Demon Lords.”

I lower my head to narrow my eyes at the tanuki for a few seconds.

How do they know that the demon king’s commands won’t work on me if I’m the only half demon to have ever existed?

“The seven noble clans consist-” Tar begins, but I cut him off by stating, “Tar. Answer my question.”

He opens his eyes and looks at me, conflict clear in his gaze before he eventually sighs.

“Father has known about you since you were born, and let’s just say you were given an order by the Demon King once as an infant, but the magic in the order simply bounced off of your human blood, failing to take any measure of a hold on you,” Tar answers, making my entire body stiffen up.

I… I was close enough to the Demon King once for him to be able to give me an order? Face to face?

How is that… even possible?

“I apologize, but I am not allowed to give you that information,” Tar says, burying his face underneath his paws on my chest. “Know that I have already stretched the rules set in place by father about what I can tell you on this matter.”

I scowl at the tanuki for several seconds, only to eventually let out a sigh.

Fine.

I trust you enough to know by now that you don’t outright lie to me. So if you’re serious about this, and you sound like you are, I won’t push it.

But it doesn’t mean I’ll give up on trying to get my answers.

“Understandable,” Tar says, lifting his head again. “Now. The seven noble clans. Do you know of them?”

Yes, I do know that at least. Or at least I know some of the clans.

The seven noble demon clans consist of the Oni, representing the Wrath demons, the Ghouls, representing the Gluttony demons, and of course the Blood Lycans, representing the Pride demons.

I blink at that thought.

Hey, is the reason I’m so prideful because I’m half blood lycan?

“Yes,” Tar answers before continuing the lesson, “the other four noble demon clans consist of the Succubi, representing the Lust demons, the Arachnae, representing the Envy demons, the Kitsune, representing the Greed demons, and lastly, the Mindeaters, representing the Sloth demons. But remember that these are just the demon clans that almost always become nobility. There are hundreds more noble demons. Basically any demon that reaches Class V.”

I grimace at the mention of the Mindeaters. Because now that he mentions them, I do remember learning about the demon clan that specializes purely in mental attacks. The demons often like to put their target to sleep before they enter their mind and begin devouring it from the inside.

They’re probably one of the most hated demons of all, purely because of their mental attacks, which not a lot of Guardians tend to get very many defenses against. Especially since skills that defend against mental attacks often need you to be attacked with a mental skill in the first place to be able to purchase.

“Also, the Demon Lords almost always come from amongst the demon clans. Take now for example,” Tar says, his tone shifting slightly at the mention of the Demon Lords. “The four Demon Lords at present time come from the blood lycan clan, the Mindeaters, the ghouls, and lastly, the oni. And the Demon King himself is a blood lycan.”

My eyes widen at that last bit of information.

By the stars... does that mean…

“Don’t take the information based on assumptions,” Tar says, stopping my thoughts. “There are thousands of blood lycans, some of them even having been exiled from the clan. And not all of the blood lycans are equal, nor are they all closely related. Even if they are all related in some way, albeit very distantly related.”

I let out a sigh of relief.

Good to know I’m probably directly related to the Demon King, even if I’m partially of the same species as him.

Wait. He said thousands of blood lycans. As in thousands of noble demons of just a single species?

The hell?!

“Good to see that you noticed,” Tar says. “The Fractures aren’t just on Terra, or as the world used to be called, Earth. They begin on the home world of the demons, Tartarus, where the demons can pass through to your world. But the demons that are able to pass through are limited by the Fracture core, so they are often kept strictly guarded to help organize what you call Demonic Assaults better, since the weakest demons, the spawn, are often without sapience.”

That’s… horrifying.

“Yes,” Tar continues, his voice taking on a grave note. “Many humans, and even Guardians at the lower level, assume that the demons are not organized or are mostly unintelligent creatures bent solely on destruction. But that’s not true. Not in the slightest bit.”

Then why are they attacking us?

Tar opens his eyes and glances at me with a frown.

“We don’t know.”

That has me frowning as well.
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You don’t know?

Tar nods his head very gently and repeats himself, “We don’t know.”

So… does anyone know why? Is it the Demon King’s doing, or do the demons just hold a grudge against humans for some reason?

“All we know on the subject is that the Demon King – whoever it is at the time – has always held a grudge against the humans. All we can do is make our own assumptions on the matter,” Tar explains, closing his eyes again. “And the only explanation we can think of is that the humans formerly on their world before they were wiped out must have done something unthinkable to the demons, and the Demon Kings always pass that knowledge down.”

My frown grows deeper at that.

That… I’m not really sure how to feel about that. Being told that no one knows why we’re being attacked by the demons. Not even most of the demons themselves.

Also, the very fact that there were, in fact, humans living on Tartarus at one point in time is surprising.

“We didn’t find the demons until only several decades before the Demonic Assaults, as you call them, began occurring. And even we don’t know why it is that they did start occurring, nor why the demons are dead set towards annihilating all of humankind,” Tar says, surprising me again.

Wait, so the fae weren’t behind the connections between the two worlds? I kind of suspected that King Oberon or the past queen had something to do with it.

Tar shakes his head and answers, “No. We fae don’t have much power outside of our realm to begin with. We’re only absolute within the Farshore.”

My brows climb at the mention of the name of the fae’s realm.

Why is Tar suddenly being so open and free about the information he gives to me? Normally he just doesn’t bother telling me this sort of stuff, or says he can’t…

“It’s because your level is raising,” he explains, reading my thoughts.

Oh. Interesting.

Also, I know you fae can’t lie, so why did you say that the fae are helping both humans and the demons because King Oberon wanted only one mortal race? That doesn’t exactly line up with some of the things you’ve said since.

Tar answers instantly, “Because that was his original thoughts when he heard of the humans and demons on Tartarus. So he did indeed say that at one time. He just doesn’t feel that way anymore.”

And I guess you’re telling me this now because you trust me more? Or because I’m at a higher level now than before?

Silence passes between us for a few seconds with Tar neither confirming nor denying either of those possibilities before I eventually ask out loud in a random bout of curiosity, “Hey, you fae feed off of life force, right? So who is King Oberon contracted with?”

Tar stays quiet.

After several seconds pass, I look down at him again, finding him either asleep, or faking being asleep.

Did he really fall asleep, or is he just avoiding the question?

I watch him for a few seconds before sighing and lying my head back down on the pillow again.

Guess he still is keeping secrets. But at least he’s generally honest about it, and not just hiding or manipulating me as much anymore.

And the bit about my level having something to do with what he can tell me… definitely something to think about.

Still wish he wasn’t able to read my thoughts though. Because that’s just an invasion of privacy.

Anyways, it’s obvious that I’m not the only hu- err, Guardian who knows about all this. Because if Tar is willing to talk about it, then who knows how many other fae are. So it’s likely common knowledge amongst the Guardians.

Unless the information is some sort of secret only the royal fae know about?

Either way though, all of this does make me curious about who my blood lycan parent is. Because even if they were some sort of outcast – which I’m assuming they are, considering that they had a child with a human – they’re probably still quite powerful. After all, I don’t think I’ve ever heard of a single known noble demon who didn’t become a Class V demon eventually. Not that there are that many examples to go off of, considering the infrequency of Class V Fractures.

In fact, I think there’s only been one Class V Fracture since I was born. And it was a few days before I was found by Allen and brought to… the… orphanage…

My thoughts trail to a halt as something clicks in my mind.

The fact that apparently the Demon King has given me an order before but failed, meaning I was likely on Tartarus personally once or just saw him somehow in a Fracture. That one of my parents is likely a Class V demon. And that a Class V Fracture occurred just right before Allen brought me in…

It can’t be… could it have been possible for me to have met the Demon King in that Fracture? Or even somehow crossed over to this world from it?

But where does my human parent come into all of this? And why…

Damn it! Too many questions.

I clench my fist, having a serious urge to punch something in my frustration before eventually letting out a sigh and flopping my arm on the bed again.

After a few seconds, I take in a deep breath, hold it for a few, then let it out. Then I repeat that process a couple more times before looking at this a different way.

Why does it really matter who my parents are? Who I’m related to? Or even where the hell I’m from?

I am who I am, and I was raised by Allen alongside the rest of the orphans. That’s who I am. And I worked through, or rather cleaved through way too much in my life to go blowing it all off on account of stuff from the past.

Out of the corner of my eye, I notice the tanuki peeking his eye open to look at me with a proud expression on his face.

You little bugger, you were awake all along!!!

I reach out to grab the guy, but he just vanishes before I can with a chuckle resonating through my mind.

Damnit Tar! Where do you go when you do that anyways?!

An amused voice enters my head from the tanuki, “The border between the mortal realm and the Farshore. A place no mortal can enter.”

My eye twitches as I hear the clear taunting in his voice.

I look around with my eyes narrowed before closing my eyes and focusing on my ears. But nothing comes. Not until I suddenly feel something poking my ear, making me immediately flinch back with my eyes shooting open to find a tanuki floating in front of me, only for him to disappear again when I lunge at him.

Damnit, tanuki!

His chuckling just continues to echo through my head, an entirely uncharacteristic action for the tanuki.


Intermission



A Higher Floor of the Ancient Dragon Hotel

Sylver performs a backflip purely to avoid the plasma bolt being fired at him by the demon acolyte – the weakest amongst the magic using demons – before covering his foot with silver lightning and smashing it on the ground, sending a thick bolt of it through the ground straight into the demon in question. He then bends over backwards as another bolt flies straight through where his torso just was, following which he sweeps his arm out, sending an arc of silver lightning straight at the creature, cleaving it in two.

The Guardian pants in exhaustion as he leans forwards again, rising back to his full height before wiping his brow of sweat and looking around at the demons. He briefly pauses as he listens to the death messages of the level 126 demon acolytes and then walks forward to tear the mana gem out from their staffs.

At least I can finally start truly profiting off of a Fracture. Just a pity that the only things that stay behind are mana gems, with everything else vanishing with the Fracture core, back to Tartarus.

Without a care about how the world would view thoughts like that, the man raises his hand and opens a silver portal next to it before dropping the gems into the storage skill and closing it again as he begins walking towards the next room. But only a few steps later, he stops at the sound of his terminal going off.

After accepting the call, Sage’s face appears on his terminal and she immediately says, “Reinforcements are being sent your way. They will arrive in half an hour, and they consist of four Class II Guardians. However, you will have to wait for Cipher and Frost to clear the Class III Fracture at the mall for them to shatter the shield of the bunker hiding the Class I core.”

Sylver lets out an inaudible sigh of relief before nodding his head and saying, “Roger that.”

The call cuts out as soon as Sage hears his reply.

Despite his relief though, Sylver can’t help but tense up ever so slightly at the thought of Frost arriving.

If anyone’s a monster in this Association, it’d be her…

A shiver runs down his spine as he remembers when he first met her, at his very first Fracture, where he originally made his contract. A Class III Fracture where – despite the calamitous strength, in his eyes, of the demons – the woman still turned them all into living statues of ice in mere moments.

And if she’s here with her husband as well, then this is just overkill. But I guess I can understand…

His thoughts turn to the girl the same age as him dozens of floors down the building from him who is most likely recklessly killing demons with abandon. Especially now that she has that life draining skill signature to most blood magic users.

Such an unfair skill.

He shakes his head before casually glancing at a security camera and sending a small spark of silver lightning at it. His eyes then close as he focuses on the security cameras of each of the first floors, slowly going up floor by floor until he eventually finds her standing up from a bed on the nineteenth floor while stretching her arms.

Guess she was letting her mana regenerate? Guess that’s something at least. She won’t just go brute forcing it even without any mana.

“You seem to have developed an interest in the girl,” Sylver’s fae appears in the air next to him in the form of a small tiger, only the size of a housecat. “That’s not like you.”

Sylver glances at the fae before answering, “If someone doesn’t stop her, she will one day run herself into the ground. Just like I almost did.” Then he continues walking through the floor, occasionally closing his eyes and shifting his attention to the nineteenth floor as she moves through the hall into the twentieth floor. But just a single glance at the demons on the floor give Sylver pause.

They’re all level twenty or above? What?

He stops walking again as he focuses on the security cameras of each of the floors after the twentieth floor, just checking all of them for demons of a certain level. But despite searching through parts of each floor from the twentieth through the fiftieth, there don’t seem to be any other level jumps.

She should be able to deal with that. Whether Frost will be happy that she is dealing with it or not is a question to ask later. When I’m far away from Frost.

Sylver opens his eyes again, confident that the girl is safe. However, he misses as a faint, black shadow passes by him into the stairwell, making its way down the floors.

The Guardian continues through the floor, killing off the demons at a much slower pace than he was before until he eventually clears out the floor and heads to the stairs. And with a single glance at the stairs, he shakes his head to himself and stands in place at the staircase.

The higher floors are too powerful for me to deal with. Better to wait for reinforcements now.

He then looks through the security cameras again to find the girl struggling hard against a group of three demon hounds – each at level 21. But she manages to kill them, even if it takes her receiving several injuries in the process to do so before healing each of them.

Sylver’s eyes narrow as he notices something.

Is she… getting stronger with every kill she makes? But that’s… just what rarity of skill would that take?!

He watches her slowly make her way through the floor for a few minutes before sighing.

There is something really off about that girl, but I can’t put my finger on it.

“That’s not the only reason you’re keeping your eye on her, is it?” his fae asks, prodding him again after hearing his thoughts.

Sylver glances at the fae before sighing again.

“Maybe not, but that’s none of your business,” he says, returning his attention back to the stairs again as a couple demon fomorians try to make their way down them.
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I let out a sigh as the prickling sensation at the back of my neck fades away, likely meaning that whoever was watching me – probably Sylver – is not anymore.

“You really don’t like that sensation, do you?” Tar’s voice echoes in my head as I continue sprinting through the hallway towards the huntsman I find peeking its head out of a room. Before it can send a bolt flying my way though, I use both blood boil and life drain on it, making it stagger and miss its shot, therefore giving me enough time to reach it and tear out its throat.

Of course I don’t like knowing that I’m being watched but not knowing where the spy is at. It’s just unnerving.

I stretch my clawed hand out to the demon’s throat, controlling its blood to flow out of it while I can still control it with my skill and into my little blood bank.

Just the idea that I wouldn’t be unnerved by it is bizarre.

After the creature’s death finally sets in or whatever’s happening when the skill stops working on the things after killing them, I turn my attention down the hall where I hear several humans chatting away as if they weren’t in danger.

Are these idiots even aware of the Fracture going on?

My answer comes to me in the form of one of them in particular hiccupping as if he were drunk before slurring, “Wwweee, ssssshould go theerre tomorrroooow!”

I roll my eyes.

So deadbeat drunk that he doesn’t even realize there’s a Demonic Assault going on right now. But at least the guy has one friend in there who sounds sober in his pitiful attempts to get them all to stay in place.

Pitiful or not though, they at least seem to be working. For the most part.

“I still don’t understand you humans and your apparent desire to poison yourselves,” Tar says, confusion evident in his tone.

“Ya know, Tar,” I speak out loud while turning around and heading in the opposite direction as the drunk party. “I don’t understand that either.”

“Huh,” he mutters, “maybe it’s because you’re only half human?”

I can’t help but raise a brow at that, only to shake my head and continue walking without saying anything in response.

By the time I get to the last demon on the floor, the drunken party seem to have gone silent. Whether that’s because of the sober guy’s efforts – in which case I salute the man – or because they all passed out cold, it doesn’t matter. Regardless of why they went silent though, I simply pass by their room without a second glance on my way back to the stairs.

The last time I dealt with what sounds like a bunch of drunken college students didn’t end all that well, soooo… yeah. Although it might be different now that I’m a Guardian. But drunk idiots will always be drunk idiots, and someone’s status might not matter to them.

Anyways, do you know why the demons suddenly jumped in level? On the nineteenth floor, they were averaging at about level 17, but now they averaged at about level 20 or 21, without a single demon being below level 20.

“I don’t know,” Tar responds quickly enough as I step into the stairway. “Let’s just hope there isn’t another random jump in levels for the next floor as well. Otherwise you might have to fall back and wait for reinforcements.”

I grimace at the thought.

And – ironically, as if he were listening to our thoughts – I find a drone flying down the stairs with a recorded message on it.

“Reinforcements should arrive in a little less than half an hour including several Class II Guardians. Then, both Frost and Cipher should be arriving within a few hours after that to deal with the bunker’s shield covering the Class I core.”

My eyes widen at the mention of Frost.

No thank you.

I look around the stairs before glancing out the fancy stained window with Eastern dragons flying through the air.

Maybe I can find a way out of this building before she gets here?

“You know that’s impossible with the shield up,” Tar says. “Why are you even thinking that? Who is this Frost woman?”

A scary woman who has no idea what the word boundaries means. One who can probably freeze an entire building if she wanted to, killing off everyone inside. And one that makes me go shopping with her.

Tar appears next to me and stares for a few seconds before muttering, “Okay, I guess I can see why you don’t want to be here when she shows up. But it’s not like you have much of a choice.”

I let out a long and extended groan, only to glance at the drone which is still here.

Wonder what it’s still doing here? Shouldn’t it have left already?

I walk up to it before tapping it on its lens, making it bob up and down once. Then it finally begins floating up the stairs again.

Hmm. Not sure what that was about.

Anyways, I go back to the window, looking out it with my eyes narrowed as if the woman would just suddenly appear out of thin air.

At least Denise apologized for her actions and never did it again. Frost – otherwise known as Cynthia – is dead set on trying to get me to call her mom or mother, didn’t even do that. It’s like the woman is just against listening to other people. Like she just has a mental block that came with all of her power against it. And for some reason she just happens to really like me.

And I feel like I can’t yell at her or scold her for it because I know she’s only this protective and clingy because of Belle’s sister… passing away. In a Fracture no less. One that she couldn’t get to in time.

So I mostly understand how she feels, even if I personally didn’t really know Belle’s older sister.

She’s worried that something like that’ll happen again, and ever since then has grown clingy beyond belief.

After a second of silence, the tanuki speaks up in my mind, clearly avoiding the subject that I just mentioned in passing, “Make sure to remind me to never show up around her.”

You are not abandoning me to her!

“I don’t see why I shouldn’t,” the tanuki says while pointedly looking away from me without a hint of guilt on his face and then vanishing again. “Just go be a good wolf girl and go back to killing demons.”

I let out another distressed groan before climbing up the stairs once more, not even deigning to dignify him with a response to that.
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After about twenty minutes of fighting more demons, I make it to the twenty-third floor, where I pause at the top of the stairs.

“What’s that sound?” I mutter aloud as my ears twitch at the sound of some sort of sizzling noise. Kind of like a low fire burning. And I think I also hear some very faint tapping sounds.

I focus on the sounds for a few seconds before frowning.

It really sounds like there’s some sort of fire on the first floor, but shouldn’t that be too far for me to hear?

“Not necessarily,” Tar suddenly answers, “it’s likely that your senses have increased enough to be able to hear that far by now.”

I blink in surprise before staring straight ahead of me.

Wait. My senses will also be increasing as I grow stronger?

Tar appears in front of me with clear confusion on his face as he says, “Of course. Why wouldn’t they?”

Oh.

Well, I guess I was still thinking of the stats a little bit like a video game in the sense that it’s only my physical, magical, and mental strength growing as I level, and not my senses and stuff.

“Whoever made those video games clearly doesn’t know how reality works,” the tanuki says with a huff.

Wait, so how far would a Class II person be able to hear?

Tar floats around in a circle for a few seconds as he seemingly thinks on it before answering, “Someone at the early levels of Class II can probably hear about a tenth of the distance from themselves as you can hear right now.”

I blink again in surprise, only to remember that blood lycans have incredibly good hearing in general. Meaning my enhanced hearing and senses are from my demon side and not because I’m a Guardian.

Anyways, that means that if I’m able to hear some small noises from the first floor while on the twenty third right now, someone like Sylver should only be able to hear something somewhere between two and three floors away from him?

“Indeed.” Tar says before vanishing again. “But remember that it varies from Guardian to Guardian. Remember that your perception capability was Tier A?”

Oh, right. Interesting.

Well, anyways. I’m starting to hear some very quiet voices coming from the first floor stairs, which means the reinforcements have probably arrived.

“Do you think the young miss is okay?” I hear one of them asking – this one being a woman sounding maybe a bit older than me judging by their voice, footsteps, and tone.

“Probably. You’ve seen the videos too, I presume?” a man answers, sounding rather clinical in his words, with the voice of someone at the same age as the first woman.

Then again, determining age is a very difficult thing to do with Guardians, considering that when you level up, your age is stalled for a time. And if you level up multiple times at once, your age might even begin to revert a tiny bit back in the direction of your prime.

Anyways, I scowl at the ground at the thought of those videos, which are once again striking at my pride.

If only they had me in a cooler light. Then I might be okay with them. But nope. Most of them seem to be either calling me cute or calling me terrifying because of my eyes and my blood magic and claws. A rather contradictory mix if you ask me.

And neither descriptions being ones I’m okay with.

“Well, you can be a little terrifying sometimes,” Tar suddenly says, making me scowl at the space in front of me as if he were there, “especially when you scowl like that.”

Deciding to ignore the completely false words of the tanuki in my head, I begin making my way around the twenty-third floor, clearing it of demons until I hear the footsteps echoing down the stairwell stop on the same floor as me.

“She’s on this floor, and it looks like she knows about us,” the woman’s voice says again.

“How would she know about us? We haven’t even informed the ice block about our arrival yet,” a new voice says, one that’s rather androgynous, making it difficult to determine much about them from the voice. Although they do sound a touch prideful for some reason.

“What’s she doing on this floor anyways? Shouldn’t she be on a lower floor fighting the weaker demons, ones closer to her own level?” the deep and monotone voice of the fourth and final person amongst the Guardians says, making my ear twitch in my annoyance. Which seems to be happening from time to time now. As if the habit of my eyebrow or eye twitching is somehow transferring to my wolf ears.

Something I really need to stop, since it makes them look cute. And that’s not something I want.

The last thing I need are more people wanting to touch my ears. I’m already worried that if I try to go out in public I might get people trying to touch them, and I don’t need to add more people onto that list of possibilities.

Not that I’m really the type of person to go out and do stuff anyways.

“Well considering that it looks like the girl’s already cleared out all of the floors below this one, no, I don’t think she should be fighting only the demons on the lower floors,” the woman’s voice returns, making me realize that she’s able to sense everything on a floor somehow.

Are they some sort of team of Guardians, and she’s their scout or something?

“Cleared them all?! What?! How! And are you sure it wasn’t Sylver who did that?” the fourth voice returns with incredulity in it.

“I know because she’s currently finishing off the demons on the twenty-third floor who are all at least around level 22 or so, and because Sylver is currently on the 79th floor right now,” the woman patiently answers him, putting them all into a shocked silence.

I use this time to kill the last demon on the floor before making my way over to the stairwell with a scowl.

“She’s coming here now, and the energy she’s putting off doesn’t seem to be a happy one,” the woman says soon before I open the door of the hallway, revealing the group standing right outside of the stairs in said hallway.
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Yeah, they’re definitely a team.

Unless they’re all just close friends wearing matching outfits. Or rather, matching armor. All magi-tech by the looks of it, and all black for some reason.

Not that I’m complaining. Black is a wonderful color after all.

Anyways, their armor is the typical black magi-tech armor created by Silver Works, with black armor and a different colored core embedded in the chest plates of each of their armor. The big guy with incredibly dark eyes and a darker toned skin than the others has a black core, while the rather petite girl with pinkish-white hair has a white core, the man who looks to be about the same age – mid-twenties ish – as the pink haired one has full on red hair that appears to be letting out tiny sparks of flame and has a red core, and the last one has black hair with violet highlights and a violet core. They’re also quite androgynous, making it hard to tell if they’re a guy or a girl.

Guess it doesn’t really matter though.

“Talking about someone behind their back isn’t the best way to make a first impression,” I tell them bluntly while scowling, surprising every last one of them but the pink haired one. “If you’re here to check on me or something, don’t bother. Just go help Sylver upstairs.”

They stare at me – with the exception again of the pink haired girl who just stays silent – for who knows how long in stunned silence. Eventually though, I get bored of waiting and begin walking towards them, hoping to pass them by and enter the stairs.

But I guess it was too much to ask.

“Wait!” the large guy shouts right when I’m about to pass by them. “How are you able to- OOF!” he bends over and begins coughing when the guy with red hair elbows him in the gut. That very guy then bows his head towards me and says, “We apologize for our rudeness. Please forgive us.”

I raise an eyebrow, turning my gaze between the others to find the pink haired girl still seemingly uncaring of it all – likely because she wasn’t actually rude to me – and the purple cored one just standing with their hands linked behind their head. But after a second they do give me a nod, so I’ll take what I can get.

“Alright,” I state while turning my attention back to the redhead. “You three are forgiven.”

He nods his head, only to pause for a second as he likely notices that I said three and not four.

“In all honesty, I don’t really care much about what you say to me,” I state while looking at the guy who is getting back to his feet while holding his stomach with a frown. “But I’d prefer it if you said it to my face.” His frown grows even deeper and he begins to open his mouth to speak, but I cut him off again as I turn to the redhead and add, “I won’t let it create any problems between us though.”

After a second of silence, I glance at the pink haired one to ask, “By the way, what’s this ‘young miss’ thing about anyways?”

She looks surprised for a second before shrugging and answering, “You’re the boss’s daughter, so I think it’d be self-explanatory.”

This time both my eyebrow and my ear twitches.

“I’m not his daughter,” I tell her with a frown, making her raise a brow.

“I thought you weren’t going to say that anymore?” Tar questions.

Correcting someone who is saying it despite me saying he’s not my father is different from correcting someone who is saying it without me having said it before. So everyone deserves being told it once, and if they don’t listen after that? There’s no point in repeating myself.

Of course, the woman doesn’t listen to me as she says, “Well, young miss, we were going to leave Zachary here to stay with you,” she pauses as she indicates the big guy who grimaces at the same time, “but I see that that’s probably not a good idea. So what about you, Alex?” she turns to look at the androgynous Guardian who apparently has an equally androgynous name.

Alex nods their head and turns to look at me with a grin.

Why do I feel like I’m being stared at by a predator of some sort?

“Oh, right, we forgot,” the redhead suddenly says in the silence that follows the pink haired one’s statement. “My name is Leon Ledger. The one with the pink hair is Bridget Harwood, the big guy is Zachary Harris, and the last one – who is a girl by the way – is Alex Barker. And our team is called Team Obsidian.”

Called it. They are in a team.

I glance at Alex for a second.

Also, turns out they are a girl.

She grins at me, sending a shiver down my spine before I focus on Leon again – the most sane one of the group judging by first impressions.

I’m almost tempted to just go off on my own and ditch her, telling the others that I don’t need someone to be with me here. But considering what I’ve seen of this Alex girl, I get the feeling it would just make her excited about chasing me instead or something like that. Which is even creepier.

Seriously though. What’s up with this team?

I should ask Allen about them later.

That aside though, I turn to narrow my eyes at the girl, creepy or not, as I warn her, “Don’t steal my EXP.”

She just laughs.

Of course, she does.

I turn around and begin walking up the stairs, ignoring them as I reach the twenty-fourth floor and begin walking into the hallway, briefly noticing the very light footsteps behind me but nothing else. When I glance back, I just find Alex following me with a few meters in between us and her hands clasped behind her head with a wide grin still on her face.

Certainly carefree about being in a Fracture.

Also very quiet, even with my hearing being as good as it is. Makes me wonder if she specializes in stealth or something.

Regardless though, I turn around and begin hunting demons on this floor, now with a babysitter who looks to be the same age as me.
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Even as I fight the monsters, often times getting wounded, the girl just continues watching me with a wide grin on her face – respecting my desire to take them on myself. And more importantly, not lose the EXP they’d give me.

But I do notice over time that she seems to be growing a little bit more respectful in her posture, likely due to seeing me in action personally. And eventually she even stops following me, staying only at the entryways of each floor to make sure that no other demons enter the floor. Specifically ones that she believes I wouldn’t be able to handle.

At the same time, I hear her enter a call with the others.

“Yeah, she’s quite powerful for a newbie,” Alex says, a hint of surprise and respect in her tone that wasn’t there when she was talking to me. “She’s taking out entire floors of level twenty and above demons down here on what should only be her third Fracture, I believe?”

“Yes, it’s her third,” Bridget responds, no surprise in her voice as if she had already assumed I was this strong.

Surprisingly, Zachary actually stays silent this time. Probably because he knows I’m likely listening in on them and doesn’t want to say anything to tick me off. Which – if that’s the case – is smart.

My thoughts blank as I hear the sound of something smashing into something else on the floor above me, followed by yelling, the sound of something akin to glass shattering, and then footsteps. Two sets of them. One heavy and sounding like they belong to a knight, and the other the light footsteps of a human.

I stop walking down the hallway I was going through for a second to focus on the noises. By the sounds of it, some demon knight is chasing someone down the halls of the floor above me. Which doesn’t really make much sense unless that someone took whatever it was the demon knight was guarding. Because the knight should’ve been stationed as something’s bodyguard, and who would be stupid enough to do that? Especially as a regular-

A thick sword suddenly slices through the ceiling of the hallway, following which the entire ceiling begins to cave in, making me jump backwards in surprise. Then I watch as both a demon knight and a… Guardian? What?

I blink in surprise as I stare at the kid who looks to only be about fifteen or sixteen years old falling from the ceiling while scrambling in the air. He is wearing expensive clothing just like basically everyone else in this building and has a very silky looking tail of a nice silver color.

After a second, I jump through the air and catch the kid before landing on my feet a few meters away from where the demon knight lands. Then I turn around again to check out the knight’s level.

|Demon Knight – Subspecies: None – Level 30|

Uh, okay I’m not sure if I can take that. Maybe?

I narrow my eyes as the creature slowly tries to climb to its feet before I decide to go store the kid someplace safe first. So I run down the hall, very much wishing I had some stacks of blood thirst built up right now. But that skill has become a lot less useful since reaching demons who are at the same level as me. Seeing as I can’t just mass kill them all and get the stacks built up.

As I run, I glance down at the kid to find him blushing rather hard, which also makes me realize that despite me calling him a kid, he’s actually taller than me. Which probably makes this awkward for him, being held in what’s basically a princess carry. But apparently I’m easily strong enough now to lift him up, so who cares about his dignity.

After a few seconds of running, I turn the corner, open a door, and toss him inside onto a large bed where he lets out a yelp before I slam the door shut and go back to the demon knight. Who I quickly find turning the corner, so I duck under him before activating and swiping my claws across its shin, only for them to barely even scratch the surface.

Hmm. Yeah, that’s not going to work.

Time for plan B.

The creature – having missed me with its strike and instead slamming its sword into the wall which it is currently trying to get it out of – lets out a simple grunt when I start using both blood boil and life drain on it, following which I repeatedly tear streaks across its body with my claws. And even after it manages to free its sword from the wall, it doesn’t manage to do much as the sword is way too big for this hallway, making me grin wide in excitement.

Our little game continues on for several minutes until I see the kid – who I should probably stop calling that, considering he only looks to be about four or five years younger than me – poking his head out of the room. This immediately gets the attention of the demon knight who directs its gaze towards him the moment he enters its vision.

Yeah, he definitely has the knight’s charge.

Either way though, I use the knight’s distraction to tear my claws straight across its back, in a place I’ve already done so a few times before. This finally makes a crack in the scales instead of just the scratches it’s been making, and I further that crack by slamming my other fist into it, knocking the knight a step forward as it stumbles.

Then the thing just tightens its grip on its sword, climbs to its feet again, and begins charging after the boy like I’m nothing more than air.

“Seriously?” I shout, not really used to the demons just ignoring me like this.

Before I can actually get irritated though, I notice the completely wide open back of the demon knight and my grin returns.

Maybe it’s not a bad thing to be ignored like this.
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The boy lets out a short yelp and slams the door shut, as if that would do anything to stop a demon knight. But I don’t pay any mind to that as I rush up and jump straight onto the demon knight’s back while putting more and more effort into using blood boil and life drain. At the same time, I grab onto the demon knights shoulder with my left hand and repeatedly stab my right hand at its back where the cracks are the densest, slowly worming my hand’s way inside as the creature continues marching forward.

But surprisingly, when my claws reach a few inches into the knight’s back, the creature suddenly stops and raises its arms to grab at me.

“Shit,” I mutter before stabbing my claws in one more time, opening the crack a tiny bit and bending back to avoid the hand that’s reaching behind to grab me.

The thing finally decided I was a threat.

I can’t help but notice that it’s still walking towards the boy though, albeit at a slower pace.

Guess the base demon’s instincts are too powerful for it to ignore entirely.

Taking advantage of the knight’s inability to stop moving, I continue stabbing my claws of blood into the crack on its armor until the scales completely shatter in that area, letting my hand pass through into its back where they immediately begin absorbing its blood. I then begin to dig my hand around its back while the creature lets out pained grunts and groans.

Until, of course, the slow moving creature finally reaches the door that the kid closed and swings its sword, slamming through the wall with a lot less force than before. But still enough to destroy the hinges of the door and send it falling to the ground, revealing the scared ki- err, teen on the other side.

I continue digging my hand around in its insides – which both sounds and feels incredibly gross – until I find what I can only hope is one of its hearts before squeezing it, making it immediately drop its sword that it had just begun to lift again. It then lets out a long and drawn out groaning sound and drops to its knees. Then it faceplants into the ground, just inches away from the boy, making me bounce up and down on its back in the process.

{Level 30 Demon Knight defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 22. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Ten Skill Points are awarded for killing a demon knight without assistance.}

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

[Skill ‘Blood Claws’ has leveled up to level 5.]

I immediately yank my hand out of the demon knight’s disgusting insides before rolling off of its corpse and lying on my back next to it while breathing heavily in exhaustion.

That was a pain.

A few seconds pass as I catch my breath before I sit up and turn around to find the highschooler staring at me with a mixture of awe, fear, what looks like interest, and gratitude. Along with a tiny bit of irritation for some reason. But the irritation is mostly drowned out by the rest.

Ignoring the interest there entirely, I wonder what I could’ve done that might’ve irritated him?

“So are you just going to stare at me, or are you going to introduce yourself?” I ask the ki- err, the boy before standing up and adding, “Because if not, then I’m just gonna go.”

That seems to snap him out of it and he gets up after me and hurriedly says, “Oh, uh, my name is Julian. Julian Alder. And, uh, I wanted to say thank you!”

I tilt my head slightly as I examine the boy a bit better. He has silver hair to match the tail that is poking a hole through his pants – rest in peace pants – along with two silver eyes. The same glossy shade of silver as his tail. The boy is wearing an expensive looking black coat with equally expensive pants that are currently ruined by the aforementioned tail, a white scarf likely to protect him from the cold front that I heard was coming through here soon, and a single black glove on, making me wonder where the other one went.

Honestly, I kind of want to check my status right now and go through spending my SP, but I can’t when I have to deal with him.

“I’m sure he’d be pleased you were thinking so much of him,” I hear Tar’s sarcastic voice comment in my head as he comes back from wherever he was at during this little escapade. He then appears in front of me, startling the teen into scrambling backwards in a rather amusing display of swinging his arms forward trying to catch himself from falling, only to land flat on his back with a grunt.

“Ow, ow, ow…” he mutters while rubbing his lower back. Meanwhile I can’t help but cover my mouth and turn to the door, hoping very much that he doesn’t see me trying my damned hardest not to laugh.

After a few seconds of very quiet deep breaths so as to not alert him to my actions, I turn back around to find him standing up again with a fox floating next to him. One that – of course – has silver fur and eyes. Just like the kid. Err, teen.

I really need to stop doing that.

Then I find the fox somehow bowing midair towards Tar and saying, “Your highness, it is a pleasure.”

I blink in surprise. Then I glance at Tar. Then at the fox again.

Didn’t know a fox could bow. Weird.

Oh. Right. He’s royalty, so that doesn’t just mean I’ll be competing in some stupid competition against my will, but I’ll have to deal with seeing other fae grovel to him. Just great.

“I know, right?” the tanuki in question says in my mind, following which I swear I hear him chuckling.

Well then.

“Ignore the two fae,” I tell the kid – who is currently staring blankly at his fae – before turning around and walking out the bedroom door while calling back, “follow me. Oh. And my name’s Scarlet Asger.”
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The Kid Scarlet Saved

Julian wasn’t sure what he was expecting when he woke up this morning. For it to be a normal day? To go to class like a normal Wednesday and come home like normal maybe? Or even to have his sister nag at him like normal?

But what actually happened was far beyond any of that. The Demonic Assault began, and he was immediately found trapped in his own room, unable to get past the demon knight standing guard near his door, blocking the hallway off. His sister was off doing business during the entire day, leaving him to his own devices and thereby without any help. The damned neighbors on the other side of the demon knight simply ran away, uncaring of the rich kid trapped on his own, despite knowing that his father was the CEO of Magic Arc – the company in charge of every magi-tech tram in the capital city.

And right when he was about to just lie down in his bed and wait for a demon to simply navigate its way past the demon knight somehow – if that was even possible – a fox of all things appeared above that very bed, startling him into jumping backwards like a frightened kitten.

But not long after that, just like most kids his age would do, he hurriedly accepted the contract. And, also like a lot of kids his age, he thought he might be strong enough to take on the demon knight.

So much good that did… besides make me suffer the embarrassment of being carried by a cute girl with wolf ears in a princess carry…

Julian can’t help but grumble – in his mind of course – about this turn of events as he quietly follows that very same girl that he had remembered his sister gushing about how much she wanted to touch her ears just yesterday. And as he follows her, he can’t help but send frequent glances at her.

She really is cute though…

Julian shakes his head at those thoughts and continues listening to her talk, “I’m not really sure if I should be praising you for bringing me some more pre- ahem, uh for managing to find me so that I could deal with the issue or berating you for the sheer idiocy that it’d take to try stealing from a demon knight the very thing it was charged with protecting.”

Julian narrows his eyes at her poorly hidden change of words midsentence, but his guilt over the latter half of her sentence makes him look down with a sad expression on his face as he says, “Well, all I wanted to do was take it and move it somewhere else so that I could leave my room…”

How was he supposed to know that simply touching a demon knight’s charge is enough for the demon to chase you down until it kills you?

The girl – Scarlet, Julian remembers – sighs and doesn’t say anything for a few minutes as they continue walking down the hall. But eventually the silence grows too much to bear, and Julian asks, “What are we going to do now?”

Scarlet pauses mid-step then glances at him with a brow raised.

That can’t be good.

“Sorry, but there’s no we,” she bluntly says before turning around again, shocking Julian into almost stumbling, “I’ll be leaving you with a *ahem*, shall we say, ‘friend’ of mine, while I go off killing more demons.”

Julian’s eyes widen in shock as he stops walking. But the wolf girl just continues, uncaring of his rampaging thoughts.

She’s just going to abandon me?! But isn’t it her job to-

“Guardians are not given a job upon contracting,” his fae, who Julian simply calls Sly, says, his voice echoing in Julian’s head and interrupting his thoughts. “Guardians may do what they wish. And if she doesn’t wish to protect you, that is her choice. You are a Guardian now as well, so there’s even less reason for her to protect you.”

Conflicting thoughts continue running through Julian’s head, but eventually he has to shake his head and run after her since she had gotten too far ahead of him. And any demon on the floor could easily kill him right now.

They continue walking in silence until they reach the stairwell of the floor and find someone standing there tapping their foot with a single brow raised in amusement.

Hey Sly, is that a girl or a boy?

Sly doesn’t respond.

“Hey Alex, I found someone who needs your help far more than I do, so go ahead and look after this kid instead!” Scarlet says, making Julian’s head jerk over to look at her in shock – both at her truly ditching him, and her calling him a kid despite the fact that he’s several inches taller than her. And out of the corner of his eyes, he can’t help but notice Alex’s grin flinching ever so slightly. But clearly Scarlet doesn’t care, as she simply grins even wider and says, “Thank you, Alex! You’re great!” then runs upstairs, abandoning Julian to this Alex person.

Both Julian and Alex just stare at the stairs for far longer than they really need to. Even longer than the wolf girl is visible, her having likely already reached the next floor by now.

Then, as if somehow coordinated, Julian and Alex turn to look at each other at the exact same time. Julian with a disappointed and slightly fearful look on his face, and Alex with one of clear disdain and irritation.

Well, this won’t likely end well.

“Agreed,” Sly says, answering his thoughts. “But I would recommend you get closer to that wolf eared girl. Because that would be in your best interest.”

Why’s that? And why were you bowing to her fae and calling him his highness?

“Because that was the Eighteenth Prince of the Fae, and for a royal fae to choose a Guardian to contract, that Guardian must have a lot of potential. So it would do you well to get to know her,” Sly says before adding offhandedly, “and to not act on any desires you may have towards her.”

Julian blushes at that and immediately denies it.

I don’t have any desires for her!

“We both know you find her attractive,” Sly says, not missing a beat in his usual robotic voice. “And I would recommend you say something to the Guardian in front of you who seems to be getting more and more irritated the longer this silence continues.”

Julian’s eyes widen in shock, and he quickly takes note of the growing frown on the Guardian’s face.

Well, shit. This day is just getting worse and worse, now isn’t it?
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I can’t help but skip along the floor into the hallway while whistling very quietly, happy to have finally ditched that creepy Guardian lady, Alex. And not only did I manage to do that, but I also got back at her for stalking me! And gave the kid over to her as well.

“Did you give up on trying to stop calling him a kid?” I hear Tar’s voice resound in my head as I slow down and stop whistling, focusing on the demons on the floor.

Maybe.

Judging by the sounds of it, the other party started clearing out floors of demons from the thirty-fifth floor and on. But they did clear out two floors before that. Floors twenty nine and thirty two. Strictly because there were people on them outside of the bunkers that needed saving.

I can’t help but grin at the thought of having the remaining eight floors to myself, without a single human being on them to interrupt my hunt.

“Your instincts as a blood lycan really are powerful, aren’t they…” I hear Tar mutter seemingly more to himself than to me.

Ignoring the tanuki, I walk into a room before locking the door and sitting on the closest bed while opening my status. Then I quickly allocate my free points before leveling up Blood Thirst once to level 5, using up 11 SP in the process.

[Skill ‘Blood Thirst’ has leveled up to level 5.]

Now to see the difference.

I focus on the ellipses at the end of the active skills to extend it to show Blood Thirst.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 22	SP: 61
	Stats:

	Physical: 62	Mental: 60	Magical: 60
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 349/1800	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Siphon	Skill Level: 4	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 4	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 2	Description
	Blood Bank	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Clean
	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Repair	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Predator IV	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Without any hesitation, I immediately focus on the description of Blood Thirst.

{Blood Thirst - On account of the user’s absolute blood thirst and utter lack of a self-preservation instinct, you have learned to grow stronger through each kill. This skill passively increases all of the user’s statistics by a flat 0.6% bonus for each enemy slain for a period of one minute and twenty-five seconds after their death. This effect is stackable.}

“Now that’s exactly what I was hoping for,” I say out loud with my grin stretching even wider across my face as I lie on my back on the bed.

This should help me a lot. An entire tenth of a percentage per kill higher! And an extra five seconds too!

“Well, it is a legendary skill, after all,” Tar adds his two cents in. “It’d be weird if it didn’t have powerful gains from leveling it.”

Well, yeah, that makes sense. But it’s still nice.

Also, there’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you.

I close out of my status, following which the tanuki appears in the air above me.

“What is it?” he asks while floating down and landing on my chest as if this were some sort of routine.

Are other demons able to identify me? Since I’m clearly able to identify them.

The tanuki blinks at me before answering, “Yes and no. Remember when I said you can’t identify something that is the same species as you?” I nod my head. “Well, technically a ‘demon’ isn’t the same species as you. A blood lycan is. Meaning you can identify any creature that isn’t a blood lycan, and any demon that isn’t a blood lycan can identify you.”

My eyes widen in shock at that, and I begin to sit up, only for him to quickly add, “But don’t worry! The System isn’t designed to handle identifications of a hybrid, so whenever a demon that isn’t a blood lycan tries identifying you, all they will get is your human side!”

I stare at him, half sitting up as he clings onto my jacket’s collar so as to not fall off. Then, after a few seconds, I lower myself back down onto the bed again with a sigh.

Should’ve started out with that.

“It’s your fault for not asking the right questions in the right order,” Tar mutters, making me lift my head to stare at him. But he just goes silent, so I lie my head back down on the pillow again.

I unconsciously reach up to pet the furball – this being the only reason I let him use me as a bed – before muttering, “So I have to be cautious if I ever get stuck in a Class V Fracture?”

The tanuki nods his head, “Indeed. Because a blood lycan will be able to tell something’s up just from trying and failing to identify you. And that’s only if it wasn’t stupid enough to recognize the ears on your head and your eyes.”

Ears? Eyes?

“Blood lycans have a unique tail, along with unique eyes and ears. They are one of the only shapeshifting creature that has some of their beast features shown in their humanoid form, and the only one with some human features in their beast form. Such as their humanoid shape when transformed into their other form,” Tar explains, making my eyes widen again. “Putting aside the exact abilities and biology of a blood lycan, their eyes are special in that they have very little, sometimes even no black pupil in the blood red of their eyes. And their eyes are able to track whatever they deem their prey through walls for dozens of meters. Although they are only able to designate one creature as their prey at a time. Also, their tails are not made out of flesh and are instead made of pure blood solidified into metal by magic.”

I can’t help but focus on his words as he speaks. Because exact information on Class V demons is generally difficult to find. And the ‘spirits’ – from what I’ve heard – are rather tight lipped about it. So this may be my only chance to learn more about blood lycans.
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The tanuki closes his eyes and lays his head down on his paws as he continues, “You either don’t know how to use your eyes properly yet, or you can’t use them yet because you’re not a high enough level. But you do seem to inherently be able to use your ears. And the ears of a blood lycan are some of the most powerful ears in the world. They’re also a point of pride for the blood lycans, and every blood lycan hates having their ears touched by anyone. So it’s not just you in that department.”

Huh. Interesting.

Why are my ears recognizable though?

“It’s not necessarily that your ears are clearly recognizable – which they are a bit, since blood lycans are the only species with red and black wolf ears in all of demon kind – it’s more so the presence of you having the ears with your eyes and hair. That makes it more clear to the blood lycans and even other higher up demons what you might be,” he says, still not opening his eyes.

So other higher up demons might be able to figure out what I am besides blood lycans?

The tanuki sluggishly shakes his head without picking it up.

“No. They’ll just believe you’re a human contractor – which is what the demons call Guardians – that got their own reality warped into having an appearance similar to a blood lycan. After all, you’re still missing their tail. And all blood lycans bring out their tail when in combat, since it’s a powerful weapon.”

Oh. That’s good then.

On that note, what happened with the reality warp anyways? I never really thought about asking till now.

This time, the tanuki opens his eyes and meets my own as he says, “Usually a Guardian’s magic will alter the human’s body within reality itself to better suit their magic. But in your case? Your magic is already inherently suited for your body after awakening as a half demon, since all blood lycans can use in terms of magic is blood magic. So the reality warping power given off by our contract went solely into initializing you into the System and holding back your demon genes from devouring your human genes.”

That’s not bad then. It’s nice to be alive after all.

It also means that none of my current features are actually from the contract, but rather from my blood lycan side.

Silence fills the room for several minutes as we wait for my mana to slowly regenerate.

“I really wish I had some sort of skill to increase my mana regeneration…” I mutter out loud, only for my eyes to widen at the mention of mana regeneration. So I raise my head slightly to look at the tanuki who has his head on his paws and his eyes closed as I ask, “What decides a person’s mana regeneration anyways? And their mana capacity, come to think of it. Since you never gave me an answer and I forgot to look it up.”

The tanuki cracks an eye open before glancing at me, sighing, and answering, “The mana stat is dependent on your power capability within your mental stat, and your capacity capability within your magical stat. Take your mental and magical stat and apply a multiplier depending on your capability while multiplying the two stats together, and there’s your total mana.”

I stare at Tar for several seconds before asking, “What’re the multipliers?”

He lets out a groan, making it clear how much he enjoys talking about math. But he answers nonetheless, “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. To figure out the multiplier that you have for your total mana, simply take the average multiplier between your multiplier for the power capability and capacity capability. Then multiply that with your mental and magical stats and you’ll get your mana stat.”

Oh. That’s annoyingly complicated yet simple at the same time.

If I remember correctly, didn’t I have a C for the power capability, and a B for capacity?

So that’d be a 0.4 and 0.6, which averages to 0.5. And 58 times 58 divided by 2 is… 1,682.

I open and glance at my status to make sure before closing out of it again.

Okay. That wasn’t very hard.

Now tell me about how to calculate my mana regeneration.

The tanuki just groans again.

I wait for several seconds, not willing to let this go. And after nearly half a minute of waiting, he finally answers, “Your mana regeneration is the 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. You will regenerate the resulting mana every twenty four hours naturally with nothing external affecting it.”

Okay. I had a B in vitality and an A in power for the magical stat, so that averages to 0.75.

Guess that means I naturally regenerate 75% of my mana every twenty four hours?

The tanuki doesn’t say anything, so I just take that as a confirmation.

You really do hate math, don’t you? Shouldn’t that be something that a prince should be good at?

“Just because I may or may not be good at it doesn’t mean I like it,” he offhandedly answers while floating in the air and then landing back down next to me while facing the other way as if pouting.

I can’t help but raise an eyebrow in amusement at that.

Who would’ve thought that the all-powerful – not really – prince of the fae has such a hatred for math? Maybe I should use it against him at some point?

The tanuki in question actually raises a paw and shows me something I never expected to see in my entire life.

A tanuki flipping me off.

My jaw drops open in shock.

He just chuckles at my shock before lowering his paw and seemingly going to sleep next to me as I stare at his still form.

Did… did that just happen?

Where did you even learn to do that? Or do they do that in the Farshore as well?

Oh. Right. He had a previous human contractor.

Either way, no answer comes from the tanuki, leaving me in silence as I stare at him.
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Over the next couple of hours, I spend most of my time just staring at the ceiling as I take note of all of the sounds within the few dozen floors of the building on either side of the one I’m in. But I also make sure to spend 33 SP on leveling both Blood Boil and Blood Bank to level 5. Immediately after checking the changes to their descriptions though, I realize that the descriptions are pretty garbage for skills. Since there really isn’t much difference.

The only difference in the skills’ descriptions is that Blood Boil now no longer says that it ‘slowly makes the blood of the target begin to boil’ and instead just takes out the slowly part of it, leaving the rest. And Blood Bank’s description didn’t even change at all.

Such a nuisance.

“I did tell you that the skill descriptions aren’t the end all be all,” Tar comments in my head as I get up from the bed and walk over to the door of the room.

Yeah, yeah. But up till now, most of the skill descriptions have been mostly spot on with what the skills do and what the level-ups of a skill changes. So it’s a little disappointing regardless to see these not straight up tell me.

“Just take solace in that you figured out the change in your Blood Claws skill,” the tanuki tries to console me. I think.

“Yeah…” I mutter before thinking back to when I tried out blood claws again and immediately felt a difference. One that somehow just made me instinctively feel that I could draw on my own blood automatically instead of my mana if I wanted to. “That will be a very nice benefit. Makes it so I don’t have to wait as long for my mana to regenerate, since I can just charge up my claws on my own blood and keep it charged through the demons’ blood.”

The tanuki floats in front of me with an amused expression on his face as he says, “You’re gonna end up cleaning out the cafeteria at the base if you do that.”

I pause mid-step at the thought, only to shrug and continue moving.

Even if I don’t like eating much, it’s a price I’m willing to pay if it means a more efficient hunt. Which really isn’t something I ever expected myself to think just a week ago, but meh.

“You know, there’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you about,” Tar asks, floating in front of me as I reach the door of the room. I stop walking and raise an eyebrow at his words before he continues, “You seem to adapt to new situations way too easily. Is there a reason for that?”

What do you mean?

“Well, from my previous experience dealing with humans, I would’ve expected one to cry or something if they were told they weren’t a human, or at least not fully human anymore,” he begins, a frown forming on his tanuki face. “But while you did initially freak out, you didn’t cry. You didn’t lose your awareness of your surroundings much. And you kept calm for the most part. Why is that?”

I stare at the tanuki for a few seconds, only to shrug.

No idea. Pretty sure I’ve always just been rather accepting towards things. Because if I don’t like them – which is often the case – all I have to do is work towards fixing it.

After all, it’s not like throwing a pity party or bawling my eyes out will change anything, right?

The tanuki just stares at me for a few seconds before slowly nodding his head in agreement.

Although I do feel like my awakening as a demon might’ve strengthened my feelings on the matter.

A few seconds pass in silence, but when he doesn’t say anything else, I leave the room before walking down the hall and entering the staircase, briefly pausing as I hear the boy from earlier whining about some sort of demon in the form of a human being. And right when I’m wondering if Alex has him fighting a huntsman or something, I hear Alex saying, “Suck it up and continue fighting. Don’t be a wimp. They’re just simple spawn.”

Oh. He’s calling Alex a demon.

I stare at the stairs for a few seconds before eventually shrugging and walking up them to the next floor, deciding to leave the poor fella to Alex’s venting. Since she’s probably mad that I ditched her.

Not my problem. May you rest in peace Julian.

By the time I reach the next floor, I completely shut out the kid’s whining to focus on the monsters in the floor. Which number at around a dozen or so, one of which sounding like another knight, and the others just a bunch of hounds in one massive pack.

This could be annoying.

The stairwell this time opens up straight into a long and rather narrow hallway going down both left and right for quite a ways, with doors likely leading to suites of rooms sparsely spread out through it on both sides of the hall. Just like most of the rest of the hotel, the hallway has a nice red, orange, and black color theme to it, making it appeal rather well to my sense of taste.

I focus on the left side of the hall, since the right is where the knight is, with the left being where the hounds are. After all, the knight won’t be moving from its spot unless another Julian happens by it.

There are eleven hounds spread out through the rooms, in three groups. Two groups have four hounds, and the third has three.

Shouldn’t be too much of an issue assuming I can get them separated from each other, without the three groups forming one. And considering that it’s a narrow hallway with suites of rooms, that shouldn’t be a problem.

“There’s a lot of shouldn’t in those statements,” a certain tanuki injects into my thoughts.

Yeah, well, what could possibly go wrong in such a narrow floor?
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“Now what do you humans call this? I think I’m blanking on the term…” Tar’s voice echoes in my head as I run straight down the damned cafeteria while being chased by a pack of twelve hounds. Each of whom are about the same level as me. “Ah, right. Was it karma? Or that term people call ‘jinxing something’?”

“Shut up!!!” I shout while leaping over a bunch of tables and running straight past the bunker where I’m willing to bet people are watching my little escapade before going towards the door on the other side of counter. Then immediately after making it there, I grab the door knob with all my strength – crushing it ever so slightly in the process – before yanking it open and slamming it shut again.

I don’t pause even after getting to the other side of it though, because the hounds simply slam into the door, knocking it off of its hinges as I continue running through the kitchen towards the other door at the back. Which if my hearing is to be believed, should be another hallway. And that belief is confirmed after opening and slamming this door as well, once again destroying a doorknob in the process.

Good thing I won’t be charged for collateral damage.

A grin makes its way onto my face when I enter the hallway, only to circle around and go right next to the door. Then, when the door is slammed into by the hounds, I activate all three of my combat active skills at once, targeting each of the three hounds that pass through first with blood boil and life drain before I proceed to tear strips out of the side belonging to the first hound to appear. It lets out a howl of pain as it slams into the other two, but I don’t stop there as I leap forward and slam my shoes against the newly formed pile of hounds, following which I group my fingers together to form a single point with the claws and stab it straight into the hound’s gut, feeling the blood in my blood bank and in the hound’s body strengthening my claws in the process.

After I get a message from the system about a stack of blood thirst being applied, I rip my claws out of its corpse and jump back right before two more hounds come leaping through the door. They both proceed to slam into the wall, missing me since I’m no longer on the hounds while the other two beneath the dead one try to get out from beneath its corpse.

One down, and four stunned.

I hurriedly duck down, letting a hound I’d heard charging at me fly straight over my head before I swipe my claws at it, tearing chunks out of its gut. Then I reach down and stomp on one of the hounds still stuck under the dead one, causing a massive bruise to be visible beneath its dark fur.

A wave of pain comes from my leg as I feel teeth clasp around my shin, but I ignore it to swipe my claws down at the other hound buried under the dead one, tearing out its throat in the process.

I grit my teeth as the pain in my leg grows stronger, only held back a little by my life draining of three of the hounds at once – which would be more, but the skill’s current level can only handle three. The pain grows a little bit after I stomp on the hound whose fangs are locked in my shin, but then fade a bit again after it lets out a yelp on my third stomp.

Then I run down the hall, escaping from the hounds again as the remaining four or five begin to enter the hallway.

I continue running – in the opposite direction of the knight, of course – until I find a room and quickly open it and shut and lock it once I’m inside.

Please have a window. Please have a window. Please have a window.

After searching through the suite for several seconds, I fail to find a window. And after a brief moment of honestly pondering over if I should punch a hole through the wall in the hopes of making a makeshift window, I hear sounds of the hounds beginning to slam themselves bodily into the door.

Guess the window doesn’t matter.

I hurriedly look down at my leg, only to find that the wound isn’t as bad as I’d thought. Mostly due to my life drain skill. It’ll still be annoying, but it shouldn’t get me killed at least.

I quickly make my way back to the door before hiding in wait just like I did in the hallway. But on the other side of the door this time, because who knows if they learn from past mistakes.

Just like last time, the door is knocked down, landing with a crash on the carpet floor, following which four hounds this time come through, one of which I quickly grab and tear the throat out of. Then I reach for another that begins entering the room after them, activating both life drain and blood boil on it to make it stumble and lose its footing, allowing me to tear long gashes across its back and drain its blood in the process.

The other three hounds who’d first entered the room immediately turn around after landing on the carpet, snarling all the while as they see me finish off a third hound. Which makes a total of five dead and 2 wounded. Leaving seven alive, five of which are uninjured.

I grimace as I begin to run out of the room, only to run straight into the other four still living hounds. But I still continue running past them, getting a claw to the side in the process a total of three times. Then I proceed to lead them through the halls till I find a dead end and enter another room, this time without having the time to close the door behind me.

The room ends up being under construction of all things, only having a single room open at the moment besides the entry hall.

Shit.
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Without wasting any time, I rush into the entry hall, only barely avoiding having my leg chomped on again by another hound. They all quickly follow me through the doorway into a relatively decently sized room with no window, no connecting rooms except a few places marked on walls that look like would be a nice spot for a room or doorway, and some sort of kitchen area with a sink. The only relatively useful thing in the unfurnished room looks to be the chandelier hanging high from the ceiling. And even that is too high for me to reach, since despite the moderate size of the room, the place is quite tall and without any furnishing.

As soon as I make it out of the entryway and into the room, I rush to the other side of it and turn around, focusing on the hounds again as I continue using both blood boil and life drain on them, ever so slowly hurting them and healing myself. But despite my actions, they all manage to form an encirclement around me, forcing my back to the wall next to the one with the kitchen, facing opposite of the entrance.

Of the seven hounds, I focus on the two located on the outskirts of the group, both of whom are limping pretty badly with visible bruising made worse by the bubbles of blood popping on the surface of their skin and beneath the surface.

Without hesitating, I sprint forwards toward it, the wound on my leg nearly healed by now as I raise my blood clawed right hand and swipe it straight at the hound, making it back up and just barely avoid my strike. I then hear the other hounds begin to close the encirclement further with my movement, but I ignore them to kick off of the ground and attempt to perform a flip around the hound, only to end up stepping on its tail and tripping in the process. The action of stepping on its tail though is enough to make it yelp and let down its guard long enough for me to hurriedly climb to my knees and reach around to grab and tear out its throat.

Six dead.

The other hounds don’t tally and close in on me, a few of them quickly taking nips out of my legs and arms before backing up again as I grit my teeth in pain. But I don’t take it sitting down and return the favor, tearing strip after strip out of them in the process. And after we both share strikes for who knows how long, I receive the stacks for three more of the hounds, following which the remaining three immediately beat a retreat, leaving me collapsing onto my back in the room in ruined clothes and covered in blood.

Seconds pass. Then the seconds turn into minutes, and I continue lying in place until Tar finally says, “If you’re going to laze around, do it near a window.”

So I struggle to my feet, grimacing as my wounds begin to seep more blood from the action before I slowly stumble my way down the hall, listening for sounds. Particularly the sound of a breeze, since the shield doesn’t block the air from entering through. And after stumbling down the hall to a corner, I enter the first room around the corner and continue trailing a bloody path to the window on the far side of the living room the entryway opens into.

Then I collapse onto the ground right next to the window, barely having the strength to take my jacket off in the process, using repair on it afterwards while rolling up both my sleeves. I have to get Tar’s help to roll up my pant legs though, since I can’t reach down there right now.

After all, the floor is so comfortable…



Surprisingly, it only takes about half an hour for all of my wounds to heal to a point that they aren’t any more than simple scabs. And at that point, I simply use clean and roll my sleeves and pant legs down again, repairing the rest of my clothes in the process.

But as I’m putting my jacket back on, I can’t help but ask, “Do you think leveling up is making my body somehow heal even faster from the moonlight?”

The tanuki doesn’t look surprised at all by the question and answers rather quickly, “Of course it is. Just like with how raising your physical stat increases your perception, increasing your magical stat will increase any inherent magical abilities your species has.”

That’s good to know.

After stretching a little bit and using clean on myself once more just because I missed it earlier with my jacket, I focus on my hearing to listen to the demons on the floor. But I don’t hear any, outside of that one knight – the same as the last time I checked just a few minutes ago.

Guess the hounds really must have left the floor. That or Alex killed them.

It’s also possible that they went too close to the knight and were killed by it instead.

Regardless of the reason for their disappearance, I begin to leave the room, all while letting the messages for the dead hounds finally flow.

{Level 23 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.} x3

{Level 24 Demon Hound defeated. Bonus EXP is awarded for killing a creature above your level.} x4

{Level 22 Demon Hound defeated.} x2

{Five Skill Points are awarded for surviving a fight with ten or more demons above your own level.}

{One Skill Point is awarded for killing a demon.} x9

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 23. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

Nice. A level.

And a free five skill points too. Although only barely, since exactly ten of those hounds were above my level. The other two were at my level.

Also, does it not count my level-up during the battle when calculating the achievement?

“No, it doesn’t,” Tar answers quickly enough as I continue walking down the hall. “The system calculates possible achievements that a contractor can meet at the start of each period of combat from what we’ve been able to tell. Meaning that when it gave you that achievement, it was still considering you level 22.”

Oh. Interesting.

Well, anyways, on to check out the knight! And probably run away on account of it being too high a level or something.
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Scarlet

After walking down the hall for a bit, ignoring the branch of the hall that has a massive hole in the floor, I eventually turn the corner and find myself staring at a large knight located far down the hall. And the first thing I do is turn back around and head back for the stairs.

No thank you.

|Demon Knight – Subspecies: None – Level 81|

Passing by the hole branch again, I continue making my way down the hall, vaguely taking note of some new sounds I hear coming from outside of the building.

I grimace as I hear the sound of stuff freezing over.

Yeah, she’s here.

As if on cue, I hear a loud bang echo from the first floor, followed by the sounds of stuff frosting over as Cynthia Sylvester – otherwise known by practically everyone as Frost, a Class IV combat focused Guardian – no doubt enters the building.

Yeah, this’ll be a pain.

Maybe I can hide myself on the next floor somewhere?

I continue walking down the hall with a sigh, only to suddenly freeze in place as I feel something watching me. A predator too, judging by the shivers that are running down the back of my neck.

“Run. Now.”

I don’t have to be told twice and immediately break off into a sprint back in the way I came, away from the source of the gaze. But the gaze stays firmly locked onto my back no matter how far through the floor I get.

“Shit, shit, shit…” I mutter before quickly shooting a glance behind me, only to not find anything. “What the fuck is chasing me?!”

Tar doesn’t respond right away, and right as I’m about to turn towards where I’m running again, I notice a very faint shimmering in the shadows of the relatively dark halls. As if something was cloaking itself in the dark.

Shit.

|Demon Wraith – Subspecies: None – Level 152|

“Run as fast as you can.”

And I do just that. Straight down the hall, past several turns, and directly into the branch of the floor where the hole in the floor is.

Without a hint of hesitation or even glancing behind me, I jump into the hole down to the twenty-fifth floor. Then I immediately begin running as fast as I can towards the stairs, only feeling my wolf ear twitch slightly when I hear the sound of some sort of feet lightly hitting the ground back at the hole.

Why the hell is there a wraith down here?! And why did it pick me to become its prey?!?

“It likely saw you as the weakest link amongst all of the Guardians in the building, since you’re the lowest level aside from that kid, and you’re alone,” Tar answers right away, a hint of fear showing in his usually robotic voice. “I’m also absolutely sure that the only reason you’re not already dead is because of both a wraith’s tendency to play with its prey, and your ears.”

I can’t help but feel a wave of anger bubble up inside me at the thought of something considering me prey. To the point that I turn my head around and randomly use blood boil and life drain, hoping to catch it. And surprisingly, I do. Even if it does practically nothing. To the point that I don’t think it’s even noticing.

Despite that, I continue using the skills as I run, deciding that if I can’t fight it myself, I’ll just have to bring it to someone who can. Which means going to the stairs and catching Frost before she passes. Assuming she’s not just rushing here right now anyways.

I continue running through the hallway for several seconds, hope beginning to rise in the pit of my chest that I might just survive this. Only for that hope to be quashed when I feel a major shiver run down my spine again, following which a wave of shadows explodes through the hall and I see something flash by me before a demon appears just two meters in front of me, blocking the hallway to the stairs.

My eyes narrow as I take in the appearance of the wraith. It is completely black from head to toe and is wearing some sort of cloak. One with ripped up edges that somehow seem to fade from existence. It has glowing red eyes that I didn’t notice before when looking at its cloaked form, and two arms made entirely of blades. Ones that I can easily see chopping me in half.

If I remember correctly, wraiths are some of the more intelligent wild demons – demons without any sapience. They are kind of like cats in that they enjoy hunting and playing with their food. They will prowl from the darkness for a while, just stalking the prey before eventually going in for a flashy kill.

They’re also the third most powerful wild demon species of the Class II demons, only weaker than the berserkers and the defenders.

“Its instincts will help you stall it,” Tar says, for once actually giving me advice in a real battle, “keep its eyes occupied and make sure it does not grow bored!”

I frown at that, briefly wondering if I’m fighting a demon or a cat for a moment before shaking my head and jumping towards the demon, seemingly startling it for a second.

“Good. Keep it off its toes.”

The wraith tilts its head, the ethereal hood hanging over it moving along with it before it suddenly vanishes and I feel a flash of pain from my side, making me almost lose strength in my legs. Then I find the wraith reappearing where it was just at with blood – my blood – dripping down its blade.

My eyes widen with fear, but the fear is quickly drowned out by rage. Where this rage is coming from, I don’t know. But the very idea that a lowly demon such as a wraith of all things is toying with me is-

I blink in surprise.

Huh.

“Good job in keeping your instincts under control but keep the wraith entertained!!! Now!” I hear Tar’s voice shouting in my head, snapping me into taking a sudden step forward to catch its attention.

We’re going to be talking about those instincts later.

“Understood. Now move!”

And I do just that.
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It only takes me getting sliced up three more times by the wraith to realize just how weak I am, and how futile it is to fight back at my current strength. Even if I’m not actually trying to kill it and only delay it right now.

And right when I’m on the brink of collapsing from blood loss, the creature’s life energy not proving to be much due to our significant level difference, the thought of one of the skills I passed over a while back resurfaces.

My eyes widen and I immediately jump back a couple meters while opening the skills store and purchasing blood sacrifice. Then without hesitation, I begin using it while also pumping the rare skill straight up to level five, spending a total of thirty-eight Skill Points in the entire process.

Not even a second later, I begin to feel a burning sensation spread throughout my body, mixed along with a surge of strength that I didn’t have before. A large one. But when I see the wraith rushing towards me again with its blade-like arms crossed in front of it, I grit my teeth and push the blood sacrifice further, making actual red steam leave my pores.

The burning sensation grows stronger, but I at least manage to back up quickly enough for the two blades to only barely skim me, cutting across the sides of my waist and opening up my shirt and jacket in the process. And I continue to burn my own blood to increase my physical strength through blood sacrifice to barely avoid the worst of each strike, slowly getting myself cut open in the process as we continue backtracking our way through the hall.

“Shit, come on! You’re almost there!” I vaguely hear Tar shouting his encouragement in my head, making me briefly question what he’s talking about only to realize that we’re almost at the bunker.

A spark of hope lights up in my eyes and I continue pushing myself, increasing my pace backwards a bit in the process. But the hope doesn’t last long as even with blood sacrifice – no, probably because of blood sacrifice combined with the many wounds I’ve sustained – I begin to feel my body growing weaker and weaker from blood loss. And by the time we actually get close to the bunker, I can barely even remain standing.

Despite this, I continue pushing back, getting hit more and more with each swing of the creature’s blade. To make matters worse, I’m having more and more difficulty keeping track of any of its movements, and the corners of my vision are starting to grow blurry.

I cough up a mouthful of blood on the equally red carpet of the hallway.

Everything begins to grow dark, and I feel the strength in my body fading away, my skill no longer having much blood left to burn.

“Use the damned potion you idiot!!!” I vaguely hear Tar shout in my head, giving me enough of a push to reach into my pocket in between strikes of the wraith to grab the potion before raising it to my lips. But right when I’m about to tilt my head back and drink it, I hear a shattering sound, and then I stumble forwards slightly, my head going straight into the falling liquid from the bisected glass holding the potion. Or that used to be holding the potion before the wraith cut it in half.

I barely manage to get a mouthful of it in my mouth before catching myself on my foot thanks to the warmth it immediately spreads through my body.

“Duck!!!!” Tar shouts as if his life depends on it.

And so I do.

Then the most horrifying shrieking sound echoes through my ears, making me immediately wince and jerk my head to the side, some of my strength returning to me even if I don’t have blood sacrifice active anymore.

And what I find is the sight of the wraith’s blade locked against the shield with volts of electricity running through it. Then I collapse backwards, landing flat on my back as everything begins to grow dark again.

“Not yet!” Tar shouts, appearing in the corner of the room despite the danger. “Get up! Now! Get up or you’ll die!”

I can’t help the faint smile that appears on my face.

Aww, he actually cares after all…

Then the shrieking sound comes to an end, bringing my still fading attention back to the wraith to find it having dislodged its blade from the shield. The creature is currently letting off steam, with what looks like lightning burns – burns in the form of several interconnecting lines kind of like a tree and its branches – extending from its blade-like arm through its shoulder and into the rest of its body.

Huh. Guess it survived.

And it looks pissed.

My pride burns away at me that I wasn’t able to kill it, and that it’ll even kill me, still believing me to be its prey. But I guess there’s not much I can do about that. Not when I can’t even lift my head at all. Not even an inch. Not even a quarter of an inch.

It was fun while it lasted Tar.

“You damned, insufferable, idiotic, wolf girl!” Tar shouts out loud, not caring that the wraith is glancing at it, still pissed off as ever. “Get your furry head out of your-”

A loud crashing sound cuts him off, followed immediately by the sounds of stuff frosting over.

Oh, hey. Looks like I might not die after all.

“How dare you,” a rather cold and quite familiar voice echoes in the hallway, each word pronounced rather slowly as I watch the frost spreading to the wraith, gradually freezing it solid from the feet up. “You won’t be touching another hair on her head.”

Then – after the entire wraith is frozen solid – the sound of shattering ice echoes in my ears. But by now my vision has already gone mostly dark, so I can’t see anything. And the last thing I could see before that was not a very nice one, considering how angry Cynthia looked.

Almost as if on cue with the sound, I feel the rest of my consciousness slipping away, likely due to my lone source of life energy – the wraith – dying.

And everything goes silent. Right, of course, after I hear a dinging sound play in my head.


Intermission



The Hallway After Scarlet Falls Unconscious

Cynthia wasn’t always so protective of her family. No. In fact, she used to be quite laxed and carefree.

But then her daughter, Lexi, died. All because she got caught up in a Class IV Fracture and neither Cynthia nor Allen were able to make it in time to save her.

Ever since then, Cynthia has sworn that she would never let anything like that happen ever again. Not to Allen. Not to Arabellia. And not to Scarlet.

And yet, here she is, gazing upon the bloodied form of her third daughter, even if not by blood. All of her clothes, torn to ribbons, exposing more of her than Cynthia thought Scarlet would ever expose, even if nothing is actually visible underneath all of the blood beyond open wounds.

Not again.

Cynthia thinks this as she rushes over to her daughter, uncaring of the shattered bits of ice holding parts of the dead wraith that she steps on and crushes in the process. And the moment she reaches her, she grabs a high class potion from her Frost Arc storage skill and immediately starts pouring it down her throat. Meanwhile out of the corner of her awareness, she hears hurried footsteps coming from down the hall as her husband closes the distance between them.

But she doesn’t take her gaze away from Scarlet as the wounds quickly begin to heal at a visible pace. Not even after all of the wounds are healed and she senses her husband reaching her. Not even when she senses her husband taking control of the cameras outside of the bunker and wiping the footage while purposefully pointing them far away from the trio to keep Scarlet’s modesty when he then uses a skill to clean her of all the blood.

It isn’t until several minutes later, after Allen has already looked over her with his equipment for any injuries that may not have healed from the potion and speaks that she finally takes her eyes off of Scarlet’s unconscious form.

“Looks like she should be fine after plenty of rest. We aren’t able to fully replenish her blood with a potion, since she seems to have lost a lot of blood – even more than her wounds would suggest – so we’ll have to get her to come by and look her over,” he says, his voice rather quiet as he stands up, the scanner he was using automatically going back into his own storage skill in the process.

Silence fills the hallway again for a few seconds.

“Let’s bring her to a bed and then I can clear out the rest of the Fracture ASAP,” he says, and Cynthia nods her head, briefly glancing at the shattered wraith.

The thing must’ve locked onto her as its prey and hunted her down. But why would it be this far down the building? Because she’s the most accessible yet still strong prey it could hunt?

She stares at the pieces of ice for a few seconds, only to turn back around and – as gently as possible – lift up Scarlet before walking down the hall and entering the first suite of rooms they come across. And immediately after getting to the bedroom within the room and gently setting Scarlet down on the bed, she sits on the edge of it herself, still ignoring the tanuki that floated into the room with them, not even bothering to hide its presence.

“Dear,” she says, a frosty tone infusing her voice as she continues watching Scarlet’s unconscious face as she lies still on the bed with the tanuki – Scarlet’s fae if Cynthia had to guess – floating around her with worry on its face. “After the cores are destroyed, bring me the other Guardians in this Fracture.”

Cipher stiffens up as he hears her last words.

“I would like a word with them.”

After a second, he nods his head despite his wife not looking in his direction and says, “Very well.” Then he sends one last worried glance towards Scarlet before rushing out the door faster than the regular human eye can see. And not even a minute later, sounds of combat can be heard from the direction of the stairs.

Cynthia doesn’t say anything for several minutes, simply sitting next to Scarlet while watching her sleep. But from time to time, her eyes glance towards the fae that eventually lies next to the girl. And after another couple minutes, her own fae appears in the form of a black koala. The fae then bows towards the tanuki, not surprising Cynthia in the least as it says, “This one greets his highness.”

What does surprise Cynthia though is how the tanuki straight up ignores her fae’s formal greeting to instead rub his head against Scarlet’s hand.

This fae must really care for her…

“Don’t worry about her,” Cynthia finally speaks to the fae, “Scarlet will be fine after some rest. She just needs to replenish her blood.”

The fae prince turns his head to look at Cynthia before narrowing his eyes.

“Is your name Cynthia?”

Cynthia’s eyes widen slightly, only to return to being impassive as she answers, “Yes. I assume Scarlet’s mentioned me?”

Good things, I hope.

The tanuki flinches as he nods his head.

Maybe not good things. Guess she’s still not ready to be adopted.

Deciding not to make things awkward for the fae, Cynthia opts to stay silent, letting it return its attention to her. Although she does reveal a vaguely surprised expression when she sees the tanuki curling up next to Scarlet and seemingly going to sleep, even if she isn’t sure he’s really asleep. Because she can’t help but feel like he’s still watching her like a hawk.

Why would fae royalty contract with Scarlet? Is it because of her blood magic? Or maybe it has something to do with White?

Cynthia lets out a sigh.

Can’t just ask it, because it’s Scarlet’s business and not mine. Besides. He seems to genuinely care about her, so pushing him to answer would just be an insult to my own fae.

“Yes, that it would be,” Arlog – her own fae – answers her thoughts, his voice echoing in her head.

I just hope Scarlet prepares herself in the future to fight in your little competition.

Arlog doesn’t say anything in response. And Cynthia doesn’t try to force him to either. She just returns her gaze to Scarlet as she reaches over and begins caressing her ‘daughter’s’ face, a sad one of her own visible as she does so.

Minutes pass in silence. And at some point, Cynthia’s eyes can’t help but gravitate towards Scarlet’s ears. She then glances behind her, only to reach out and touch one of her ears, making it immediately flinch.

So soft…
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Scarlet
Five years ago

I narrow my eyes at the pages on the textbook before quietly muttering the words out loud, “The history of the republic begins after the fall of the old world island nation known as Japan to the demons. After the Guardians were no longer able to hold back the demons. Were no longer able to destroy all of the cores, letting some of the Fracture cores stabilize in our world, creating open gateways between Earth and Tartarus. Ones that to this day are still open, allowing the demons free range of the island nation.”

I pause in my studying at the sounds of the door slamming open from down the hall, a sign that the younger kids are probably home. But then I just continue reading the text out loud, preparing for my upcoming history test, “All of the remaining countries took Japan’s fall as an example of what is to become of the world should the demons continue expanding. So they all closed off their ports close to the island nation and began to work together, eventually forming what is now known as the Terran Republic, with its capital – Terra – being established in a city that used to be known as New York City.”

My reading is once again interrupted, but this time by the sound of the door to my room bursting open and three little kids – each around five to seven years old – running in while giggling. So I close my book with a sigh and turn around to find them running around the room.

The sight of little Carol quite literally stomping on Belle – who had fallen asleep on my roommate Marie’s bed – has me almost snorting in amusement, but I keep it in as the girl in question has a rude awakening.

First she just looks confused, but after that her face grows angry and she gets up from the bed, her skirt getting caught on the edge of it in the process and causing her to fall flat on her face on the floor. Which only serves to set the kids off into another bout of laughter and giggles.

And I try very hard to casually stare up at the ceiling while keeping my face as stoic as possible.

Quite the challenge.

“You little brats!” she shouts while carefully pulling her skirt over the edge of the bed’s frame and climbing to her feet, only to chase after the kids while shouting, “Get back here!”

Feeling it’s safe again, I look down at my textbook and begin to continue reading. But I don’t even manage to make it a single word in when I hear the front door slamming open and Arthur’s voice echoing through the hall into the room, “Scarlet!”

Oh. That would be my cue to leave.

I slam the textbook shut, grab my jacket that was hanging on the back of my chair, then rush over to the window, unlatch it, and jump straight out right when the guy turns into the room.

“Damn it, get back here!” he shouts, just barely catching a glimpse of me as I land on the outside. Then I pop my head over the window and give him a very nice salute if I do say so myself before running off. “Stop running! You are not leaving me to deal with Allen on my own!!!”

“Since when do people actually stop when told to stop running?” I call back while running around the corner of the house, vaguely noting the sound of him running towards the window himself. But by the time he gets out, I already turn the corner and book it down the rundown city street that has more orphanages than I care to count on it. Each of them grouped together to keep any changelings that might be here hiding amongst the orphans in the same area.

Sorry, Arthur, but I’m not gonna deal with Allen today. And besides. You were the one that put the worms in the locker. Not me. I just got them and handed them to you, hinting at you doing it.

I only run down the street for a single building’s distance before turning into a small and not very safe looking alleyway to hide behind a recycling bin. And not too long after, I hear Arthur running past me, making me let out a sigh of relief.

Now maybe he can make Allen cool off before the guy tears into me as well.



Scarlet
The Present

The first thing that I notice when I regain consciousness is that I’m lying in the bed of my room at the base. And the next thing I notice is that I am wearing what looks to be some sort of nightgown that is practically form fitting, making me have a massive urge to take it off and change into something else right away.

But before I do that, I sit up and look around, confusion evident on my face in my reflection on the mirror as I see myself all alone in the room sitting on my bed. Only for that thought to be wiped away when I pull the blanket back further to find a certain tanuki having inserted himself under my sheets with me.

Guess he got comfortable while I was out.

I can’t help but frown as I wonder who changed me, only for that thought to go to the wayside when I get up and walk over to the drawer, grabbing some pants and a shirt to change into, not even caring about the fact that the tanuki is still in the room. And once that’s done, I toss the nightgown on the bed and look around my room for my jacket, only to not find it anywhere.

Where’s my jacket?

Please tell me it wasn’t too badly damaged to repair…

I can’t help but feel a pang in my chest at the thought of losing the only thing that I had when he found me on the streets. But that goes away when I find a note attached to the refrigerator – which I honestly didn’t even notice was in here the last time I was here – that mentions how Allen took my jacket to go upgrade it with magi-tech. Mostly because, and I quote, ‘you get into danger too often to not have the added protection’.

How rude. It’s not like it’s my fault I keep getting into sticky situations.

“It’s not like it’s not your fault either,” I hear a certain tanuki’s voice from my bed, making me turn my head to see him rubbing his eyes, likely still half asleep. But then he suddenly seems to realize that I’m awake despite having retorted to my thoughts before he rushes over to me, flying through the air at incredible speeds before literally tackling me.

Ouch.

Then he holds onto my shirt for dear life for just a few seconds then lets go, clears his throat, and asks, “So are you going to continue staring or are you gonna check the System messages you got for almost dying again?”

I blink in surprise.

Did he really just gloss over that?

The tanuki doesn’t say anything.

He really just glossed over that.

I narrow my eyes at him for a few seconds before sighing and letting the messages flow, my greed over seeing my rewards overshadowing my curiosity over his actions.
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{Level 152 Demon Wraith defeated. A massive EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature 100 levels or more above you. An EXP penalty has been extracted for getting assistance in the kill}

{Fifty Skill Points are awarded for killing a demon one hundred or more levels above you. You continue to stretch beyond the bounds of what is known as possible. What is normal. And what is safe. Past mere risk and into the grounds of insanity. Will you continue to come back alive? Or will you fly too close to the sun and return as ashes?}

{Twenty-five Skill Points are awarded for killing a being of a higher Class than yourself.}

{Twenty-five Skill Points are awarded for killing a Demon Wraith while under level twenty-five.}

{Five Skill Points are awarded for killing your first Demon Wraith.}

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

[Skill ‘Blood Siphon’ has leveled up to level 5.]

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 5.]

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 24. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 35. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{You have earned the inherent skill, ‘Partial Shift’.}

My jaw drops open at the sheer volume of levels and SP that I got from this one fight. Not to mention the new inherent skill.

The System is very clearly warning me about risking my life, but how can it really do that when it’s giving out such a nice reward at the exact same time? It’s just hypocritical. Like someone slapping someone on the wrist for something then handing them a stack of cash with their other hand.

“Are you complaining?” Tar asks, tilting his head.

“Hell no,” I answer immediately before opening my status and slowly distributing my free points. First starting slowly with five points to my mental stat to bring it back up a bit.

My head begins to ache, but nowhere near as badly as my nerves hurt last time. Which I’m guessing is a combination of the fact that I put it in mental, and that I’m putting in less points this time.

Then after the pain fades away completely, I put in another five points to mental, leaving me with 14 points left.

The pain returns, making me go over to the bed and lie down again.

I repeat this process from the safety of my very comfortable bed over the course of the next several minutes, putting in four points to physical, four to magical, and the remaining six in mental. Then I focus on my status, looking at the massive difference between now and earlier.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 35	SP: 110
	Stats:

	Physical: 93	Mental: 90	Magical: 90
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 4050/4050	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Siphon	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Sacrifice	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Bank	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Clean	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Repair	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Predator IV	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Holy shit… that’s… a lot.

Wait a second.

I glance down at my fist before clenching and unclenching it. Then I turn to Tar who is currently floating around my room as I ask, “Why don’t I need to adjust much to the new strength I have from the System?”

“Because the System isn’t changing your body per se, it’s changing how your body is. What it is to reality. Meaning in your head, as long as you balance out your stats, nothing out of the ordinary has happened to your body,” he answers while stopping in the middle of my room.

Huh. That’s… okay, this reality altering stuff really is quite confusing. But I guess it doesn’t really matter in the end. As long as I’m growing stronger.

Well, anyways, I focus on the descriptions of Blood Siphon, Life drain, Partial Shift, and Blood Sacrifice, and the System tells me their descriptions back to back.

{Blood Siphon - Allows the user to drain the blood of nearby creatures and use it for various purposes, including transfusing the user’s or others blood or using the blood for the user’s skills to substitute 50% of the required blood the user would have to personally use.}

{Life Drain - Allows the user to drain the life energy of nearby creatures into themselves and others, healing them in the process. Costs mana to use.}

{Partial Shift – Allows the user to transform a single hand or foot into that of a beast for a significant and one time price of mana each use.}

{Blood Sacrifice - A sacrificial skill that allows the user to burn their own blood in order to get a temporary boost in their physical capabilities. The more blood burned, the stronger the boost will be.}

My grin just continues growing wider and wider with each description I read. Especially the new partial shift skill.

Looks like blood siphon can substitute enemies blood into any of my skills now, hopefully including blood sacrifice. Life drain can use the life energy to heal others instead of only myself. If I remember the skill correctly from when I first looked at it, blood sacrifice – at level 5 – is able to burn more and more of my blood at a faster pace for a better boost. Like I was doing in the fight against the wraith.

And partial shift.

“That new inherent skill is your first blood lycan specific skill you’ve gotten,” Tar explains, making my grin widen even further. “But don’t worry. There are plenty of shapeshifting skills out there, so no one should be able to easily link it to a blood lycan. Unless you find a blood lycan or a noble demon, in which case you already have bigger problems to deal with.”

Yeah. A blood lycan should be able to tell what I am without much trouble, and a noble demon will be able to kill me with a flick of its finger.

Much bigger problems than simply recognizing one of my skills.

Anyways, time to go check out the skills store. Since I’m sure it has some very nice skills for me to obtain.
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	Skill Name:
	Achievement requirements:
	Description:
	Classifications:
	SP price:

	Predator V	Unlocked through killing a demon at a higher level than you by at least one hundred levels and through killing a being at a higher Class than you.
Predator IV is required to purchase this.
	It grants the user a 30% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves.	Passive
Static
Legendary
	60
	Blood Regeneration	Unlocked through very nearly dying via the use of a skill that burns your own blood, through killing a being at least one hundred levels above you, by killing a being at a higher class than you, by being a blood lycan, and by having blood magic.	The second most powerful regeneration skill of the species known by many as the Alphas of Pride. This skill increases the natural regeneration of the user, both in terms of life energy and mana.	Passive
Achievement-Locked
Legendary
	60
	Blood Shadow	Unlocked through killing a demon wraith while below level twenty-five, through killing a demon at least fifty levels above you, and by having blood magic.	This skill can be used to create a clone made out of shadows and blood. It uses the user’s own blood and their shadow in the process of the skill’s use, and when the clone is destroyed, the user loses the blood and takes mental damage as backlash.	Active
Epic
	30
	Blood Poisoning	Unlocked through killing a demon at least fifty levels above you, through killing a being at least one Class above you, through killing various demons whose levels far surpass your own with indirect means, and by having blood magic.	The user may corrupt a very small portion of their blood before separating it from their body and using it to infect other living beings.	Active
Epic
	30
	…
					


Oh. Wow. Two legendary skills, and two epics as well.

Wait, it is just two right?

I focus on the ellipses.

Yep. Two epics.

Although I can’t help but feel a tad disappointed about the lack of any mythical skill…

“I’ll eat my tail if you ever get a mythical skill,” Tar says with a scoff, making me glance at him. “There are only about ten or so people in all of existence who have them. And those are the strongest humans and demons, such as the Demon Lords and the Demon King, and the five Knights of the human world.”

My mouth drops open in shock.

They’re that rare?!

Holy shit!

The five Knights… the five most powerful Guardians on Earth. Each named after a color corresponding to their magic. Black, White, Red, Blue, and Purple.

Actually, have you ever met one of the Knights?

“Yes, as a matter of fact,” Tar says, looking slightly smug for some reason. Which has me raising an eyebrow. “I met Blue a very long time ago.”

Blue? The Aqua Knight? Wasn’t that guy known for using some sort of shapeshifting magic that could turn him into a giant kraken from ancient Earth’s mythology?

I think the guy was also kind of messed up in the head compared to the other Knights.

Anyways, I kind of want to get a mythical skill now for no other reason than to make Tar eat his tail.

I give a firm nod of my head at that thought before focusing on the skills store again.

Ignoring the suspicious frown the tanuki is sending my way, I sit up on my bed and ask out loud, “Any suggestions for skills? I’m thinking that I should spend the SP to get Blood Regeneration and then save the rest to get Predator V.”

The tanuki continues staring at me for a few seconds before sighing and answering, “Sounds like a good plan. The thing you need the most right now is a better healing power, and a legendary healing skill – especially a natural regeneration one – would probably be the best fit for you.”

Thought so. But what does Achievement-Locked mean?

“You can treat those as inherent skills that you have to purchase first,” Tar says, finally taking his gaze away from me as he lands in my lap and curls up. “They are basically just inherent skills locked to a certain species that you have to have certain achievements to purchase and have as an inherent skill. So after you buy it, it’ll be just like any other inherent skill in that you can’t level it with SP.”

Oh. Interesting.

Wait, does that mean I’ll have to get hurt to level this skill?

“You get hurt more often than I’d like, so I doubt that’ll be a problem,” Tar says offhandedly, making me glare at him.

Not like that’s my fault… actually, never mind. Some of it might be.

Tar snorts at my thoughts.

Aaaanyyyways, I quickly purchase the Blood Regeneration skill. And as soon as I do, I feel a warm sensation passing through my body just like when I got predator. Which does confirm my thoughts on how it only happens when you get a passive skill.

Now I just need another ten Skill Points before I can afford Predator V.

Which also makes me wonder just what the requirements for getting Predator VI might be.

“Probably killing a being over two hundred and fifty levels above you,” Tar answers offhandedly, making me do a double take towards him. “Wouldn’t be surprised if there were other requirements too. So I doubt anyone will ever get that skill. And it may also not be called Predator VI, since it’ll be the highest ranked version of the skill.”

I stare at the tanuki for several seconds.

That’s… a bit much.

Actually, something I was wondering. How does the System really determine the assistance of someone in a battle in regard to EXP and achievements?

Tar opens his eyes and glances at me before closing them again as he says, “That’s unknown. All we know is that the System just somehow knows and assigns EXP and achievements to those actually deserving of them. Meaning someone can’t just have someone else power leveling them through everything. Because the System is gonna penalize them rather heavily and won’t give them any achievements.”

Interesting. Guess the System really is fair in everything it does.

By the way, any idea who changed me?

Because the idea of someone else changing my clothes… just makes me feel uncomfortable.

“It was that woman you were terrified of,” Tar answers without opening his eyes.

Ugh. Although I guess if someone had to do it then I’d rather it be her.

The nightgown makes sense now too, considering how badly she’s tried over time to get me to dress more feminine. Which is ironic considering that she doesn’t exactly dress very feminine either.

I don’t think I’ve ever even seen her wear a skirt or a dress before. That’s more Belle’s line of fashion. And she isn’t much better about this than her mother. In fact, she’s worse since she sees me more often.

It’s rather annoying.

Also, I can’t help but shiver at the thought of Belle seeing my ears. Because I’m ninety percent certain that she is going to try touching them.

I get out of bed, letting the tanuki fall off my lap in the process before stretching a little and going over to get ready for the day. Then I can check out the cafeteria.

Because I’m hungry.
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After doing a quick use of the clean skill – which I have to say, is a life saver and probably one of my favorite things outside of combat that I get being a Guardian, since I don’t have to do anywhere near as much getting up from bed anymore – I glance at the clock once, briefly noting that it’s already evening on Thursday before I head towards the living room. Then I halt in my tracks at the doorway and do a double take towards the clock.

I’ve been out for almost a day?!

“Been wondering how long it’d take you to notice that,” Tar mutters, sounding slightly amused.

I ignore him as I stare at the clock for a few seconds, briefly mourning the lost time that I could’ve spent studying or training. But after a few more seconds, I get over it and continue walking out of my room, closing the door behind me. And right when I’m about to reach the front door to my suite, I hear a set of footsteps passing through the hall outside in my direction.

Wait, I can hear through the walls?

“Remember? Your hearing improves with your stats,” Tar says, vanishing on account of the person walking down the hall, “although part of it is likely because your right next to the door, closer to the source of the sound and with less walls in between you.”

Hmm. I’m not sure how I feel about my hearing anymore. Although I guess I could always switch ears if I end up hearing too well.

Actually, come to think of it, I know some Guardians tend to change appearances as they advance to the next Classes. Will that happen to me?

Tar doesn’t say anything for a few seconds, leaving the only sound in the hallway to my suite being that of the clicking of what sounds like boots outside stepping down the hall. Then he eventually sighs and mutters, “I guess now’s as good a time as any to tell you. But we should wait for this conversation till after you see whoever is waiting outside your suite.”

And right when he says that, the footsteps stop outside my door, making me briefly wonder just what he is able to see from that place he goes to after vanishing.

I stare at the ground for a few seconds, wondering just what he meant and what he’s planning on telling me, only to shake my head and tap on the terminal, making the screen display live footage of what’s outside of the room. And immediately after seeing it, I wish I could find some other way out of my room.

Right when I’m wondering what to do, I hear the door buzzing, followed by Cynthia’s voice, “I know you’re on the other side of the door. Might as well open it, sweetheart.”

I sigh.

This is gonna be a pain.

I tap on the screen, making it record my audio for her to hear before saying, “No hugs.”

She visibly deflates, even as I open the door. And I can’t help but notice her hands twitching, likely itching to hug me. But she holds herself back. Which is a good sign.

“So, Scarlet,” she awkwardly says while stepping back a little to let me into the hallway. And after I leave my suite, I lock the door behind me and turn around to look at her, my hands firmly in my pockets. “Are you feeling okay?”

She’s wearing the same outfit she’s almost always wearing. A black, white, and pale blue set of magi-tech gear. Not made out of any sort of metal, outside of her chest, shoulders, wrists, and ankles, but instead made out of some sort of special fiber developed by Silver Works. The outfit has a cloak that goes all the way down almost to the floor, despite her being slightly taller than myself. Meanwhile she herself has blue eyes and black hair, tinted with shades of pale blue.

“I’m fine,” I answer her, glancing behind her to see if there’s anyone else in the hall, only to find no one. Then I look back at her again and add, “Thank you for the help yesterday.”

A faint smile stretches across her face, and she says, “Of course. I’ll always be there if you need the help. Just say the word.”

And there she goes again. Hinting but not outright saying that she wants to help me. Particularly by adopting me.

But my answer is still no. If the CEO of Silver Works – a Class IV well-known Guardian – and his wife – another well-known Class IV Guardian – adopted an orphan, even if she is a Guardian herself, it wouldn’t look good for them. It would massively hurt their reputation, give Allen’s brother a chance at Allen’s position as CEO again, and hurt his credibility with the board of shareholders, and I really don't want to cause harm to them considering all they've done for me.

Only way I'd consider it was if I reached Class III myself. Then the people in this city probably wouldn't look down on me at that point.

In fact, most people kind of just forget you’re an orphan after you reach Class III. Or at least, that’s what happened with any other orphans who’ve contracted and reached that level of power.

Mostly because there have been Class I and Class II 'Guardians' who were actually changelings in disguise. It almost never happens, but it has happened before.

But there has never been a Class III 'Guardian' changeling. Probably because the creatures themselves are Class III, or at least start out that way. So it likely gets a lot more difficult to mimic a human Guardian at the same Class as themself for some reason.

So then I’d be fine with it. But only then.

“Of course,” I answer her with a smile before asking, “how’s the frontline?”

She seems a little disappointed with my answer as always but follows our little routine to the letter and answers, “It’s been slow. No real progress has been made towards taking back the island from the demons. Mostly because that damned bastard Satan keeps changing up his attack plan as if the sky would fall should he use the same tactic more than once!”

I grimace at the mention of the Oni that managed to sneak his way through the only Class V Fracture that was opened in Japan before the fall of the old nation and before that Fracture’s core was shattered.

“Whoever let that bastard out of the core’s range of control before they shattered it should be drawn and quartered for all of the problems that demon has caused,” Cynthia continues complaining, seemingly uncaring of the fact that I’m pretty sure the one who let him out of the core’s range died in the process of doing so.

In all honesty, humanity is just lucky that only three Class V Fractures have appeared in all of history. Only one of which was stopped. The other two – one that led to the downfall of Japan, and the one that led to the downfall of the northern pole of the planet – weren’t. Although everyone was rather surprised about the one at the northern pole of the planet considering the minimal number of people there in the first place.

Another reason why no one could stop that one.

The third one happened somewhere around nineteen to twenty years ago, right here in this city. And three of the Knights were present and managed to stop it.

Honestly, the only reason the world is still free from demon control right now is that there appears to be a limit on who can actually come through the gates that the cores manifest into, and how strong the ones who can pass through can be. Along with a cap on how many at once without reality becoming shaky around the gate, possibly collapsing the thing in the process.

“Well, enough about that,” Cynthia suddenly says, surprising me that she isn’t gonna drone on and on about how much she hates Satan. Or Blue for that matter, who is in charge of the assault on the old island nation. “You’re probably starving by now, so go ahead and get something to eat. Meet with me and Allen in his office once you’re done, okay?” she adds this last part while reaching out and caressing my face, making me want to back away from the physical contact. But this time I let her, purely because I know she was worried about me.

“Okay,” I answer with a light nod of my head, glancing behind her to see Michael and his team turning the corner in the hallway. Then I focus on her again.

At least it’s not the ears.

She glances at my ears.

I narrow my eyes.

She pulls her arm back and begins to walk away while waving and saying, “I’ll see you in a bit then, sweetheart!”

“By the way, she touched your ears while you were unconscious,” Tar whispers into my mind, making my eyes flare as I shout, “You stars-damned sneak! Do not touch my ears!”

Cynthia just starts walking faster while waving behind herself.
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I glare straight ahead of me as I walk down the hall in the opposite direction of her towards the cafeteria.

Damn it, no one touches my ears!

“You let that kid touch them before,” Tar says with amusement clear in his voice, but I don’t even stop walking as I answer out loud, “I did that because of the situation. Because if she didn’t shut up, then it would’ve put us in danger. Simple as that. And I won’t be doing it again.”

I shiver as I remember how it felt when she touched them. It was terrible. Why – by all the stars in the sky – are my ears so damned sensitive?!

“I believe it had something to do with your hearing, but I didn’t pay too much attention to that when learning about blood lycans,” Tar explains, raising a couple questions in my mind that can wait till later about his education.

Well regardless of the reason, it’s completely stupid. And I’m really not used to feeling that much anywhere.

“Oh, right, you did mention that your body had rather dull senses before,” Tar mutters, and I nod my head as I continue walking, vaguely noting the footsteps behind me in the process. “If I had to guess, that probably had something to do with your demon side being unawakened for so long. It likely had adverse effects on your body during that time.”

I stop walking this time.

Wait, so that was why?

“Probably.”

Huh. That… makes sense, actually.

After a few seconds pass, I glance behind me – no longer mad at Cynthia for the moment – to find Michael and his team approaching. And immediately after noticing my gaze, Michael raises his hand and shouts, “Hey! Have time for a chat?”

I glance at Emily to find her surprisingly not hiding behind her brother and instead demurely waving at me before looking at Denise to find her waving at me with a grin on her face.

“Not particularly,” I answer while turning around and continuing walking while calling back, “going to get breakfast right now. But you can join me if you want.”

“Cool!” I hear him say as I walk forwards, my hands still in my pants pockets. Then he hurries to catch up to me, walking side by side as Denise goes to my other side and Emily to Michael’s, proving just how wide this hall is in the process.

Well, since Cynthia’s gone, are you going to tell me about whatever it was you were going to tell me about, Tar?

“That… might be a better topic for when you’re alone,” Tar says, sounding both nervous and… afraid?

Huh. This talk can’t be a good one if he’s acting like this.

“Knowing you, I doubt you’ll react too strongly to it, but yes,” Tar says, “it’s not something most humans would react to in a positive light.”

Hmm. Okay.

That’s something that can be dealt with after I get rid of this gnawing hunger in my stomach. Because I really hate this feeling.

We continue walking down the hall with the others talking and me staying mostly quiet, only adding a word here or there when necessary. And once we reach the cafeteria, Michael finally pops the question I’ve been dreading.

“So have you decided whether or not to join our team?” he asks, making me frown as we enter the cafeteria.

“Sorry,” I answer rather quickly with a shake of my head, “still haven’t decided.”

I haven’t had the time to. Not with all the studying, the training, and of course the almost dying.

Mostly the almost dying.

He looks visibly disappointed for a second, and so does Denise. But Emily doesn’t really show much emotion as she’s busy staring at the food at the end of the cafeteria, practically drooling at the mouth.

Huh. Didn’t pay attention before, but is she a foodie?

With her rather small figure, I never would’ve guessed.

We all get our food then sit down in my wonderful little corner of the cafeteria and begin eating. But after helping myself to four plates of food, I give in to curiosity and ask, “I know Michael has nature magic, but what magics do the two of you have?”

Both Emily and Denise look up from their food at me with surprise before sharing a glance. Then Denise smiles and focuses on me again as she says in a proud voice, “Inferno magic.” Meanwhile Emily just quietly answers, “Corruption magic.”

My jaw drops open.

“Excuse me, what?” I ask out loud before realizing that I had just asked that out loud and clapping my hands over my mouth.

Michael bursts into laughter, meanwhile his sister just blushes and focuses on her food.

How did such a shy girl get corruption magic of all things? I wonder what all it does?

I glance at her hair and the highlights in it that are a sickly shade of green. Then I glance at her brother’s hair, which has highlights of a much healthier and vibrant shade of green.

Guess that makes sense then.

Meanwhile… I finally turn to Denise to look at her golden hair.

“Guess your hair didn’t change at all during your reality warp,” I offhandedly state with a raised brow, curious as to what did change, if anything.

That actually makes her blush for some reason.

Why is she blushing?

Michael leans in out of the corner of my eye and adds, “Actually, I’m curious about that too. What did your reality warp do?”

I can’t help but notice Emily covering her mouth and trying – and failing – to hold back a snicker for some reason.

Interesting. Whatever her reality warp is, it must’ve been in a rather embarrassing spot.

Meanwhile, Denise just pointedly looks at her food like it’s the most wonderful thing in the world, making me even more curious as to what it is. But then Emily does something surprising. She actually leans over across the table, careful of the food in the process, and whispers to me, “She got a mark on her navel symbolizing both fire and ice. You should see it some day!”

My eyes widen in surprise before I glance at Denise, who seems to be hiding her blushing face in her hands – likely having guessed what Emily was telling me. Then I glance at Michael who just looks confused, not having heard Emily’s whisper.

I turn my gaze back to Denise with a smirk and tell her, “Ah, I got it. No need to tell me then.”

This just makes her blush even harder.

Okay, this team might not be so bad after all. They're certainly amusing.

But the question is still on the table though.


Chapter 76

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

Family



Scarlet

After eating, I leave to go to Allen’s office, separating from the others. And once I arrive, I knock on the door, quickly getting an answer in the form of Allen saying, “Come in.”

So I open the door and walk in, finding both Allen and Cynthia sitting on one of his sofas, leaving the other one directly across the table from it open.

“Sit,” Allen says, waving his hand at the other sofa. And I do so.

Then silence fills the office for several seconds as the three of us stare at each other.

Eventually Allen breaks it by beginning, “I understand that you didn’t have much of anything to do with your latest near death situation.” My eyebrows rise slightly in surprise at the understanding I can clearly hear in his voice, unlike the anger of the last time we had a talk. “So Cynthia and I have talked it over, and we would like to bring your jacket to my father to work on instead of having me working on it directly.”

I stare at them for a few seconds before muttering, “Wait, really?”

Won’t that cost a fortune? Bringing the thing to the original creator of magi-tech? The one who brought about changes to society as a whole, turning the world from a hellhole to what it is today?

A bit less of a hellhole. Well, except for Tier 3 cities, which are still using old world technology without any magi-tech beyond the shields around the important buildings, the sparse bunkers, and the city as a whole.

“Yes,” he continues before seemingly hesitating and then adding, “and we would like to pay for it as well.”

My brows furrow at this.

I know they care about me. And I know they just want to help. But…

“Will you please let us?” Cynthia asks, a pleading look on her face.

A few seconds pass in silence.

I lean forwards resting my forehead on my palms with my elbows on my knees.

Should I?

“It’s up to you,” Tar answers my rhetorical question.

I’ve always hated accepting handouts, believing that everything I do should be earned by myself. That if I accept more from their family then I’ll become reliant on them in some way. And that thought terrifies me. Just the idea that I might become reliant on them when they could abandon me just like my birth parents did.

But…

I look up to see their pleading gazes, and I’m pretty sure that if Belle were here she’d be looking at me the exact same way.

They really are like my family, even if I refuse to call them mom or dad. They are like my parents and are the only parents I’ve ever known.

“Why do you refuse to call them mom or dad then?” Tar asks, sounding genuinely curious.

Because it’s not factually true. It’s not exact. Mom or dad means that they are the ones who gave birth to me, simple as that. And they aren’t, even if I may view them as a mother and father figure.

“That’s… an odd way to look at things,” Tar says, sounding slightly confused now, “is it really so bad to not be exact in this? To bend the rules you seem to have set in place just a little?”

Tar actually appears in between me, Allen, and Cynthia as he says this, startling all three of us.

I grimace before eventually groaning and leaning back against the sofa again while resting my arm on my forehead and closing my eyes.

Damn it. Stars damn it.

Once can’t hurt, I guess.

I lower my head while opening my eyes again before whispering, “Okay, mom, dad. Just this once.”

Both of their eyes shoot wide open, and they jump from their seats, making me flinch at the suddenness of it.

“Scarlet!” “Sweetheart!!!”

I purposefully look away from them, taking a particular interest in a nice picture engraved on the ceiling.

“Can you call me that again?” I hear Cynthia ask, sounding as if she’s almost in tears.

It is a very nice picture.

Very nice.

I vaguely hear Tar chuckling in my head.

After a second I hear Cynthia beginning to approach me, and I immediately look down again while holding my arms out and saying, “Woah, woah, no hugs. Not ready for that.”

She looks slightly disappointed but goes back to her seat, sitting down at the same time as Allen.

“Anyways Allen,” he looks a tiny bit disappointed by my manner of calling him, albeit with a lot of hope that wasn’t there before that I’ll likely call him dad again in the future. Which I can see happening, but now’s too early still. “Do you know when my jacket will be done? And if it’ll be done before the next Demonic Assault?”

Both Allen and Cynthia grow serious again as Allen answers, “We’re not sure. It might be, or it might not. We’ll just have to wait and see.”

I nod my head before quietly muttering, “Thank you.”

The two smile and answer as if in sync, “Of course.”

A few more seconds pass in silence.

“About adoption…” Cynthia prods, actually saying the word out loud this time. But I still shake my head.

“It’s too early,” I answer them, shocking the two with my subtle admission to a future agreement to it. “Maybe when I’m a Class III Guardian and people won’t be looking down on me for being an orphan anymore.”

Allen begins to open his mouth and say something about others not daring to do that, but I raise a hand and interrupt him, “You know very well that your brother would do just that.” He goes silent at this, so I tilt my head and press on, “Didn’t he try the same thing when you went and created an orphanage? He tried to take your position as CEO and remove you from the company, even if his plan failed. So adopting an orphan, even if said orphan is a Class I Guardian, would just fuel the fire more. But when I’m Class III, no one will likely even remember that I was an orphan.”

Neither of them have anything to say to that.

“Was that talk why you called me in here?” I ask while relaxing slightly on the sofa. And this seems to snap the two out of the stupor my previous words had put them in.

“Actually,” Allen starts while leaning forward in his sofa and resting his elbows on his legs, “we wanted to talk about you joining a team.”

I blink in surprise.

What?
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“We know that you aren’t very social and don’t really like working with others,” Cynthia says during my stunned silence, “but we think it’d be a good idea for you to join a team. Even if you only work with them for enough Demonic Assaults to get you leveled up to around level sixty or so to be able to handle yourself better. Then you can go solo again if you want.”

I stare at her, then at Allen, then back at her again.

Both of them look serious. Both are probably very worried.

But I really like going solo…

We stare at each other for several seconds before Allen taps away at his terminal and then says, “How about you decide after we tell you who they are, since you’re already rather acquainted with them considering the meals you’ve eaten alongside them.”

Oh.

My eyes widen slightly.

Oh! It’s Michael’s team.

“To start things off, Michael’s magic is nature magic, and it allows him to heal people and summon familiars to help fight,” he says, explaining something I already knew. “Denise’s magic is quite a bit wilder than that though. Inferno magic. Magic that uses both ice and fire with varying levels of strength. A very powerful ranged and up close hitter, since she has skills related to both.”

Interesting. A better description of her magic. It would also explain the mark she apparently has on her navel.

“Emily’s corruption magic is especially good at whittling down more powerful demons, and even weakening a large swarm of them,” Cynthia adds in her own two cents, seemingly having picked her own favorite of the three. “Her magic, as you can guess, generally focuses on anything that is used to corrode away a biological body. Such as viruses, diseases, poisons, and the like.”

Yeah, that really is an odd sort of magic for such a quiet girl to have. But I guess everyone has their oddities, so who am I to judge?

Besides. Corruption magic sounds cool. End of story.

“So, a healer and summoner, a ranged and physical attacker, and a debuffer?” I mutter, using video game terms that the two actually seem to understand, considering their nodding heads. “And I’d be an all-rounder of sorts. Someone that can fill in most of the roles without an issue.”

The two both nod their heads again before Allen raises his voice and says, “You can come in now!”

I glance at the door with surprise visible on my face to find it opening, revealing Michael and his team on the other side.

Wait, how didn’t I hear them? Is the door just better shielded against sound than my suite’s walls? Or what?

“That’s probably the case,” Tar says, having vanished the moment Allen said for them to come in.

Guess that makes sense since this is his office. So it needs better protection.

“Sir,” Michael says with a nod towards Allen and Cynthia, “ma’am.” He then glances towards me and smiles as he adds, “Scarlet.”

I nod my head in response before glancing behind him to find his sister hiding behind his back, with Denise quickly moving forward with confidence. Then I look back to Allen and Cynthia to find them both staring at me with a look on their face that makes me think they want to ask me something.

So I look down at my hands for a few seconds as I ponder over the matter.

In the end, it would only be for a few assaults and not forever, and it’d allow me to acclimate a bit more to being a Guardian before going back on my own again. And I wouldn’t have to worry about needing backup as much since I’d have other Guardians helping me out.

Because it is a little embarrassing almost dying so much.

Even if it is rewarding.

And their team really is built pretty well.

I let out a sigh before looking up again and answering, “Fine. I’ll join their team for the next few Demonic Assaults, but that’s it. Once I feel confident enough about my level, I’ll be going solo again. Or at least splitting off from the team when we enter a Fracture and doing things on my own.”

Both Allen and Cynthia sag in their sofas with relief, meanwhile the team that had just entered looks over the moon about my declaration. Well, except for Emily, who only looks excited – likely too shy to show as much excitement as the other two are doing.

Guess they were already informed about this before coming in.

“Whether I work with you for the tournament or not later on will depend on how well we work together and how I feel at the time,” I further answer Michael’s question, deciding to get that out of the way as well. And he seems to be quite happy with my answer, considering the fact that he’s grinning as if he had just won the lottery.

Meanwhile Denise just looks like she’s itching to hug me but is holding back with quite a bit of struggle.

Which I guess improves my opinion of her. The fact that she can and is willing to hold back that is.

“If it’s alright with you,” Michael says while stretching his arm out to shake my own, continuing after I accept his handshake, “I’d like to work on some combat drills in a couple hours and to spend some time formulating plans and getting to know each other’s capabilities.”

Oh, right. Capabilities are a thing. That’ll be a pain.

Guess I’ll have to be ready to shock them if they ask to know mine.

“That’ll work,” I answer while letting go of his arm. He then turns to Allen and Cynthia and asks, “Is there anything else you need, Cipher?”

After Allen shakes his head, he turns to Cynthia and repeats the same thing to her, only to get the same response before he thanks them both and leaves, his team members aside from me following behind him. And once the door shuts behind their group, I turn my focus back to Allen and Cynthia.

“And there is one last thing on our agenda before you can go,” Allen says rather quickly while getting up from his chair. Cynthia doesn’t move though, just watching him as he goes around his desk while saying, “Gotta give you your Guardian Identification Card and Guardian Identification Papers.”

Oh. Right. Those are a thing too.
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We learned about them a little bit in high school. A Guardian Identification Card, or a GIC, is kind of like a personal identification number for a Guardian. Except that the number and therefore your identity can’t be stolen since it’s attuned to your life force, unlike a personal identification number. Meanwhile the Guardian Identification Papers just have information such as my name, magic, age, and all of my capabilities and Association.

“I’m guessing you already know what they are,” Allen says while digging around in a pile of papers, only briefly glancing up to see me nod before returning his attention to the pile. “Then I won’t bother explaining them to you.”

A few seconds pass as Cynthia and I watch him dig until he manages to find a small card which he hands to me. The card has my name, a line of ten digits, my birthdate that Allen decided on for me when he took me in after confirming an estimate of my exact age at a hospital, and a brief description of my appearance, focusing mostly on my ‘reality warp’ changes.

He then turns back to the pile again until he finds a large paper printed in landscape that I can tell at a glance is my GIP, or Guardian Identification Papers.

	Name: Scarlet Asger
	Magic: Blood
	Age: 19

	Physical Capabilities:	Mental Capabilities:	Magical Capabilities:
	Strength:	Tier B	Processing:	Tier C	Capacity:	Tier B
	Agility:	Tier B	Intuition:	Tier C	Power:	Tier A
	Constitution:	Tier B	Resistance:	Tier C	Control:	Tier B
	Endurance:	Tier C	Power:	Tier C	University: Lion’s Heart

	Perception:	Tier A	Reaction:	Tier B	Association: Silver Association

	Vitality:	Tier B	Willpower:	Tier B	Class: I

						


“Make sure to put them somewhere safe,” he says offhandedly before sitting at his desk and adding, “that’s all.”

I nod before glancing at Cynthia and nodding to her too, getting one in return right after. Then I head out the door, closing it behind me.

That was a lot to deal with in one sitting.

“What do you mean?” Tar asks.

Well, I’ve never been the greatest at displaying my emotions to others or even understanding them myself. So thank you for the push you gave me in there.

“Oh,” Tar mutters, “sure thing.”

I faintly smile at that before turning serious again.

Now then. Is now a good time for what you were wanting to tell me?

“Head to your room and I’ll tell you there,” Tar says, almost making me want to roll my eyes at this point. But I don’t and instead make my way towards my suite, not stopping anywhere in the meantime. Then, once I do make it to my room and lock the suite doors behind me, he just tells me to sit down, making me really wonder what he’s about to tell me.

I hear him taking a deep breath before appearing in front of me, a serious look on his tanuki face.

“You asked me if your appearance would continue changing as you advance through the Classes like many of the other Guardian’s appearances do,” he begins, making me frown at where he seems to be going with this, “well, do you remember what I said early on, close to when we first met? That your demonic genes are attempting to devour your human ones?”

My frown grows deeper, but I nod my head anyways.

“Well, what I said after was a half-truth,” he says, making my frown turn straight into a scowl. “You are able to keep your genes under control through hunting, yes, but the problem is that it’s not that simple. To put it simply, about a fourth of your remaining human genes will most likely be devoured with every Class advancement you go through.”

Are you fucking kidding me?! And you choose to wait till now to tell me?!

My fists clench slightly in anger, but I take a deep breath to calm down before saying out loud, “Please continue.”

“When you advance to Class II, your body will likely change again, and you’ll go from a half human half blood lycan to 62.5% blood lycan and 37.5% human. And the only way to revert this change is to manage to find some sort of skill that you can purchase that’ll revert the changes,” he continues, sounding slightly nervous now. “Which means hunting stronger and stronger prey to get better and better achievements in the hope that you’ll get a skill like that.”

I flop back on my bed with a grunt.

That really does sound like a pain.

I stay silent for several minutes, just staring at the ceiling.

So if I don’t find a way to revert it, then I’ll be a full-blooded blood lycan by the time I reach Class V?

“That’s the conclusion my father was able to reach upon studying you and the System,” Tar explains, making me shoot up at the mention of his father – the king of the fae – studying me. “What did you think I was doing all those times I was gone? Taking a walk on the Farshore?”

My eye twitches at that.

“I was talking with father during those times, since he isn’t often free,” he says before adding, “well, most of those times at least.”

I’m not a fan of someone studying me, but at the same time, I know he’s just trying to help. So I’ll let that slide.

Either way though, if I become a full blooded demon, humans would be able to tell, wouldn’t they?

“Yes,” Tar answers right away, “well, unless…”

I frown at that.

“Unless what?” I end up asking out loud after several seconds of silence.

“Unless – now, there’s only a small possibility of this happening according to father – unless the gene devouring stops right before completion, leaving you a single percent human still,” he says, surprising me once again. “But it’s only a possibility. In fact, nothing here is absolute. It’s all theories, so take it as you will.”

Right. Because I’m the first human and demon hybrid.

“Yeah,” Tar answers, bobbing his tanuki head up and down once.

I let out a sigh.

Guess I have another reason now to risk my life for achievements. Although the Blood Regeneration skill should make things a lot easier in that regard.

Anyways, there’s something else I’ve been wanting to ask.

“Go ahead,” Tar answers right away, floating in above my face in the process, “I don’t want to keep hiding things from you anymore.”

Well, that’s good.

You mentioned a tournament for deciding the next ruler of the fae via proxy. How is this tournament going to be conducted, and where?
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Tar looks surprised for a second before hesitating a second. But in the end he answers my question, “All of the proxies will be brought into the in between located between the Farshore and the mortal realm. We will then have a series of tournaments and competitions held there, and the winner will be decided on by whoever accumulates the most points throughout the tournaments and competitions.”

Oh. Interesting.

“Amongst the tournaments and competitions, there will be ones that are to the death, and ones that aren’t,” Tar continues, surprising me at the idea of the tournament not being a pure ‘to the death’ thing. “Of course, the ones to the death are worth more points than the ones that aren’t. And you can surrender at any time during the ‘not to the death’ ones, but you can only surrender once out of all the ‘to the death’ competitions you participate in.”

I feel my pride flare up slightly at the thought of participating in something like that.

This tournament of yours actually sounds a little interesting.

Although do I get anything from winning for you?

“Yes, you will be given achievements by the System that will help in gaining new skills,” Tar says, adding more incentive towards this tournament. “Not to mention the EXP of whatever demons or humans you may end up killing in the tournament, should you do the ‘to the death’ competitions.”

I grimace slightly at the thought of killing another human, only to shake the thought out of my head a second later as he adds, “Oh, and the entire tournament will be conducted with the population of the Farshore as the audience.”

This statement takes the wind right out of my metaphorical sails.

I’m going to have an audience watching? Now that’s not gonna be fun.

“Yeah, I can see you disliking that part,” he says while floating down and landing on my chest. “None of this matters for a long time anyways. Not when the tournament won’t likely happen for decades or even centuries down the road at the earliest.”

True. But I’d still rather be prepared.

Also, there’s one more thing that’s bothering me.

“What is it?” Tar asks, glancing at me from my chest.

I look up at the ceiling.

If I did become a full blooded demon, wouldn’t that mean a Fracture core would send me to Tartarus when shattered?

He goes silent.

Neither of us say anything for who knows how long.

Thought so.

The silence extends for a while longer before I eventually ask out loud rather quietly, “Hey, do you know anything about who my parents are?”

This time the tanuki answers immediately, “No. I’ve tried to look into it, but I can’t find anything. The only thing I could find was that your being on Earth likely has something to do with a Fracture that happened sometime around when Allen found you. And I also believe Allen may not have told you the full truth about how he found you.”

Hmm. Yeah, I kind of suspected that a while ago, to be honest. But it’s never really bothered me.

If he’s lying to me about it then he must have a good reason for it. And it doesn’t change the fact that my birth parents abandoned me.

“Unless your birth parents are dead that is,” he suggests, but I just shake my head.

If one of them was a Class V demon then I doubt they’d be dead. And even if they were, then Allen still probably has his reasons for not telling me.

“You’re taking that rather well,” Tar points out while closing his eyes.

Well, yeah. It’s not like I knew my biological parents, so why bother worrying?

He just hums at that, not saying anything in response.

Although if I could meet them, I would like to ask why. Why they had a hybrid child. Why they abandoned me, assuming they did.

Tar hums again.

I can’t help but smile as I feel a warmth well up in my chest at finally having someone to really confide in, even if he doesn’t always tell me everything he should. Since while Belle is a great friend, she’s not all that good a listener. More a doer. Since she tends to just act on whatever fancies she has at the time as long as they aren’t too farfetched, and she won’t just sit in place listening for extended periods of time.

Arthur was better at listening, but I don’t think we were really close enough for me to confide in him. Close friends yes, maybe even close to feeling that he’s like a brother in some ways, yes. But close enough to confide in? No.

Although he’s mostly better at listening because he isn’t that talkative. Rather the stoic type.

Tar hums in response to my thoughts again, not saying anything.

Oh, right. Speaking of Belle.

I begin to sit up, letting Tar roll down to my lap as I reach into my pocket and pull out my phone to find Belle’s contact. Then I send her a text asking how that plan she had going turned out for her becoming a Guardian.

And surprisingly, she answers almost immediately, making me briefly wonder what she’s doing right now.

[Yeah, that didn’t work out. Nothing happened. I was just kind of left there watching dad slaughter a bunch of demons.]

“That was to be expected,” Tar says offhandedly.

I’m just glad she’s not hurt.

Then again, Allen wouldn’t have been acting as he was earlier if she had been. And Cynthia likely would’ve verbally gutted Allen for taking her in the first place.

In fact, I bet she doesn’t even know that he took her. And that when she finds out, she will verbally gut him.

[It was rather stupid to suggest that plan in the first place, just so you know. But I’m glad you’re alright.]

After sending the text, I flop back on my bed again with my phone held off to the side and my arm resting on the mattress.

I am curious as to how Arthur talked to her though. Especially considering that she ended up going through with the plan anyways. Even if she did kind of fail in the process.

My phone buzzes, making me bring it up to my face to read her response. And when I see it, my eyes widen in surprise.

[Arthur wasn’t very happy. And he’s taken a couple of days off to visit despite the large price, so he’ll be here in a couple days.]

“The hell?” I mutter, wondering where in the stars Arthur managed to get the credits to take a trip to a Tier 1 city. Much less where he got the permission to do so.

Then the image of a certain protective father flashes in my head and I realize that Allen is probably using Arthur to ground his daughter in a way right now, since he can’t actually do anything with her being an adult and all.

Interesting tactic.

[Have fun with that!]

After sending her my rather sarcastic reply, I chuckle at the thought of Arthur’s little conversation that he’ll be having with her when he gets there. Since that guy doesn’t mince his words.

Then I just set up an alarm on my phone for about an hour and a half from now and go to sleep, deciding to take a quick nap before the team gathering.
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By the time I reach the training hall all three of them are already inside, along with Sylver for some reason and some random dude. One that I don’t recognize.

Each of the five are wearing the very same type of armor – just like what Allen wears for combat – but with varying colors and different cores at the center. Which I believe is the regular magi-tech armor available to the members of the Association for a very large discount.

“Ah, looks like she’s here!” Michael says, bringing the unknown guy’s gaze to me, Sylver’s having already been locked on me from the moment I opened the door. And judging by the mana I can sense from the unknown guy, he is stronger than Sylver but still weaker than Allen.

Class III maybe?

“You’d be correct,” Tar answers me.

Cool. I think I’m getting better at this sensing stuff.

Michael gestures to the guy and introduces him, “This guy is an instructor from Lion’s Heart. One responsible for tutoring us. And he heard that you’d be here today, so he decided to stop by and watch.”

Oh.

I give him a brief nod, “Hello.”

He nods back without a word.

Guess if he won’t be giving his name I’ll just call him instructor guy.

I hear Tar snorting in the back of my mind, but I ignore him as I glance at Sylver, only for him to wave me off and say, “I’m here for your training. Not theirs. You can thank your parents.”

Oh, right. I almost forgot that Allen pushed the training me job onto him on account of work.

“First I think we should go ahead and show off what we can all do,” Michael begins as he steps up to the instructor, who is now somehow standing inside of the training ring without me having even so much as noticed him leaving his earlier position. “And I’ll start first. We can have Scarlet go last.” He glances back at me after entering the ring and standing across from instructor guy and adds, “Assuming that’s alright with you?”

“Knock yourself out,” I tell him with a light nod of my head.

He smirks before turning to the instructor guy and taking a deep breath. Then he raises both of his hands while a glowing green energy begins to cover them, following which the energy moves into a large ring in front of him before filling the ring.

I lift a single eyebrow as I watch a tree walk out of the circle. Yes. Walk out. A tree.

“Huh,” I mutter, not sure what I’m seeing as the tree steps up in front of Michael. Then another tree walks out. And some sort of falcon. And what looks like a marshmallow.

The marshmallow – which had originally fallen to the ground right after passing through the portal thingy – suddenly stops falling and begins floating in the air.

Oh. My mistake.

The floating marshmallow.

I glance at Emily to find her blushing and staring at the creature, making me wonder just what is on her mind right now. Then I look at Denise to find her grinning with a rather wicked grin on her face. One clearly meaning to do evil.

Wonder what that’s all about?

When I turn my attention back to the nature magic user and instructor guy, I find the instructor simply standing there, not bothering to use any skills or anything. Which makes sense in hindsight. He’s probably strong enough to pretty much shrug off most if not all of Michael’s attacks as a Class III.

The marshmallow – which really is just a floating ball of white fluffy stuff – begins flying around really quickly whereas the two trees stand guard in front of Michael and the hawk flies into the sky with the marshmallow. Then my eyes widen as I see the marshmallow shooting out random bolts of what looks like green lightning that strike wildly at the ground, startling the instructor who instinctively begins to dodge them. Meanwhile the hawk suddenly coats its entire body in some sort of green energy and flies in at an incredibly fast speed to attack instructor guy who is still distracted.

Or at least, he looked distracted. But the man just bends his back over, dodging the hawk with ease before grabbing its taloned foot and throwing the thing at Michael, knocking him to the ground in the process.

Guess the instructor guy isn’t holding back.

The guy suddenly swipes his hand horizontally in front of him, sending what looks like an arc of wind straight at Michael, likely to test out Michael’s defense. And the arc is effectively blocked by one of the trees before a green energy covers the creature and the instructor guy winces slightly with a vague look of surprise on his face.

“Thorns?” Sylver mutters, somehow having gotten close to me as I find him standing right next to me as we watch the fight. “Interesting. Don’t see that every day.”

“Thorns?” I ask, hoping for more information.

He answers without looking at me, “Thorns is a type of effect where when damage is done to something, it is magically returned back to the one who originally dealt the damage. Although in this case, Artorius is just too strong for the thorns to have mattered.”

Oh. Interesting.

And instructor guy’s name is Artorius?

I focus on the fight again to find Artorius once again sending an arc of wind, albeit this time a much stronger looking one, at Michael. And this time it cuts straight through the arm – or rather branch – of the tree used to block it and strikes Michael in the side, sending him flying a few meters in the process. He then immediately begins to heal his wounds with the same green magic he used on me once before getting back up without any problems.

Interesting.

Certainly some rather versatile skills there. Although I very much prefer my own up close and personal method of fighting.

He shows us a couple other skills such as one to wrap himself up with an armor made from tree bark, which doesn’t look very pleasant, along with one to do something that I have no idea what is doing. Just that his eyes and the eyes of the hawk are both glowing green.

Maybe some sort of shared sense skill between him and his summon? Or something like that?

After that though, the bout ends and he begins walking back to us, with Denise rushing over to the ring after him.

Time to see this inferno magic then.

Denise just waves back at us after reaching the arena with a smile, then focuses on the instructor. We all then watch as a torrent of red energy begins enveloping her body, following which she slams her fists together and sprints towards Artorius at an incredible speed with her fist pulled back to strike.

Oh. Wow.

She’s fast.

But despite her speed, Artorius just avoids the strike without much struggle, and she continues flying past him into the border of the arena, smashing her fist into it with a very loud noise that hurts my ears a little. The girl doesn’t let that bother her though as she simply turns back around and rushes at him again, but this time with a pale blue energy coating the red energy on just her fist, making for an odd sight.

A pale blue mist leaks from her fist as she flies towards him, and this time the guy decides to take her attack, likely to show us what she can actually do. And when her fist strikes his palm, light freezing sounds come from the two collided fists as the man’s glove begins to freeze slightly before he throws her away.

A physical enhancement skill and an ice fist skill so far. Not bad.

After that she does a roundhouse kick – one of the moves I learned from Sylver – with that same icy energy coating her foot instead of her hand now. Meaning it’s not an ice fist skill but some sort of ice strike?

Either way though, the instructor blocks it just as easily as he’d blocked the other one before pushing and sending her flying several meters. But despite the height she reached, she still manages to land on her feet. Then she raises her hands palm out towards the instructor and quite literally shouts, “Fireball!” out loud before, low and behold, a fireball forms in front of her hands and flies towards the man. But of course, he just swats it away like a fly.

“You really shouldn’t do that,” Michael shouts at her, and she just shouts back, “I know! I’m trying to resist the urge! I really am!!”

My brows furrow in confusion.

What?

“She’s very big on anime, and when she first became a Guardian, she’d always shout any skill she used out loud before using it like you see in those shows,” Emily suddenly answers my question, surprising me at the fact that she’s actually talking to me. “Michael’s been trying to get her to stop, and it’s been working for the most part.”

“Huh,” I mutter while glancing at the girl to find that she is still staring at the marshmallow that Michael never unsummoned, unlike the rest of his summons. “Do you like that thing?”

She nods her head and mutters, “It’s just so soft to hold…”

Huh. Guess she likes soft things.

As if on cue, she glances towards my ears, making me narrow my eyes and tense up a little.

“Sorry,” she mutters, quickly looking away.

Yep. Definitely likes soft things.

Guess that’s kind of cute. But she better not touch my ears.

Looking back at Denise again, I find her using a couple other combat skills such as a spear of ice and some sort of eruption of fire from the ground. Simple ranged attacks, with no more physical ones.

Then she finishes up, coming back to us with the instructor guy still standing in the ring, likely waiting for Emily to go in. And after a brief moment of hesitation, she does.

Unlike the other two fights though, Emily starts out standing far behind the instructor, with a putrid green and black fog beginning to spread out of her. The fog slowly spreads to be somewhere around three to four meters in diameter, with her as the center, before she rushes forward, not startling the instructor at all. Likely because he is their tutor and must already know their skills to a degree.

The instructor allows the fog to touch him, making me hear tiny sizzling sounds signifying something melting while at the same time I see some of the cloth tying his long hair in a ponytail dissolving. But other than that, the man is too strong for the acid fog to do anything else, and he rushes forward to strike at Emily.

Emily barely manages to stumble out of his hit before sweeping her arm horizontally, spraying what I think are tiny green needles at the man, but most of them bounce off of his armor. I do see two striking his skin though, and it begins to cause what looks like necrotic poisoning around the wound. For a split second, that is, before the wounds heal and the needles are forced out.

So acid fog and necrotic poisoning needles? Pretty good so far. Not much in the way of physical combat though. And the way she’s moving kind of reminds me of a ninja from a movie.

I also feel like I vaguely notice some tiny black particles moving about the instructor’s skin, but I can’t tell what they’re doing. Because they don’t really seem to be doing anything.

“She’s using a skill that gradually builds up maladies in the target, but it just isn’t effective against someone like him,” Sylver answers my thoughts, probably noticing the confused expression I had on.

I hum in response, not taking my eyes off of the fight, which is probably the worst matchup amongst the three. Since her attacks literally don’t do much of anything to him at all, what with them all being focused on building up maladies and poisons.

The fight continues for a few minutes before ending with her awkwardly walking out, looking quite down in the process. Which I can understand, considering that she didn’t really do much of anything to him.

Not that the other two did much better.

I wonder what level the three are at anyways?

Everyone turns to look at me, prompting me to start walking towards the arena.

Well, guess it’s my turn.


Intermission



Outside of the Arena within the Training Hall

When Michael first thought to ask the new girl to join his team, he was mostly doing it because she was a blood magic user, and because of what he had seen her doing on a couple of videos posted online. And blood magic users often become some of the strongest Guardians just from the pure versatility their skills give them, whether it’s through close combat, ranged combat, support, healing, pretty much anything.

He knew that she would be instantly surrounded by people asking her to join their team the moment she arrived at Lion’s Heart, regardless of her status as an orphan. Which they likely wouldn’t know about anyways, because the school would likely try to suppress that knowledge as best they can.

So he decided to move first, even if Emily wasn’t all that happy about it.

But after meeting her in person and getting to know her a little? After seeing more videos of her, including the one of her fighting a demon wraith while still at the lower half of Class I? He became determined.

But now he can’t help but have the passing thought that maybe his team might not even be good enough for her as he watches her fight against his tutor, red steam floating off of her skin in waves as she swipes her clawed hand – yes, claws, not blood claws, since her hand had transformed into that of what looks like a werewolf as soon as she entered the arena – at the man. And the man is actually pushed back just a couple inches from the hit!

Holy shit… and she’s only been a Guardian for a week at most? If that’s the case, then what have I been doing all this time…?

Michael’s confidence slowly begins to drop as he watches the wolf eared girl fight his tutor much better than any of his team could ever manage. Even if she still only manages to leave a single scratch at most with her shifted hand, which doesn’t amount to much.

“You probably shouldn’t compare yourself to her,” Collin says, bringing Michael’s attention to the man known by many as Sylver. “She’s a little bit of a battle junkie if what I’ve seen so far is to be believed. And she has absolutely no concern for her own safety.”

Michael blinks in surprise when he notices a very, very faint look of concern cross the man’s eyes.

Sylver can care about other people? That’s new.

He turns back to focus on Scarlet’s fight again, briefly noting the grin she has on her face as she does so. Even if she isn’t actually doing much to the guy. Although the stream of life energy moving between them feels slightly unnerving, since he himself is a healer.

Seeing her fight in person really is a lot different from watching her fight in a video. Especially when I know just how strong her opponent is.

Michael frowns as he watches, only to sigh once the two finish battling and begin walking over to them.

“Looks like that’s all of you,” his tutor says, sounding slightly impressed as he glances towards Scarlet – which doesn’t happen often. “I’ve seen what I wanted to see and done what I can.” He turns to Collin after saying that and adds, “The rest is up to you.”

Then the man just leaves the training hall, not even bothering to say goodbye to his students.

Michael turns away from the door to find Collin walking to the arena himself while saying, “Come up with combat strategies yourself and then enter the arena when you’re ready to use them. And try to become a real team while you’re at it. Nothing like a new member to screw up the flow.” He stops walking in the arena and turns around again with his arms crossed. “Not that you were much of a team before though. Not when you only became a team a week ago.”

The group falls into an awkward silence at his words. But he doesn’t say anything more, simply opening up his terminal and beginning to mess with it.

Well this is awkward now.

Eventually Michael breaks the silence by saying, “Since we’re going to be working together for the foreseeable future, we should get to know each other better.” Everyone turns to look at him as he continues, “I don’t think there’s a person in this base that doesn’t know Scarlet by now,” Michael pauses when he sees Scarlet’s surprised reaction to that before continuing, “so how about the rest of us introduce ourselves again?”

Emily and Denise both frown and share a glance before focusing on Scarlet, deciding that reintroductions are a good idea.

“I’ll start first,” Michael says, also focusing on Scarlet. “My name is Michael Winters and I’m the son of Astra.” Scarlet’s eyes widen in shock at the name drop, but Michael just continues anyways, “I’m twenty years old, and I contracted three weeks before you did, while I was at the mall with my sister.”

Before Scarlet can say anything, Denise steps forward and starts her own introduction, “I’m Denise Harley, as I already mentioned before. But what I didn’t say was that my father is the headmaster for Aquatic Pride, another Tier 1 city Guardian University.” And once again Scarlet’s eyes bulge from shock as she realizes just how rich and important their families are. “I’m twenty-one years old and I contracted two weeks before you did. I hope we can be friends!”

Silence falls the group for a few seconds before everyone turns to look at Emily, Scarlet having already gotten over her initial shock by now. And it takes Emily a second to begin speaking even after that.

“I’m Emily Winters. Mother is Astra, and I’m eighteen years old,” Emily begins her introduction in a stunted manner. “Contracted at the same time as my brother.” She bows her head slightly towards Scarlet and adds, “Hope to be friends.”

Michael frowns before sighing.

Well, it’s progress. And it’s good that she has interest in becoming friends with her.

He turns to look at Scarlet again to find her taking a moment to absorb the new information before she eventually nods her head back and answers the three, “I hope we can be friends as well.”

Michael smiles at that.

And we almost have a full team now! Although…

He glances around at the three girls.

Why am I the only guy?

A few seconds pass as he looks between them.

When we find a fifth, I really hope they're a guy.


Chapter 81
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Possibilities or no Possibilities



Scarlet

The planning session ends up taking nearly four hours, since we continuously move to the arena to try out each plan we come up with. Whether that involves Emily and I debuffing and stacking up damage on the enemies with our ranged skills with Michael covering healing and support from his summons and Denise going in as the main attacker, myself and Denise going in for the attack with Emily debuffing and stacking up damage and Michael healing and bringing support with his summons, or even Emily working on distracting the enemies with her speed and what I have to admit are annoying attacks while the rest of us go all out in attacking.

I personally would’ve preferred some more plans of attack, but in the end, we’re all limited in our total number of skills at the moment, considering how new we are to being Guardians. And not to mention that our team is only temporary.

“See you again tomorrow?” Denise says as I begin heading for the door. And I wave my hand back with a brief, “Yep,” before walking through the door and letting it shut behind me. Then I head towards the closest exit to the building, because I really feel like moongazing right now.

I still wonder if that particular habit of mine is because I’m a blood lycan?

Either way, it’s very relaxing.

I’m glad that we ended up deciding on the plan of me and Denise being the frontline attackers with Emily debuffing and stacking damage and Michael healing and supporting rather than the first one. Mostly because it means more EXP for me. After all, it’ll mean Denise and I are helping the most in the kills. Which also means I’ll be able to go solo again sooner.

It makes sense that they’d have me on the frontline in battle though, seeing as I have the best offensive skills of the group. Even if they don’t know that some of my success in fighting with the instructor guy was purely because of Predator IV.

I stretch my arms over my head right before reaching one of the exits which has a terminal scan next to it. After I finish stretching, I reach my hand down and insert some mana into the thing while also letting it scan my handprint before the door opens, letting me out. And as soon as I step outside, I head straight onto the roof and over to my little place atop a tower that I found on the first night here.

I let out a sigh and collapse on the ground, just staring up at the full moon in the sky. One that I’m quite grateful for is always there, no matter what.

No one’s really sure what happened to the moon after the Demonic Assaults began. Just that it has always been full no matter what ever since.

The other change the Demonic Assaults brought to the world didn’t have such superfluous effects though. After all, it being impossible to leave or enter the planet’s atmosphere whenever a Demonic Assault is currently ongoing kind of made it so humanity couldn’t just ditch Earth to go somewhere else when our magi-tech was theoretically capable of space travel.

“Not that anyone could test it,” I mutter before finding Tar appearing above me to promptly land on my chest. “You’re rather quiet.”

Tar’s voice responds in my head instead of out loud despite him being here in person, “I’ve been trying to figure out a better way for you to retain your human genes intact.”

My eyebrows climb at that statement.

Really? Thank you.

I look back up at the moon again.

In all honesty, the only thing I care about in regard to becoming a full blooded demon is how they will feel about it. Allen, Cynthia, Belle, Arthur, the other orphans, and a few other friends I made back in Rothwell. The idea of losing my human genes themselves doesn’t actually bother me for some reason.

“That’s probably because of your superior blood lycan genes,” Tar says offhandedly, sounding slightly distracted. “Blood lycans are the strongest demon of pride, so it’d make sense for their instincts to be very prideful in their own race.”

Huh. That… kind of does make sense.

Certainly explains why I’m not cracked up over this like other people normally would be. And a part of me absolutely despises the idea of staying stagnant in my level just to remain half human.

“That wouldn’t work anyways, since then you’d end up aging, and my father would try to force you into leveling up somehow,” Tar says something that has my head shooting up to look at him without even seeming to realize what he said, him being so distracted right now. “Because ‘it’d be a disgrace for a prince to be contracted to a forever Class I’.”

I gape at the tanuki as he continues staring ahead, his eyes flickering from left to right as if reading something.

The hell?

He finally turns his gaze to me and asks, “What?”

You just drop that bomb on me and simply ask ‘What?’

The tanuki looks genuinely confused for a moment before he mutters, “Oh.”

Yeah. Oh.

“Well, I did say that I’d like to be more open with you in the future,” he says, somehow blowing that all off and returning to whatever he was staring at. “Guess that future is now.”

I snort.

Yeah. Guess so.

And in hindsight, it would make sense that a king wouldn’t want an embarrassment as a prince. But what would he be able to do? You fae aren’t very strong in the mortal plane, right?

“Doesn’t mean he can’t bribe another Guardian or a demon with an achievement or two to move against you,” Tar says, his eyes still flickering. “Although he wouldn’t kill you. Not when I wouldn’t be able to form another contract for a very long time after your death. Long enough that it could become a problem for my life span.”

Oh. Well, that’s a relief at least. He would just push me into leveling.

In all honesty? I don’t think I would be able to stop leveling even if I wanted to. Not with how our society is, what with the government being openly against Guardians who don’t help society by fighting. It’s how the Guardians living in Tier 3 cities end up there after all. And even then, they’re still forced to fight every couple months when a Demonic Assault does actually happen.

And I don’t think my pride would let me stop anyways.

“I know,” Tar mutters, “that’s why I’ve been working with his majesty to find a way around you becoming fully demon. Or at least trying to find a way to hide it from the humans and demons if you do become a full blooded blood lycan.”

I blink in surprise.

You’ve been working with the king?

“Yes.”

As we’ve been talking?

“Yes.”

About the king and his likely plans to entrap me into leveling?

“Ye- oh.”

Yep. He’s been quite distracted.

“Well, he can’t hear us anyways,” he blows it off a moment later.

I can’t help but chuckle. Then I let out a sigh.

Such a pain this world is. But I guess the saying ‘With power comes responsibility’ has some applications to it, right?

Although in this case it’s ‘With power comes complications’.

Tar just continues whatever he’s doing, so I focus on the moon, just letting its soothing light, well, soothe me.


Chapter 82
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Another Day, Another Credit



Scarlet
A few days later

I yawn as I get out of bed, bored from the lack of anything really happening over the last few days. Aside from the training, my practically emptying the cafeteria each day, and a rather large paycheck from Allen. One spanning the entire first week I was officially working for the Silver Association.

It’s so large that I can’t help but salivate just from opening up my bank account on my newly acquired terminal and staring at it. What used to be only around a hundred credits at most, what I had thought was a decent sized savings for a trip outside of Rothwell City, is now standing at a firm 2599 credits. 1389 from the daily wages for both my time actively fighting Fractures and from my time not doing that, along with an extra one thousand and something credits for allowing them to use me in sponsorships.

Which is honestly almost enough for me to happily ignore the horror that going through a photo shoot dealt to me.

I shiver as I remember that happening the day before yesterday. And that feeling only grows worse when I remember watching a video on GuardianTube about some of the local Guardians to get myself brought up on who’s who, only to get an ad. One of me saluting the viewer without saying a word as someone else says some random sponsorship promotion.

At the very least they didn’t have me wear anything embarrassing. Because I don’t think my pride could’ve taken it. The very idea of wearing a two piece swimsuit for example is frightening.

I mean, why do people even subject themselves to wearing such skimpy outfits?

My jacket is so much more comfortable. And more importantly, it doesn’t show anything.

“Your thoughts tend to wander a lot, don’t they?” Tar suddenly says, floating off of the bed. “Because I’ve noticed you tend to think about random things out of nowhere sometimes.”

I glance at the furball for a second before shrugging and grabbing clothes to change into, out of my tank top and shorts that I slept in.

Meh. I am who I am, my thoughts are as they are. Not my fault you peek at my thoughts all the time. Which is rude.

He just snorts and doesn’t say anything as I enter the bathroom to change and get ready for the day.



“Okay, wait a minute,” I stop Denise’s gushing about shopping, putting my fork down in the bowl of whatever it is I’m eating right now. “You want me to go shopping. With you. At the mall. Did I hear that right?”

I can’t help the disgusted look that shows on my face at the mere thought. Not only do I dislike shopping in general, but I already have all the clothes I’d ever need right in my room. So why bother buying more?

But the main issue is that I really don’t want to go out in public and get stared at.

Denise looks confused as she tilts her head slightly, her golden hair falling a little bit onto the table, barely missing her food, and says, “Yeah. Unless you’re already busy?”

I open my mouth to answer, only to hear Sylver’s voice, “No, she has the day off as a rest day before the semester starts up tomorrow.”

My mouth clamps shut and I turn to look at the guy, only to find him with an unusual quirk to his lips, simply grinning at me for what must be the first time since I met the guy.

I mouth ‘I’m going to kill you’ to him before seeing his grin widen ever so slightly as Denise claps her hands together and says, “Wonderful! We can head out in half an hour if that’s cool with you!” And when I turn my head to vehemently reject that idea, I remember the fact that it’s very possible that a Fracture could end up happening today.

And it would probably be best if we were all together for it when it does.

So I sigh and mutter, “Fine…” only to turn to Michael who is grinning like an idiot and say, “But then Michael and Emily are coming with.”

His grin vanishes in an instant, replaced by a look of horror as he gapes at me.

“Great!” Denise says, practically squealing out loud before looking at Emily, who actually seems to be looking forward to the trip for some reason that eludes me as the shy girl gives a thumbs up. And after seeing that, Denise shoots straight up and says, “I need to go get ready!” Then runs out of the cafeteria like a tornado.

I stare after her for a few seconds, regretting my choices in life, before sighing and returning to my food. All, of course, while ignoring the pitiable look being sent my way by Michael, who I can probably see becoming Denise’s gopher for bags during this trip. At least, considering what I’ve learned about her over the past few days, she certainly seems like the type.

A shopper. Someone who for some reason under the moon and stars above loves to shop. A terrifying thought indeed.

“So dramatic,” I hear Tar’s voice and can practically feel him rolling his eyes at my thoughts.

You think that now, but you try being dragged on a shopping trip by Belle or her mother sometime and learn how it feels to be made into a dress-up doll after being bribed by credits.

“Wait,” Tar mutters, “wouldn’t that be your own fault?”

No. The power of credits is too great to resist.

I can just imagine Tar staring at me with judgement on his face as he mutters, “You really are obsessed with money…”

No. Not obsessed.

Just that when a chance at easy money comes by, why would I let it slip through my fingers? Although I draw the line at anything that shows too much skin.

Well, anyways, this trip is to make sure we’re all together during the Demonic Assault. Because I really don’t want to have to deal with finding them if it were to happen in the middle of their shopping trip.

“Makes sense,” Tar says, and I go back to eating my food.
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Arriving at the Mall



Scarlet

“Couldn’t you have worn something nicer?” Denise continues whining as we sit in the back of a fancy limo floating through the air down the main air-street towards the closest mall. “Maybe something more-”

“No,” I cut her off again as I stare out the window at the passing windows of the high-rise buildings and the other cars – none of which are as fancy as the one we’re in.

The limo is quite large overall. It spans several meters in length and has a literal table in between the front and back halves of it, with refreshments magically grounded to the table. Meanwhile the limo has a very comfortable cushioned seat on one side of the limo, with special glass on each side that allows people inside to look out but no one outside to look in. And the driver area is completely cut off from our section, with some sort of call button located in various locations around the vehicle.

Much fancier than anything I’ve ever been in before. And also much nicer than that motorcycle that Sylver drives. Since I can sit further away from the others without having to be squeezed in.

“But why noooot!!!” Denise whines, “I’m sure you’d look absolutely stunning in a skirt and blouse!”

I finally turn to look at her, taking in her attire of a black skirt that goes down slightly lower than midway down her thighs, with a white and red blouse, jewel encrusted earrings in both ears, a pair of rather fancy heels, albeit not high heels thankfully, and a purse, and say, “Sorry, but even if I had the slightest bit of interest in that sort of clothing, it’s currently winter. What person in their right mind would wear that in winter?”

Denise just looks confused at my words before dropping her fist and hitting her other palm with the fist as her mouth opens to form an o, as if she had some sort of miraculous revelation. Then she just says with a shrug, “I don’t mind the cold. Never did. And I have a skill that makes me more resistant to the cold now as well.”

She… okay. That actually makes her attire make more sense now.

“Still a no,” I tell her while turning to look out the window again as she whines in frustration like a kid having a tantrum. Albeit a short one.

Just what’s with everyone trying to dress me up anyways? It’s frustrating.

“Don’t humans like seeing other good looking humans wearing clothes that bring out the wearer’s beauty?” Tar asks, making my eyes widen and my cheeks blush ever so slightly at the offhanded compliment that he clearly didn’t mean as a compliment.

I’ve personally never cared much about that. I wear what I wear – what’s comfortable to me – and no one can say anything otherwise. Except when there is literally a uniform restriction, like at the stupid social gathering tomorrow.

I’m just glad the university gives the girls a choice between pants and a skirt.

Out of the corner of my eye, I notice Michael looking out the window with a dead look in his eyes. One that kind of gives me the feeling that he’s done this before.

I wonder if that’s true? Because if it is, then it doesn’t bode well for this trip.

Meanwhile Emily is just playing a game on her terminal by the looks of it.

Speaking of terminals, I turn my attention to my own. The thing is basically just a magi-tech version of a phone that goes either on your arm or the sleeve of some sort of clothing or armor. And it’s easily removed and placed somewhere else. But each terminal is only geared to answer to one person based on their mana signature and their fingerprint scan, making it kind of pointless to steal unless someone just wants to deconstruct it.

The main benefit of the devices though is that they can access the internet through magic instead of radio waves. Meaning they can access the internet and connect with the outside world even inside of Fractures.

Out of nowhere, my terminal buzzes with a call from Belle. So I put my red, wireless earbuds in my ears and accept the call, making the video feed show her standing on the ground street in a much more open area than the main thoroughfare of the city. Likely on her campus grounds. Only for me to grow confused when I don’t hear anything she begins saying.

Or at least, I don’t hear anything very well. Like the earbuds aren’t in my ear or something

Are my earbuds broken?

“Switch ears dummy,” Tar says, making my mouth form an o in realization.

Oops.

I switch to my human ears before hearing what she’s saying midway through much more clearly, “-and so I’ll be picking him up at the station in an hour.”

“Would you mind repeating that?” I say quietly into the mic of my terminal.

She frowns for a second before shrugging and doing just that, “Arthur should be arriving in the city any moment now and I thought you might want to know. I’ll be picking him up in an hour.”

Oh. Okay.

“Cool,” I say in response while inwardly wondering how Arthur might react to seeing a Tier 1 city in person. Since it was a lot to take in when I first got here.

“I think we’ll be heading to the Silver Association base sometime tomorrow to see dad, so you wanna meet up then?” she asks with a hopeful look on her face. But right when I’m about to answer in the affirmative, I notice her eyes begin glancing towards my ears, so I narrow my eyes and answer, “As long as you don’t get anywhere near my ears.”

A look of surprise crosses her face, and she casually looks away from the screen while saying, “Oh, look! My ride is here! I’ll see you later!”

I narrow my eyes even further as she hangs up the call.

Now that wasn’t an obvious admission or anything.

“Attention young misses and young master,” a voice echoes from the speakers above us, making me turn my attention away from my terminal to look up as the driver addresses us. “We will be arriving at the Dragonfall Mall momentarily.”

Another business named after dragons? I wonder if there’s a connection between that hotel and the mall?

Just seconds later, the mall comes into view. And it’s really freaking massive. The building is even bigger than Silver Work’s main building in the city, and that building was one hundred floors. Just that this one seems to span most of its size horizontally and not vertically. Not that it isn’t tall, that is. It’s still massive in height too. Bigger than any building I’ve ever seen in a Tier 3 city just in height alone, not to mention the massive horizontal area it covers.

And just like with the hotel, there are dragons on the front of the building above the entrance. Just that this time they don’t appear to be the eastern ones. These have four legs and shorter tails. More like lizards than snakes. And there are two of them, both statues, standing right in front of the entrance facing each other.

Very fancy.



Surprisingly, we end up just straight up skipping the front entrance and flying through some entrance that opens up in the side of the building, revealing a secret garage. Likely one meant for rich people.

The driver finds a place to drop us off before moving off to go find a parking spot where – if Denise is to be believed – he will sit and wait for us until we’re done with our business here.

Man, the rich life sounds very relaxing. Maybe I can reach that point some day?

Just imagining having a personal driver and limo to take me to fancy malls in a tier 1 city sounds like a very nice life.

Well, if I actually had interest in going to malls outside of buying video games, that is.

Anyways, some guide takes us and begins guiding us into the mall all while being very, very polite to us. As if walking on eggshells.

Then again, not just anyone can become the headmaster of a Guardians University. And Denise’s father is one of them, not to mention the fact that the other two here have Astra – a Class V Guardian – as their mother. A woman who I happen to know is one of the richest people on the planet.

We continue walking through the inner areas of the mall until we reach a balcony overlooking what looks to be the main thoroughfare of the place. A massive room with an enormous water fountain at the center of it, along with an ice rink next to that, and who knows how many stores lining the walls. There are also escalators leading to a second floor which branches off away from the main area and heads towards what looks to be an even fancier looking place, with fewer but on average more expensively clothed people. Likely some sort of VIP area of the mall.

Which means we’re in the VIP of the VIP areas? Or something like that.

I also can’t help but notice the various glances being sent our way by everyone we pass by that isn’t working for the store – the workers themselves being disciplined enough to know not to do that. And there are – at this point – more glances towards my ears than I can count, making me feel rather uncomfortable.

Can I please go back to the base now?

Eventually we manage to make it to an array of very expensive looking stores. Each with price ranges far, far beyond anything I could’ve ever hoped to afford even with years of savings back at Rothwell. And a lot of these places are clothing stores, some for men, more for women. But there are also a lot of video game stores, technology stores, and even some weapons stores that I’m pretty sure shouldn’t be legal.

Then again, this is the VIP of VIP areas. Which is also the only reason no one has approached us yet despite us being Guardians. Because everyone here must be just as rich as Denise. Not to mention that I see several other Guardians scattered around the place. Although I don’t recognize any of them.

One thing I do recognize though is that some of them are wearing Lion’s Heart’s uniforms, and all of them are around the same age as us, give or take a couple years.

Are they all students?

My thoughts are redirected towards our guide when she stops leading us in the center of the stores and begins to talk like a tour guide, giving us a rundown of all the types of stores and their locations before asking us where we would like to go first. To which Denise immediately answers with clothing stores.

I almost facepalm at that.

And I’m pretty sure I hear Michael groaning, but it might’ve just been my imagination.

Almost immediately after the call I switched back to my blood lycan ears, but I really do regret it in some ways. Considering the conversations I’m overhearing, particularly about ‘the new Guardian with wolf ears being here’. And how many of them are sharing that bit of information along with pictures of me on social media.

Denise proceeds to drag us into an expensive looking store which seems to sell both male and female garments of all sorts. Many of which are more expensive than the entire outfit I have on right now. And then she immediately drags us to the women’s section, making Michael blush in the process for some reason, before going over to look at blouses.

Guess she really likes blouses?

My eyes start to widen when she begins picking out different outfits – yes, outfits, not single pieces of clothing – and asks the guide where the carts are, where the guide then brings Michael to it before he rolls it over, a look of defeat on his face.

Well, guess he isn’t ‘carrying the bags’ after all. He’s carting them around.

Better him than me.

Denise continues dragging us around the store for a while before it becomes Emily’s turn, and she takes us straight to a video game store where she browses through all the new games. And this time I am actually a little bit interested, since these are all the newer games from the best companies. So I begin browsing myself a little bit under Denise’s amused but conflicted glance.

Guessing she feels conflicted about me being interested in games but not clothes?

Doesn’t matter.

In the end I end up buying one game in particular that I had had my eye on a while back but could never even hope to afford. But now I can thanks to the paycheck I just got yesterday.

After that, we begin to go to a women focused clothing store and Michael’s face turns beet red at some of the things inside of it. And he does actually try to leave a couple times to wait outside, but Denise and Emily both snub that idea on account of not having anyone to push the cart.

“I think I pity him,” I hear Tar mutter in my mind, apparently paying attention to the guy’s struggle.

I’ve seen Artoria – she’s one of Belle’s friends that came with her to the orphanage from time to time to visit and became friends with some of us – drag around her boyfriend while shopping with me and Belle once. So this isn’t really anything new to me. Although at the time I was just hoping to get home as quickly as possible to study and then play some games.

“Brutal,” Tar mutters before going silent again.

Maybe. But it’s his plight, not mine. And I’m gonna leave it at that.

Eventually both Emily and Denise turn to me with a suspicious look in their eyes that has me stepping back one step with a frown on my face. But just a moment later, a shattering sound echoes all around us, following which the air gains a very faint red tint to it, signifying a Fracture opening up here.

Wow. Two times in just as many weeks that I end up caught up in a Fracture in this city.

At least I don’t have to deal with whatever they’re plotting.


Chapter 84

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

Teamwork in the Mall



Scarlet

Out of the corner of my eye, I find several of the Guardians outside of this store rushing over to the main floor of the mall, which is likely the most populated area and where the core emerged. At the same time, I hear screams echoing practically everywhere, making my ears ache ever so slightly.

Damnit, this place is a lot more populated and wide open than any of the other Fractures I’ve been to!

My thoughts are cut off when I see spawn appearing out of a strange red mist that emerges from the ground several meters in front of us, setting off another round of screams. And I can’t help but let out a sigh of relief when I see their levels.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Canine – Level 21|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Canine – Level 20|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Canine – Level 24|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Canine – Level 26|

Dogs? Much smaller ones than the hounds.

I immediately activate my partial shift skill, immensely grateful that I decided to wear a short sleeved shirt and pants on this outing as I watch my forearm and hand ripple with a wave of blood until it turns into the clawed hand of a werewolf. This seems to startle the guide near us who is already freaking out and hiding behind us, and many of the people and employees nearby take a cue from her and do the same.

Meanwhile I see the others activating their magi-tech armor pendants, making their armor spread out over their clothes to cover their bodies before they each begin to activate skills. And I can’t help but feel a tiny bit jealous since my jacket’s still not done yet.

Red energy begins to coat Denise while a thin fog spreads out from Emily and a summoning circle appears in front of Michael. And not wanting to be left out, I start using life drain and blood boil on the four demon spawn. Only for them all to stagger and show a much bigger reaction to it than I was expecting, reminding me that my level is over ten levels above most of them.

This seems to surprise the others as well, but they don’t wait as I already see the small black particles rising from the spawn’s skin and fur, which only seem to enhance the effect my blood boil skill has on them.

I share a surprised glance with Emily before we both grin and turn back to the demons. Then she throws several little needles of necrotic poison at the demons, exacerbating the effect our blood boil and other skills are doing on them at the same time until they all keel over and die before Denise can even reach them.

The girl turns around with a frown on her face to look at us, but I’m still grinning at Emily as I say, “Looks like our skills work well together.” And she nods, her grin turning slightly less fervent and a little more shy now that that bit of action is over with. Only to turn serious as we move our attention to the other demons appearing across the floor.

Michael sends his familiars out, the treants, as he calls them, moving to protect him and Emily, with the hawk going up and leaving the room to scout out the rest of the building for us and the fluffball floating up into the air with bolts of green lightning beginning to build up on it.

I focus my ears on the store we’re in, finding nearly two dozen spawn scattered throughout it, of which I quickly notify the others about. Then I open my eyes again and rush forwards with Denise following close behind me until we run into one of the spawn that’s currently chasing a couple down the aisle. I quickly tear my clawed hand straight through its body before using blood claws on my other hand and stabbing the claws straight into its neck before I rush off again, leaving the couple stumbling into the rack of jackets nearby from shock.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be safe,” I hear Michael comforting the two people as I continue rushing through the aisles of the store starting from one end and going to the other.

In a situation where the demons are all on average weaker than us, we planned to have me and Denise run around clearing them out while Michael and Emily handle keeping the people safe. And I’m all for this plan since it gives me and Denise the most EXP out of the group, Michael not really caring much about EXP and his sister being a softie and wanting to prioritize the peoples’ safety.

This process doesn’t take too long, and once we all finish, we find ourselves in a store empty of demons with nearly three dozen people gathered up in a group.

“There is a bunker in the mid-section of a store one store down from here,” Michael says, his eyes glowing green as he looks through his hawk’s senses. So we begin to lead the people out of the store into the lobby of the special VIP area, quickly dealing with any monsters that get near us as we do so. But at some point in the trip, a crossbow bolt flies by and strikes me in the arm as I’m dealing with another spawn, making me grimace but not doing anywhere near as much damage to me as the one that I was hit with a week ago did.

“Shit, I’m sorry!” I hear Denise shout, apparently seeing me take the hit. But I just wave her off while ripping the bolt out of my arm. It didn’t go very deep, just deep enough for the bolt head to get lodged in my arm.

Right as I’m about to focus on life draining a bunch of the demons without killing them as quickly as usual in order to heal it though, I feel a wave of relief from Michael’s magic, reminding me that I have a healer now. So I nod at him in appreciation before continuing to deal with any demons that get close.

Eventually we reach the bunker, which is still wide open with a dozen or so people inside, many of whom look relieved to see us, along with two Guardians standing at the entrance. The two Guardians look relieved as well. Which makes sense, considering what I overheard of their conversation on the way over here.

The two were stuck with guard duty until we arrived, with all of the other stores in this block on this side of the VIP section already having been cleared of people and demons. So we quickly stand guard at the entrance with them as the people all flood into the bunker, before one of the two Guardians asks the person who he was in a call with on his terminal if there are any more people left, and after getting a negative, he closes the bunker.

We all turn to look at each other for a moment, and I can tell rather quickly that these two are Class I judging by their mana. They’re also wearing Lion’s Heart uniforms, meaning they’ll be classmates starting tomorrow.

One of them is a girl around the same age as me by the looks of it, with long crimson hair and black irises. She’s wearing the pants version of the uniform, and is about the same height as myself as well, with an amount of mana near mine too.

But her personality couldn’t be any more different. The girl is practically a lump of joy in how she’s literally hopping from one foot to the other, a grin splitting her face as she hums to herself.

The other one of the two is a guy with long brown hair and a rather thick mustache. He appears to be a little bit older than us, likely in his mid-twenties, and appears rather annoyed by his companion’s actions.

A rather interesting duo to say the least.

“Scarlet Wolf?” the guy says, his tone slightly gritty as he narrows his eyes at my shifted arm, then glances at the blood soaking my clothes that I very quickly remember to clean. “Looks like your reputation proceeds you.”

I blush at that comment as I realize he’s talking about the people online who are calling me some sort of berserker. Which is a really unflattering thing to call a girl, but… I mean… I guess it’s not too far off the truth?

“What do you mean ‘I guess’? It’s perfectly true,” Tar comments, making me frown. “You go around not caring at all about small wounds and just letting them heal up on their own while burning your own blood like a maniac, and you’re trying to convince yourself you aren’t some sort of berserker?”

Okay, fine. So maybe I am.

“And you are?” I ask the guy, my internal conversation with the rude fae over with for now.

He looks surprised for a second, then turns grumpy the next as he answers, “Warden.”

No one says anything for a few seconds.

Right as the man looks like he’s about to speak again, his partner cuts him off by saying, “So can we go kill some more demons now? Because this talk is boring.” All while still hopping from one foot to the other and repeatedly looking at a couple stores on the other end of the VIP section.

The man grunts before nodding his head at us and saying, “Guess we’ll meet again at the university?” Then after seeing me nod my head in confirmation towards his words, he turns around and begins to leave with the girl running far ahead of him in the process.

And once they’re both out of earshot, Denise mutters, “They didn’t even seem to notice the rest of us…”

I glance at her to find the girl glaring at their backs, and even Michael seems to be a little annoyed by their utter disregard for him. Meanwhile Emily just seems glad to be away from the large groups of people.

“Why didn’t they talk to you? Aren’t your parents really important?” I ask, genuinely curious as we begin to head in the direction of the main area of the mall.

While we run, Michael answers, “It’s because we haven’t really been in any unproctored combat with the demons till now. Except for our first Fractures, of course. So the other Guardians don’t know or care about us much. If they even know who we are in the first place.”

“Doesn’t change the fact that it’s just plain rude,” Denise grumbles as we begin to near the end of the VIP section.

She has a point. Although I kind of wonder how that guy would’ve treated me if he knew I was an orphan?

Orphans are treated rather poorly for multiple reasons. For one, we are a constant reminder of the cities and people lost during Fractures. For two, we cause a large strain on the budgets that the cities have, making most of the Tier 2 cities and all of the Tier 1 cities basically kick all orphans to Tier 3 cities. A rather unfortunate development caused by the emergence of Demonic Assaults in the world.

People really don’t like being reminded that even with their ‘heroes’ the Guardians, they still aren’t absolutely safe. Even in a Tier 1 city, no one is absolutely safe.

But the main reason is of course the changelings, who are completely undetectable since they don’t enter Earth through Fractures and only come through gates from the island known by some as old world Japan.

It’s a pretty shitty world we live in nowadays, one where any random Joe could end up dead the next week due to a Fracture. And where orphans are treated as lower class citizens by a large majority of the populace. But it’s how things are.

Depressing.

I do wonder how the people would take finding out that I was an orphan though, since from my understanding, they either ignore that part entirely for a Guardian, or dislike them even more depending on how popular the Guardian is and how much they fight in the Fractures. Although I’m pretty sure the government is also kind of censoring my status as an orphan, so there’s that too. Otherwise the populace would’ve already figured it out by now.

My thoughts return to the present situation once we reach the edge of the balcony we passed by earlier overlooking the main area of the mall and find the place to be extremely chaotic. Demons everywhere, all fighting over half a dozen Guardians, with a few groups of humans gathered together in a few corners slowly being escorted by one Guardian each to bunkers.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Canine – Level 51|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Canine – Level 54|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Canine – Level 56|

|Demon Huntsman – Subspecies: N/A – Level 51|

|Demon Huntsman – Subspecies: N/A – Level 61|

|Demon Huntsman – Subspecies: N/A – Level 60|

|Demon Knight – Subspecies: N/A – Level 70|

|Demon Knight – Subspecies: N/A – Level 74|

|Demon Breeder – Subspecies: N/A – Level 56|

|Demon Captain – Subspecies: Salamander – Level 100|

I can’t help but shiver slightly from fear as the System plays out messages for each of the demons I look at until I ask Tar to turn the messages off for now, making them stop playing out every time I look at a different demon. But my eyes stay locked onto the last one that I had looked at anyways, making it unnecessary.

The demon captain has scales similar to armor, just like the demon knights. But the ‘armor’ it has looks a lot fancier despite the captain being overall smaller than the knights. It has spiked shoulder plates, with no helmet, revealing the creature’s scale covered head with slit crimson eyes that are looking across the battlefield with a gleam of intelligence, and a very ‘dark lord’ type of armor that you’d see in a video game.

And it’s also the only demon in a Class I Fracture that has sapience.

This one in particular seems to be a salamander, which is a type of demon that can breathe fire. But all demon captains have a single weakness known to the people.

My eyes narrow in on its chest, where it has a random ring of cloth without any scaled armor there, showing a weak point that will lead directly to one of its three hearts that – if destroyed – will half its fighting capacity.

As if sensing the gaze of me and the others up here who had also started staring at him, the captain turns its head to stare at us, sending shivers down my spine in the process.

For some reason this creature frightens me even more than that Class II wraith did.

Is it because it’s sapient?

But then it turns its gaze onto a Class II Guardian that is approaching it. One that also happens to be wearing Lion’s Heart’s uniform.

Right as I’m about to focus on watching the fight between the Guardian and the demon captain, my attention is drawn to the crimson orb floating about half a meter above the ground just a couple meters behind the captain, where both of the knights I saw earlier are standing guard on the ice rink.

So that’s a core. I’ve never seen one before as no one ever takes pictures of them. Because apparently they let off a type of radiation that interferes with electric devices for some reason.

The thing is letting off a very eerie crimson glow, very much similar to the blood moon high in the sky. And that glow is only made even eerier as it reflects off of the ice rink beneath it.

My thoughts are interrupted when I hear what sounds like a bow string being released and I shout at the others, “Get down!” And they immediately do so, only for a crossbow bolt to fly straight past where Emily’s head was before striking the wall and quite literally digging all the way in down to the fletching.

We all kneel next to the balcony railing where the demons below can’t see us as Emily looks up at the bolt with a frightened look on her face. And at some point I realize she’s in shock, so I lightly tap her shoulder, making her turn her gaze to me before a few tears leak out of her eyes. So I can’t help but pat her on the head and whisper, “Don’t worry.”

Then I slowly begin walking away from the balcony while still crouched, just waving at the others indicating for them to do the same. And this seems to snap them all out of the stupor they were just in as they begin to follow after me.

Once we get far enough away from the balcony that nothing down there can see us anymore, I stand up straight again, stretching my back and arms a little in the process before turning to the others and saying, “That was close. Those are too strong for us, so we should focus on the demons up here that are still alive. Leave the ones down there for the Class II Guardian to clean up.”

None of them say anything in response. So I’m left blinking in confusion, not really sure what’s wrong.

Oh. Wait. Was that their first near-death experience?

Out of nowhere, Emily just steps up and hugs my arm – the one that isn’t partially shifted – leaning her forehead into my shoulder as she starts crying.

Uh, what do I do? Tar, help me here!

“Don’t ask me,” he answers, “fae don’t have the capacity to cry after all.”

Well, that’s less than helpful, even if that bit of information is rather sad in and of itself.

I turn to look at Michael, but he doesn’t help any as he just stares between the two of us, a worried and frightened look on his face as well before he says, “Thank you for saving my sister’s life.”

Great. Now I’m being thanked. I don’t like this situation.

“No problem,” I tell him while trying very hard to gently remove the crying girl from my arm. Very gently. But eventually she ends up removing herself before looking at me with a light smile despite the tears still staining her cheek.

“Thank you, Scarlet,” she says, speaking my name out loud for the first time.

Up till now she’s been too shy to speak much to me, only speaking randomly or when she’s distracted. But this really is the first time she’s spoken my name if I remember correctly.

“Well, anyways, let’s go,” I tell them while starting off in the direction that the other Guardians we ran into earlier went. And the others finally snap out of the awkward atmosphere that had built up, heading off after me.

Although, despite the awkwardness and the ‘me not knowing what to do during that situation’, I can’t help the faint smile that stretches across my face as I think of the overwhelming gratitude they just shared with me.

It felt… kind of nice. Warm even.

Not something I’m used to as an orphan.

And I think… that might have been the first time where I didn’t absolutely despise the physical contact. Although I still would’ve rather not had her do that though.



It only takes about ten minutes of fighting demons before the rest of them all begin to vanish into the very same red mist they appeared from, signifying that the core has been shattered. So I – along with the rest of my new team – check our System messages to see our gains.

{Level 24 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x11

{Level 25 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x14

{Level 23 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x16

{Level 24 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x9

{Level 27 Demon Spawn assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x8

{Level 28 Demon Spawn assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x6

{Level 30 Demon Hound assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x8

{Level 29 Demon Hound assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x10

{Twenty-five Skill Points are awarded for killing over three hundred demons within ten days’ time.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 36. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 37. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 38. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Life Drain’ has leveled up to level 6.]

Oh, nice! Although I can’t help but complain a little that I didn’t get any SP for any of those kills outside of that one achievement… not to mention that I killed over a hundred demons but only got three levels.

“Well, every last demon you killed with them was at least five or more levels beneath your own,” Tar explains something I already know.

Yeah, yeah. Doesn’t change how annoying it is.

But at least I should have enough SP to get Predator V. So that’s good.

“I would also recommend you purchase the recharge skill while you’re at it, since you should have enough,” Tar says before adding, “you will be getting magi-tech armor soon after all.”

Oh, right. Can’t forget about that.


Chapter 85

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

Emergency



Scarlet

I quickly open up my status and allocate 4 points to mental, 1 to magical, and 1 to physical before going to the skills store and purchasing both Predator V and Recharge. Then I focus on my status again to take in the changes with a grin.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 38	SP: 5
	Stats:

	Physical: 99	Mental: 97	Magical: 98
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 2473/4753	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Siphon	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Partial Shift
	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Sacrifice	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Blood Bank	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Clean	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Repair	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Recharge	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Regeneration	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Now with Predator V, my boost in stats against others at a higher level than myself is ten percent higher than before! At a whole 30%!

“It’s just ridiculous to see so many legendary skills at level 38,” Tar mutters, sounding like he really isn’t sure how to take it. “And they’re all passive skills too…”

That part catches my attention.

Are passive skills harder to get than active ones or something?

“Passive skills in general are rarer to unlock since they’re always active and don’t require any cost to use them,” Tar explains, still sounding winded from seeing my status even if he already knew about my skills beforehand.

Interesting. And I have three legendary passive skills. Quite a nice feat there, if I do say so myself.

“And your pride is showing again,” Tar mutters.

Hey! Can’t help what I am, now can I?

He just snorts.

Well, anyways, I close out of my status before focusing on the others. But just seconds later, my terminal – along with the terminals of everyone here – immediately begin to buzz, following which Sage’s face appears on them, her clearly having hacked into the devices just like she did with Allen’s before.

Makes me wonder if she also has some sort of technology related purchased skill, since I don’t think a seer should be able to hack magi-tech so quickly.

“Scarlet, Michael, Emily, and Denise, you are all to immediately head to the outer station nearest you where you will delay the Class I Fracture and save as many people as possible there before reinforcements arrive,” Sage says immediately upon connecting. “Cipher and Frost are both locked up fighting in a Class IV Fracture that has appeared close to the Government Office Building, and the rest of our Class II and Class III Guardians are all locked up right now with the influx of Class II and III Fractures during this particularly nasty Demonic Assault.”

I can’t help the frown that emerges on my face as I feel something nagging at the back of my mind. Like something bad is going to happen, or is happening, and it involves this.

Why is that…

My eyes widen as I blurt out, “Belle and Arthur are supposed to be at one of the stations right now!”

Sage turns to me with a vaguely surprised look on her face before asking, “Are you sure?” And when I nod she actually swears while turning her head and typing away at something. But she continues to speak nonetheless, “This changes nothing. Allen and Frost aren’t able to leave the Fracture as them leaving would bring about a catastrophe for the inner city as the Class IV demons break past the shield. They’re only barely managing to hold them back while waiting for their own reinforcements.” She types one last thing on the keyboard, pausing in speaking while doing so before turning back to the screen and finishing, “And even if they wanted to abandon the Fracture, they are in the heart of the Fracture right now and wouldn’t be able to fight their way through the demons quickly enough to arrive within the next five hours.”

Shit. Damnit, damnit, damnit!

I feel heat building in my face as I think of Belle or Arthur getting hurt and I immediately respond, “I’ll head there as soon as possible.” Then the others, having seen my reaction, do the exact same thing before the call cuts off.

Without wasting any time, I turn to Denise and ask, “Is your driver still here?” And she quickly nods her head, clearly sensing my urgency. “Then can he take us to the outer station closest to our position?”

She nods again before typing away at her own terminal as we all begin walking in the direction of the garage.

“You know they may not be there, right?” Tar asks, prompting me to move my arm in front of me and begin navigating to my contacts where I then call Belle’s phone. But the thing just rings. And rings. And rings. And no one ever picks up.

If Belle were actually safe and outside of a Fracture, she would’ve picked up. She’s the type of person who is strict about keeping all manners of contact open during an emergency. So the only reason why she wouldn’t be able to pick up is if she were in a Fracture, where a normal phone can’t get service through the barrier.

“Oh,” Tar mutters.

I continue walking with Denise and the others towards the vehicle, but right when we’re about to get in, I say, “You all don’t have to help me if you don’t-” Emily puts her finger on my lips to shut me up.

I blink in surprise at her actions, only for her to say, “Not only is this our job, but I honestly want to help you help your friends. So shut up and get in the vehicle.” She then pushes me inside, leaving me sitting in the limo staring blankly at the wall in shock. And it’s not just me either, because when the others get in, I find both Denise and Michael looking at Emily as if she’d grown a third head. Yes. Third. Because we’re skipping the second altogether.

“Well, at least her actions managed to snap you out of that dark attitude you were in at least a little bit,” Tar says, making my eyes narrow slightly, only for me to turn around to look at Denise as she says, “Driver, step on it!”

Actually, come to think of it, I wonder where her driver was during the Fracture?

Don’t tell me he was in the limo the entire time?

The vehicle immediately begins moving, passing through the garage door and into the air-street that currently has very little if any traffic, unaware of my internal question.


Chapter 86

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

The Outer Station



Scarlet

Throughout the entire drive to the outer station, I find myself both tense and jumpy at the same time as I can’t stop my knee from bouncing. And the moment we arrive in front of the massive outer station, which is home to a very large magi-tech train spanning miles in length with the width of a freaking house, I practically burst out of the limo, startling the spectators for a moment. They then immediately begin cheering though, likely at the sight of a Guardian arriving.

I look back at the others to find them leaving the vehicle as well, albeit more calmly, before we all rush into the building’s entrance, which is quite large while also a little bit plain for a train station. Although while the building isn’t really much to look at in comparison to the mall we were just at – on account of it being an outer station – it’s still far grander than anything you’d ever see in a Tier 3 city. In fact, it’s grander than most of the things you’d see in a Tier 2 city.

Mostly in size though.

Without wasting a second on the people who are now bringing out their cameras, I sprint into the building, past the shield, where I find quite a number of demons. But despite the large number of demons, I don’t actually see the core. Nor do I see any other guardians.

And judging by the average demon’s levels, I don’t think we’re close to the core. Meaning the core is probably inside of the train itself.

Although…

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Zombie – Level 10|

Seriously, these things? Please don’t let one of them have bitten Belle or Arthur…

I close my eyes for a second to focus on my hearing, just trying to see if I can pick out Belle or Arthur’s voices, and after standing in place for long enough for the others to catch up to me, my eyes flash open.

“I found them,” I declare, surprising them for a second as I immediately begin moving in the direction of them while paying the annoyingly large price to shift my arm into that of a werewolf again. Although at least the skill is a one time payment in mana and doesn’t continuously cost mana to keep active like blood claws.

I cut down the demons in my path, most of them being close to level one, as I head in the direction that I hear her and Arthur. But I can’t help but frown as I run, quickly noticing the levels of the demons slowly beginning to climb.

That’s not all though, because the words the two are saying sends a shiver running down my spine.

“Do you think we’ll make it?” Arthur asks, sounding slightly nervous – which is unlike him. But Belle just answers with, “I’m sure it’ll be fine. I’ve got this!”

What do you mean you got this? Wait, did she…

I shake my head at the thought and begin running even faster, making the others have to use their skills just to catch up thanks to my physical capabilities being higher than theirs. And if it weren’t for me not wanting to leave them behind entirely, I would also use blood sacrifice just for an added boost.

We continue running through the station alongside the massive train for nearly five whole minutes before getting close to them. But it’s at this point that I realize they’re inside the damned train.

“They’re inside,” I say while stopping outside of the train and looking on either side of myself to find the closest entrance. Meanwhile on the inside of the train, I can hear some sort of banging sound, mixed with the occasional sound of shattering glass. And the sounds only manage to both confuse me and make me even more worried as I break into a sprint towards the closest entrance.

I run into a pack of demon hounds at the entrance to the train, but I just activate blood sacrifice along with blood boil and life drain to rush up to them and rip them apart, only vaguely noticing the black particles leaving their bodies during the process before I move further into the train and take a turn immediately towards the car Belle’s in. Only to find the car before that being filled with regular people, some of whom are currently being eaten by a group of demon spawn.

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Zombie – Level 32|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Zombie – Level 31|

|Demon Spawn – Subspecies: Zombie – Level 32|

I rush forwards and violently grab the throat of two of the zombies, one using my transformed hand and the other using blood claws, before I tighten my grip, burning a little bit of my blood in the process for the added boost. Then the creatures simply collapse after their necks are completely crushed. And when I turn to the third one, I find it already taken care of by Denise who had managed to fully catch up with me.

After sharing a nod, we both turn to look at the humans in the car with relatively dark looks on our faces. And I can’t help but feel conflicted as I see the black veins beginning to spread across the bodies of two of the five people in the car from the bites inflicted upon them by the zombies.

Nasty creatures, zombies. A single bite and it’ll infect a human into becoming a zombie themselves. Albeit an incredibly weak one.

One of the few infection based demons out there.

But also a rather weak creature itself, not having a wink of intelligence and running on base instinct alone. Pretty sure they wouldn’t react much even if they were bisected. They’d just continue crawling towards you for a bite.

Although they’re also quite resilient, and really don’t want to die. The only way to stop them in a single move is to destroy their brains or cut off their nervous system from the rest of their body through crushing their throat or cutting off their heads.

The two infected people look absolutely terrified and are sending fearful glances towards the other people including me and Denise. But everyone but us just backs away from them, terrified of being infected by them themselves.

And I guess I can’t really blame them.

Guardians can’t get infected by a zombie that’s a lower level than them though, so it’s safe for me. Assuming a half blood lycan can even get infected in the first place.

Right as I’m wondering what to do about this, Michael pushes his way through us and holds his hands over both their wounds, making a green energy suffuse their bodies that completely wipes away the black veins and the infection.

My eyes grow wide in shock as I stare at the guy, but he snaps me out of it by saying, “Let’s go find your friends.”

I nod and quickly make my way past the people towards the car where Belle and Arthur are.

Please be okay.



The Car Belle is in
About a minute ago.

Belle has never considered herself the type to lose her composure. Not when Scarlet pulled those revenge ‘pranks’ on the bullies and left Arthur with the blame, not when she had to watch her mother again and again blame herself for her sister’s death, and certainly not in front of Arthur. Ever.

But now?

“Can you please focus on the fight!” Belle shouts at the man, or rather, boy in front of her. The guy must be at least four or five years her junior, a high school student at the oldest despite his clear superhuman feats and silver tail and eyes. And yet, he’s been fumbling about, seemingly mumbling to himself throughout the entire time he’s been fighting the zombie, completely ignoring how much work she’s putting in to shield the brat.

The kid just shouts back, “I’m trying to figure out what skill I should buy! Dad said my SP is importa-”

“Yeah, I don’t care!” Belle shouts, using her new Barrier skill that she got after contracting close to the beginning of this Demonic Assault to use in making another barrier appear in front of the level 29 zombie’s lazy attack. But all the barrier manages to do – once again – is hold for less than half a second before shattering, buying the kid only enough time to barely avoid it as Belle and Arthur stand behind the seats on the other end of the car from the two. “Deal with that later!”

“Damnit,” the kid says, stumbling slightly and landing on his rear before immediately scooting back again and getting up, barely avoiding the zombie’s follow up attack. “I don’t have any damned attack related skills! Cut me a break!”

Oh, for the love of all that is still nice in this damned world!

“Belle, maybe you shouldn’t distract him,” Arthur whispers to his girlfriend from right next to her. “He doesn’t look like he’s going to stop, so might as well let him get it over with faster without interrupting.”

Belle frowns before begrudgingly nodding her head and focusing solely on setting up barriers to give him extra time. But it’s very obvious that the kid isn’t a high level Guardian, nor does he have much if any combat experience.

She can’t help but glance at Arthur out of the corner of her eye, worried that he’ll end up hurt just because he decided to visit her to talk about her recent actions. Particularly forcing her father into bringing her to a Fracture. Which everyone was telling her not to do, but she just couldn’t think of Scarlet fighting the demons without her being able to do anything to help. But after almost missing a barrier, she focuses solely on the kid again.

In the end I ended up signing a contract anyways. Just not during that Fracture.

“Of course, you did,” her fae says with a pompous tone of voice, “the great and powerful prince Artemis has graced you with-”

Yeah, could you leave that spiel for later please? A little busy right now.

The fae snorts, showing its utter disdain as it retorts, “This great one wouldn’t have bothered contracting with you while you were having your hand held like a little princess in a castle.”

Says the prince.

Artemis doesn’t retort this time, leaving Belle to focus all of her attention on the kid. But even with her barriers, the kid ends up backed into a corner in one of the booths, having tripped into it and letting the zombie move to block his exit from the thing.

“Shit,” Belle mutters before standing up straighter and spreading her hands out, using the one skill that she quickly realized was a last ditch move in danger. And this skill causes a much more solid and physical barrier to appear around the zombie, locking it in place for a few seconds and allowing the silver eyed and tailed boy to climb over the seat and go back to the aisle again with a terrified look on his face.

Belle lets out a sigh of relief, only to grimace when she sees the massive amount of mana that skill cost her.

“I won’t be able to shield you much anymore!” she shouts to the kid, whose name she still doesn’t know. And the boy grimaces at that, his tail twitching slightly in the process. But he just gives her a thumbs up while still focusing on his skills store until he eventually says, “Screw it,” and after a second’s pause focuses on the demon again.

Did he finally buy something?

Her question is answered when she sees the boy raise his hands and create a flood of mist from them that then transforms into a copy of himself. The copy then runs up to the demon and begins distracting it as the boy himself runs to Belle and Arthur’s location, only to say, “I wasn’t able to get a single combat skill, and that thing is at least fifteen levels above me. No way I can fight it.”

Belle and Arthur just stare at him for a few seconds before the kid adds, “I vote we run.”

I’m gonna strangle him.

Right as the three begin to leave the booth though, the sound of the automatic door on the other side of the car opening catches their attention. And when they turn to look, they find two people walking into the car. One of them being very familiar to all three of them.

“Scarlet?” “Scarlet!” “She’s here?”

Belle, Arthur, and the boy all exclaim at once, only for both Arthur and Belle to glance at him with confused expressions on their faces. But their attention is retaken by the zombie when it shatters the barrier holding it in place.

Both Belle and Arthur’s eyes widen in fear as the zombie heads towards Scarlet and the other girl and right when they’re about to call out to her in warning, their friend – who Belle only now notices has the arm of a werewolf – rushes forward with a faint red mist leaking from her body before ripping out the throats of the zombie without much trouble. She then rushes over to them with a worried look on her face, completely ignoring the shock on their own.

“Are you both alright?!” she exclaims before coming to a stop in front of the three.

She just…

“Oh, well if this isn’t a surprise!” Artemis says, appearing in the air between the group and startling all of them. “To think I’d see my little brother here!”

Belle stares at her contracted fae with a confused expression on her face.

Little brother?



Scarlet

I blink twice in confusion at everything going on right now. Not only the changes to Belle’s appearance, but also the fae that showed up, and the kid that I’d saved not even a week ago being here.

What does he mean by ‘little brother’? Also, I feel that strange sensation in his voice that’s in yours as well…

Wait, is he a royal fae too?!

As a form of answer, Tar appears in the air between me and the others, next to the floating eagle. Or rather, the floating mini-eagle, since it’s much, much smaller than an eagle should be. And kind of adorable too. Tar then says, “Tenth Prince Artemis, long time no see.”

Guess that answers that.

The prince seems to perk up slightly at Tar’s words before slumping slightly again when he looks at me and grows surprised. Then he looks at Tar, only to find him nodding his head once with a stern look on his face.

Wait, does that mean he didn’t know about me?

“No, none of the other fae royalty know about you,” Tar says in my mind, surprising me a little. “His majesty chose to keep it that way as a sort of test for whoever might be able to find and contract with you. And he never shared information about you afterwards as a reward for my efforts.”

Interesting. Although that also means you found me without your father’s help? How?

“I’ll tell you later,” he says to me before speaking to the eagle fae again, “I wasn’t informed that you would be taking on a new partner.”

The eagle flies over to land on Belle’s head, making me frown as the competition comes to mind.

Shit. Doesn’t that mean we’ll be in the competition together?!

“You don’t necessarily have to compete directly against each other,” Tar says to me alone. “Sure your points will be compared at the end, but you can coordinate which competitions you are competing in to avoid competing in the same one as her. There are also a couple team competitions thrown in as well, so it wouldn’t hurt to get to know another proxy.”

Oh. Okay. That’s cool then.

The two princes continue talking as I focus on Belle, just taking in her changes. Her usual golden brown eyes are now just pure gold and glowing too, which while seen sometimes in Guardians isn’t that common. Meanwhile her black hair is now streaked with golden highlights.

“So I guess you contracted during this Fracture?” I ask while looking over her to make sure I don’t see any injuries. Specifically bite marks. And once I’m satisfied there aren’t any, I glance at Arthur to find him free of them as well.

“Yep,” Belle answers while adjusting her blouse slightly, which had likely gotten messed up a little while they were dealing with the zombie. Meanwhile Arthur just looks away. The boy is still staring at me though and doesn’t even notice her tucking her blouse into her pants. “I’m glad you’re here though. I don’t have any offensive skills.”

Interesting.

“I’m guessing those barriers were yours then?” I ask, making her nod her head. But right when I’m about to continue, I hear someone clearing their throat behind me, which reminds me of the others who had followed me into the room. So I turn around and begin introducing everyone.

“These two are my best friends, Belle and Arthur,” I say while pointing to the two, then I just casually wave at the kid and say, “and this is just some random kid I saved before tossing onto a bed in the last Demonic Assault.”

My comment has a rather significant reaction from them that doesn’t really make all that much sense to me. For some reason the kid is blushing incredibly hard, finally no longer staring at me anymore, whereas the others seem either surprised or amused.

“You abandoned me to that absolute demon of a woman right after saving my life!” the kid whose name I honestly don’t remember complains.

“Yeah, yeah, details shmetails,” I mutter before adding, “oh, and also, he became a Guardian soon before I saved him and left him on a random bed to deal with the knight chasing him.”

Now this comment seems to clear up the surprise on their faces for some reason.

I wonder why?

Out of nowhere, I feel Belle patting my shoulder twice and saying, “Stay just like this, Scarlet. Just like this.” Then she snickers.

I tilt my head in confusion before going over what I’d said several times over.

Eventually my eyes widen, and I feel a very faint blush crossing my face.

Oh.

Yeah, I could’ve worded that better.

I even hear Tar snickering in the back of my head.

Traitor.

“Aaanyways,” I say, changing the subject while waving at the three people in my team, “the guy with green hair is Michael, the girl with green hair is his sister, Emily, and the blonde is Denise. They’re currently a part of my team and helping me in managing this Fracture until backup arrives.”

Belle just raises an eyebrow and asks, “You? In a team?” She turns to look at the others with her eyes narrowed, “I find that hard to believe.”

I cross my arms while defending myself, “I can work with others quite well, thank you very much.”

“Like when we went camping and were supposed to work together setting up each and every tent, but you just couldn’t do that and had to go set up your own by yourself because you didn’t want to be in the crowd of orphans?” Arthur asks with a brow raised.

“That was because Belle was going through her phase of trying to get me to dress up and model clothes for her, and I wanted to avoid all contact I could with her,” I defend myself, stepping up to glare at Arthur, completely ignoring the height difference between us.

He seems to take it as a challenge and steps forward himself while saying, “And the time you decided to abandon me during class and work on the project by yourself, leaving me with having to find a group to work with?”

“Why work with others when I don’t have to?” I comment before raising a brow and adding, “And besides. You didn’t have to find a group yourself. You could’ve just worked with me or worked on your own.”

The guy scoffs, the heads of everyone around us just bobbing back and forth between us during our spat, “And subject myself to you doing all the work on your own because you don’t trust others to do it well enough?”

I gasp while putting my hand on my chest and saying, “Hurtful! I can trust others!” I turn to the team in question as I say, “Right? We all trusted each other during our time together so far!”

They hesitate for a second, making Arthur’s grin grow wider in the process before Michael speaks up, “Well, yes, but you did kind of run off to find these two without a word.”

Before I can retort to that, Belle claps her hands and says, “Enough with the drama. We’re in the middle of something here.”

Oh. Right. Fracture.

I clear my throat before turning to the kid and asking, “Anyways, why are you here?”

He points at himself, and I can’t help but add, “Yes, you.” So he answers, “I was here because of my dad.”

That has me raising a brow.

This makes two Demonic Assaults in a row that he was caught in a Fracture during.

“You have bad luck,” I state with a firm nod of my head, convinced of my words before turning around to face Belle again while saying, “Belle, your parents are both currently dealing with a Class IV Fracture, and the rest of the Association’s Guardians are all busy at the moment. So we’ll have to deal with this on our own-” I pause with a glance towards the kid “-and with the help of any other Guardians who got caught up in here.” I turn around to look at Michael as I ask, “None of them were reported to be above Class I though, right?”

He nods, making me frown.

“Looks like we’re gonna have to protect the people from the demons until backup can arrive,” Michael adds before taking the lead, “let’s first bring these three to one of the bunkers. Then we can use Scarlet’s hearing to find any people who aren’t already in a bunker.” He pauses for a second before nodding his head towards me and adding, “And you can kill as many as you want along the way, of course.”

My frown turns into a grin despite our situation.

Damned instincts.

“No use fighting your instincts,” Tar says into my mind, both him and his brother having vanished at some point during my squabble with Arthur. “Especially since they’re only going to grow stronger the closer you get to being a full blooded blood lycan.”

My mouth parts slightly at that, but I close it again without making a response.

That’s true. But I do need to fight them in some situations at least.

Anyways, we all begin to make a plan for dealing with this Fracture. And by ‘we all’, I mean my team, leaving the others out. Since a Fracture with zombie spawn in it is not a good Fracture to start out with as a new Guardian. And especially not a good place for the civilians

Oh, right. That reminds me.

I turn to the kid right when we’re about to head out of the train car before asking, “By the way, what was your name again? I kind of forgot.”

His face turns red from anger.

Hey, not my fault I don’t remember the name of the rich kid I saved. I never expected to see you again.

The others seem curious as well, seeing as no one ever actually introduced the kid’s name to them.

He eventually takes a deep breath and answers, “Julian Arc.”

His name seems to affect Denise as she tenses up slightly, which makes me curious. And when she sees the look I’m sending her, she relaxes again and whispers, “He’s the son of the CEO of Magic Arc. The company that creates and maintains these trains and their stations in every single city.”

Oh. So he’s a rich kid amongst the rich kids then?

I glance at him for a few seconds, seriously pondering over if my treatment of him may or may not have been something I might wanna fix knowing his identity. But then I just shrug, since he really doesn’t seem like the type to hold a grudge.

He blushes too much for that.

Not to mention that I can tell he seems to feel something towards me – gratitude if I had to guess, or admiration – likely due to my saving his life. So things are fine.

Right as we begin walking over to the same door that we passed through to get in here though, I feel something just barely graze my ears, sending a wave of goosebumps down my spine and making me physically jump nearly three meters forwards while spinning around and spreading the claws of my shifted hand out to prepare to attack whatever just touched me, only to find Belle grinning while waving her hand at me. Then my eyes narrow.

“No touching the ears,” I practically growl at her before ignoring the looks the others are sending my way and hurrying out of the car, then out of the train entirely while passing by the first group of civilians we ran into and waving at them to follow.

Why the fucking hell are my ears so sensitive?!

“I already told you-” Tar begins, but I cut him off right away with a short, ‘Zip it.’

Just because I have incredible hearing doesn’t mean that a single light touch to my ears should send shivers down my spine like that. It’s just way too much.

I can practically feel the amusement in the tanuki’s next words as he says, “If you say so.”

The moment I step out of the train and find a bunch of lower leveled zombies lumbering around, I can’t help but follow my instinct to hunt them all out of irritation, just ripping them all to shreds with my claws – both my shifted and blood ones. During this process though, I am snapped out of my bloodlust by the realization that blood boil doesn’t do anything to these zombies.

Then there’s also the fact that blood thirst doesn’t seem to activate when killing zombies that were turned.

So I pause and focus on the others, who had left the train as well and are dealing with zombies as well, with Belle actually helping out a little with her barriers. Not that they are doing much. But it’s probably netting her a lot of EXP nonetheless, so whatever.

I also notice that Emily is frowning, so I move back to meet up with them again, surprising them for a moment as I ask, “Emily, are they immune to your skills?”

Her frown grows wider at that, and she nods her head, saying, “Viral Inducement isn’t doing anything to them, and they’re just plain shrugging off the necrotic needles.”

“Yeah, thought so,” I mutter before adding my bit, “they seem to be immune to blood boil too. And they don’t have any life energy to drain.”

Michael steps back, his treants sending a zombie flying as he says, “Looks like this’ll be tougher than we thought then.” He then glances at me and adds, “And you might actually need to stay closer in case I need to heal you.”

I begrudgingly nod my head at that, only to frown when I notice the pleased expression on his face. One that actually seems to be shared by both Denise – who is straight up torching the zombies in a rather putrid smelling battle several meters away despite having likely heard us – and Emily.

“What has you so happy?” I ask while narrowing my eyes.

“Oh, nothing,” Michael says, trying and failing to smother his grin as his eyes glow green, signifying that he’s sharing his vision with his hawk, “just that this means you’ll finally truly be working as a team with us instead of going on a rampage when there aren’t any stronger demons around.”

I hear snickering coming from the three people we’re guiding to the bunker.

Deciding that silence is the best choice here, I don’t respond and instead begin joining Denise in killing the demons close to the group. But while being a bit more careful in regards to taking wounds this time, since I can’t just life drain them to heal anymore. Even if the blood moon is out and shining through the skylight straight on us.


Intermission



Outer Station Bunker #3

And today started out so great…

Robert can’t help but complain in his head as he kneels in the corner of one of the bunkers, the entrance sealed shut as the hundreds of people quietly – or as quietly as is possible in a room with this many people – chat amongst themselves, many of whom are worried about their loved ones or pets – as is in the case of the person talking with the security guard.

Why be worried about a pet of all things? I mean, come on!

The seventeen year old boy leans his head against the wall with a sigh.

Okay, maybe I’d think differently if our apartment building let us have pets in the first place. But still.

His thoughts are interrupted by the beeping sound of the screen lowering to show several people clearing their way through the zombie horde towards the bunker. And amongst those people, Robert immediately recognizes one of them as the new wolf eared girl that’s currently blowing up on the internet. But surprisingly, there is actually a second one there that he recognizes as well.

Julian?

Robert sits up with a frown.

Didn’t he only become a Guardian during the last Demonic Assault? Why is he here in this Fracture then?

The Guardians and the civilians end up stopping in front of the bunker door before one of the Guardians that Robert doesn’t recognize gives a hand signal to the camera. So the security guard quickly rushes into the security post within the bunker before opening the bunker from the inside, letting two of the Guardians along with the civilians enter inside. Although not until after two of them share a hug with the wolf eared Guardian, to her apparent displeasure.

Wait, did Julian just happen to get stuck in this Fracture? If so, he really does have bad luck…

Robert gets up from the floor finally and begins walking over to the group as the bunker is closing up again. But before he can make it to them, a large crowd forms around the two Guardians. And the crowd is very clearly split between their feelings on the two Guardians being inside with them.

Some of the crowd believe they should go out and ‘do their jobs’, while others are just excited to be able to talk directly with a Guardian.

Regardless though, the crowd stops Robert from making his way towards Julian.

Seriously?

However, before Robert can begin heading back to his little corner, he manages to catch Julian’s eye, making the guy wave at his classmate with a smile before pushing through the crowd. Which doesn’t sit well with them.

Idiot.

“Robert!” Julian shouts while navigating his way through the startled people between them until he stops right next to him, reaching his arm out. “How ya been?”

Despite all the many things that Julian’s currently doing wrong as a Guardian, Robert can’t help but grin as he reaches forward to cross arms with him as he says, “Pretty good. At least until a couple hours ago.”

Julian snorts, “Yeah, I was here to learn a little about the station by watching dad’s inspection. Didn’t expect to be caught up in yet another Fracture at the same time.”

Likely due to his obvious personality, or just because the other Guardian seems easier to talk to right now, the crowd around them begin to navigate towards her. But unlike what Robert would’ve expected, the girl takes it in stride and swiftly begins answering questions like a professional.

A legacy maybe?

He returns his focus to Julian though when the guy asks, “So what were you doing here?”

Robert sighs.

“Was supposed to be going on a field trip,” Robert begins only to narrow his eyes and add, “which you should’ve been on too, by the way,” then glances at the gate, “but then all this happened. So, yeah.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Robert notices Julian awkwardly looking away at the casual mention of him skipping school.

Even if he does have a good reason for it, and the school has allowed it, although only subtly.

“Well anyways,” Robert says, a faint grin spreading across his face as he pulls out his phone and opens the video he has saved on it before showing it to Julian, “how was it meeting the pretty wolf girl again?” Julian turns beet red at his teasing, which only incites Robert even more as he adds, “Did your knight in shining wolf ears save the dear princess again?”

This has the immediate effect of Julian reaching to grab the phone, only to end up snatching it just seconds after Robert locks it again, pausing the video of the wolf eared girl saving him from the fall in the last Demonic Assault that had been spread across the internet.

“My father is going to kill whoever let that video go viral!” Julian complains while trying and failing to unlock the phone. And eventually, after trying so many times that it just straight up locks up the phone, he tosses it back to Robert, who catches it with a grimace. “Damnit. Delete that!”

“Nope, not happening,” Robert says while catching his phone. “Especially not after you locked me out of it.”

The two then move over to a less crowded area – the corner Robert had claimed for himself earlier – before Robert says, “Joking aside, how do you actually feel about that girl?”

Julian blushes at that and looks away, “I don’t feel anything.”

Robert raises a brow and says, “Uh huh, then why are you blushing?” Then he sighs and continues, “Look, she may be a few years older than us, but that doesn’t mean nothing’s possible. And she really is pretty.”

A voice Robert recognizes as being from the female Guardian who entered with Julian enters their conversation, “Yeah, I wouldn’t raise my hopes up if I were you.”

They both turn to look at her, finding both the Guardian and one of the civilians standing just a meter behind them, with a large amount of space open around them.

How did she get away from the crowd? And does she know the wolf eared girl?

Robert frowns.

Never mind. They hugged her before coming in. Of course, they know her.

“Yeah, I don’t think I have a chance either…” Julian mutters, only to cover his mouth and blush a moment later when he realizes what he just said.

Huh. Didn’t expect him to admit it so easily.

“So, Julian, would you mind telling us more about when you met Scarlet?” the civilian next to the female Guardian asks, a faint grin stretched across his face. And Julian ends up relenting somehow, just spilling the story nonstop.

Wonder why he’s so talkative now?


Chapter 87

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

Past



Scarlet

I can’t help but feel awkward as I hear the conversation going on in the bunker between Belle, Arthur, Julian, and the kid who knows Julian. Because whoever wants to hear about some kid having a crush on you?

Extremely awkward.

Although at this point, the number of people online who’ve been raining compliments on me is kind of numbing me to it – a rather normal thing for celebrities of any kind, I suppose. So I manage to block it out with the equally displeasing sound of groaning zombies.

“What’s with that face you’re making?” Michael asks as we continue through the train station alongside the train in search of more people.

“Nothing,” I answer while focusing on my hearing to sense for others outside of bunkers. “There are more people up ahead.”

“Gotcha,” he says before we all pick up the pace, running alongside the still train till we find a group of people somehow on top of the train with zombies practically climbing over themselves to try to reach them. Which makes them easy targets for us, and we quickly begin to slaughter a good chunk of them before they manage to gather themselves together well enough to attack us back.

I grimace as I watch my mana go down from my usage of blood claws, but at the same time, it does make for good training for my blood regeneration skill. Since it increases my mana regeneration alongside my physical regeneration.

We continue to kill the zombies off – most of them being relatively low level despite our closer proximity to the core than before – until they’re all dead. Then we all jump up onto the train to check on the people.

“Thank you so much!” one of them – an adult man seemingly in his thirties or so – exclaims while falling to his knees and crying.

I frown in confusion.

Why’s he crying?

“No idea,” Tar answers, suddenly speaking again after quite a while of silence.

Where were you?

“Talking to my brother,” he answers, but my attention is quickly taken back to the two kids with the man who for some reason decide to run up and hug us. One hugging my legs and the other hugging Denise.

Uh…

I look around at the others, my hands held slightly in the air, unsure of what to do with them. But after seeing Denise caressing the back of the girl’s head in a soothing manner, I decide to just mimic her. And it seems to work? I think? The boy hugging me calms down a little at least.

Although throughout the process, I continuously have to fight the urge to push the kid away, as this is very uncomfortable for me. Eventually though, he calms down and disengages himself, making me sigh with relief.

“At this rate, you’re probably just gonna have to get used to physical contact,” Tar says, “considering how many times you force yourself to endure it for whatever circumstances you’re in at the time.”

Ugh. I hate to admit it, but you may be right.

“Why do you hate it anyways?” Tar asks before clarifying, “Physical contact, I mean.”

I glance at the others to find them talking with the three adults, none of which appear to be these kids’ parents at a glance. Meaning their parents are either lost somewhere, or they were infected. Neither of which are good results.

So I turn to watch our surroundings as I focus on Tar’s question.

It started as early as I can remember. Because the first memory I can clearly remember is being pushed around by some of the older kids living nearby the orphanage, telling me how ‘orphans should just find a hole to crawl into and die’ or ‘to get away from them lest I get them sick’ and other stuff like that.

And believe it or not, I took it to heart. I avoided touching others entirely for nearly a year before Allen spoke to me about it.

I glance to the side as I hear the groaning of zombies beginning to approach from a ways down the train, inside of it.

Keep in mind that I was only about four years old at the time. And at that point, Allen didn’t really associate with the orphans very often. So it was a pretty big shock when he pulled me into his office to talk.

I thought I had done something wrong, and it terrified me. The thought of being kicked out of the orphanage…

Tar hums, sounding like he’s not really sure what to say.

Allen wasn’t as warm to me back then as he is now. And he certainly didn’t seem to know that much about kids in general, even though he had a four year old daughter himself back then. So let’s just say the conversation didn’t end very well, and my avoidance of touching people became more of a fear at that point.

Of course, over time I realized how stupid it was to be afraid of something like that. But by that point, I was so unused to physical contact that it became uncomfortable to have any anymore. So I continued avoiding it.

And here we are.

Tar stays silent for several seconds as I just keep an ear pinned to the demons – both zombies and not zombies – letting the others take the job of comforting the people. And as soon as Michael says that we’re gonna head out, I turn back and ask, “We heading across the train’s roof or back on the ground?”

He looks vaguely surprised by that before I add, “There are demons in the train, near one of the entrances. And not just zombies this time.”

His surprised expression turns serious as he considers the options.

If we continue on the ground, there’s more of a chance that these zombies will come out and possibly be a threat to the people we’re gonna be escorting to the nearest bunker. And these demons sound like they have several huntsmen with them. Which will be a problem in regard to protecting the people.

Just a single bolt making it past us…

“Let’s travel on top of the train till we reach the next bunker,” Michael finally decides, and I nod my head, setting off in the direction of said bunker with the others following after me, making a bit of an oval around the civilians.

“Scarlet,” Tar says out of nowhere with something in his voice that I’ve never heard before, “I’m sorry you had to go through all that. If I ever see your parents, I’ll give them a good kick for you, okay?”

I almost stumble from the emotional manner of speaking I just heard the usually robotic fae prince use. And this surprises the others before I raise my hand to motion that I’m okay.

That… was a surprise.

But I can’t hold back the smile that stretches across my face at that. A real, true smile. Not just a grin, but a smile as I whisper so that only Tar can hear, “Thank you.”

A few seconds pass in silence.

Although I doubt your kick will do much.

The tanuki just snorts, making me chuckle.
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After dropping off the civilians at the bunker, we continue on through the train station, just clearing out the zombies where we can until we reach the point where they are too high a level for us, where we then change to stalling tactics. Just fighting off the zombies while working together and holding them in place so that any other civilians we missed won’t be in harm’s way.

Although if it weren’t for Michael’s being here, we’d all be zombies by now. And he also makes it convenient since he can cure the infected zombies that haven’t crossed the point of no return yet. Which makes me very happy that I’m on the same team as him. Since these types of Fractures tend to lead to public hatred of some of the Guardians who killed someone who was infected, even if it isn’t very logical.

Not to mention that it just means we get to save them.

Even if it does get annoying stopping by so many bunkers on the way.

We continue fighting for over an hour, just holding off the higher leveled zombies, hounds, and huntsmen until I hear the sound of loud footsteps from far, far behind us. Close to the entrance of the station itself. And the footsteps are clearly human, likely from someone wearing magi-tech armor.

Then I hear their voice speaking into a terminal and quickly recognize the voice as Sylver’s.

“I’ve arrived on scene and am currently heading towards the core,” he says before getting a response from Sage answering, “Affirmative.”

“Looks like our backup has arrived!” I shout at the others while raising my foot and kicking a zombie a few meters away from me, only to grunt as I feel a crossbow bolt cut open my transformed forearm before flying straight past it, missing the bone, and hitting only the edge of my arm in the process.

“ETA?” Michael shouts back, only to say, “Nevermind,” when all of our terminals buzz, and Sage’s face appears. She then says, “Reinforcements should arrive within the next five minutes.”

As if on cue, I hear more sets of footsteps enter the station from various locations. And at the same time, I hear the sound of lightning shoot out, following which a steady electrical current runs somewhere by the sounds of it.

“Alright, just a little bit longer,” I hear Michael calling out as the call with Sage drops.

Yep. Just a little bit longer and I’ll be able to go on a SP spending spree.

“Of course that’s where your mind’s at,” Tar mutters, seemingly exasperated with me.

Hey! SP is SP, and skills are skills. I need them to survive if you didn’t forget.

Or at least, to not fully become a demon.

“True,” he mutters in reply as I barely avoid another crossbow bolt that flies straight over my head after bending backwards slightly. “But you can at least take comfort in knowing the blood lycans would never hurt you should you enter Tartarus.”

That comment gives me pause, almost making me stop in the middle of the battle from the impact it has on me.

They what?!

“You didn’t know?” Tar sounds genuinely surprised for a second, only to mutter, “Oh, wait. I guess humans wouldn’t know the interactions between the demons, now would they? Especially the nobles…”

My eye twitches as he speaks as if I’m not listening. But I continue to fight with the demons all the same, just hoping that the reinforcements will get here faster.

Please get to the point.

“Oh, well, blood lycans are like wolves in a lot of ways,” he starts, stating something I already know, “they share quite a few instincts with them, along with a powerful pride, and a large importance on blood ties. Meaning they care a lot about those they see as ‘pack’, which always includes their blood relatives unless they were expelled from the clan. And even then, they still tend to care about them far more than any other demons.”

And you’re only telling me this now?

I grunt as I feel a hound charging headfirst into my hips, knocking me forwards, further into our formation, breaking it for the split second before I grab the hound and tear out its throat, quickly climbing back to my feet to refill the gap. But during that time, a couple of level 34 zombies made it through, only to be stopped by Michael’s treants before they could do any real damage.

This really isn’t the time to be having this conversation.

“Guess you have a point,” Tar says before adding, “after the reinforcements arrive then?”

I nod my head while spinning around and doing a roundhouse kick to the face of an infected zombie who was already past curing judging by its grayish black skin, sending its head clean off of its body – the head being attached only by a rather rotted neck, which was obviously where the other zombie had originally infected it.

The battle then continues for a few minutes, none of us taking any serious injuries thanks to Michael’s healing. And right when I’m beginning to worry about not only my own mana, but Michael’s as well, reinforcements finally arrive in the form of Sylver blasting by us while using literal chains of silver lightning as a mode of transportation somehow.

How does that even work?

“Your work is over here,” I hear someone that I don’t recognize say, bringing my attention to a man with a familiar face. One of the many Guardians of the Silver Association that Allen had me remember, or at least look over the details of to familiarize myself with them even the slightest bit. Seeing as we’re coworkers. “Fall back and let us handle the rest. You’ve done well.”

The voice belongs to a beautiful woman wearing a dress for some reason in the middle of a zombie filled train station during a Fracture. But after a second, I catch some flashes of red light from the dress, along with the sensation of mana pulsing in it, marking it as magi-tech.

Just for some reason in the form of a dress.

Isn’t that hard to fight in?

The woman practically has the body of a model, being quite a bit taller than me with beautiful blue eyes, blonde hair, and smooth skin. The only thing that stands out on her – aside from the dress of course – are the two strange lines streaking down her arm and up her neck. Kind of like snakes but seeming to be alive.

Some sort of skill? Or maybe her reality warp?

The woman just glides past me, her feet somehow not touching the ground. But I can still hear something touching the ground, so I know she isn’t floating per se.

So many unique types of magic… I wonder if there’s a limit?

Actually, never mind that.

Tar, please continue what you were talking about.

“Well, to start things off again, blood lycans are both incredibly prideful, and very protective of their pack,” Tar says, going back into his lecture as I back up along with the others to let the Class II Guardians handle the rest of the demons in the Fracture. “Meaning that unless your blood lycan parent is an outcast, exiled from their clan, they would protect you no matter what instead of harming you. And blood lycans generally don’t exile their clan members unless they really did something terrible. Like betray the entire demon race or harm their own pack in an extreme way, or some other reprehensible crime.”

Oh? That’s kind of surprising. They are demons, so I just kind of assumed… oh, right. I should stop doing that.

“Yeah, you should,” Tar says before continuing, “anyways. Remember this though. Even if you are the daughter of a clan member who wasn’t exiled – which I find unlikely, since a clan member is not likely to have had a child with a human considering the bad blood between humans and demons – then your status in their pack will matter a lot as well. Assuming your parent is a lower member of their pack, you would be at the bottom of the hierarchy. So even if they’d protect you and care about you from outside matters…”

They would probably treat me like a servant of some sort themselves?

“Correct,” Tar says as I glance towards the others to find them all chatting amongst themselves while we walk back in the direction we’ve been pushing for a while. “While we’re on the subject of blood lycans, I might as well explain the most commonly known racial traits they have, since you might be getting them yourself one day.”

I grimace at the hint towards me becoming less and less human.

“Blood lycans have several commonly known racial traits, such as their extremely powerful regeneration that is locked based on achievements, their incredibly sensitive ears both to sound and touch, and their blood tails,” Tar starts, making me frown slightly at the mention of a blood tail. “The regeneration and ears I’ve already talked about before, but a blood lycan’s blood tail is something rather unique. Blood lycans have the inherent skill to turn their blood into a type of blood metal for a rather steep price of mana. And only when the blood is outside of their body and still close enough for them to reach it with their senses. But for those born as pure blooded blood lycans – which does not include you – they are actually born with a very limited version of it in the form of a tail.”

I can’t help but tense up at the thought of getting a tail. Because my ears are already bad enough. What would a tail be like? Not to mention the hell of having to adjust my clothes to a tail…

The memory of Julian’s tail ruining his pants flashes through my mind before I quickly clear it out.

“Unless you unlock an advanced skill for it, I doubt you’ll ever be getting a tail,” Tar says, making me sigh in relief. “It’s not a biological part of them after all, nor is their tail a skill. More like a natural magical weapon made out of metallicized blood with the appearance and feeling of a tail. Well, until they shapeshift it.”

That’s kind of scary.

“Yeah, but from what I’ve heard from my brother who is contracted to a blood lycan, their tails are otherwise quite fluffy when not shapeshifted,” my eyebrow twitches at that. “And they can dispel them whenever they want. In fact, most of the time they don’t show their tail in public as it’s seen as a faux pas.”

I raise a brow at that.

Showing their tail is against the social norm for blood lycans? That’s… odd.

“Yeah,” Tar says, only to add, “well, except in combat of course. It’s more that if they have their tail out, they mean to do battle. So it’s taken as a threat by most people. Or they’re being playful, if you get my meaning.”

Oh. Yeah, let’s move on from that topic.

Tar chuckles as he notices a very faint blush creeping up my neck before continuing, “I do believe you’ll get their ability to turn your blood into metal at the very least, even if it’s only a lower rarity version of the skill. And you’ll likely get their full beast transformation skill, considering how you’ve already gotten a minor version of it with partial shift. And that beast transformation will have a tail, so you know. You just won’t have one in your – as the blood lycans like to call it – lycan form, which is just your usual form.”

Oh, now that’s some good news.

Knowing that I won’t have to deal with a tail in my huma- err, lycan form is very nice, and the idea of being able to turn my blood into that blood metal… that’s rather enticing.

“It will make for a nice way to get yourself reliable weapons should you need them, especially since the metallicized blood is stronger than any metal on Earth,” Tar voices his agreement in my mind as I continue walking with the team. “Although…”

Tar just trails off after that, making me frown.

Although what?

“On the off chance that you are born from a higher ranking member of the blood lycan’s pack,” Tar begins, sounding slightly hesitant to finish, only to quickly say it all at once, “then they’ll probably end up capturing you, forcing you to join the pack, and trying to force you into leveling up quickly to get rid of your human genes.”

I stop walking altogether.

Oh.

That… would be a problem.

“Yeah,” Tar says, sounding rather awkward. And I don’t start walking again until the others notice me having stopped and begin to glance at me. “Your best bet is to avoid Class V Fractures at all costs. Because you will be found out if you run into a blood lycan.”

I nod my head as I quickly catch up with the others again.

Although at least there are rarely any Class V Fractures. After all, the world would be overrun with demons by now if there were more of those.

Come to think of it, why are demons stronger than humans anyways?

“The answer to that is rather simple, honestly,” Tar says, making me raise a brow. “Tartarus is a much harsher world in general, with more mana in it than Earth, and no capacity for electronic technology due to a magical barrier set in place long ago by the now long dead humans there. So, the demons had to adapt.”

Huh. That makes sense.

“That and we fae found the demons long before we found you through the Fractures,” he adds almost as an afterthought.

Hold up. You found us through the Fractures?
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“Hmm?” Tar hums, sounding slightly tired for some reason, “Yeah. The Farshore isn’t connected to Earth. It’s connected to Tartarus. Meaning we have to hitch a ride onto a Fracture to get to Earth, and then establish a contract to have our artificial forms remain here after the Fracture is over.”

I just listen to him as I walk, not interrupting beyond simply asking Michael if we can stop over at the bunker where Belle and Arthur are and getting an agreement from him.

“Although not even we know where the Fractures originated from. Just that they seem to be caused most likely by some sort of natural magical phenomenon that’s beyond our understanding,” Tar continues, a frown clear in his voice at this subject. But then it disappears as he continues, “Well anyways, this is why we contracted with the demons long before you. Because we didn’t even know Earth existed before the Demonic Assaults.”

That would certainly explain a lot. And let me guess, you gave us that special aid in the form of the original five Knights as a balance to let humanity settle into the Demonic Assaults so that we would be able to feed the fae with life force as well?

From what history stated, the original five Knights – not the ones we have now – were magi-tech devices created by the fae and gifted to humanity. Ones on par with Class V Guardians who could instantly wipe out a Class I, II, and III Fracture without even bothering to get near them.

The only reasons humanity on Earth still exist to this day and weren’t just completely wiped out by the demons when they first arrived through the Fractures.

“Well,” Tar sounds hesitant for only a second before he gives in and admits it. “Yes. We fae were taking advantage of you and the demons’ war. But we didn’t start it! And I wasn’t even alive back then!”

My eyebrows rise as I realize he’s trying to convince me of his innocence, as if he cares about how I view him.

That’s sweet.

It’s fine Tar. I know you weren’t around back then so you couldn’t have done anything if you wanted, and overall, the fae did save us. Even if it was partially their fault that we needed saving in the first place.

I hear the tanuki let out a sigh of relief in the back of my mind, making a small smile stretch across my face.

Although that certainly explains why the fae only contract people in Fractures. Since that’s the only place you can go when not contracted with someone.

“Yeah,” Tar says, his usual robotic tone back albeit with just a tad bit more personality in it. “And a lot of fae tend to be rather picky with their contractor, meaning that most of the time that a fae enters a Fracture, they won’t be leaving with a contracted Guardian. Despite the fae’s desire to head to Earth and contract with someone here.”

Why is that anyways?

“Well, human Guardians tend to kill a lot more demons on average than a lower ranking demon, which is generally the best a fae peasant can ever contract with on Tartarus,” Tar explains the sad truth of the fae underclass to me in a robotic manner.

That’s rather depressing, to be honest. But also not much better than what Earth has devolved into, so touché.

Also, the very idea that demons can kill other demons that aren’t of the same species as them to level up is still frightening. All we humans can do is kill the demons. Not that we should be hoping to be able to kill humans or anything, since that would just make society even more cruel than it already is. And we don’t need that.

“Have you been talking with your fae this whole time?” I suddenly hear Emily ask as she walks alongside me.

“Yeah,” I answer without bothering to hide it.

The girl’s been a lot more open since I saved her life. Which in hindsight makes some sense, but it’s still a little surprising when she openly walks up to me to start a conversation.

Neither of us say anything for a few seconds before I decide to bite the bullet and ask a random question that I think she might be interested in talking about, “What animal does your fae appear as?”

And just like I thought, this makes a wide smile spread across her face as she immediately begins gushing, “A puppy! And she’s just so freaking cute!”

I can’t help but crack a grin as her excitement feels just the slightest bit contagious. And I notice her brother doing the same.

But then a floating puppy with black fur appears in front of her with a stern look on its adorable face and straight up scolds Emily, “Emily, that is no way for a lady to act.”

My mouth drops open in shock. Both at the sight of a puppy telling an eighteen year old girl to act like a lady, and the sheer absurdity of the puppy’s contrasting appearance and voice.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Octavia…” Emily mutters, but I can’t help but notice her eyes constantly flickering from the floor back up to the puppy. As if she wants to pet and hold the fae.

I turn my head away to cover my mouth as I fake cough to hide my laugh. Then I turn back to find the fae bowing her head to the air for some reason, only for Tar to appear where she’s bowing, surprising me for a second.

And out of the corner of my eye, I immediately notice Emily’s eyes shoot straight to Tar with the same look she gave her own fae.

Yeah, she really does like cute things.

“This Countess greets his highness,” the puppy says, still sounding quite odd considering her appearance as a, well, puppy.

“Rise” Tar says out loud, the entire situation seeming rather bizarre. And I’m clearly not the only one who is thinking this, considering the looks both Denise and Michael are giving the fae. “Take good care of your contractor as she is a member of my contractor’s team.”

I raise an eyebrow at seeing the tanuki actually going out of his way to personally act in my benefit beyond simply explaining things and answering questions.

“As you wish, your highness,” the puppy says, her head still lowered for a second until she raises it and adds, “however, I would’ve done that regardless, so your worries are for naught.”

Okay, this whole conversation is getting ridiculous with their physical appearances.

So I just begin to walk away, leaving them behind until Tar’s voice echoes in my mind again, no longer speaking aloud.

“Sorry about that,” he says before adding, “I wished to show you some of the fae’s politics.”

Oh. So that’s what that was.

I hold back my smile.

And hold it back.

And continue holding it back as I walk.

“Why are you making that face?” Tar suddenly asks.

No reason. Don’t mind me.

Smile successfully held back.

“I can hear your thoughts, you know,” the tanuki who I’m feeling quite grateful towards right now mutters in an exasperated tone.
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After we reach the bunker where Arthur and Belle are and pick them up, we head straight towards the entrance we originally arrived at before waiting a few minutes. The Fracture then comes to an abrupt end, someone having shattered the core, and along with it, the shield around the building immediately begins fading away in front of us.

“Not bad timing,” I mutter as we all begin to walk through the entrance of the outer station and in the direction of Denise’s limo, which is still in front of the building. Although I can’t help but notice that it’s parked in a different spot than when we arrived.

“Yeah,” Belle says while walking beside me holding Arthur’s hand nonchalantly. But when she notices us walking straight towards the limo with an elderly gentleman in a black business suit standing outside with his hands held behind his back, her eyes widen and she asks, “Wait, is that our ride?”

I just nod my head.

“Aren’t you the daughter of the CEO of Silver Works?” Michael asks, slightly confused by her reaction as he slows down slightly to walk next to us.

Belle nods her head and answers, “Yeah, but that doesn’t mean we go around everywhere in limos…”

Oh. Right. I almost forgot that Allen doesn’t really go around spending his money for convenience like that.

And if I remember correctly, he doesn’t actually own Silver Works. So he isn’t making as much money from the company as most people would think.

It’s his father that actually owns the company and decides who will be the CEO.

Once we reach the limo and driver, the man bows slightly and says, “Young miss, the items you four have purchased from the mall are all in the trunk.” He then rises to his full height again, which is several inches taller than me, making me feel slightly short just from looking up at him, before he turns around and begins to open the door for us all.

Oh. Guess that’s why the vehicle is parked somewhere besides where it was when we got here.

He went to go grab everything we – or for the most part Denise – bought at the store. Since all I bought was a single video game.

We all enter the limo before sitting down as Denise tells the driver to head back to the Silver Association’s base.

Oh, right. Guess I can show Belle my new suite of rooms.

But first, time to see my gains.

{Level 11 Demon Spawn assist. A massive EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon twenty or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x31

{Level 10 Demon Spawn assist. A massive EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon twenty or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x30

{Level 12 Demon Spawn assist. A massive EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon twenty or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x25

{Level 24 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x11

{Level 25 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x14

{Level 23 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x7

{Level 22 Demon Spawn assist. A large EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon ten or more levels below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x9

{Level 27 Demon Spawn assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x10

{Level 28 Demon Spawn assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x10

{Level 30 Demon Hound assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x12

{Level 29 Demon Hound assist. An EXP Penalty has been extracted for defeating a demon below your own level. An EXP penalty has been extracted for assisting in the kill depending on your degree of assistance} x11

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 39. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 40. Two Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

No SP at all? No achievements either?

I frown at that before shrugging and allocating my free points.



The driver takes us straight to the base, where we all separate and head in our own directions from there, with Belle and Arthur following me to my suite. But right when we’re arriving at my door, my neighbor’s door opens, revealing a man as he walks out with a mouthful of sharp fangs and pitch black eyes.

My mouth drops open at that, and I notice both Belle and Arthur having similar reactions. And they’re only made worse when the Guardian glances at us and puffs out a small amount of smoke through his nostrils and then begins walking in the other direction.

Oookaaay theen… guess that’s what Sage meant when she said some of the neighbors bite?

I’d honestly forgotten about that till now…

Most of the Guardians who end up looking borderline inhuman like that don’t often get sponsors or even end up on the news much. Mostly because they sometimes look more demon than human, and that doesn’t really appeal very well as a source of hope.

The news likes to talk about the more beautiful, handsome, or cute Guardians. And apparently I number amongst those, considering how much they’ve talked about me.

Some of that is probably due to my extremely dangerous battles though.

Anyways, I unlock my suite before walking in, leaving the other two to gawk for several more seconds before they join me, the door automatically locking behind them. Then I head straight for the tv while taking out the new game from my bag and simply tossing the bag somewhere without paying attention to where as I kneel down in front of the tv and the game console.

“What’re you doing?” I hear Belle ask, but I just raise the case for the game I bought to show her, making her scoff at it before I grin and open the new box up. I then quickly boot the console up – very thankful that the suite came with the latest video game console on the market – and take the game out of the case, putting it into the console and grabbing the remotes.

Turning around, I find Arthur with a grin on his face and one hand held out to me, while his girlfriend just has an exasperated look on her face as she walks over to the fridge, which she quickly finds to be rather barren.

“Where the hell are you keeping your food, young lady?!” she practically shouts, and I hum in response before answering as I sit down on the couch with the remote controller for the console in my hand, “I eat at the cafeteria because there is no way I’ll be able to store all of the food I need here.”

I don’t pay attention to her as I hand Arthur the second player controller and turn around, stretching myself over the couch to grab the tv remote and turn on the tv. Then I sit up straight again, Arthur pushing me over to sit on the couch next to me while the tv boots up.

Unfortunately, for some reason alien to both me and Arthur, Belle has no interest in video games. She never has, and never likely will. Which always leaves me and Arthur to compete against each other.

But the asshole always ends up winning in the reaction based parts of games, along with any button mashing that’s required. And I can’t wait to see if I can finally beat him for once!

“You’re using your enhanced capabilities as a Guardian…” Tar begins, sounding rather exasperated himself, “to play a video game?”

You bet your furry tail I am.

“I…” Tar begins, only to mutter “oh, whatever,” and appear in front of us before floating down and landing on my lap, likely to take a nap as we play the game.

“I’m guessing it’s safe to assume you haven’t played this yet?” I ask Arthur with a faint grin on my face, and he nods his head, answering, “I haven’t.”

And my grin grows wider.

“Then get ready to lose,” I tell him rather bluntly, making Belle snort from where she is on the other side of the living area.

Arthur just rolls his eyes as we navigate to the video game from the main menu of the console.
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After about four hours of beating Arthur at the video game, to his apparent shame and Belle’s amusement, I begin to hear someone walking down the hall outside my suite, following which we all hear the doorbell to my suite ring. So I put my controller down, still with a wide grin on my face, before I move the tanuki and walk over to the entrance to look at the camera that shows Allen standing outside while tapping his foot in an anxious manner.

I open the door, and his eyes immediately lock on me as he asks, “Is Belle okay?!”

Before I even get the chance to answer, I see Belle out of the corner of my eye sticking her head into the hallway with a drink held in front of her face and a straw in her mouth as she waves. And the sight of it has me struggling not to laugh.

Allen immediately rushes forward and practically tackles his daughter in a bearhug, making her repeatedly pat his back in an effort to tell him to let her go since she clearly can’t breathe. At which point I immediately burst into laughter while closing the door and walking back into the main room, ignoring her struggle. I then go back to the couch and continue beating- err, gaming with Arthur.

It isn’t until we finish the mini game that we’re currently on that I hear Belle asking in a rather nonchalant manner, “So I can go to Lion’s Heart now, right?”

My eyes widen in shock at her daring to ask at a time like this, only to narrow again as I remember how shameless she tends to be. So of course she’d milk his worry for all its worth to get into the university.

Not that he wouldn’t already get her in there if she’s talented enough.

Before Allen can answer though, she adds, “Also, can I join Scarlet’s team?”

My head spins around in the middle of selecting the next minigame to find Allen just nodding his head and muttering ‘sure’ to everything she’s asking. And I can just barely catch the grin Belle is sending my way while still being crushed beneath Allen’s arms, the guy still wearing his full magi-tech armor.

I raise a brow for a second before sighing and turning back to the game.

Yeah, in hindsight, she’s definitely the most qualified to be on my team. Although Allen seems to just be muttering agreements to everything she’s saying right now, regardless of if he can actually fulfil her wishes. After all, he can’t just decide who is on my team. Even if he is the leader of the Association I’m in.

But still. I’d rather have someone I can trust on the team. And we’re missing a tank or defender anyways, which her barrier type magic – which I don’t actually know what is exactly yet – should help a lot in that area.

“Alright Allen, I think she’s been suffocating for long enough by now,” Arthur suddenly says, seemingly shocking Allen out of the little stupor he’d entered upon seeing his daughter safe. So he steps back and fake coughs, while turning his gaze away from his daughter to us as Belle walks up to the couch and sits next to Arthur.

“Glad to see you’re all okay,” he eventually says to the three of us before narrowing his gaze on me and then the tv as he adds, “but should you really be playing games this late?”

I frown at that before glancing at the clock.

1:34AM.

“Oh shit,” I mutter before quickly getting up, turning off the game and putting it away and beginning to move towards my room. But Allen stops me just as I’m passing by him by stretching his arm out and saying, “Hold up, Scarlet. You still have guests.”

Oh, right.

I turn back around to the two who are both looking at me with clear amusement on their faces, but I choose to ignore it as I say, “It was good seeing you two again.” Then I turn back around and continue making my way to my bedroom while calling out behind me, “If you decide you’re gonna yell at her for any reason, please keep it down while in my suite. I need to sleep for tomorrow morning! And try to keep the arguing to a minimum so that she can actually get some sleep! I won’t be the only one in the tournament!”

Out of the corner of my eye, I find them all just shaking their heads in amusement, seemingly expecting my sudden departure.

“You do know that wasn’t exactly a polite way to deal with guests, right?” Tar asks, quickly catching up with me from where he was lying on the couch.

Yeah, maybe not. But I was never really taught the polite way to deal with them in the first place, since I lived in an orphanage. Meaning we basically never had any guests, and the ones we did have were there mostly for Belle.

Besides. I can tell they have something they want to talk about.

Or rather, Allen has something he wants to talk about. And if my guess is correct, it’s probably got something to do with Arthur and Belle’s relationship.

And I really don’t want to be around for that. So better to make a quick exit.

“Ah, that makes more sense,” Tar says as I close my room’s door and grab a black tank top and black and red shorts to change into in the bathroom, leaving the tanuki in my room as I do so. Then when I get back, I find that very tanuki just lying down curled up in a ball on my bed, which looks really adorable.

As if on cue, I hear someone raising their voice from the other room shouting, “You two did what?!”

I glance towards the door before turning my attention back to the bed. Then the door again. Then my outfit.

Hmm.

I decide to just ignore it while climbing into bed and grabbing and pulling up the sheets and blanket. All while switching to my human ears, which blocks out their conversation.

“Much better…” I mutter to myself before closing my eyes and beginning to fall asleep.


Chapter 92

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

The Opening Ceremony



Scarlet

The next morning sees me eating a rather large breakfast before going back to my room and changing into my uniform for the university. But right when I’m about to leave my room to meet up with the others who are attending the opening ceremony, I pause as I notice some sort of amulet on my bed with a note on top of it. An amulet that looks just like the ones the other Guardians have that lets them equip their magi-tech armor.

A grin spreads across my face as I grab the thing before putting it on over my neck and hiding it underneath my uniform’s top. Then I read the note.

Press the center of the amulet to equip your magi-tech armor. Your armor is consistent of your jacket, along with pants and a shirt. All of which are crafted from the latest material to date, just like Cynthia’s armor. And the armor is enchanted to adjust to your size no matter what changes may occur, as long as it has the material required.

Yes!!! Finally!!!

And he got it right before the opening ceremony too, which’ll apparently have a tournament in it?

Then I notice the added part on the other side of the note.

PS: The Silver Association has been hired as added security for the event, meaning I won’t be able to see you off. So my only advice to you would be to show off what you can do. It’ll lead to a better life in the university, along with better sponsors that will be able to make your life even outside of the university much more enjoyable. And please protect Belle while you’re there.

I smile at that last part before leaving the note on my bed and then walking out of my suite, locking it as I do so.

Then right when I turn around, I get blinded by the light of a camera, following which I hear Belle saying, “There we go. A picture to commemorate your first time in the uniform!”

While blinking the spots from my eyes, I feel Belle put something in my hand. And when the spots are finally gone, I find it to be her phone which I bring to my face just to find a picture of me on it with some sort of filter that takes out the background and makes it look rather odd.

After looking at the picture I hand it back to her, unsure of why she handed it to me in the first place.

“Idiot,” she says with a frown, “take one of me next!”

Oh.

I do so before handing it back again.

“And now one together,” she says with a smile, which makes me frown.

I really don’t like pictures.

She doesn’t seem to care though and takes it anyways before we both go to meet up with the rest of the team.

Fortunately, they were all quick to allow her to join the team. Mostly because we do need a defensive Guardian, and full teams are made up of five people, meaning we would’ve needed a fifth if we were to compete in the interschool tournaments. Which I ended up deciding to go along with in the end.

Although I really do have to wonder how this opening ceremony will turn out in the end.

We continue walking.

And I also hate wearing formal attire, so I want out of this thing as soon as possible.



So when I first heard that we would be arriving in a limo, I was very worried that the other students would start judging us. Or maybe that they’d think of me as some spoiled rich kid which I very much am not.

What I wasn’t expecting was to find over a dozen other limos here dropping off students amidst the remaining students who are all walking from the parking lot.

Okay… so maybe there are a bit more rich kids here than I expected…

I also can’t help but notice a lot of people sending glances my way in particular, likely due to those videos of me online fighting a knight and a wraith. Although I’m just glad they didn’t show the parts of my fight against the wraith where my clothes were damaged badly enough that it would’ve had me blushing pretty badly if I was seen by anyone.

I can’t help but think Allen had something to do with wiping that footage though. Because I doubt the media would’ve censored it, considering that nothing important was actually showing. So it would’ve been perfectly legal to do so.

Fortunately, the people looking at me don’t do so for long, returning their focus to whatever it is they were doing – mostly walking or talking – just seconds afterwards.

The five of us join the throng of students in the direction of the auditorium, which just at a glance is enormous. It’s also very different from any auditorium that I’ve ever seen, because the moment we enter it, my eyes are immediately attracted to the sight of the massive screen showing a random battlefield of sorts. One that looks a lot like one of the magical reality battlefields shown on TV for the interschool tournaments.

After looking up at it as we walk for a couple seconds, I look down again at the auditorium which seems to have thousands of seats in it. The place doesn’t actually have as many seats as one might expect for a university, but in hindsight, it makes sense. Since the university is only open to Guardians, and there aren’t tens of thousands of Guardians like there are students for most universities. At most I’d say there are around three or so thousand Guardians attending this university at a time, if my research is to be believed at least.

Which isn’t very many compared to the twenty to thirty thousand students in other universities that aren’t meant solely for Guardians.

Actually, if I remember correctly, there should be around – on average – twenty to thirty new Guardians each year within the republic’s capital alone, not counting the other cities across the globe. Although since the Demonic Assaults are linked to the population, the cities just get less and less as their populations are lower. Like how a tier 3 city generally only gets maybe a few Guardians a year at best.

And with the university having four years of mandatory study along with whatever graduate degree people want and the many, many transfer students constantly wanting to attend Lion’s Heart, I’d say three or so thousand sounds about right.

We all make our way to an area closer to the back of the auditorium, which is set up in a large oval, with the stage being at the very opposite end of the oval from the entrance, and a vast number of seats slowly going down the stairs to it with the seats angled inwards toward the stage, a few aisles in between the seats, and another set of seats on a floor above us overlooking the thing. Meanwhile the large screen that I noticed upon entering is directly above the stage. And the auditorium itself is in the colors of the school. Gold and black.

Once we decide on a good place to sit that’s in the very back row but not in the corner, we each sit and find an earpiece immediately extending out of the arm of the chair, along with instructions written on a screen build into the armrest.

Put this device over your ear to enter the magical reality once directed and the light on your earpiece turns green.

Oh, okay.

I blink in surprise as another notice flashes by the screen.

If you do not have human ears, you may press this button and an alternative will be given to you.

Huh. Convenient, but I have human ears still.

“For now, at least,” Tar suddenly adds, reminding me of the fact that I’ll become less and less human every time I reach a new Class.

I grimace at the thought of losing my human ears, and more importantly, losing my ability to lower the volume when I need to simply by switching to them. Even if I do spend almost all of my time using my blood lycan ears.

Belle, Michael, and Denise quietly chat amongst themselves, leaving me and Emily to sit in silence as we wait, just watching the students pile into the auditorium.



We end up waiting for over a dozen minutes until it’s finally noon on the dot when a man just suddenly appears on the stage. One I recognize as the vice-headmaster. The guy who originally had me take my exam.

All of the chatter in the auditorium quickly begins to go away, leaving nothing but silence in its wake. Then I notice various people suddenly standing in all of the corners of the room, every last dark place, every last shadow, and almost all of them are familiar faces from the news. Each being famous Guardians who teach at this university.

Then a tapping sound echoes once from the stage, bringing my attention back to the old man who had just tapped his cane – which I didn’t realize he had – on the stage.

Why does he have a cane? He’s a Guardian. Likely a Class IV one at that. I can tell that from his mana alone. So why does he have a cane?

And he didn’t have it on him when I met him before… also, is it just me, or is that cane a little too thick?

“It’s probably a weapon of some sort disguised as a cane,” Tar explains to me, making me form an o with my mouth in understanding.

“Students both new and old of Lion’s Heart, hear me now,” the old looking man says, his eyes searching through the crowd of students. “Those of you here are of the highest echelon of all new Guardians in the world. Take pride in that fact. But don’t let it go to your head.” He taps his cane once more, making two lions suddenly jump out of the wall behind him before coming to a stop next to the man. “As you should already know, every Guardian’s University has an animal figure for it. And here at Lion’s Heart-” the man emphasizes the word Lion’s “-our animal is the lion.”

Yeah, that couldn’t have been more obvious.

“We take pride in our strength, in our magic, and in ourselves,” the man says, laying it on a little thick with this whole ‘pride’ shtick. His face suddenly takes a dark turn as he continues, “So I warn you now. If you do not uphold the pride of the university, there will be no second chances.” He taps his cane on the stage once more, sending a wave of dark mist through the entire auditorium, making everything go dark. Then two glowing green eyes suddenly appear on the stage, faintly lighting up the old man’s visage as a rather sinister voice echoes throughout the auditorium, “Break the rules even once, and you will be sent to a Tier 2 Guardians University. And there will be no complaints.”

Then, just as suddenly as the change had come about, all of the mist vanishes and the old man begins smiling an old man smile as he says, “Now, onto more pleasant things.”

I find that I was holding my breath during that entire event before letting it out, feeling a powerful surge of shame hurting my pride at being afraid of the man just then. Even if he is – judging by his mana – even stronger than Allen and Cynthia.

He taps his cane once more, making me narrow my eyes on the thing before the floor of the stage opens up and a large screen emerges from it, showing some sort of pyramid as he starts speaking, “Many of you already know of the hierarchy we have here at Lion’s Heart, one that is stricter than any other universities hierarchy. But here it is.”

Looking at the pyramid, there are three different levels in the hierarchy. The Regular class students, the Advanced class students, and the Top class students. But unlike the name implies, these students aren’t taking classes together. It is a university after all, so they simply get labeled as such and given better benefits and offered more classes and opportunities than the other students.

“Regular students are the bottom two thousand students in the ranking that you will be earning later today based on your success in the ranking tournament,” the old man says, leaning on his cane with both hands. “You are allowed to take all of the regular courses at the university, the courses that are required for every Guardian to take such as Guardian Law and Guardian History, along with the basic theory classes on the Status, Demonology, magic in general, one class on their own broad magic, and statistics and capabilities. You may not live off campus and must live in the dorms, specifically the Regular Class Dorms. And you may not enter the Advanced or Top class buildings labeled with these symbols.” The man finishes while raising his cane to tap on the two symbols located on the levels of the hierarchy for the Advanced and Top class students.

I grimace at the idea of living on campus. Because it would suck losing my suite in the base, not to mention that I like the quiet the base has. Not to mention that I’d probably have to have a roommate.

Although anything’s better than an orphanage.

“Next up,” the old man continues, the smile on his face growing slightly as he glances at a couple of students who had begun whispering amongst themselves. “The Advanced class students include the students ranked 101st through 1000 on the rankings. They will be given everything the regular students have, along with various Advanced student only facilities such as a gym, a park, higher class restaurants, and so on. The Advanced students will also be able to take classes on any type of magic they want, allowing them to study up on possible magics that other Guardians or even the sapient demons may be using. They may take classes over the art of magi-tech, Achievements, and the Fae. And lastly, Advanced students can live off of campus if they’d prefer.”

Which means I need to become an advanced student at the minimum.

Although I’m curious as to what the Top class students get.

I know the universities strictly forbid discrimination based on the hierarchy, so it won’t be the end of the world if I don’t get a good rank or a good class result. In fact, I think I’ve heard of a Top class student once being knocked down to Regular class just because they tried holding their position as a Top class student over a Regular student and forcing them to do something for them.

Not sure what it was though, since that part wasn’t publicized.

The students begin whispering amongst themselves, seemingly excited at the prospect of becoming an Advanced student. But the old man just taps his cane on the ground again, silencing everyone as he says, “Before I move onto the Top class students, I would like to make one thing clear.” His eyes begin faintly glowing again while at the same time narrowing. “Discrimination based on class is not tolerated on our campus. After you’re a student, you are all equal. No matter what class you are in. And anyone can overtake another person’s spot in the ranking simply by partaking in the next ranking tournament held after the midterms for the first semester and earning a higher ranking.”

He slowly moves his gaze across the audience before focusing on us all as a whole again and saying, “Any violation seen by a professor or member of the staff here, or reported by a witness and backed up with proof will be transferred to another university.” His eyes return to normal, and a faint grin replaces the dark look he had. “And we have plenty of prospective students from other universities that are always trying to transfer here, now don’t we?”

Yeah, I’ve definitely heard that the schools themselves don’t like the hierarchy system. Just that they have to use it because the government is the one paying for the bonuses the higher classes in the hierarchy get.

Also, I get the feeling his finishing statement is addressing some of those students who transferred here already from other universities.

Which are a lot, considering the fact that only around thirty or so new Guardians are contracted a year in the capital, whereas there are hundreds of thousands of cities spread across the world that also get Guardians contracted at the same time during their own Demonic Assaults. Even if most of them don’t end up with as many Guardians.

Although I think I read that there were millions of cities before the Demonic Assaults came around, with a little over 75% of them being devastated, leaving the remaining cities with a rather poor supply of resources which they ended up just deciding to focus on the capitals of each nation, along with various other important cities. The cities now known as Tier 1 and Tier 2 cities respectively.

“It’s a little depressing to see how far Earth has fallen since this all began,” Tar says in response to my thoughts.

Yeah, it is. And the fiasco with the changelings that happened soon after Satan took control of old world Japan only made things a lot worse.

“Wait, I remember my previous contractor going through that very event,” Tar says, a slightly melancholy tone in his usually robotic voice. “Satan sent changelings who took the form of orphan refugees and spread themselves across all of old world China and then the entire world before many of them began secretly hunting humans in his attempt to lower the human population.”

Yeah… and it’s the main reason everyone hates orphans nowadays. Because they can’t tell for sure if we’re not a changeling, thanks to the demon’s inherent skill that blocks all identification making it practically impossible to identify them.

Doesn't help that the changelings only ever go after orphans because going after the child of a family would be way too difficult with the security measures in place around the cities to prevent that. Especially around Tier 1 and 2 cities, since the orphan areas of Tier 3 cities aren't anywhere near as well guarded as the rest of the city.

Then there's the fact that changelings are just as smart as humans if not smarter, so why would they go after a much harder target to replace? A target they'd have to act just like in order to fool the target's family and friends when they can instead just replace a random orphan that no one knows, has no register more often than not, and no one really cares about?

“And since changelings can grow into adult forms of their target over time, the orphans aren’t cleared of the speculation even after they become adults themselves…” Tar mutters, but our conversation is interrupted by the vice headmaster – Alfred Raynsford – raising his voice again after what had become a rather long pause. Most likely to let the warning settle in or something.

“Top class students have access to everything on campus grounds excluding the faculty only areas, along with personal dorms without any roommates to bother them should they wish it, and most importantly,” he pauses here, the smirk on his face stretching ever so slightly wider, “Top class students are allowed to compete for the chance to join our school’s primary team for the Interschool Tournaments!”

I raise an eyebrow as the entire auditorium bursts into cheers at that.

Right. The primary team.

Every Guardians University student is allowed and often urged to participate in the Interschool Tournaments, but in the end, the most important part of the tournaments are the primaries. The team and solo tournaments between the primary teams of every Guardians University in the world, which generally numbers up to about three hundred or so universities.

While every tournament in the Interschool Tournaments earns points for the universities from the government that they can use to increase the university’s funding and resources, the main source of points and the position of each Guardians University in the overall university rankings is the primaries. Which means they’re extremely important to every university.

And the students who are competing in the primaries basically get fame and fortune for the rest of their lives.

“Lastly, the top ranked student at the time of the Interschool Tournaments gets the choice to compete in the solo primaries for their Class,” he continues, his grin still growing as he sees and hears all the cheers in the school. And, most likely to take advantage of the current hype, the man taps his cane once more, making fifty people suddenly appear on the stage around them, each of them using a different means through magic, and each of them recognizable to everyone who immediately grows even louder in their cheering. “I am the vice-headmaster of this university, Alfred Raynsford, and behind me are most of our wonderful professors, each of whom are at the very least Class IV Guardians. You will soon find that everything in this university’s campus is automated by either magic, magitech robots, or pure magi-tech buildings afforded to us through Silver Works itself and maintained by the government. Leaving the campus grounds without a single non-Guardian so as to give you students absolute privacy here. Something you will struggle to find at any other place on Earth.”

This – even if it’s already public knowledge – sends the students into a frenzy, many of them getting up from their seats amidst the cheers. Because who doesn’t want privacy? Especially when the government doesn’t exactly protect the privacy of its own Guardians.

The vice-headmaster just raises his voice again, each of the professors standing behind him straightening up in the process as the man speaks, still with the two lions on either side of him, “As members of the prestigious Lion’s Heart GU, represent us with pride! Do so, and you will be treated like kings and queens! Fight for glory, for wealth, or for humanity as a whole, but do it knowing that you have the Lion’s Heart name on your back!” His words echo throughout the auditorium, pausing for a second as he taps his cane again, making both lions stand up before he raises his cane to the sky and concludes the speech, raising his voice to a near shout above the roaring of the students, “Once again, I am this GU’s vice-headmaster, currently standing in for Headmaster White of the five Knights of Humanity, and I call this Opening Ceremony concluded! Now change into your gear as we’re about to begin the ranking tournaments!”

I have to cover my ears due to the pain caused by the sheer volume of the crowd, the noise being much worse than anything I’ve ever heard before. But despite this, even I can’t help but feel my heart racing from the excitement.

Excitement of having new prey to hunt in a magical reality.


Chapter 93
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Magi-Tech Armor



Scarlet

All around me, students are activating their magi-tech armor, making every individual’s armor cover their uniform before shrinking and fitting their bodies. The majority of them have basic armor that simply looks like a less cool version of Allen’s, without the core at the center, and with a duller metal for the plating despite everyone having a large variety of colors. But some of them have more unique armor, and others don’t even have armor that looks like armor at all, theirs being more like my own.

Deciding not to wait any longer, I reach under my collar and press on the amulet, making it suddenly burst into a red mist similar to blood that then envelops me, obviously designed with my blood magic aesthetic in mind. The armor then forms into a nice black and red coat that I can tell was made using my old jacket as the base, even if this coat is much longer and reaches down to my mid thighs in length, which is about the same length as my hair. Meanwhile underneath the coat, my Lion’s Heart GU uniform has been replaced entirely with a rather cool looking black shirt with some sort of glowing red emblem on the chest, and a slick pair of black pants that are comfortable yet tight enough to be good in combat without messing me up.

There is also a glowing red star on my right shoulder, with a strange X on my left. And if I remember correctly, one of those symbols is where whatever I was wearing before activating the armor is stored. The armor first covers me before moving my current clothes into the amulet and then fitting the armor to my body.

A rather delicate process and one that can easily get a company sued if they sell magi-tech armor that messes this up, considering the potential for accidentally revealing the wearer’s naked body should it be faulty. And even worse, the couple of products I heard about on the news that even completely destroyed their clothing, leaving them naked after canceling their armor without realizing it.

Despite those thoughts, I can’t help the wide grin that spreads across my face at the sight of my outfit. After all, this armor was – if what Allen said was true – made by the creator of magi-tech himself. Meaning it’s the best of the best.

Which does show some nepotism there, but at this point, I’ll take what I can get. I won’t be saying anything about handicaps anymore either, since that’d just make a me a hypocrite. Especially considering how my blood lycan genes are probably what got me contracted in the first place.

That aside, I think I remember Allen mentioning that the magi-tech armor should be adjustable as well, letting me make some tweaks to its appearance when I want to. Which is good, because the top part of it under the jacket is tight around the chest. I’d say that the top was made for someone with a B cup or something in that range by the feel of it. Not a C.

But the discomfort isn’t much for now. And I’m guessing it’s like this to make it easier to fight in.

“Now that’s cool,” I hear Belle say, bringing my attention from my outfit to her, only to find the girl wearing some sort of armor very reminiscent of her mother’s. But without the blue coloring, and a much larger emphasis on white. Which also reminds me that I didn’t ever learn what her magic was beyond it involving barriers.

“Yeah,” I answer her before looking around and noticing a lot of gazes on our group, me and Belle in particular. But at the same time, I see almost as many if not more in some cases focused on every other student here wearing a custom set of magi-tech armor.

Okay, I guess we do kind of stand out from these factory model magi-tech armor wearing students.

Although now that I look at it, there are actually a few people who don’t seem to have any magi-tech armor at all. At least, assuming they aren’t just deciding not to wear it and instead sticking with their uniforms.

My attention is taken back to the stage again when both of the lions let out a loud roar. I then find the screen having changed to show a list of rules for the tournament. And at the same time, a robotic voice begins to speak everything on the screen out loud.

Ranking Tournament Rules

Rankings will be determined on a point based system.

The first round of the tournament will be purely based on duels between students with the same combat categories and Class.
Winning a duel will earn you three points. 
Losing a duel will lose you one point.
Declining a duel will lose you two points.
Having your challenge declined will earn you one points.

Every student has already been separated into a separate bracket according to their Class and their combat categories chosen based on their magic. These brackets will have different manners of ‘duels’. Some of these duels between brackets may not even involve direct combat, whereas others could be pure one on one fights.

The combat categories of Guardians are as follows:

Combat Guardians – Those Guardians whose magic is generally focused on pure combat.
Defensive Guardians – Those Guardians whose magic is generally focused on defense, whether for themselves or others.
Healer Guardians – Those Guardians whose magic is focused on healing and is lacking in the combat department.
Support Guardians – Those Guardians whose magic is focused on supporting other Guardians through afflictions cast on the enemies, buffs on their allies, summoning skills, and others of the like.
Mixed Guardians – Those Guardians whose magic does not fit into any of the previous categories.

At the start of the tournament, each student will automatically be transported into special rooms meant specifically for those brackets.
After arriving at those rooms, students may either challenge another student directly through the challenge button on their magical reality earpiece or press the random challenge button on their earpiece to challenge a random opponent within their bracket instead.

These initial bracket challenges will last for three hours, after which every student will be transported again to the main auditorium. 
 

The secondary round of the tournament will take place in a magical reality imitating a forest on Tartarus.

Every student will be placed in the same forest in the same magical reality, and they will be given points for slaying demons.

The forest will be separated into different parts.
The outer ring of the forest will have only Class I demons, with their levels increasing as the students get closer to the inner ring.
The inner ring of the forest will have Class II demons, with their levels increasing as the students get closer to the center, which will have a single Class III demon.

Demons will give points depending on their levels.

Demons at levels 1-50 will give one point apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

Demons at levels 51-100 will give two points apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

Demons at levels 101-150 will give three points apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

Demons at levels 151-200 will give four points apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

The Class III demon will give a total of twenty points spread across whomever kills it.


Furthermore, killing another student of the same Class as you or higher will give you a fifth of their points. 

Should a student be killed by another student and not by a demon they will be revived in the magical reality.

The rankings will be determined by whoever has the most points.

However, should a combat focused Guardian decide to remove other Guardians from play through killing them and are believed to be specifically targeting non-combat focused Guardians during the tournament, or a higher Class Guardian targets a lower Class one, they will receive a severe handicap in the form of a quantity of their points taken away and distributed to every targeted Guardian they killed, with the specific quantity being decided upon by a panel of professors watching the tournament.

Unrelated to the rankings, five Top class student spots will be added in addition to the top one hundred corresponding to the top five scoring Class I students and 50 Advanced class spots will be added in addition to the nine hundred current spots corresponding to the next highest ranking Class I students not already in that class.

I blink once, then twice as the information feels a tad bit overwhelming. But at the same time, from what I did absorb of it, I think the tournament sounds fair?

“We aren’t expecting you all to memorize this,” Alfred’s voice echoes through the now silent auditorium. “However, it will be available to reference during the tournament as we explain things to you ourselves.”

The man taps his cane against the floor once more, making another dark mist spread out from it, albeit more slowly this time as he says, “For now, we will be splitting you off into groups based on your combat category and your class. A professor will be in your new location once you arrive to explain the proceeding to you.”

Very slowly, the dark, blackish green mist spread throughout the entire auditorium until everything goes dark, leaving only the man’s voice once more echoing through it, “I wish you all luck during this ranking tournament.”
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Pride



Scarlet

I feel myself moving somewhere before the mist fades away, revealing a much smaller room filled with a lot of students. One that is in the shape of a large dome, with four large screens located in opposite locations on the ceiling of the dome, each facing inwards towards us and showing a magical reality.

At the same time, I find a woman quite literally flying in the air above us. And I immediately recognize her as a Class IV Guardian known as Viper, which was coined for her mostly due to her serpentine eyes, pet viper, and poison focused magic.

The woman is wearing a dark green magi-tech set of armor with a black and green viper wrapped around her neck like a scarf. The armor itself honestly looks more medieval in its style, with armor plating over all her vital areas with some sort of black metal highlighted with streaks of dark green.

“The tournament begins in five minutes,” the woman immediately begins to speak, her voice echoing throughout the dome and attracting the attention of anyone who wasn’t already looking at her. “You will all be earning points as you challenge and duel other students, with the specific amount of points per student listed here,” she pauses to point above her, where the rules from earlier are listed but with the exact points upscaled to be larger than the rest of it, “you can read the exact points given for what reason there without me telling you.”

Winning a duel will earn you three points. 
Losing a duel will lose you one point.
Declining a duel will lose you two points.
Having your challenge declined will earn you one point.

“You are all combat focused Guardians, so your duels will be simple one on one battles to the death or unconsciousness,” she continues while crossing her arms. “The first part of the tournament will last for three hours before all hundred and something of you are sent back to the main auditorium.”

Okay, this explanation is a lot easier to digest than that wall of text up there. And she said there are one hundred and something students in this dome? Interesting.

“To challenge another, simply touch them and press the button closer to your face on the earpiece you put in earlier,” she says, making me subconsciously reach up to the earpiece to find two buttons. One closer to my face, and the other further away. “The other button will allow you to challenge an individual selected at random within your dome. But I will warn you that just because you’re all in the same Class, doesn’t mean you’re all at the same level. Even if most of you are fresh Guardians who only recently contracted.”

Meaning there are probably quite a few people in here who are at a higher level than me.

“Do you know what the highest level individual in here is?” someone shouts from somewhere on the other side of the room, surprising me for a second.

That’s kind of a dumb question to ask, since the university doesn’t know our exact levels. Although I guess they can make a broad estimate based on mana.

Just as I expected, Viper narrows her eyes in the direction of the individual who asked the question before answering, “No, as the university does not know the exact level of its students. But if I had to make a guess, then I’d say the highest level is somewhere around level forty to level fifty.”

My eyebrows rise slightly before I feel the corner of my mouth twitching in the start of a smirk.

Not bad. Not bad at all.

I wonder who else in this room has a higher rarity Predator skill like me?

Thanks to my instincts, I can’t help but feel excited at the prospect of finding another Guardian to fight to the death with, even if it’s just in a magical reality where our bodies won’t be taking any damage at all. Outside of a headache for the one who loses should they die instead of getting knocked unconscious.

And what’s more, is the prospect of fighting someone around my level in a true deathmatch!

I can’t help but grin at that as I search through the students around me with both my eyes and my senses to find the strongest, only to cover my mouth when I realize how that might look to the others. Just seeing a girl with glowing red eyes grinning like a maniac.

Although the sight of a couple of the students here still wearing their uniforms quite literally backing away from me with a frightened look on their face kind of changes what I was assuming to be a creepy look to a terrifying one?

Am I really that scary?

“You’re a beautiful girl by Earth standards with glowing red eyes and a sinister looking outfit on who’s been shown on the internet gutting demons with her bare hands and going berserk,” Tar says, sounding entirely robotic while doing so.

Wait, is that how I’m really portrayed to them?!

I look around me to find a lot of the students who are wearing the university’s uniform backing away from me and moving to a group together, along with some students that are wearing the standard factory made magi-tech armor who join them.

Oh, come on! I can’t be that frightening, can I?

“You can,” Tar says in a sage-like voice instead of his usual robotic one, sounding like some old grandpa giving out advice to his granddaughter.

My eyes narrow at that, which only seems to spur some of the students away faster. But I immediately relax when I notice a dozen or so students looking my way with a fire in their eyes, likely wanting to challenge me to a duel.

I’m not the only one who’s being targeted though. There are several other students here that I actually recognize from the news and some of the videos I saw online over the past weeks. Each of which did some rather extraordinary stuff during their first Fractures as well, likely earning them some good Achievements too.

Although – while this may be my pride talking – I don’t think any of them have anything as good as me.

“No, while you are half pride demon, that isn’t just your pride talking,” Tar says, interrupting my thoughts again, “you are probably one of the strongest people in this room, even if about a dozen or so of these students out-level you.”

That has me smiling.

And the idea that I’ll be facing higher level Guardians too stokes the flames even more.

Tar suddenly sighs and says to me, “Please keep your instincts in check when it’s needed, alright? I don’t want you getting hurt or – much worse – dying because of your demonic instincts.”

That wipes the smile off of my face.

Right. Sorry.

“I’m not saying that feeling prideful and excited is a bad thing, and you usually do keep it contained, but just make sure that you keep an eye on it,” Tar adds, making me nod my head in response.

Now to wait for the tournament to begin.


Chapter 95

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

First Round



Scarlet

The remaining of the five minutes goes by in a flash, and soon enough a loud bell echoes throughout the dome with the vice-headmaster’s voice following right afterwards, “The tournament will now begin.”

And almost immediately, I feel someone’s hand on my shoulder, making me twitch slightly as the loud dome gets even louder. Then a dinging sound echoes from my earpiece, following which a robotic voice says, “Will you accept William Brown’s challenge?”

I quickly turn around to find a rather large man of about the same age as me standing next to me with his hand on my shoulder. The man has black hair and a slightly tanned skin color likely marking his region of origin to be closer to the East – an ethnicity I think used to be called Asian or something – rather than the West that we’re in. He has on a simple set of silver armor that you’d see a gladiator wearing in one of those Guardian Fighting Rings, with a clear metal making up its base and an obvious lack of armor plating around his stomach and legs. And judging by his mana, I’d say he should be about the same level as me.

“I should mention that your mana capacity capability is Tier B, so you will have more mana than most people at your level,” Tar says before I can accept the challenge. “Meaning he’s probably a little bit above your level.”

Oh? Interesting.

Although it doesn’t matter much right now.

I accept the challenge before immediately feeling my eyes closing, following which I find myself standing in a field of pure stone. Nothing else. Just stone. But only seconds later, I find the guy who challenged me appearing on the other side of the battlefield of stone as well.

After glancing at each other, we both look around for a few seconds. Then a large number 5 appears at the center of the magical reality in between us. And it quickly begins to count down, so I narrow my eyes and widen the gap between my feet and hands slightly to enter a combat stance.

Looks like we’re jumping right into this then.

I quickly use partial shift on my right arm, transforming it into one of a werewolf with black fur streaked with crimson the color of blood, seemingly startling the guy slightly in the process. But he retains his cool and then uses some sort of skill that appears to turn his fist to stone.

Matching me skill for skill, are you?

Interesting.

The countdown reaches 3. Then 2. And finally, 1.

Then we both sprint towards each other as soon as the ding echoes throughout the magical reality, signaling the start of the match.



Back at the Dome

Anthony wasn’t sure what to think of the other students around the same mana level as he is. Because half of them were either rather private or they were from an entirely different region, while the other half were too well known around here and it was hard to get a good judgement of just how powerful they were.

So he decided to cloak himself and hide in a corner to watch the first round of duels to find out. And it just so happens that he decided to start out with watching the wolf girl everyone’s been talking about.

And it looks like I’m not the only one.

Anthony thinks this while glancing at the many people watching the wolf eared girl – who he believes was titled ‘Scarlet Wolf’ or something like that? Although there are just as many people watching the other ten or so students at the same level as him.

It’s still a little astonishing to see this many people around level fifty already, since everyone here has to have only been a Guardian for a couple of months at most.

The man turns his attention back to the screen again. The screen itself is separated into dozens of smaller video feeds, but it’s rather obvious that the stronger and more important matches are given priority over the other ones since they have larger feeds. And each feed has large numbers counting down to zero on it before the numbers fade and the feed begins to move around, constantly in search of the best angle to view the fight from. Meanwhile, one of the three biggest matches shown on this particular screen amongst the four screens is – of course – that of the Scarlet Wolf and the man he thinks was called Titan – another Guardian that should be around his level.

Let’s see how strong these two really are…

Both the Scarlet Wolf and Titan immediately rush at each other once the timer is gone, one with her forearm transformed into something that looks akin to a werewolf with pitch black fur streaked with bits of blood red, and the other with his forearm transformed entirely to some type of smooth stone. And neither of them appear to be slowing down as they make their approach with their hands raised, the Titan’s balled into a fist, and the Wolf’s spread out with her claws shining in the light of the chamber they’re in.

Whispered conversations rise from all around him, a combination of the weaker students and a very small number of the stronger ones having stayed back without entering a duel just to size everyone up first.

“Why’s she going for brute force?” “Shouldn’t she rely on magic?” “Titan should clearly be the stronger one physically here…”

Anthony just continues watching, knowing better than to judge a person’s strength by their size or gender. Even if he still wants to say that Titan should be stronger at a glance, he still knows just how many incredible things the girl’s done.

And his thoughts are confirmed the moment the two collide and Titan is pushed back, his feet digging into the ground as a brutally shocked look spreads across his face at the realization that he was overpowered in strength.

Seeing this alone shuts up every last whispered conversation about the duel without pause.

But it gets worse from there, as the girl – who can’t be any older than eighteen or nineteen years old, probably a year younger than Anthony at the least – just tilts her head slightly while still pushing the man back, only to smirk and begin closing her claws, digging them into the man’s fist as claws of blood begin to form around her already transformed claws, making blood begin to drip out of Titan’s fist as the claws pierce into the stone.

Anthony ignores the people around him who are beginning to bring out their phones to take video of the battle as he simply taps his feet and watches, just waiting for the two to start using more skills against each other.

And then it happens.

Titan’s eyes begin to glow with an orange light before the light begins to spread around the rest of his body, soon enveloping his fist as well as he begins to push the girl back ever so slightly, surprising her for a moment.

Then something happens that surprises Anthony.

The girl starts grinning.



Scarlet

So I was a little disappointed when our strikes collided, since he was weaker than me despite apparently being a higher level. Although I can’t tell how he stacks up to the demons in physical strength, since they all vary, and I’ve never had much of a direct confrontation with them considering their lack of sapience. For the ones I’ve fought that is.

But after seeing his eyes glowing and his strength soaring with that? Now that makes this more interesting.

I quickly begin to use blood boil and life drain on him while coating my other hand in blood claws too, which surprises him with the sudden shift. But not enough to make him let down his guard as he quickly transforms his other arm as well and raises it to block my claws.

And this time, my claws don’t manage to pierce into his stone.

“Whatever skill he’s using, it’s got to be at least Epic rarity,” Tar suddenly tells me in my mind, making my eyes narrow slightly.

Epic, huh?

I narrow my eyes before suddenly seeing the guy’s arms begin to pulsate with an orange light. So I use blood sacrifice to give myself a sudden boost before pushing him back and disengaging. And almost immediately afterwards, some sort of shockwave echoes from his fists, and he brings them both down together to smash the ground, making a wave of spikes begin shooting up out of the ground in the process.

Now that’s a rather basic skill, unlike whatever other skill he was using to harden and strengthen himself.

Despite that thought, I narrow my eyes further and burn just a bit more of both my blood and the blood in my blood bank to clear my way around the attack before rushing at him while he’s recovering from attacking. And when I make it within four meters of him, I jump up off of the ground with one of my claws raised and bring it down straight from his shoulder to his waist, only getting part of it blocked when he manages to raise one of his arms back to around his waist, deflecting the end of my strike and throwing me off balance.

I grit my teeth and land on the ground before regaining my balance and kicking at him to create some distance. But I quickly find that to be unnecessary, because the man is already beginning to bleed out from my attack.

And he very clearly doesn’t look too happy about it.

My sense of pride tingles at the back of my head, pleased at having won the duel so thoroughly. So I begin walking towards him while spreading my claws out again, ready to deal the finishing blow. But right when I’m about to do it, I pause as I realize this’ll be the first time I’ve killed a human being. Even if it’s in a magical reality.

“Dodge!” Tar shouts in my head, but it’s too late as I feel something slamming into my side, sending me flying for several meters before I crash into the ground. I then cough out a mouthful of blood and try to climb back to my feet, only to find my side less than agreeable with that. “Damned pride and hesitation!”

Shit. That fucking hurt. Even if about fifty or so percent of the pain is reduced while inside of a magical reality.

“Well now you know better than to let your guard down due to your pride!” Tar scolds me, but my attention is quickly taken by the sight of my wound slowly knitting itself back together. Much faster than the blood moon would, but still rather slow. “Or hesitation to kill.”

At the rate it’s going, it’ll take about half a minute to a minute to heal fully. So I turn my attention to the other guy to find him still bleeding out over on the ground, but with what looks like a large stone fist frozen where I was standing.

Some sort of last resort or something?

Either way, I hear him saying something rather clearly with my ears, but I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t be able to hear it if I didn’t have my wolf ears.

“Damned fucking claws…”

Okay, guess he’s not talking to me.

We both sit in place for a few seconds until I begrudgingly push through the pain of standing up through pure willpower before staggering over to him again and using blood boil, apparently making his injury much worse in the process considering his coughing.

“Such a brutal tournament,” Tar mutters, and I can’t help but agree. But from my understanding, the people like the bloodshed in it as it shows that we can defend them when it matters.

Which is kind of ironic because it’s also their defenders who are shedding blood, but whatever.

Anyways, I need to fight that prideful instinct harder the next time it comes. Otherwise, it might be the death of me.

As I make my way over to the man, I find it slowly becoming easier to walk purely thanks to my regenerative skill. And by the time I make it to him, I don’t feel too much of the wound anymore – most of it likely having been a fractured rib or a broken one or something. Since the stone fist never actually broke the surface of my skin, or even my magi-tech armor.

I can’t help but take a little bit of pride in the shocked way I find the man looking at me, likely having expected me to be down for the count as well or something from his blow. Then I immediately leap towards him and dig my claws straight into his chest to grab his heart.

No hesitation this time.

The man – I think his name was William – coughs out a mouthful of blood and smiles lightly, quietly muttering, “Good fight, Scarlet Wolf.”

I let out a sigh at the title, finally just deciding to accept it.

Then the magical reality begins to break apart and I find myself standing exactly where I was before entering it, with the boy standing in front of me with a grimace on his face – likely suffering from a bad headache right now. And the earpiece then plays a slightly different voice in my head. One clearly just stating a fact instead of asking a question.

[Three points have been awarded for winning a duel. You now have a total of 3 points.]

We both open our mouths to speak, only to instead be flooded with people who are struggling to reach us first to challenge us while I’m still hearing the earpiece mention me getting three points. And right before one of them does succeed in challenging me, I notice the guy mouthing ‘later’ to me.

I nod my head right before accepting the challenge and ending up in another magical reality. This one being some sort of dark grassy plains during the night. And the one who challenged me this time is a girl around the same age as me. Although with a lower degree of mana, meaning she’s either not a magical stat focused Guardian, or is a lower level than me.

The girl also looks like she’s from the far East as well, seeing as she has slightly sharper facial features and is wearing the factory made magi-tech armor of the people over there known as Samurai. People who are rather stuck in the old ways and very obsessive about defending their people. To the point of sacrificing their own lives just to save a random civilian. And her bowing to me makes it pretty obvious as well that she’s a samurai, since they’re quite big on honor.

Out of respect, I bow back to her before rising back to my full height again, seemingly pleasantly surprising her in the process, considering the thin smile that appears on her face.

I kind of like their people, to be honest. Because they’re the only people in the world who actually treat their orphans respectfully. Even if there are still bad apples amongst them that don’t.

We wait for the countdown to reach zero before I immediately shift my arm again, the magical reality earlier ending having canceled it as my artificial copy came to an end. Then I take advantage of my mana being reset to quickly begin burning my blood for a boost in strength, having realized just how helpful this might be in a magical reality after the last battle.

After all, I’m fully reset for every battle, so burning my blood is only a temporary issue in the match. As long as I can end it before it drags out too long that is.

Hot red steam begins to leak from my pores before I get a good grip on the ground with my feet and shoot off straight towards her, startling her in the process as my feet physically tear away parts of the grass and ground from my force. And by the time she brings up a sword to defend herself, I’m already directly in front of her with my claws coated in blood and going straight for her side, underneath the sword.

She swings the blade – which I believe is called a katana – at me, only for me to barely avoid it with it passing only inches from my face as my claws dig straight into her side. Then the rest of the force of my blow strikes her, sending her flying for a few meters where she ends up rolling for a couple more meters, still gripping her blade tightly enough her fingers are paling.

I narrow my eyes, blood dripping from my claws as I begin to run up to her again. But by the time I clear half the distance, she’s already climbing back to her feet, one hand covering the claw wound on her side and the other gripping her sword.

Now this is a proper hunt!

I can’t help the grin that spreads across my face as I burn even more of my blood, completely ignoring the pain that comes along with it to focus on boiling her blood and draining her life energy to restore my blood loss. Which only serves to make her stagger right when I arrive, giving me the opening to smack the sword straight out of her hand with my non-shifted hand and then grab her throat with my shifted one, raising her slightly into the air as I try to crush her throat.

And this time, I don’t let the act of killing another human get in my way. Since this is just a magical reality after all, and that’s that.

Out of the corner of my eye, I find the sword flying straight towards me from where it was knocked out of her hand, making me realize she can apparently manipulate it at a range. So I simply move her in the way of the sword, making her impale herself before I burn even more blood to get the strength to crush her throat.

Then I find myself back in the dome with a lot less people around me now.

[Three points have been awarded for winning a duel. You now have a total of 6 points.]

My face returns to my neutral look as I look around, wondering just why no one is trying to challenge me anymore.

“You just tore a girl’s throat out for everyone to see,” Tar says as if the answer were obvious. “A girl that shouldn’t be that much weaker than you in their eyes.”

Oh. Well, it’s not my fault humans are wea-

I blink in surprise at the thought.

Huh.

“Yeah, humans are weaker than demons,” Tar finishes my thoughts, ignoring the fact that I was about to refer to humans as if I wasn’t one myself, “especially a type of demon that’s practically considered royalty.”

Yeah, but the fact that I’m not entirely associating myself with humans anymore…

“I think that’s a good thing,” Tar says, claiming my attention as I continue looking around only to fail to find anyone currently in the dome willing to challenge me. So I raise my gaze to the screens to focus on some of the larger video feeds. “Because even if we succeed in keeping you partially human, you will only be a tiny fraction human, with the rest still being blood lycan.”

Hmm. Guess you’re right.

“Your instincts are probably helping you adjust as well,” Tar continues, but I ignore him as I put my hands in my jacket pockets and focus on the battle between two guys who both appear to be at least a few years older than me and are wearing unique looking magi-tech armor. One wearing some sort of battle robe with ocean blue and vibrant purple colors all over it and a pair of purple gloves on his hands, and the other wearing what honestly looks like a simple t-shirt and shorts, both glowing with a faint black and purple light.

If no one will challenge me now, I might as well watch this battle.

Then I can try the random challenge out.

My eyes widen slightly when the one in the simple t-shirt suddenly begins glowing with a black and purple aura that seems to be eating everything around him.

“Death magic,” Tar mutters, sounding slightly impressed. “A rather rare magic, just as rare as blood magic is. Although it’s rather lacking in versatility since all it can do is kill.”

Interesting.

What’s also interesting is that the one across from the guy in the t-shirt doesn’t seem to be afraid at all. In fact, he just slams his palms together, making a golden-purple shockwave spread out from it. Then he keeps his palms together and the shockwave repeats itself over and over again.

Soon enough, the dark cave the two seem to be in appears to be split between two sides. One illuminated by a deathly glow of black and purple, the other illuminated by a bright golden light. Something that kind of reminds me of those divine lights shown in video games from the old world, before religions came to an end.

Although I think there are cults worshipping a couple of Guardians…

I shake my head at the thought as the two students rush at each other, the sound of the death aura sizzling against the golden light echoing in my ear through the earpiece which is apparently able to track which screen and feed I’m looking at to play the right audio.

Surprisingly, both of the students are using their bare hands without any sort of weapons, with the exception of the gloves on the robed guy’s hands. And they’re both extremely skilled in martial arts by the looks of it – likely having been trained since childhood or something.

They’re both good. And strong.

I can tell that even from here, just watching the cave get torn apart from their battle.



The top of the Dome

Viper – to be completely honest – wasn’t too excited about being put as monitor for the first years. Because if she were to have had her way, she would’ve chosen to be the monitor for the combat category third or fourth years. Where the battles would be a lot more interesting with the Class II students. Or the graduate students, some of whom were even Class III students.

But she can’t help but change her opinion now as several of the first years catch her eye.

One of them of course being the wolf girl that everyone on the internet has been talking about. The one with blood magic who had apparently fought and survived against a demon wraith after just about a week of being a Guardian.

Viper wasn’t sure if she really believed those rumors at first, but the recordings were proof enough. So she was pretty sure that the girl would be the only interesting one in the first class for her. Even if she might’ve been classified as a mixed Guardian, which is common for blood magic users.

But now, as Viper’s eyes are glued to the battle between the students titled Necro and Sentinel, she can’t help but change her opinion. Not to mention the two other battles she noticed during this one that have some pretty interesting fights going on.

Maybe this isn’t as bad a position as I’d thought…

In all honesty, Viper believed she’d just be watching the Scarlet Wolf slaughtering the other students without mercy. At least, if what she’s learned through researching the girl’s recorded battles is anything to go by. And of course, that’s still happening. But now there is some competition as well.

Viper quickly brings up her terminal and begins to search up news on Necro first. And what she finds makes her raise both her brows.

An orphan? And one from the south-east border city?

She raises her head to look at him again, just taking in his attire compared to everyone else’s.

Yeah, I guess that city would have Guardians dressing like that, now wouldn’t it?

The woman focuses on her terminal again to find that the boy – who turns out to be the same age as the Scarlet Wolf despite his appearance saying otherwise – managed to catch the eye of the mayor of the Tier 3 city thanks to his death magic. So the boy got sponsored by him and then managed to get into Lion’s Heart. Albeit not until after a Demonic Assault that happened on the way here, where he killed a creature at the least over fifty levels above him.

Interesting. And his name is Anthony Wilson? Although it also says his personality is… nevermind. Moving on to Sentinel.

Viper quickly finds information on the man and finds him to be about twenty-four years old.

A monk? In this time and age?

Her brows knit together at that thought before she shakes her head and reads on, finding that the man can be a little self-righteous and believes in many of the known beliefs of the old world monks, but doesn’t actually worship anything himself. And he uses a magic called Divine Retribution.

Okay, that’s better. Because I don’t have any interest in working with a religious fanatic. And that magic isn’t a common one either. Not the best, but certainly useful in a lot of ways. Especially against corrosive types of magic like death and poisons.

Viper raises her head to glance at the Scarlet Wolf – whose name she believes to be, ironically, Scarlet – to find her watching Necro and Sentinel. So she turns to look at the other noteworthy, albeit less so than the other three, students. Which include the students under the titles of Willow, Drake, Crimson Shot, the girl Scarlet Wolf already slaughtered called the Katana Maiden, the boy she mauled known as Titan, and a few others.

None of them are even close to Scarlet Wolf, Necro, or Sentinel, but they’re certainly a step above the rest, who I can’t see making it past Regular class. Even if they would be considered talents in other cities.

The woman continues watching Sentinel and Necro’s fight for several seconds before she notices a certain wolf beginning to skulk through the crowd of people like she’s looking for someone.

Is she going to find a target herself this time?



Scarlet

After walking around the dome for a few seconds with a generous distance magically appearing between me and any actual person as I go, I eventually give up on finding her. Only to raise my head and lock eyes immediately onto Denise’s live footage on one of the screens.

Oh. There she is.

The blonde is currently fighting against some random dude wearing factory made magi-tech armor and appears to be winning. So I stand there for a few seconds to watch, only to reach my hand up and press the random challenge button on my earpiece, following which it says in my ear, “You have challenged Rachel Garcia.”

I immediately turn my head as I hear someone else’s earpiece play out  “Will you accept Scarlet Asger’s challenge?” And after a pause, they mutter a confused, “Sure?” Likely confused in that no one had touched them.

Then I find myself appearing in some sort of old style arena stadium in a desert with empty bleachers and a girl wearing a regular uniform staring at me with eyes wide open in both shock and fright. Which probably means she didn’t link my first name to my title when accepting my challenge.

Oh well. Sucks to be her.

Guess I’ll avoid killing her this time, seeing as her mana level is much lower than mine.

I use partial shift on my right arm as always before burning a large amount of my blood, using blood boil and life drain, and bursting from my position straight towards her, reaching her right after she quite literally falls onto her butt from fright. But instead of cutting her open, I just grab her throat and raise her up while she’s still shocked, then suffocate her just enough to knock her out without killing her.

Then I find myself back in the dome again.

“That was boring,” Tar complains, making me raise an eyebrow.

[Three points have been awarded for winning a duel. You now have a total of 9 points.]

Although I can’t help but agree.

Well, anyways, I repeat that same process again, getting another challenger chosen at random. Although this time I can’t quite make out where the sound of the challenge from their earpiece is coming from over all the chatter in the dome and the many challenges playing out that I’m trying to ignore. Because there’s a lot of noise in this dome.

Guess that’s my own fault for switching back to my blood lycan ears during this. But it just feels so uncomfortable to use my human ears now…

Doesn’t matter in the end though as this person apparently declines my challenge as shown by my next message from the earpiece.

[One point has been awarded for your opponent declining your challenge. You now have a total of 10 points.]

Kind of annoying, but also free points, so I won’t complain.

I press the random challenge button again before this time having the student accept the challenge. And once again regret it the moment they see me.

So I make this duel short without a vicious death just like the last one. Then I repeat the process over and over again.

Eventually the people seem to catch on, since by the time I get back to the dome again with a message telling me that I now have a total of 113 points, I find everyone just staring at me with fear in their eyes. Or rather, everyone but around twenty or so people. Then I look up to find that the screens don’t actually have many battles going on right now, just a few minor ones, with all the major players in the dome right now.

I look down again to find about fifteen people walking up to me – the other five of the ones looking at me without fear having already lost to me – before we end up just in a section all to ourselves thanks to the distance the other students have made.

“Hi?” I state, half in greeting and half in query, unsure of what’s going on.

One of them – the death magic user – walks forwards with one of his hands in his shorts pocket and his other waving as he says, “Sup! We were wondering if you wanted to start dueling with us instead of the poor people you’ve been massacring? Since we’ve already dueled each other, and there’s the whole ‘can’t duel anyone more than once’ thing going on.”

I blink once, then twice at his statement.

We can’t duel with anyone more than once? That’s a shame.

It also means I’ll likely run out of people to duel before the three hour mark hits, so I might as well. After all, the duels I’ve been being put in at random have all been against lower leveled students, with the exception of a few, so the duels lasted less than a minute each. For the most part.

Meaning there’s still over two hours left of this part of the test, but I’ve already fought around a fourth of the individuals in this dome.

Without giving me the chance to give them my agreement, one of them – some guy with glowing red slit eyes and red streaks going through his short black hair – just says, “Who gives a shit if she wants to or not,” and quickly walks up to me, touching me on the shoulder and challenging me to a duel. And while it wouldn’t have been too hard to avoid him, I honestly didn’t want to.

Because this guy’s an asshole, and I kind of want to beat some sense into his thick skull.

“Please don’t traumatize the guy,” Tar pleads in my head, and I can’t help the scowl that slips through onto my face as I say out loud, “Challenge accepted.”

Then we both find ourselves in some sort of volcano terrain, which is almost ironic considering that the guy – from what I was able to observe in the one battle I watched him fight in – uses some sort of draconic fire magic.

Without wasting a breath, I tilt my head one way, then the other to pop my neck before stretching my arms out and immediately shifting my arm, following it all up with using blood boil and life drain on the ass.

Maybe I might be able to teach him a lesson about how to treat others if I only kind of maul him with my claws.

Just a little bit.


Chapter 96
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Challengers



Scarlet

The guy quickly staggers at my onslaught of blood boil and life drain, but he holds firm otherwise and activates the skill I’ve seen him use on others. One that turns the skin on his arms into crimson scales. The entire reason he’s wearing some sort of sleeveless magi-tech armor with a form fitting top and pants.

Unlike me though, he doesn’t get any sort of claws or anything, with the scales not covering his fingernails in a way that looks slightly off.

We both begin charging straight at each other, with me using blood boil on the way and him using some sort of heat aura skill that makes the area around him grow hotter. Which turns out to be uncomfortable when I get closer, but nothing beyond that for now.

If I remember correctly, this guy specializes in defense buffing skills and offensive attacks, with his scales dramatically increasing the amount of force he can take and blunting the damage of sharper attacks. But the guy himself isn’t overwhelmingly strong or anything.

So I quickly clear the rest of the distance between us with my claws balled up in a fist, deciding to forgo the clawing for now since he has his guard up and will just block it with his scales. Then I bring my fist down straight on his crossed arms, forcing him back with a grunt as his feet dig into the volcanic ground beneath us. But before I can follow up with a swing of my claws from my other hand, his arms suddenly begin to heat up to the point of burning the hair on my shifted arm and making me grimace. Which is enough of a pause for him to disengage and jump back while sending a wave of flames straight at me that I block by using blood claws on both of my hands and raising them to take the hit.

I grimace as I feel the heat even through the blood coating my hands, but most of the flames don’t manage to make it through thanks to me supplying my claws with blood I had in my blood storage before any of the duels began. Then after about two seconds of flames, I manage to push my hands outwards, making a break in the flames that I use to jump out of the way before rushing straight at the guy as he is still shooting flames at where I was standing from his mouth.

Some sort of dragon’s breath skill? Like in video games?

Either way, I crank up the blood boil and life draining I’m doing along with my own blood sacrifice, scowling in the process thanks to the pain of my blood burning, which can be seen in the red steam leaving my body as I jump straight through the air towards him before drawing a long and bloody line across his side from the shoulder to the hip.

The guy shouts in pain, accidentally closing his mouth in the middle of his skill and filling his mouth with flames that very clearly isn’t healthy. But I don’t stop to watch as I instead spin around him and tear another gash along his other side, this one making him drop to a knee. Then I proceed to do it over and over again while still using blood boil but going a little bit easier on the blood sacrifice now that he’s down.

I tear strip after strip until he’s left as a bloody mess lying on the floor and barely breathing. Despite that though, he still manages to at least attempt to stand, all while glaring at me with clear hatred and fear in his eyes.

Deciding that I’ve done enough by now, I kneel down next to him, swiftly tilting my head to the side when I see flames building up in his mouth before they shoot straight past where my head was in the form of a small fireball. Then I rest my elbows on my knees and my chin on my hands as I look at him.

Which only seems to make his face flush from shame. Or at least I think it’s shame. It could also be the many dozens of wounds across his body.

“Next time be more polite,” I tell him with a scowl. One that fades away into a very nice smile showing all of my pearly whites as I add, “Okay?”

Then – after one last look of shame-filled hatred towards me – he seems to black out. That or he dies. Either way, we both find ourselves back in the dome with the earpieces announcing our winnings or losings to each of us.

[Three points have been awarded for winning a duel. You now have a total of 116 points.]

Immediately upon seeing him again, I find him glaring at me. But the moment I move slightly, I notice a tiny flinch in him before he says, “I’ll be going to find other opponents now,” and leaves without another word.

I raise an eyebrow before nodding my head, satisfied with my work.

Now he won’t be a problem anymore.

“Aren’t you worried he’ll get his parents to make your life difficult or something?” Tar asks in my head, but I just shrug.

He can try, but generally the GUs try to keep that sort of crap out of the campus. Especially when it could hurt a talented student that might be of major importance to the school’s Interschool Tournaments, just because some other student was upset that they were defeated by them or something.

Besides. I doubt their parents would want to deal with Frost just because their kid got beaten.

Tar doesn’t say anything in response, but I can practically feel his agreement despite that.

Anyways, I turn my attention to the others to find them looking rather startled at what just happened. But at the same time, none of them seem mad or anything. So it’s fine.

“So who’s next?” I ask while putting my hands in my jacket pockets.

And just like with the other challenges, I fight the students back to back, finally starting to feel just a little mentally tired from the number of battles I’ve fought back to back. But I still don’t lose to any of them, keeping the win streak that I’ve created and quickly become proud of.

“You shouldn’t really be feeling proud of beating a bunch of human students when you are half blood lycan…” Tar mutters, and I do the sensible thing of ignoring him as I focus on the remaining four students in front of me. Two of them being the ones I was watching earlier. The monk guy and the death magic user.

“I’m a little surprised you waited this long,” I honestly tell the guy with death magic. And he just points at himself with a vaguely surprised look after having just yawned. “Yes, you.”

The guy is still wearing just his t-shirt and shorts version of magi-tech armor, and he looks to be in his mid-twenties at a glance. Which is a little surprising for new Guardians, since the fae apparently like to pick people who are younger than their mid-twenties on average. Mostly because while leveling does stop your aging, it doesn’t revert your age. Not unless you get a skill that does or are treated by someone who has a skill that can do it to others. Which is expensive as hell.

“Oh, yeah, the others looked like they wanted to fight you more, and I wanted to study your fighting,” he says rather shamelessly before shrugging. “It worked out.”

I blink in surprise.

Wow. This guy doesn’t have a filter, does he?

“Hey Scarlet!” I hear a familiar voice shouting, making me look past the four people who are standing in front of me – one of which is a girl and the other three guys – before finding Denise walking over while waving. So I raise my hand in a simple wave back, then turn my attention back to the four. And of the four, I only recognize the guy who I found out was titled Necro and the other one who was titled Sentinel. But the other two, who also happen to be twins judging by appearances? Never seen them before.

“So who wants to fight first?” I ask with a frown.

The four share a glance before Sentinel and Necro step back, leaving the other two to step forward at the same time. And reach for me at the same time. And almost challenge me at the same time when their hands are placed on opposite shoulders.

I blink in surprise but accept the challenge that comes from the one who touched my shoulder first to find myself appearing in a plain white room with nothing else in it but me and the girl that appears. She has stark white hair with a single streak of gold, differing from her brother only in that one area, as he has a streak of blue. Well, and in her different figure, considering that she’s a girl and all while her brother isn’t. Although both of them have long hair.

And they’re both wearing the exact same magi-tech armor consisting of a rather gender neutral cloak, although one has a golden one while the other has a blue one.

They’re also both higher levels than me in regard to mana, which is surprising.

I get ready as always, but this time I stand back instead of charging in. Because there’s just something about her that feels different to me from the others.

Out of nowhere, bolts of golden electricity begin to spark all around her, then her form straight up blurs and she appears right in front of me, giving me only enough time to raise my arms to block her punch. But even then, I grit my teeth as I feel my arms – which took the hit – beginning to get pumped with some of her electricity.

She’s fast. Very fast.

But…

I grin as I ignore the electricity that’s burning my arms to push her away, sending her flying a few meters before she lands on the ground and rolls for a few more. Then she quickly gets back up and becomes a blur again.

She’s physically weak as hell. Meaning it’s all speed.

I quickly hit her with blood boil and life drain after she enters my line of sight again, since those skills need them to be in my line of sight to activate. Although not to keep them activated, fortunately. And she was too fast for me to activate them at the beginning of the match.

The moment they are activated though, I find her suddenly staggering and no longer being a blur for a second before returning to almost her previous speed but with a trail of red energy following her from life drain, making the corner of my lip quirk upwards.

That’ll work.

The girl tries to run circles around me, but my ears manage to keep up with her movements after I realize that I should just use them in more than just a hearing far off things capacity. And the moment I hear a change in her footsteps, I turn around to where they’re coming from and raise my claws to strike, tearing a bloody streak straight from her hip to her opposite shoulder.

I wince for a second, only to remember that the magical reality automatically censors any sort of nudity from damaged gear in the form of the strongly blurred out portion of her front that I can see.

Never really thought about that since the only ones I went even close to going all out against were guys.

Anyways, I walk up to her now that she’s down before seeing her close her eyes. So I simply kick her head to knock her out quickly, sending us both back to the dome again.

And I immediately find her twin brother looking rather surprised – the first emotion I’ve seen on either of the twins’ faces thus far – before reaching forwards and challenging me as well.

Guess I’m in for another round then.

Wonder if the other twin is any better?



As it turns out, the other twin isn’t stronger than the first, and I deal with him just a tiny bit slower than the first. Although I do find it interesting that one twin uses electricity, while the other uses water.

An interesting combination.

Also, why do they still look identical even with their reality warp? Except the different colors.

“That’s simple,” Tar says, “because they’re siblings.”

I blink in surprise as I look away from the two remaining students, one of which is approaching me, at the ground.

So being a blood relative actually does matter in regards to the reality warp?

“Yes,” Tar answers rather quickly.

Interesting. Although if that girl with the electricity and speed had any good weapons, the match probably would’ve been much, much harder. But weapons are very difficult to get for Guardians, because there aren’t any materials on Earth that naturally are strong enough to be used in our fights. They wouldn’t even break a higher level demon’s skin, much less do damage. And same with a higher level – me included at this point – Guardian.

The only ones that actually use weapons are those who can create their own, enhance their weapon, or afford the astronomical price of having a specific magical metal created for them or get some of the parts from the demons in old world Japan or the Arctic and use them in forging their weapon. Which is a price so high that it could buy a damned city. A Tier 2 one at that.

I look up again as Sentinel reaches me and says, “Looks like it’s my turn.” And when I nod my head, he reaches out and for some reason grabs a lock of my hair that was going down over my shoulder, making me flinch in the process as he challenges me.

“Challenge accepted,” I state while stepping back and automatically pulling my hair out of between his fingers in the process. Then, when we’re both in the magical reality, I ask, “Please don’t do something like that again. Just the shoulder.”

He appears surprised for a moment before nodding his head in a stoic manner.

I blink in surprise at that, only to mentally shrug as I activate my skills for the umpteenth time today.

He’s either a creep or just has some odd social customs. I’d put my money on the second considering how nonchalant he seems to be about me saying not to do that again.

Because I do know some places that are very intimate for some bizarre reason. Even with complete strangers.

Places no one will ever find me getting anywhere near even with a hundred meter long pole.

“A pole that length isn’t really feasible to hold…” Tar mutters, but I ignore him.

Really wish these damned battles counted for leveling up my skills. But reality and the System apparently doesn’t count magical realities and anything that happen within them as viable, so…

Because if it did count then I’d probably have leveled up a lot of them by now.

Sentinel punches his fists together just like he did in the battle I watched him fight against Necro, then I actually feel the pulsating of the golden light pushing against me from where he is. But unlike the twins who specialize in speed, he just stands there with his eyes narrowed on me.

If I remember correctly, his strength is his defense and countering. He likes to take blows and return them with more force. Some sort of magic called Divine Retribution.

Even though it has nothing to do with gods or anything.

I narrow my eyes at him as I slowly begin to circle around him, pondering over how to take this battle.

If I try tearing him apart like the others, I’ll be hit with divine light in response. Then he’ll go in to attack me like he did any other physical attacker, since he does things a little differently against ranged attackers.

Which reminds me that my next skill I purchase will be a ranged skill. No doubt about that.

Blood boil is great and all, but it’s only good as a passive and slow damage dealing skill. Not a finisher or a single blow ranged hit.

The man just continues turning in place as I slowly walk around him, unsure of how to take this. But then I decide to test blood boil on him to see if I get hit with divine light. And I don’t.

My eyebrows rise in pleasant surprise.

The man grimaces and has a look of fear on his face that shouldn’t be there just from blood boil, making me realize that I just found his weakness.

“Looks like the guy is weak to passive damage like that,” Tar says, a hint of interest in his voice.

I quickly use life drain on him as well and find the same result as blood boil. The skill works without me taking any damage.

So I just kind of sit back while using the skills, very slowly draining my mana as I keep my distance from him.

“Are you seriously going to do this?” he eventually asks after ten seconds of me just standing in place and watching him. Eventually he himself tries to go forward, but I just keep backing up, proving that he’s much slower than me.

“Why not?” I ask with a shrug.

This’ll teach you to touch my hair.

“At least it wasn’t your ears,” Tar says, making my face soften slightly.

True. Could’ve been worse.

I lead the guy around for a couple of minutes, just draining him till the point that blood bubbles are popping on his skin and he’s breathing heavily, then I finally decide to give him a break and not completely embarrass him by rushing forwards out of nowhere while activating blood claws on my shifted arm. This startles him, but he’s ready for it and pulls his fist back to match my claws with his fist.

Right when I see him sending the punch forward though, I immediately pull back and twirl in a circle around him to claw at his side. Then the divine light shines down from the sky of the plains we’re in, making me feel a light burning sensation. But it’s nowhere near as bad as the large claw marks that I gouge out of his side, the process being made a lot easier due to blood boil softening his flesh.

“Shit…” Sentinel mutters with a grunt while falling to one knee. But he still manages to swing his fist out to slam into my side, sending me flying from the ray of divine light that shines out of it on the instant of contact. And the divine light torches its way through my jacket and shirt, burning a hole around the right side of my waist.

I grimace as I land on the ground a few meters away before glancing at the wound which is pretty badly burned.

Damn it.

When I look up again, I find him swiftly climbing to his feet as a golden aura suffuses his entire body.

The fuck? How’s he standing as if that wound – which is literally pouring blood down his side – is nothing but a scratch?!



Back at the Dome

Anthony has yet to be disappointed by the girl he found the name of to be Scarlet. Even with her lacking skill in actual combat techniques, often opting to go with a more instinctive and brute force manner of attack, she still always goes with the right choice in the battle. And while others might’ve believed her staying back and weakening Sentinel over time was a coward’s way of fighting, Anthony fully supports it.

And seeing Sentinel’s manner of challenging Scarlet almost had Anthony bursting out into laughter. But he had to hide it. After all, that wouldn’t make a good impression on the person he wants to impress.

The reasoning for Sentinel’s actions are rather obvious when one knows where he is from, since overly familiar actions like that are extremely common there. Which Scarlet might not know. That or she just doesn’t know where he’s from.

Amusing regardless.

After a second though, the amusement on Anthony’s face dies at the sight currently playing out on the screen.

A few seconds after the man was mauled, the glowing golden light grows brighter and brighter, with his eyes being the brightest of all. He then spreads his arms out on either side of him and lets out a roar before charging straight towards Scarlet.

Some sort of berserk skill? Probably at least epic rarity too if it lets him completely ignore a wound like that.

“It might even be legendary,” the voice of Anthony’s fae echoes in his head, surprising him for a second.

So, you finally decided to show up? After most of the first round duels of interest are already over? Just skip the rest of the tournament why don’t cha?

“You don’t need assistance from me in a game of petty battles between children,” Artoria answers, used to Anthony’s personality after having been contracted with the strange man for months already. Many of those having her wishing she had chosen a different person to contract with, even if he is an extraordinary talent.

If that’s so, then why did ya come here at all?

“You know why,” she answers, and Anthony’s eyes gravitate towards Scarlet on the video feed. “It would appear as if both of my brothers without contracts decided to contract in the same year. And father won’t give any of us details on their contractors.”

Couldn’t you just ask him? He’s your brother after all.

“While that probably worked for Artemis, I am not on as good of terms with Tarankar as he is.”

Anthony goes silent for a bit as he watches Sentinel rush in to strike at Scarlet, becoming a much larger problem than he was before. Large enough that she is actually going all out from what Anthony has seen of her fighting anyways. She’s even taking several hits from the man in the process, although shrugging most of them off without a care.

But you do want to work with them, right?

Artoria stays silent for a second before sighing and answering, “Yes. There are team competitions during the tournament for the seat of heir, and without competing, my chances are pretty much shot.”

And what better team than a team that are all at about the same level and age, chosen at about the same time…

“Correct,” she says only for the two to fall silent again. That is, until Anthony can’t help but notice the wounds on Scarlet healing far quicker than they should be. “Looks like Tarankar’s contracted has some sort of legendary regeneration skill.”

Why do you believe it’s legendary?

Without missing a beat, the fae answers, “Because she’s regenerating even from wounds caused by divine light, which should drastically stall regeneration. And the only skills that can ignore that effect are legendary ones.”

Anthony’s eyes widen and he continues to watch the battle with even more interest this time.

Just how did she get a legendary regeneration skill like that within two weeks of contracting?



Scarlet

Okay, this guy is a much bigger pain than I gave him credit for. No matter how many wounds I inflict on him, he just won’t drop dead!

“The guy most likely has a legendary berserk skill,” Tar says, sounding rather impressed. “He probably won’t be dropping until you either destroy his brain or his skill’s effect wears off.”

And how long might that-

I’m cut off mid-thought when he charges me again and slams his fist straight towards me with far more strength and speed than he had earlier, making me attempt to dodge it only to still get nicked by it and sent flying by a burst of divine light hitting my shoulder.

I can’t help but grimace as I get back up from the ground, very much pissed off at the state of my jacket. Even if a hell of a lot more of it is intact than if this was before it was turned into magi-tech armor.

But I don’t want to waste a repair on it since that’ll cost mana. Which is something I need to spend carefully in this fight. And all of his attacks are hitting my sides, shoulders, arms, and legs anyways, so nothing too important is exposed. Not that that would matter since they censor it anyways.

Doesn’t change that it’ll feel weird if it happened.

Damnit, what type of skill does this anyways?! It’s absolutely broken!

“Well, it’ll most likely have a backlash as well, not to mention that he’ll probably die the moment it runs-” Tar pauses mid-sentence when the golden light vanishes in an instant and the man who was currently charging at me just face plants into the ground. Then Tar finishes. “Runs out. Like that.”

I blink in surprise before finding myself in the dome again.

The heck?

“All of the damage you dealt to him while he was berserk should’ve been kept in a sort of stasis, where it didn’t affect him until the skill ran out its duration,” Tar explains, making me understand that I probably would’ve been a lot happier if I had just avoided him most of that fight.

Anyways, I quickly notice the many, many people staring at me and Sentinel in the dome.

I look up to find that there aren’t any duels going on right now.

Guess they all watched our duel?

Then clapping can be heard from above us all, making me raise my head to find Viper looking directly between me and Sentinel. And as if copying her, a large majority of the students join her.

Okay, what’s happening?

“Don’t ask me,” Tar says with the mental equivalent of a shrug as if I wasn’t just talking to myself and was asking him.


Chapter 97
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Blood and Death



Scarlet

“Excellent,” the woman says while still clapping, her voice echoing throughout the stadium in the process. “This is the first time that a single student has done this well in decades. Not since the last generation was attending, at the very least.”

I raise a brow at that.

The last ‘generation’ as she calls it is really just referring to the current youngest Class IV Guardians. Which includes Cynthia and Allen amongst those numbers, along with several of the staff at the university. Since taking a job at a Guardians University tends to give the professors some priority for heading to Fractures both in and out of the city without having them join an Association. Meanwhile the Guardians who aren’t in an Association or a GU tend to not be notified about the exact whereabouts of most of the Fractures. Just that if they happen across one or have a way to find them themselves – which most do – then they’re welcome to enter it and help clear it out, but they will have no backup and no way to call for backup. And they may be stopped by an Association or a GU who already claimed the Fracture beforehand should they wish to stop them.

Some are nice and don’t, others aren’t. Although they can only stop them if the Guardian doing the stopping is a higher Class than the one being stopped.

Such a complicated mess of laws.

“A little over an hour into the first round and I can already tell there won’t be anyone in this room except maybe Necro,” she glances at Necro before returning her gaze to me, “that can defeat you. So how about this. If you wish, I can simply take one point away from every other student in this room and give it you, with the exception of Necro of course, or you can continue as you have been, fighting the others here.” Viper’s eyes narrow and she tilts her head ever so slightly as she asks, “What do you choose?”

I frown at the offer.

It would certainly save my time. But at the same time, it’d lower the amount of points I’d get from defeating everyone. Because even if someone does reject my challenge, I’d be getting the same amount of points as what she offered.

And I need all the points I can manage to get into the Advanced class. What with about a third to half or so of the university being at Class II, making the second round rather difficult.

Eventually, I shake my head and answer, “No thank you,” without raising my voice, knowing that a Class IV Guardian like herself should be able to hear me regardless.

She actually doesn’t look surprised in the least by my answer. In fact, she looks pleased as she nods her head and focuses on the students as a whole to say, “Resume the duels.”

But despite her words, no one does so. In fact, everyone instead just stares at me and Necro, making it pretty obvious what they’re waiting for.

And Viper does the same, so I just turn to him to find him still grinning like an idiot while walking towards me.

“Guess you’re finally up?” I ask rhetorically, and he just nods before offering a hand to shake. Then, after I accept the handshake, he extends the challenge and I accept it, sending us both to some sort of hellish landscape that honestly resembles a mixture of both our magics. One of blood and death.

All around the edges of the battlefield are corpses, some with their flesh intact, others only having skeletons remaining. Some absolutely covered in blood, others without any blood, and some even in literal pools of blood.

“A rather unique environment for us to fight in, don’t cha think?” the man asks, drawing my eyes to him to find the black and purple aura of death growing around him just like in the one other fight I saw him participate in.

What was rather surprising to me though is that he only ever fought in one battle. At least, while I was around to watch that is. It’s possible he fought while I was fighting, but for him to do that every single time I fought is saying something if it’s true.

“So, before we start, why have you been studying me?” I ask while activating partial shift. And my question makes him pause for a second before answering, “Just tell Tarankar that his sister wishes to work together.”

My eyes widen at his usage of Tar’s first of his five names. But apparently not as surprised as Tar is.

“Are you fucking kidding me?! She’s here?!” Tar practically shouts in my head, making me wince. “Artemis is one thing, but Artoria!? And she wants to work together?!”

I frown at his shouting, and Necro seems to understand as his death aura lowers slightly and he just stands there waiting.

Another royal fae?

“Yes! But this one is much worse than Artemis,” Tar continues, still surprising me at his loss of composure. “Artoria is damned frightening, that’s what she is. And I really can’t figure out what possessed someone like her to contract with a kid like that.”

So what does he mean about working together?

“Some of the competitions in the tournament are team based, remember?” Tar asks rhetorically before continuing, “To have any shot at winning the whole thing, a proxy has to compete in the team competitions as well. And what Artoria is suggesting is for you and Necro to work together on a team during the tournament for the throne.”

Oh.

I look at the guy as he just casually walks around for a bit before stopping at the edge of the arena and swinging his feet while looking at a pool of blood.

Work together. With that guy?

“My dislike of my sister aside, it wouldn’t be a bad idea,” Tar says, surprising me. “From my understanding, this guy is pure offense, and if he works with you and Belle, you will have a decent team. You being able to do most roles including healing and support and combat, Belle being for defense, and him working purely on offense.”

Yeah, that would be a good team.

I guess I’ll consider it.

But first, I activate blood claws and call out, “Okay, I’m ready,” drawing his attention back to me.

First we see just how good he is.

Without any hesitation, his death aura flares out again, and he begins to step towards me with his eyes slowly turning pitch black.

Certainly intimidating, that’s for sure.

I quickly use blood boil and life drain on him, but he doesn’t even wince as he continues stepping towards me. Even with tiny little red spots appearing around his body.

The guy is clearly a higher level than me, which shows in both his magic level being higher and the effect blood boil has on him being lesser than the other students here. And I can even tell already that he’s stronger than Sentinel as well.

Although how I can tell that, I’m not sure.

“It’s your instincts,” Tar answers me. “Of course, a predator can feel the presence of another predator. But what I’m starting to wonder is if this guy is even a human himself… because I feel like I sense something… off… about him. Nothing demonic, but something inhuman still.”

Wait, what?

I activate blood claws on both hands and use blood sacrifice, burning away both my blood and mana at a decent pace before beginning to step towards him as well.

“I don’t think he’s fully human either,” Tar says, “there’s some sort of technological change in his body. Like he was experimented on or something. Which would explain his usage of death magic.”

That’s… horrible.

Our conversation ends prematurely though as Necro rushes towards me, and I speed up to match. Then we meet together, claw for claw.

My eyes narrow on the black energy making up his singular claw. Something I never saw in any of the other battles.

The claw is like a single large talon rather than a claw, really. And I can tell its weaker than my shifted claws coated in blood magic, despite the fact that his talon is made up of death magic.

“Well of course,” Tar says as if it’s a matter of course, “if he is what I suspect, then he was made by human hands. And humans on Earth still aren’t able to make anything strong enough to challenge the supremacy of the noble demon clans one on one.”

I grit my teeth at the thought of that before pushing him back, startling him in the process. Then I continue pushing forwards, knocking aside his other taloned hand, and striking straight across his front torso, tearing bloody streaks in my path.

Before I can do any more though, his death aura suddenly strengthens, and I can feel my life energy leaving me, which shocks me a great deal. So much so that I jump back out of the range of the aura.

“Death magic also gets skills like life drain,” Tar says in a bit of a late warning.

Damn it. At least his has a shorter range.

I warily find the outer edges of the claw marks I left on his now exposed chest slowly sparking with a black flame before focusing on his face to find him having turned serious, no longer seeming to be in a joking mood. In fact, he now has a wary look on his face.

“He probably expected to overwhelm you like he’s surely done others with his inhuman skills,” Tar explains the obvious.

Right. And now he’s actually wary of me.

I really wish that I could use my blood thirst skill here, but it’s kind of useless in a one on one duel. Although it should be quite useful for the second round of the tournament.

After a few seconds, the black flames on the edges of his wound disappear, leaving it looking about the same as it did before. Meaning he probably wasn’t able to take much life energy from me in the limited time I was in his range.

And now the wound is starting to look worse again thanks to my continued use of life drain and blood boil.

Despite the danger I’m now in, and the seriousness of the air between us, I can’t help but notice the corner of his lips quirking up. Even though he must be in quite a bit of pain right now.

My own follow in response.

This duel really is the best one I’ve had so far today.



The other side of the Magical Reality

She’s like me! She’s really like me, isn’t she?!

“No,” Artoria mutters, crushing the hope that had risen in Anthony’s heart, “not exactly like you. She feels different in some way. More demonic.”

Anthony frowns as he ignores the pain of the claw wounds on his bare chest.

You think humans experimented on her and implanted something from a demon in her or something? Like they implanted part of that strange creature in me?

“That shouldn’t be possible,” Artoria says, only to pause when Scarlet begins rushing forwards with even more red steam rising from her skin in the process. Anthony then turns slightly to avoid her claws again before doing a round house kick on her. But she just grabs his foot with her other hand and throws him with far more strength than he would’ve expected.

Shit. She’s just growing stronger and stronger!

“I think that has more to do with whatever skill she’s using,” Artoria says, directing Anthony’s eyes to the red steam leaving her skin as she straightens up and turns to look at him again, looking rather menacing with her glowing red eyes and current outfit in the middle of a hellscape. “But there has to be a weakness to it. And considering how she’s a blood magic user, it probably has something to do with burning her own blood or something. So just stall her and she should grow weaker with time.”

Got it.

Anthony quickly strengthens his use of his inherent skill, Death Aura, before activating another skill, making black cracks begin to spread across his skin.

“Be careful using that skill,” Artoria warns him. “If you aren’t careful, it could lead to a much worse outcome for you than her.”

The man nods his head before sprinting towards her at a much faster speed than before and using another skill that coats his arm with a wave of black and purple energy that he physically throws at the Scarlet Wolf. And she – after her initial surprise – jumps back and brings her claws in front of her to block it just like she did Drake’s flame thrower. But it doesn’t work as well this time, the death magic eating through her blood magic rather quickly and then into her claws making her cry out loud for the first time during this tournament.

“The girl can’t be part human and demon since the demonic genes would simply try to eat the human ones, unlike with your void spawn genes,” Artoria explains as the girl manages to push the rest of the attack away by recovering her hands with blood, although with a pained look on her face. “Void spawn are creatures found in the gap between the mortal realm and the Farshore. They are inherently instinctive in everything they do, lacking any intelligence, and aren’t too much superior to humans in the end. Meaning their genes can sit in your body at a low amount without attempting to devour your human genes.”

Scarlet narrows her eyes before rushing forwards, seemingly ignoring the pain of her hands as she tries to close the distance between herself and Anthony. But Anthony repeatedly backs up and tries to make sure that not a single one of her attacks lands on him.

Because if they do, then things will turn bad.

If I didn’t have to use this self-destructive skill, then I wouldn’t take the risk of using it and having something hit me… but this fight is different.

“Demons are inherently superior to the humans of Earth in most ways, especially the naturally stronger species like the noble demons,” Artoria continues with Anthony barely listening to her lecture as he focuses incredibly hard on avoiding every last one of Scarlet’s attacks. “So it’s just impossible for a human to survive a procedure like that. The only possible way I can see it being done is if it’s through biology and not science. Through a demon and a human mating and then having them seal the demonic genes of the resulting baby. But that isn’t possible due to the absolute hatred demons have for humans and vice versa.”

Artoria finally goes silent as Anthony continues avoiding Scarlet’s attacks, having said her peace.

Then what is she?

“It’s possible humans put in some sort of nanomachines in the void spawn genes, but that would be diffi-” before Artoria can finish answering his question, Scarlet suddenly stops mid movement towards Anthony as a much thicker wave of steam leaves her body and she immediately jumps straight over his head and lands right behind him.

“Watch out!” Artoria shouts in Anthony’s head, but it’s too late as Scarlet’s claws soon make contact with his back after a long time of neither of them managing to land a blow on the other.



Scarlet

My eyes widen in shock when the wound I dealt to Necro begins to glow. Specifically, the black cracks running through the wound. So I draw my other arm’s claws across his back before jumping backwards myself to avoid whatever skill he’s using.

Only to be shocked when I see the black cracks begin to explode across his back in tiny explosions, making the wounds much bigger as he drops to one knee.

The hell?

“So that was the drawback of whatever skill he was using…” Tar mutters in my head, making me frown. “It’s likely that he got a massive boost in all of his stats, both magical and physical, in exchange for a powerful penalty for taking any sort of damage. Something you normally only see in void related…” Tar trails off, making me curious about what he was gonna say. But the sight of the man struggling to his feet while stumbling a little distracts me from that.

“You can still stand with those wounds?” I ask with a raised brow.

He coughs out a mouthful of black blood on the ground, which has me raising my other brow.

“He really does have void spawn genes…” Tar mutters, seemingly at the sight of the blood, shocking me in the process. “Just who decided to experiment with void spawn anyways?”

Who cares about that. It’s pretty clear how the government treats human experimentation. And It’s just as clear how obvious it is that a void spawn – a creature that doesn’t reproduce – didn’t give birth to him.

I shiver slightly at the thought of those disgusting masses of flesh, claws, talons, and tentacles that enters my mind. Humanity didn’t really know what we were dealing with the first time a Fracture core grew corrupted and ended up linking Earth to the void instead of Tartarus. But it didn’t take long to find out that the creatures were quite a bit weaker – and stupider – than demons.

The main issue Guardians took with them though was that they didn’t have any life force to take, since they weren’t from the mortal plane themselves. So Guardians can’t gain EXP from killing them.

Which is a big downside to a lot of the Guardians and a demotivator in regard to dealing with the creatures.

Anthony drops down to his knees again, only to faceplant on the ground before we’re both sent back to reality again.

And the first thing I see when getting back is Anthony grinning at me as we unlock our hands that were still clasped together from before entering the duel.

“You’re interesting,” he says, only to wave at me and turn around. “I’ll catch ya later then. Wouldn’t want to fall behind in points because of this.”

I can’t help but raise a brow at the irony of his words. But he really does start challenging people at random, as can be seen on the screen above, so I just glance up at Viper instead.

“Looks like she already knew about his void spawn genes,” Tar suddenly says, raising my intrigue enough that he quickly answers the question he knows I’m about to ask. “Void spawn are known only by the Guardians who have hunted them before to have black blood, since the Guardians in general don’t care much for the creatures and didn’t bother answering any researchers questions about their specifics beyond calling them ‘eldritch masses of flesh, claws, tentacles, and talons’.”

Oh.

And the Fracture cores becoming corrupted is extremely rare from what I read, so I doubt they’ve been able to study it themselves, much less hire a Guardian to do it for them. Not when only three cores have ever become corrupted.

“Right,” Tar says before adding, “but a Class IV instructor at a Guardians University should know about that aspect of them, and despite that, she didn’t seem to display any strong reaction.”

Yeah. So they probably already know about his little secret.

But what about me? Is there any chance they might know about me as well?

“No, there’s not,” Tar answers without any hesitation. “You know how your genes are. Humans have tried injecting demon genes into another human before – illegally mind you – and it always resulted in the human dead. The only reason you’re alive is because you were born half demon with your genes suppressed, and when they were awakened, you were inducted into the System to calm it with the reality warp.”

Okay, that’s good.

Wait, genes suppressed?

“Yeah,” Tar says as I begin to press the random challenge button again, ready to go back to challenging everyone remaining in the room. “You’d have died soon after birth if someone – likely your demon parent – didn’t suppress your demon genes.”

Oh. I guess in hindsight I should’ve already expected something like that to be why I had to be awakened as a demon for it to show or for me to even realize I was half demon, but still…

Doesn’t that mean my parents cared about me at least a little…?

Tar doesn’t say anything, likely not wanting to get my hopes up.

The earpiece quickly tells me that my challenge was declined as I’m still waiting for an answer. But when no answer comes, I just sigh and press the random challenge button again. And again, after that one is declined. And again.

Damnit, is everyone just going to decline my challenges?! I understand they might not want to die, even if it’s only a magical reality, but I can go easy on them since the rest of the people here should be weaker! Or I could just avoid using blood boil… maybe that would make more of them challenge me?

Then again, they might not trust my word on that.

Surprisingly, Tar doesn’t say anything in response to my thoughts like he usually would. So I guess he’s just left for somewhere and isn’t just blatantly ignoring me. More like offhandedly ignoring me by leaving and avoiding any questions I might have over the previous subject.

I look up to see Viper looking at me with a face full of amusement.

Yeah, laugh it up.

These challenge declines are all making me lose two points that I could’ve gotten by beating them for each decline! Damn it!

It’s just such a disappointing waste…

I continue pressing the random challenge button over and over again until someone finally bothers to accept it. Then I completely wipe the floor with them, making sure not to use blood boil and to knock them out instead of killing before returning to the dome to continue my spamming of the button.

But in the end, most of the students remaining decline my random challenge. Even Denise declines. But there are around seven or so that accepted out of the remaining students. And right when I get my last challenge declined, I get another message from my earpiece which I hear through my wolf ears instead of my human ones. Because I ended up realizing that it was pointless to use my human ears when I can hear it with my wolf ones as well even with the earpiece in my human ear.

[One point has been awarded for your opponent declining your challenge. You now have a total of 303 points.]

But then a second announcement echoes through the loudspeakers in the dome, making everyone hear it, followed by another one in my ear from the earpiece, not being heard by the others.

[Scarlet Asger has successfully challenged every student in the dome and either defeated them or had them decline her challenge. As a reward, they are given a bonus of 50 points.]

[You now have a total of 353 points.]

Every gaze in the room turns to me.

Seriously?

Intermission



Tournament Observatory Room
A few minutes ago

Cipher wasn’t very surprised when he got put in charge of security in the observatory room itself, where over fifty instructors of the GU along with the other important faculty members all watch the competing students together and pick out the good ones from the bunch. What he was surprised about was being told to guard it from the inside by the vice-headmaster, Alfred, instead of patrolling outside like he would’ve preferred.

And to make matters worse, the instructors who he’d gone to university with were here as well and practically strong-armed him into joining them for a drink. Which wasn’t very productive towards his job as a security guard, but is also exactly what he expected would happen, and expected to be the reason Alfred sent him inside away from the rest of his men.

The bastard’s leaving me in here for when questions eventually rise about Scarlet so that he doesn’t have to deal with the instructors himself, isn’t he?!

Of course, Cipher doesn’t just stay and take the fate given to him. He tries to leave the group a few times, with no success.

It isn’t until he notices a white-haired woman walk into the room in complete silence, not allowing a single person in the room to see her except for Cipher. And Cipher knows very well that no human would ever spot White without her allowing them to.

Not with her null magic…

Cipher tries to move towards her, only to find his body not moving at all. So he looks down to find a very, very thin layer of almost clear white energy coating his skin.

Guess she doesn’t want to talk to me, but wants me to know she’s here? Or she just didn’t bother blocking my sight of her.

When he looks up, he finds the woman – who is wearing a simple outfit of black and white pants with a black and red jacket extremely similar in appearance to Scarlet’s jacket prior to Cipher’s father upgrading it over a white shirt – walking over to the screen currently showing the dome that Scarlet is in right as she reappears in the thing from a duel. Then he sees her usually cold face slipping ever so slightly to show a hint of warmth before it fades away again, and she narrows her eyes. But when Cipher looks to see what she’s looking at, all he finds is some boy wearing a ridiculous magi-tech armor consisting of a simple t-shirt and shorts fighting on another screen.

What’s so interesting about him?

Cipher continues watching him fight for a few seconds before he’s distracted by one of his friends patting his shoulder and pointing out a different screen to him. So he begins politely chatting with him for a little bit until the friend from university is satisfied and quiet again. Then he turns back just to find White completely gone, which is also when he realizes that he was moving again.

Damn it… I haven’t seen her since she gave me Scarlet and signed off on my Association. I really wanted to ask her some questions about the brat.

And as if being summoned by his thoughts, a loud beeping sound echoes from the dome Scarlet is in, drawing the attention of every Guardian in the room before a robotic voice echoes across the room, “Scarlet Asger has successfully challenged every student in dome #1 and either defeated them or had them decline her challenge.”

Not even five seconds later, Cipher can hear whispered conversations breaking out all across the room.

“Scarlet Asger? Who’s that?” “I don’t know. Bring up her papers. Let’s see her capabilities…” “Who is that?”

Cipher slowly closes his eyes and sighs.

That girl is going to be the death of me some day, I just know it…

Then the whispered conversations grow much louder as people find her capabilities.

“What the fuck is this?!” “Are these real?” “These aren’t fake, right?” “They have to be fake!”

And of course, the people begin to notice the part stating her Association affiliation.

“Silver Association? The girl’s with Cipher?” “Wait, I think I recognize this girl from the news! Wasn’t she the one who fought with a wraith while still only a little over a week post-contract?!” “If these capabilities are true…” “And she has blood magic as well!”

Then the one Cipher has dreaded finally comes around.

“Cipher’s here, so why don’t we just ask him?”

Silence fills the room.

Cipher slowly opens his eyes to find everyone staring at him, and he swears he sees a flash of the old vice-headmaster grinning as he passes by the doorway to the room, the door itself magically opening before closing again as he does so.

Yep. Definitely more payback. And much worse than giving me paperwork I didn’t actually have to sign.

“Yes, the capabilities listed there are true, yes they were confirmed by the government, and yes, she is a part of my Association,” Cipher says, deciding to answer their questions without being asked.

Nearly three fourths of the nearly hundred or so people in the room all rush over to Cipher, crowding around him without giving much room to speak as they pepper him with question after question after question.

“Who is this girl?” “Where did she come from?” “Is she related to you?” “Why is she in your Association already?” “Do you know what this means for us?!”

Every last person continues berating Cipher with questions without giving him a single moment to answer, leaving him unsure of how to feel. Whether he should be annoyed with the old man, or with Scarlet.

“Let the man answer!” a loud voice echoes over all of the others, bringing everyone’s attention over to the man wearing full body armor from a much more medieval era. Then they turn away from Dark to look at Cipher again, but silently this time.

Cipher lets out a sigh before giving Dark a nod of appreciation and immediately getting into the tedious task of dealing with other dozens of Class III and IV Guardians.


Chapter 98
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Back to the Main Auditorium



Scarlet

The remaining time left in the first round ends up being really boring, as all I’m left to do is sit in the corner and watch other people battle. Which isn’t really saying much, considering I’ve already fought everyone of significance in terms of combat prowess in here. Aside from Viper, of course. But I would be defeated in an instant if I tried fighting her right now.

Eventually I just sit up against the wall and close my eyes, not even watching the fights anymore. I don’t go to sleep, since there are way too many people here to do that and I don’t trust almost any of them even a hundredth as far as I can throw them. And I’m pretty sure I can throw them pretty far. But I do take the time to rest my eyes.

Because I’m pretty sure I’m gonna need the rest between the rounds.

After all, even if we aren’t being physically affected between duels, it is a pretty big mental strain to continuously battle for dozens and dozens of duels back to back, just constantly being aware of everything needed to fight.

At some point I begin humming a song I remember Cynthia singing to me back when I was a kid. A lullaby of sorts, mostly for the times when I was just way too overwhelmed. Both by my own forced overworking myself, and the constant stress of distrusting others and dealing with the treatment orphans receive in general.

It’s a relaxing tune. One completely at odds with the air of the dome filled with the sounds of people chatting about the duels going on. Some of the people are even chatting about me right now, with a few straight up daring others to go up and talk to me.

There’s even one group that’s trying to pressure some poor shmuck into asking me out on a date.

And another that I’m gonna remember for later because they’re talking about sneaking up on me at one point to touch my ears. Or at least, they were until someone mentioned me biting their fingers off if they tried. Which has me smiling.

Until I hear someone mention how cute I am when I’m smiling with my eyes closed.

Then I start scowling instead. Still with my eyes closed, of course. And still humming.

After who knows how long, I finally hear Tar’s voice in my head again, “You finished the duels?”

I stop humming.

Yep. A while ago in fact.

“Probably for the best that you get some rest before the next round begins,” Tar says, and I just lightly nod my head at that.

Then an awkward silence ensues.

Eventually I go back to listening to the other students’ conversations again. But fortunately, most of them seem to have moved off of the subject that is me and started talking about the second round by now.

Although why there are people having conversations during this round is beyond me when they clearly haven’t finished all of the duels they could be doing.

“Not everyone is a battle maniac like yourself,” Tar says, making my eyes snap open before narrowing.

How rude. You don’t call a lady a battle maniac.

Tar just laughs at that and says, “You? A lady?” Then he laughs again, his voice echoing in my head in a very annoying way.

I huff at that before rolling my eyes and closing them again.

Silence passes – between the two of us in my head at least – for a while.

Say, do you know just how many fae are currently in this dome?

“Almost every human here has a fae currently with them,” Tar answers, surprising me slightly. “What, you thought the other fae could travel between realms as often as I do?”

Wait, they can’t?

“No, they can’t,” Tar answers before proudly declaring, “that is a power reserved for fae royalty! Everyone else can only return once every week or so.”

Interesting.

We fall silent again.

Eventually the rest of the first round passes without much more happening, with the only event of any note are Denise walking up and joining me against the wall at one point surprisingly without saying a word – likely due to being tired. Since as it turns out none of the other students manage to get anywhere near as many points as me because a lot of them are already exhausted mentally and begin declining duels, or others are too afraid to fight. Then there’s the fact that no one else here dominates the other students enough to win all of the duels they do participate in.

Makes some sense though seeing as all of the people in this room are only between 18 to 22 years old for the most part, and they're all newly contracted Guardians who were just civilians afraid of the demons a month or two ago.

As soon as the time runs out, we’re sent back to the main auditorium through another wave of fog that has me ending up back in the seat I was in before being sent to the first round. And just like when we left, the rules are up on the screen behind the vice-headmaster who is standing on the stage alone. But only seconds later, the screen behind him changes to show two different things – one being the rules for the second round, and the other being a massive list of people, their grades, Classes, magics, and their point totals.

The only people who are shown on the list though appear to be the top one thousand. And even amongst those, most of the names are too small to read, so we can only really see the top one hundred which are shown in larger text.

And I can’t help but look through them starting from the top, just searching for my name. And surprisingly, I actually do find my name at #22 on the rankings.

Holy shit. How did I beat out so many Class II students? And even some Class IIIs!

“Well, remember that the first round was set up purely between those at the same class and category, and you got a bonus 50 points for challenging everyone in your dome and coming out on top in each challenge, whether through winning the duel or being declined entirely,” Tar says, making me quickly understand before he even finishes talking, “and I doubt many of the Class IIs were able to dominate their groups like you did, much less the Class IIIs. Where they will excel is after this point, in the second round.”

I can’t help but grimace at the thought of competing against Class IIs and even a couple dozen Class IIIs.

Although at least the Class IIs and IIIs get nothing from killing me. In fact, they’d be penalized for it, and I’d actually be rewarded and respawned from it.

Just annoying that my only chance at getting a higher ranking is to go around killing the other students of Class I. But I guess that’s not much different from what I did in the first round, and they won’t stay dead.

“Remember that you can just hunt the Class I demons and build up a bunch of stacks before attacking the students as well,” Tar suggests, making me nod my head in agreement.

I just wish the timer on the stacks would reset when I got new stacks. But you did say that that’ll probably be a future benefit to the skill, right?

“Yeah,” Tar answers right away, only for us to both focus on the vice-headmaster when he begins to speak.


Chapter 99
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Second Round Rules



Scarlet

“I welcome you all back from the first round of the tournament!” the vice-headmaster’s voice echoes throughout the auditorium before he continues, “Behind me you will see the results of your hard work, and the initial ranking after the first round!”

Most of the students in the room were already reading the names on the list, with many of them voicing surprise at the sight of a Class I first year so high up on them. But the vice-headmaster doesn’t give them any time to talk about it as he says, “Now we will be moving onto the second round of the tournament! This one is quite different from the first round.” He suddenly begins to levitate into the air with a small cloud of greenish black mist beneath his feet before moving up to the rules and magnifying them to be larger for us.

The secondary round of the tournament will take place in a magical reality imitating a forest on Tartarus.

Every student will be placed in the same forest in the same magical reality, and they will be given points for slaying demons.

The forest will be separated into two parts.
The outer ring of the forest will have only Class I demons, with their levels increasing as the students get closer to the inner ring.
The inner ring of the forest will have Class II demons, with their levels increasing as the students get closer to the center, which will have a single Class III demon.

Demons will give points depending on their levels.

Demons at levels 1-50 will give one point apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

Demons at levels 51-100 will give two points apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

Demons at levels 101-150 will give three points apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

Demons at levels 151-200 will give four points apiece to all students involved in their killing, including non-combat focused Guardians.

The Class III demon will give a total of fifty points spread across whoever kills it.


Furthermore, killing another student of the same Class as you or higher will give you a fifth of their points. 

Should a student be killed by another student and not by a demon they will be revived in the magical reality.

The rankings will be determined through whoever has the most points.

However, should a combat focused Guardian decide to remove other Guardians from play through killing them and are believed to be specifically targeting non-combat focused Guardians during the tournament, or a higher Class Guardian targets a lower Class one, they will receive a severe handicap in the form of a quantity of their points taken away and distributed to every targeted Guardian they killed, with the specific quantity being decided upon by a panel of professors watching the tournament.

Unrelated to the rankings, five Top class student spots will be added in addition to the top one hundred corresponding to the top five scoring Class I students and 50 Advanced class spots will be added in addition to the nine hundred current spots corresponding to the next highest ranking Class I students not already in that class.

“Now, you can all read this for the exact rules should you choose to do so, but be warned that not reading them does not mean you will be exempt from them,” Alfred says, clearly warning everyone while also giving people a chance to show off their lazy side should they choose to be stupid. “You’ll all be placed in a magical reality that is meant to imitate a forest on Tartarus. One ruled by a Class III Taracht demon.” He pauses as the image of a massive spider with black hair streaked with red, which seems to be a common color scheme amongst demons, sitting in the middle of a large nest of webs in the middle of a large forest on the magical reality screen. The screen then zooms out to show a large forest surrounding the demon with thicker trees spread less sparsely in the inner ring of it and thinner trees spread more sparsely in the outer ring. “The Class II and III students amongst you will all be spawned in the inner ring of the forest, which will be infested with various Class II demons of different types. Meanwhile the Class I students will be spawned in the outer ring, which is filled with various Class I demons instead.”

Whispers grow amongst the gathered students, most of which are rather excited, but some are quite frightened instead.

“Killing a demon gives points corresponding to the level of the demon to everyone who participated in its death, with every fifty levels giving an additional point starting at level 1 giving a single point to each person who participated in its hunt, and the Class III demon giving fifty total points spread across whoever kills it instead of each participant getting the same reward,” the vice-headmaster continues while floating up to the very center of the auditorium in the air. “You may kill other students to steal a fifth of their points but be warned that you can only do this if that student is of the same Class as you or higher.” He glances at several people who I’m assuming are Class III judging by their mana. “And there are punishments for a student killing students of a lower Class than themselves.” He returns his gaze to everyone again. “Last but not least, if you are killed by a fellow student, you will be respawned somewhere at random in the same ring of the forest you spawned in. But if you’re killed by a demon then you’re out for good.”

Nothing that isn’t already said in the rules posted on the screen. Although I guess some people just have the attention spans of a gnat and don’t want to read, having to be told bluntly by someone instead. Which is a little sad, but true, nonetheless.

Even I felt a little annoyed at the idea of reading through a couple of the contracts I had to sign for joining the Silver Association. Because those things were really long.

The chatter in the auditorium raises slightly in volume for a few seconds before the vice-headmaster finishes, “You will all be sent to the magical reality in ten minutes. Take this small break as a time to mentally prepare yourselves for the second round.” He then vanishes as a large amount of black and dark green mist begin to swallow him up before disappearing into the ground.

At his exit, the chatter becomes a low roar as full blown conversations break out everywhere. Many of which are talking about the top one hundred, including people talking about myself. But I ignore them to focus on the others as Belle asks, “How did you manage to make it into the top one hundred?”

I answer rather bluntly, “By challenging everyone in my dome.”

Her eyes practically bug out at that, but I continue before she can say anything, “Although around half or so of them declined, which was disappointing.”

That doesn’t seem to help her surprise.

I just give a mental shrug at that before turning to Michael to find him not surprised. And neither are Emily or Denise. Although Denise was there, so this isn’t any news for her.

Anyways, Emily and Michael begin talking about their own domes, leaving me to just sit back and listen to them for a while. Until Belle gets over her shock that is and joins in.


Chapter 100
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Second Round Begins



Scarlet

As it turns out, Michael’s duels weren’t all battle. They were put into a magical reality where they had to deal with different situations such as being shown and told to heal a certain number of people while still being aware that the other student could attack at any time. And if their patient or a certain number of patients died? They would lose.

Meanwhile Emily’s duels were more varied as both of the fighters in a duel were placed in a place filled with obstacles and terrain, and the fighters had to kill the other one using any means possible. Which is a better way of showing the skills of her category of Guardian, which was apparently labeled as Mixed Guardians.

And Belle’s was a matter of endurance. Since her duel was for defensive Guardians, they both had to defend against an onslaught of attacks made at them from various different directions but were allowed to attack the other student to throw them off in the process.

I kind of like how the university did the various different types of duels, to be honest. After all, why on Earth would they have two healers fight to show which was a better healer?

It just doesn’t make sense.

The others weren’t very surprised that our duels were straight up combat though, for obvious reasons. And while Michael and Emily were a tiny bit surprised by just how well I did, they weren’t surprised that I did well. Unlike Belle, who was shell-shocked for a little while by Michael’s explanation of his duels.

Eventually the ten minutes runs out and I hear a robotic voice echoing from my earpiece.

[The second round of the tournament is now commencing. All students will be randomly teleported to their Class delegated rings of the thirty thousand square kilometer forest in three. Two. One.]

The moment after the thing says one, I find myself instantly appearing inside of the magical reality in the middle of a forest. Then the earpiece finishes.

[The second round of the tournament has begun. Good luck students.]

I look around before the earpiece even finishes, simply listening with my wolf ears for the many demons I can hear roaming the woods in the hundreds of meters around me, along with the few humans I can hear as well. The main difference between the two being that most of the demons are quite clearly not bipedal. Many of them being spiders, others being hounds or huntsmen, and even more being something else that I don’t recognize the movements of. Some sort of springy, liquidy sound. Not sure what.

After checking out the sounds for a few more seconds, I begin sprinting off in the direction of the closest demons to me that aren’t near any other students. Since it would be better to wait a little bit to start targeting other students for their points. Just to let them build up a bit.

I’m quite glad they allow stealing points in the first place, to be honest. Since it makes it so that we Class I students have a chance at the Advanced and Top classes as long as we rob the other students. What with the Class II students not being able to hunt Class I students, and Class III students not being able to hunt Class I or II students.

It also makes sense in an evaluation sense. Since the instructors ranking us should’ve been evaluating us throughout this tournament, and they’ve already seen what the higher Class students can do on account of almost all of them having been here in previous years. So letting them go through and slaughter lower Class Guardians is pointless and a waste of time. Instead they can let them show them how they deal with demons both at their Class, and in the case of the Taracht, above their Class, in the wild. Whereas the Class I students are showing how they will act in a Fracture. Whether they’ll work as a team or by themselves, what strategies they may use, and so on.

And while many of the students may opt to work as a team as it would work better for some of them, a lot will probably opt to work alone as well. Since many of these demons are very weak, meaning the lowest level demons can be killed with ease by a single person like me, and there’s a lower number of healer and support Guardians on average than there are combat and mixed ones. Meaning they aren’t as likely to even find a good group to work together with.

I frown as I continue running straight towards a demon that I hear the earpiece telling me is level 4.

Just too bad that they stuck us in random starting spots, far away from each other. And it looks like I’ll have to run through the weaker demons to get closer in to the stronger ones.

“Why would you do that?” Tar asks, making me frown as I run up and tear the spider demon’s head off. “Just slaughter the lower level demons here while you can and build up as many stacks as you can. It won’t change the number of points you’re getting, since it’ll take a lot longer to kill the demons strong enough to get two points for them anyways. So isn’t it just better to slaughter all the lower level demons?”

I blink in surprise at that suggestion.

“Then you can go hunt the students instead after clearing out the lower level demons around here,” Tar adds, making a very nice plan for me.

After a second, a grin finds its way across my face.

Yeah. That’ll work.

That’ll work very nicely.

Without any hesitation, I immediately rush off, just slaughtering every single demon I hear with ease thanks to their lower level. Which also makes me realize just how important my senses will be for this round, since I can basically tell where almost every single demon – and student – is around me.

Something the other students can’t do. Or most of them at least.

At some point though, I start making a line instead of killing absolutely everything around me. After all, I still want the students around here to get points. And if I kill everything around here, they won’t be doing that.

The grin on my face grows even wider as I continue my killing spree, briefly making me wonder if I’m enjoying this too much.

“For a human? Absolutely,” Tar answers before continuing, “For a blood lycan? No. They might even enjoy this hunt of yours even more than you are.”

Oh. Yeah, that makes sense.



The Observation Room

Yeah, this is basically what I was expecting to happen.

Cipher can’t help but think this as he, along with a dozen or so other professors in the room – the professors teaching primarily first year courses – watch Scarlet simply rush through the forest slaughtering the low level demons with ease, noticeably growing stronger with each kill. Likely due to some sort of skill she gained at some point from her reckless actions.

“What type of skill do you think that is?” “Maybe a stacking skill? One that grows with every kill?” “But aren’t those only legendary skills? How could she already have a legendary skill?! She’s only been contracted for a few weeks!”

The man sighs.

Maybe I should just give up on trying to keep her from doing what she wants… because even with all of the close calls she’s had, she has at least come out on top every single time.

As if proving the man’s thoughts, he hears more of the conversations from the nearby tables.

“Do you think she’d be willing to sign an apprenticeship?” “Maybe… but don’t you think there’d be too many people gunning for her if she was willing to do that?” “Well, I’m certainly going to try.” “Same here.”

A chorus of agreements from other professors, all Class IV Guardians, echo around the tables. That is, until one voice silences them all.

“She’s mine.”

Cipher’s eyes widen in shock as he sees the source of the voice standing in the corner behind all of the tables.

Even Viper?! Damn, I didn’t think that woman liked anyone enough to consider something like that…

The woman, unlike the other first year professors speaking about Scarlet, is one of the few Guardians currently commonly considered to have the highest chances of reaching Class V, along with a few others such as Frost, Reaper, and Archon to name a few. And many of the Guardians of the capital city and elsewhere wonder why she bothers teaching the first years.

Unlike the Guardian Universities in Tier 2 cities, the Guardian Universities in Tier 1 grant their professors a rather large income, along with prestige, the opportunity to make connections with all of the students they teach, stronger priority for Fractures, and for some Guardians, achievements related to teaching other Guardians. But these benefits decrease when teaching the first years, some of whom will likely be dead before they become second or third years.

Silence spreads amongst the professors – including both the ones involved in the conversation and those not – before everyone’s attention is brought to one of the screens in particular that shows a Class II Guardian finding and clashing with another Class II Guardian.

Cipher can’t help but raise a brow at how easily they were all distracted. But at the same time, Viper isn’t known to be a very friendly person, and many people don’t tend to like her because of it.

He glances at Viper to find her looking back at him before nodding. After he nods back, he turns his gaze back to the screen showing Scarlet.

An unexpected but not entirely unwelcome development. Because if Scarlet can form a connection to her, it would be for the best.

Out of the corner of his eye though, he can’t help but notice another woman still staring at Scarlet’s screen. This one being an older one who also happens to be considered to be close to Class V. Archangel. But unlike Viper, this one is a teacher for the graduate students.

Why’s she taken an interest in her?



Somewhere in the Outer Ring of the Forest
Half an hour later

Caleb was ecstatic the moment he was accepted to Lion’s Heart. He had studied, asked his parents for help with their connections, and gone into several Fractures – while under watch from a hired guard, of course – to prepare, and the moment the letter came in the mail telling of his acceptance, he couldn’t hide his excitement anymore. He let out the biggest whoop possible, startling all of his family members and even the delivery man.

But he didn’t care. Nor did he care when the ranking tournament was announced, beyond being a little upset that the school was ranking them in the first place. Even if he did know that it was the government’s fault, since they were the ones funding most of the bonuses that come along with the higher classes in the universities.

It’s the same with every GU.

And if there’s one thing Caleb hates the most about how the world has turned out since the Demonic Assaults? It’s their focus on competition. How the humans decided to put the Guardians on a pedestal before comparing them to each other just to get something else to drown out their depressing and frightful lives with.

Caleb lets out a sigh after slamming his fist into the level six spider demon, squashing it with ease.

Now that I have the power of a Guardian and the backing of the top Guardian University, I might be able to change this crappy world for the better…

The twenty-year-old raises his fist, which is still covered in blood, to his face before swinging it to the side and beginning to walk through the forest again.

To get rid of the Tier based society and the competitions once and for all and focus humanity’s Guardians on the demons like they should’ve been focused on in the-

Caleb’s thoughts are interrupted when he feels a prickling sensation on the back of his neck, his danger sense skill activating before he turns around to find a beautiful girl with black hair streaked in red, two wolf ears, glowing red eyes that shine in the darkness of the night, and an arm shapeshifted into that of a werewolf coated with bloodlike claws on both hands as she leaps through the air at him with her shapeshifted arm raised to strike.

He quickly tries to raise both of his arms to block her, but she’s too fast, and soon he finds himself lying on the floor bleeding from a massive string of claw marks that go all the way down the side of his neck, across the major artery there and down his chest towards his gut. And not long after, everything in his vision begins to fade to black.

Then he finds himself respawning somewhere else in the forest with a message from the earpiece stating that he had lost a fifth of his points.

Silence reigns after that for several seconds.

What… just happened?



Scarlet

[You have killed the student known as Caleb Gold. One fifth of his points have now been transferred to you. Your total points now equal 713 points.]

Okay. That was a pretty good number of points. Looks like he gave me 64 points total.

“Your last one gave more though,” Tar suddenly chimes in, and I can’t help but nod my head in agreement.

The last one gave almost a hundred points.

I continue running through the forest until I get closer to my next target, which, judging by the way they’re talking to themselves, is very clearly a student. And after getting close enough to see them, confirming that, I find it to be a girl about my age wearing some sort of magi-tech armor in the form of a dress ending in a skirt at about mid thighs. Which has me frowning, since it really isn’t something a girl should be fighting in.

But instead of questioning it or waiting around to judge her, I just run up and jump straight through the air, startling her in the process before I shatter whatever flimsy shield she makes in the process, showing that she’s a lower level than me as I tear my claws straight across her throat. Of course, I avoid her dress because that’d just be rude.

“You’re talking about it being rude to expose her even when there are censors in place to censor the exposure while you’re killing her?” Tar mutters, apparently baffled by my line of thought.

Yeah, of course. I know that Belle would absolutely verbally flay me if I destroyed any of her dresses, even if they would just be repaired. Especially if it was being recorded as I know these tournaments often are.

The girl in question dies while I answer Tar before I continue rushing forwards.

Tar doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before muttering, “Females are strange…”

I raise an eyebrow at that as I run.

You do realize you’re talking to one, right?

“Yeah, but you aren’t obsessed with clothes or fashion,” he says, making a very good point even if it doesn’t change the fact that I am still female. “Not to mention that you do have a rather demonic choice in colors.”

That almost has me stopping mid-run, but I continue running despite it.

By the way, that’s been eating at me for a while. Is there a reason so many demons are black and red in color?

“That… is a question for the ages,” Tar answers after a brief pause, making me raise an eyebrow again. “No one actually knows why. So I really can’t answer that.”

Oh. Odd, but I don’t really mind it in the end. They are my favorite colors after all.

Just kind of expected a real reason for it.

Anyways, I continue rushing through the forest, killing any student I come across until I finally find one who is worth a challenge.

A very familiar one at that.

“Ya know, we seem to be meeting a lot lately, don’t ya think?” Necro says, making me frown in the process as he stands next to the corpse of a demon that is quite literally dissolving into dust.

“We’ve met twice now,” I bluntly retort before rushing at him with my claws raised, not wanting to waste the stacks I currently have built up. Which surprises him to the point of suddenly using that very same skill he used before then quite literally running away.

My mouth drops open in surprise before I shout, “Are you seriously running?!”

The bastard just raises his hand and waves without pausing in his run. And if I’m being honest, I can tell that even with my stacks, I can’t catch up to him. Not sure why, since I’m pretty sure I would’ve before.

“He probably has some other skill active right now to raise his speed so that he can escape,” Tar says, making sense.

Damnit. That guy probably would’ve given me a lot of points too…

Whatever.

I turn around and begin running off in another direction, towards the next person I hear.

But when I actually reach that other person, I realize that they’re not someone I recognize despite obviously being a combat category student. Meaning they’re most likely not a first year.

I can’t help the grin that finds its way onto my face as I speed up towards them right as they drop a demon to the ground with some sort of skill that had it floating in the air for a moment.

“Be careful,” Tar suddenly says, “this one looks like they may be a mental stat user.”

My eyes narrow at that.

That’s not good.

“Yes, but it’ll be good practice,” Tar says, “and I think – judging by what we just saw – they’re probably a telekinesis user. Which doesn’t directly attack the mind of others.”

Okay, so I should be safe then. Or, safer than if they had a skill to attack my mind or something.

“Right,” Tar says as I burst out into the clearing the guy is in. “But be careful still. They’ve been a Guardian for longer than you have by at least a year, so they probably have a lot more skills.”

The student looks up in surprise before frowning and raising his hand, making the corpse of the demon along with several downed branches float up into the air. And right when he throws them all at me with his telekinesis, I notice him drawing several strange needles from his pocket, which immediately send chills down my spine as I try to dodge all of the stuff he threw.

He has personalized magi-tech weapons?! That has to have cost a damned fortune!! Even if they are only needles.

After dodging the branches and corpse, I lock my eyes on the needles, sure to keep them in sight as I slow down my approach out of caution.

This will be a challenge, that’s for sure.

I alternate my gaze between the student and his needles for several seconds before opening my status in the corner of my vision and checking out my mana.

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

	Age: 19	Level: 40	SP: 5
	Stats:

	Physical: 103	Mental: 103	Magical: 102
	Physical/Level: 2	Mental/Level: 1	Magical/Level: 2
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 2103/5253	Free Points/Level: 2
	Active Skills:

	Blood Claws	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Siphon	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Life Drain	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Sacrifice	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Boil	Skill Level: 6	Description
	Blood Bank	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Clean	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Repair
	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Recharge	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Blood Regeneration	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Predator V	Skill Level: Static	Description
			


Below half capacity… that’s not good. Although it’s better than I expected, so I guess blood regeneration really is speeding up my mana regeneration.

I burn both my blood and the blood in my blood bank at a rapid pace in order to rush up closer to the student, only to barely avoid the needles that end up flying straight past my head. And a cold shiver runs down my spine as I realize that the only reason I was able to dodge them in the first place was because of Predator V.

But I don’t let that stall my progress as I quickly regain my balance and use both blood boil and life drain on them, making them stumble with their eyes going slightly wide in surprise. And right as I’m getting close enough to them, my shifted hand raised to strike, I feel several sharp pains explode from my back while at the same time, the student begins grinning.

Their grin doesn’t last long though, as I use the momentum added from the needles that are no doubt in my back, having stabbed through my jacket and shirt, as a boost as I proceed to drag my claws across their front. Then I cough out a mouthful of blood and fall to my knees.

Shit, this isn’t good.

I wearily raise my head to look at the student right next to me, only to find them stepping back while staring at the claw wounds running down their chest with a look of pure shock on their face. As if they weren’t expecting to get hurt at all or something.

The hell? Is this the first time they’ve been injured in a fight?

No, that can’t be possible… after all, they’re a second year. Most likely. So unless they’re just perfect in every way, which I just proved they weren’t-

“Your claws pierced through a mental barrier that they had covering themselves,” Tar answers my questions, interrupting my thoughts in the process of doing so.

Oh.

I cough out blood again before slowly climbing to my feet while feeling a warm sensation flow through my back the moment the dark and dreary clouds in the sky part for a second, revealing the blood moon of Tartarus high in the sky of the magical reality.

A smirk creeps its way onto my face.

Now that’s good timing.

The student raises their head from the wound to find me walking up to them, albeit with a little difficulty since the wounds on my back haven’t healed yet. And all they do is ask, “How?”

I raise a brow at that before shrugging, raising my shifted arm again, and cutting straight across their neck, making them reach up to it with even more horror in their eyes as they slowly drop to their knees and then fade away.

[You have killed the student known as Nathan Smith. One fifth of his points have now been transferred to you. Your total points now equal 1324 points.]

My eyes widen in shock.

That guy had about a thousand points? How? Were they also hunting other students, or what?

“Well, while that’s a possibility, it may also just be because his level was high enough that the level 51-100 demons weren’t too tedious to kill. And they give more points,” Tar says, answering my question.

Right. Almost forgot about that.

I’d be hunting those demons too, but I didn’t bother since I thought they’d be too slow.

Maybe I should start hunting some of them now?

“Maybe, but I think hunting students is giving more points at this point,” Tar says, and I can’t help but agree with him.

Anyways, why was that student so surprised earlier that I broke his barrier?

“Because that was a barrier made of mental energy and not mana,” Tar says as if that would explain everything.

And what’s mental energy?

“Oh, right,” Tar says, realizing his blunder. “Not everyone has mana. Some people have mental energy instead, and that is dependent on a different pair of capabilities than mana is. But let’s just say that there are three ways to destroy mental energy.” He pauses as I start walking forward again, this time heading in the direction of the inner ring for higher leveled demons and students, even if I won’t actually be entering the inner ring. Or even getting close to it. “First, you simply have to have an equal or higher willpower capability than the one who the mental energy belongs to, and you can shatter their mental energy with a simple attack. Or you need to have a much purer mana than they have. But the last one is the most commonly used one, but also the hardest. Simple brute force of slamming your own magical attack into it and having a lot more mana than the mental energy.”

Oh. I guess I qualify for both the first and second then? Or at least the second?

“Most likely,” Tar answers as I continue walking. “The second one at the very least, since you have the highest capability possible for the human systems to test for your mana’s pure power capability.”

True. Anyways, time to try hunting a few higher level demons.

Then I can use the stacks from them to try hunting some higher level students.


Chapter 101

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

Worry and Relaxation



Somewhere in the Eastern Part of the Outer Ring
About an hour later

“So have you had any luck yet?” Belle asks for the third time as Michael stands there with his eyes glowing green, simply looking through the eyes of his hawk as it flies above the outer ring of the forest searching for Scarlet. And this time – unlike the last two times he answered politely – he grumbles, “Could you stop asking please? The answer hasn’t changed.”

Belle lets out a groan before walking up to a random tree and punching it. Then immediately regretting it as she holds her fist to her chest due to the pain of slamming it into whatever material that tree is made out of.

Because it certainly wasn’t bark.

She turns back to him while complaining, “But I’m worried about her! I know she did well in the first round, but won’t that make her a target for the other combat category students? Won’t she need help?” The nineteen-year-old girl lowers her head to look at the ground for a second before raising it again as she finishes, “I’m just worried that she’ll end up being ganged up on by the other students or something… you can’t just go doing that well and embarrassing everyone in the first round and expecting to get out of that scot-free!”

Michael’s eyes eventually return to normal as he glances at Denise, who was in the same dome as Scarlet before asking, “Do you think she needs help?”

Denise shakes her head immediately and says, “In all honesty, she scared me just from watching her duel with the other students. So how do you think they feel? She tore them all apart without a shred of guilt after the first one!” She turns to look at Belle who appears to be building up an argument, only to add, “Look, I know you’re worried about her, but you should be more worried about yourself.” Belle’s eyes widen in shock. “Scarlet is a combat focused Guardian with blood magic and can work alone and fulfil all of the parts of a team by herself. But you don’t have any offensive skills, right? And you’re still a brand new Guardian who only squeaked into the university right before the signup period closed.”

Damnit. She’s right. The only reason I got in was because dad had already prepared all the documentation needed and gotten everything ready in case I did contract when he took me to that Fracture before…

Belle lets out a sigh and nods her head, looking down at the ground in the process.

“Don’t forget we need to find my sister as well,” Michael suddenly says as he begins walking through the trees again, the two girls following after him a second later.

No one says anything for nearly an entire minute.

Then Belle suddenly whispers to Denise loudly enough that Michael is able to hear her through his hawk’s ears, “By the way, why is our team full of nothing but girls and only one guy?”

Michael almost stumbles at that.

Denise just shrugs and answers without lowering her voice, “Not sure. Michael’s the one who started the team, so maybe you should ask him?”

“Oh,” Belle mutters before frowning at Michael.

Is he that type of person? No, I don’t think so… he seems nice at least.

Belle continues staring at the man’s back as he tries very hard to ignore her.

Well, whatever. Doesn’t matter. Our team is set up quite well, so he did a good job in that area at least.

She finally turns her gaze away from him to look around the forest again. But after a few seconds, she mutters, “I wonder what you’re doing right now, Scarlet?”

A few more seconds pass before she shakes her head.

If what dad says is true, it’s probably something reckless…



Scarlet
On the Opposite Side of the Outer Ring

I let out another sigh as I simply lie on my back on the branch of one of the large trees of the forest with both of my hands resting behind my head in between it and the tree’s bark that isn’t bark. Just enjoying the nice chilly breeze as it passes through, rustling the leaves and smaller branches in its wake.

Although I can’t help but wonder just what these trees are made of, because despite looking like trees, they really do feel more like the hide of a creature instead of bark. Which is kind of creepy, but after who knows how much testing, they really are trees. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if these trees may be what the huntsmen make their armor from.

“I still can’t believe you’re getting away with this,” Tar mutters as he no doubt watches me from that ‘in between’ place of his. Which I’m surprised extends to a magical reality.

At some point I basically ran out of most of my mana, so I decided to take a break. Moved to a less conspicuous location closer to the outer edge of the outer ring and found a nice spot to relax while I let my mana regen.

I also realized that my mana is regenerating by about 1.5 times the speed it was regenerating before getting Blood Regeneration. Which automatically makes that skill wonderful in my eyes, even at level 1.

Just too bad that this tournament won’t count for leveling the skill.

Because then I’d have leveled it quite a few times by now. Hopefully.

“Probably not,” Tar suddenly says, making me frown. “Inherent skills, even if they’re purchase unlocked, are harder to level up, remember?”

Oh. Right. That’s annoying.

Anyways, I mutter out loud, “Tell me my current points.”

[Your total points currently equal 2652 points.]

Preeetty good, if I do say so myself. Although the ranking tournaments change every year, so I don’t really know how much the higher Class students have at this point. But I’d at least like to think I’m in the top hundred.

“There’s a good chance you are, since the others don’t likely have a mana regeneration boosting skill,” Tar says, inflating my pride ever so slightly in the process. Until he adds, “Although they’re also dying and having their mana reset at fifty percent of their capacity. Even if they’re losing a fifth of their points in doing so.”

Yeah, but I doubt the older students at higher Classes are dying much if at all. Especially the Class IIIs. Meaning they’ll likely be running out of mana eventually.

Hopefully.

“How long do you plan to laze around here anyways?” Tar asks, and I just yawn in response before answering him in my head.

After I regenerate back to about sixty percent of my mana, since that’s likely about the amount I’ll need for the remaining couple hours of the tournament.

Then I just shift around slightly to get a good view of the blood moon, which sends a very calming feeling through me just at the sight of it.

Very relaxing.


Chapter 102

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

Wrapping Up the Tournament



The Observation Room
A little over two hours later

All of the professors stay silent as they watch the group of four Class III graduate students fight it out at the center of the forest, the leader of the demons infesting the forest having already long since been killed, along with the majority of the demons in the forest overall. Even with the demons periodically respawning throughout the round.

But Cipher just ignores them for the moment as he, along with some other first year professors, focus their sole attention on the current rankings for the tournament.

She’s really doing it… barely.

Cipher can’t help but think this as he stares at Scarlet’s name currently taking the ninety-first spot in the top one hundred students, her ranking having severely dropped since the start of the tournament thanks to the Class II and Class III students having gone around massacring the higher level demons without a care before turning on each other.

Although if they didn’t turn on each other, I don’t know if she would still be in the top one hundred or not.

The man lets out a sigh. When she first started just taking a nap on a tree, he felt like the stares of the other professors would burn a hole straight through him. And that was only made worse by the silence in the room, since not a single one of them had said a word about it. Just stared.

I mean, how does that even happen? It’s a room full of nearly a hundred people…

He lets out another sigh as he begins to wonder if Scarlet just enjoys putting him into these situations, knowingly or not.

After a few seconds, he turns his attention back to the current main screen, which takes up a large portion of the large room. And he quickly begins to watch the battle going on there between the Class III students.

One of them – a girl who goes by the title of Rift – is wearing a simple set of high-tech looking magi-tech armor with purple plating covering all of her important areas and cloth covering the rest, with a few items thrown into the mix such as a sword that must’ve cost them a fortune, along with a hairband to tie the girl’s hair back out of her face as she twirls the blade around, blocking fireball after fireball after fireball.

Astra’s eldest daughter is still doing well, by the looks of it.

Another of the Class IIIs has glowing red eyes that occasionally leak embers as he continuously chases Rift with dozens of fireballs constantly appearing around him, along with two red horns sticking out of his head, looking a little like the antlers of a deer. Although just a little shorter. And he’s wearing a set of magi-tech armor that appears to be made out of some sort of scales.

Eruption. Just as wild tempered as always.

Cipher turns his attention to the other two Class IIIs who are battling on the other side of the forest’s center which used to be filled with cobwebs. Cobwebs that are now burnt to a crisp by Eruption’s rampage.

“Tell me who I’m looking at,” he whispers out loud, and the earpiece in his ear immediately answers.

[Star Breaker. Class III graduate student at Lion’s Heart. Has participated in the Interschool Tournaments every year and made it to the quarter finals in the Class III solo competitions during their fourth year. Has never participated in the primary tournaments.]

The student in question has black hair glittering with what look like stars and is wearing magi-tech armor made from a similar material as Scarlet’s and Frost’s, but in a neon blue color. Meanwhile they’re currently spreading their arms out and creating a large wave of what appear to be tiny stars that are quickly sent towards the person opposite him.

[Hardlight. Class III graduate student at Lion’s Heart. Has participated in the Interschool Tournaments every year and made it to the semifinals in the Class III solo competitions during their fourth year. Has never participated in the primary tournaments.]

Hardlight raises his hand and clenches it into a fist, making half of the stars suddenly fall to the ground as he increases the gravity by several fold around him. Then he waves that very arm, the blackish purple cloak he’s wearing sweeping open to reveal leather armor beneath in the process as he sends a purple arc in the direction of Star Breaker that has everything around it moving inwards towards the arc as it flies through the air.

Not bad. Not bad at all.

The four students continue fighting for nearly fifteen minutes straight, turning the center of the forest into a hellscape that has any other student staying far away from it. And by the time each of them are finally closing in on their breaking points, one of them finally takes a hit that leaves him killed and teleported somewhere on the edge of the inner ring, close to the outer ring.

“Looks like Star Breaker is out,” Cipher hears one of his friends mutter, and he absentmindedly nods his head in response.

Then more time continues to pass by until the end of the tournament itself is almost upon them. And during this time, the three remaining students end up in a deadlock, without a single one of them giving an inch. Meanwhile, Star Breaker can be seen on the outer portion of the inner ring simply killing the remaining monsters there, already knowing that he has no chance of making it back to the center in time.

“Looks like things are finishing up,” Cipher mutters before briefly glancing at the leaderboard and noticing that Scarlet is no longer in the top one hundred. And Star Breaker moved down from fourth place to sixty-first as well.

That’s not too surprising.

He turns his gaze back to the screen again, only to hear whispered conversations begin to rise from around the room. So, when he finds what everyone is looking at, his jaw drops open in shock as he stands up from the seat he was on next to the wall, slamming his palm into the table next to him in the process and startling those around him.

Because what greets him is the sight of Scarlet slowly but surely making her way through a tunnel directly towards where the three are fighting.

What the fuck is she doing now?!



Scarlet

“Is it still too late to voice how against this plan I am?” Tar says for the third time as I continue crawling through the little tunnel that I found some sort of mole demon having made and realized led straight to the center through my ears and the sounds of combat.

I ignore the tanuki.

This plan is great, and you know it. Because unless I attack them, they’ll get a penalty for attacking me, and I’ll be awarded free points. And if I do attack them, it’ll be when I have a chance to kill stea- I mean, defeat one of them fairly in battle.

Tar just sighs and doesn’t say anything else, not even commenting on my minor slipup.

I continue crawling my way through the tunnel until I finally find a sudden bend in it that goes upwards, leading to the surface where I see a few fireballs flying by overhead.

Yeah, that’s not a welcoming sight. But I have to remember. Even if I get killed by a stray fireball, I’ll be fine since I’ll be getting compensation points due to being killed by someone of a higher Class.

I take in a deep breath before letting it out and slowly climbing my way to the top before just poking the top of my head and ears out enough to look around, finding the three Guardians standing at three opposing places in the center of the forest, which while used to be a nest for a giant spider is now just charred black and full of holes. Meanwhile, of the three students, I find the closest one to me actually being the one seeming to be on the worst terms at the moment.

He’s wearing a set of red armor that appears to be made up of scales and is very obviously the one throwing the fireballs. And that’s a lot of fireballs.

All three of the students look exhausted and are likely almost out of mana by now. Considering how long they’ve been going at it.

Especially the fireball guy, since he is just chucking those like they’re baseballs from one of those baseball throwing machines I’ve seen on tv shows in batting cages. Those things used for practice for one of the old world sports that some museums like to keep around and let people try. Some sport where you throw a ball around and try to hit it with a stick.

Not really sure why people wanna watch that much less do it though.

That aside, none of them seem to be making any progress in their fight, and it doesn’t look like they will finish each other off before the timer hits zero. Meaning it should be fine for me to interrupt.

I watch the guy go at it for a few more seconds, with most of his fireballs being cut in half by the girl on the other side of the center’s katana – a girl who, by the way, looks very similar to Michael and Emily. Meanwhile the other dude in the center is just kind of once in a while throwing out purple arcs that just straight up mess with everything around it by pulling them in. Including some stray fireballs.

Obviously some sort of gravity magic.

Now then… how to sneak up on them…

I purse my lips while still taking in the battlefield, only to glance at the timer that is high in the sky stating only a few minutes left.

Then I just nod my head and go down a little bit into the tunnel before shifting my right arm and activating blood claws, then using my ear to guide me as I dig a little more tunnel in the direction of the fireball guy. Which takes about a minute from where I was at until I get to the point where I think he’s almost directly above me.

I make sure to not be directly below him though, since that would make it hard to jump out and kill him if he’s, well, falling feet first into my hole that is only about a couple feet tall. Tall enough to fit me crawling through it.

Actually, in hindsight, I should make it taller.

So I do that. Then I take a deep breath, listening for right after he throws a fireball before bursting out of the ground right behind him. But the guy isn’t so easily taken by surprise as he almost immediately turns around to face me despite me having broken through the ground behind him, reacting far faster than anything I’ve seen before even with his clear exhaustion.

Just seconds after bursting out of the ground, I find myself almost directly face to face with him as I bring my claws up to rip through the holes in his armor directly into the wounds he already has beneath it on his front. At the same time, he moves his fist around while coating it in a very weak looking flame considering that he’s Class III and slamming it into my side right when I reach his neck.

His punch sends me flying with a burning wound in my side and a massive hole in my jacket, but I soon hear the message I’m hoping for from the earpiece before I even land.

[You have killed the student known as Jake Argol. One fifth of his points have now been transferred to you. Your total points now equal 5231 points.]

Even with the massive amount of pain burning through my side and practically everywhere else as I continue skipping across the ground, destroying parts of it in the process until I slam into a tree, I can’t help the grin that spreads across my face.

But then the actual pain reaches me, and I cough out a mouthful of blood.

My vision begins to fade as I find myself looking up at the blood moon in the sky and the floating countdown that is now at ten seconds.

“You,” I hear a girl’s voice, making me slowly – with a lot of effort – turn my head to find the girl with the katana looking at me from the other side of the charred center of the forest with a rather calm look on her face. “You’re Michael and Emily’s teammate, aren’t you?”

I can’t help but blink at her in surprise through the pain, but I don’t manage to make a response beyond a rather wheezy one that is completely inaudible now that the burns of that wound managed to spread all the way across almost a third of my body.

Guess the punch was much stronger than it looked. I’m just lucky the guy was already close to dead.

Slowly my vision begins to fade away, but before it does, I hear the girl say, “No need to answer.” She pauses for a second as the sound of metal sliding against metal as she sheathes her sword echoes from there into my ears. “On account of not seeing a way to finish him off myself in the time we had remaining, I will let this slide.”

I look up at the sky again to see the countdown at three seconds left.

“Take care of my siblings.”

Then right when my vision is about to go fully black, the countdown strikes zero and I suddenly find myself back in the auditorium feeling perfectly fine as if I wasn’t just dying.

Almost immediately, the room is filled with noise from the many students talking about the tournament. But when I look up at the screen, I don’t find the tournament rankings currently there. In fact, I don’t find anyone on the stage at all.

Then the vice-headmaster suddenly appears on the stage in a puff of mist, making almost everyone go silent in an instant. And as soon as he does, he slowly begins clapping, which spreads to all of the professors who also appear in every corner of the room except for the stage.

After a few seconds of this, the vice-headmaster begins speaking, his voice echoing across the auditorium, “Congratulations to every single one of you! You have made it through the ranking tournament! And now that you have, you’ve all seen the strength of your fellow students, and all of the professors have come to a better understanding of each and every one of you!” He pauses for a second as whispers begin to spread through the room, only to stomp them out by saying, “Now we will see how you all ranked, starting from rank one thousand!”

I raise a brow at that.

Is he planning on unveiling the results slowly?

That’s certainly one way to build suspense.

A massive list appears on the screen, starting from rank one thousand and slowly going down the ranks, making me realize that they just straight up skipped ranks three thousand to one thousand and one. Probably so as to not embarrass them or make them feel down for not doing as good, I guess.

Interesting way of doing things I guess.

While the screen is slowly scrolling through the rankings, the vice-headmaster continues speaking, “Now, everyone will be able to find their ranking through their account on the school’s website. It will not be public, and no one will be able to see your ranking unless you are in the top one thousand. So if you didn’t manage to make it to the top one thousand rankings, no one will know your exact ranking on account of your privacy.”

Yep. That’s a pretty cool way of doing things.

I know bullying and discrimination between rankings is forbidden in the university, but I also know some people just can’t help it. So hiding the Regular students’ exact rankings is a good way to take away what might be used to discriminate while still following the government’s regulations on separating the students into classes for benefits.

Anyways, the rankings continue to scroll along, but I don’t see anyone I recognize anywhere on it. Well, until rank two hundred and nine, where I find Sylver – who I didn’t even remember was gonna be here.

Kind of surprised I never saw him while going through the forest though. But then again, he’s Class II, so I guess it’s not all that surprising that I’d never find him.

And I never found the others due to probably bad luck and the fact that I went to the inner ring.

Eventually the list stops at rank 101 before vanishing, my name still not having been listed yet, leaving the students confused until the vice-headmaster says, “Anyone who had their name listed so far is an Advanced student until the next ranking tournament where this will be decided again! The next tournament will be at the start of the next semester, so make sure you come prepared if you want to reach Top class! And that goes double for anyone in the Regular class that wants to advance!” He then steps back and swings out his arms to the side while saying, “Now then! On to what many of you have been waiting for!”

I suddenly notice Belle getting way too close to me before she whispers into my wolf ear, “Don’t worry about getting stuck in Regular class with us. I’m sure we’ll be able to move up.” Which sends a shiver down my spine when I feel her breath on my ear, making me jerk away from her, almost hitting my head on Michael in the process since he was sitting next to me.

Belle giggles quietly as she turns her attention to the screen, only to suddenly go into shock with her mouth gaping open the second she does so.

I turn my own head to look, and immediately upon doing so, I find my name, year, Class, and magic all listed under rank seventy-nine.

And the moment the other students notice it as well, everything turns silent for a few seconds. Then everyone bursts out into conversation, not even talking about the other people who are at that top rankings, most of which were generally expected due to being third or fourth years, or graduate students.

I even notice several glances straight towards me from those in my dome that recognize me. Glances that are rather shocked.

Guess that’s to be expected since Class I students never get into the top one hundred rankings, much less first years.

Although I have no idea where that annoying guy with Tar’s sister as his fae is.

“He’s on the other side of the auditorium from you,” Tar suddenly says, surprising me with this knowledge. “Now that I know he’s contracted to my sister, it’s not hard to find him through her.”

Oh. Wait, does that mean she can find me through you? And how far does that ability work for?

“Yes, she can find you. But we can only sense each other if we know we’re nearby, and only for half a kilometer’s distance,” Tar answers my question, making me sigh in relief.

That’s not bad then.

I focus on the screen again, ignoring the looks sent my way as I do so. And unlike the last nine hundred shown before the top one hundred, this one is moving much slower, as it’s now showing the ranks in the forties or so. But I don’t recognize most of these names, making me wish a tiny bit that I had bothered researching more of the Guardians going to this school.

Then again, that’s three thousand people I’d have to look into. And that’s not really worth the trouble.

Maybe the top one hundred then.

The rankings continue scrolling up and up until it finally reaches the top ten, then focuses solely on the top five ranks.

And I can’t help but raise an eyebrow when I see the top ranked student.

Carolyne Winters. A graduate student with the same last name as the siblings next to me.

Then I think about the last words the girl in the second round said to me about taking care of her siblings.

Coincidence?

I think not.
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“Now then,” the vice-headmaster says before tapping his cane that magically appears in his hand on the ground and making a wave of mist blast out from him. And the moment it reaches me, I find myself moving places, somehow magically standing up on stage with the mist vanishing an instant later. But it’s not just me, as what must be a hundred people are here alongside me. “Time to introduce you all to the top one hundred ranks amongst you.”

I look around, a startled expression on my face that actually isn’t mirrored on anyone else here. As if everyone but me in the top one hundred already expected this.

All of us are arrayed out in five large arcs, with each arc having more than the one in front of it, and the very front arc having ten students. Meanwhile, I recognize the girl with the katana directly in the center of the front row.

“Of course, this isn’t counting the five slotted positions for Top class students, and only includes the top one hundred ranking individuals,” he adds as if as an afterthought before tapping his cane again, prompting the girl with the katana to step forward. “This is the top ranked student in the entire university for this year. Given the title by the people of Rift thanks to her use of a rare magic that is also called Rift, let me introduce to you, Carolyne Winters. Daughter of Astra, and a graduate student of the university on her last year here before she moves out to the front lines next year.”

A round of applause echoes from the audience, but some people don’t seem as enthusiastic. Likely not happy at the idea of sitting through one hundred different introductions.

“Don’t worry, I am only introducing the ones who made an important achievement during this tournament, along with what their achievement was,” the vice-headmaster says, understanding their reaction. And this immediately has the applause increasing drastically in volume. Enough that it has my ears twitching slightly from pain.

After letting the applause continue for several seconds, the vice-headmaster taps his cane on the ground again, and Carolyne steps back into the group. Then a wave of mist suddenly envelops another student – one standing at the edge of the first row – before they appear next to the old man.

“Up next we have the top ranking Class II student in the school, who also managed to make it into the top ten students despite still being Class II,” Alfred says, his voice sweeping out over the applause, cutting it off rather abruptly. “Known by many as Chrono, Ryan Johnson is one of the very few time magic users in the world, and the pure power of that magic can be shown in his ability to pass several Class IIIs in the rankings as a Class II!”

As soon as he finishes, the applause returns with a vengeance. Although there isn’t as much applause as there was for Carolyne, most likely because her rift magic is a type of spatial magic, which can be used to destroy gates – the term used to refer to the gateways that Fractures turn into after their core remains on Earth without being destroyed for too long, making them stable in the process. Stable enough for both demons and humans to pass through from both sides of the gate. And stable enough that the only way to destroy the gateways is for a spatial magic skill to be used on it. Probably one of the reasons she’s heading to the front lines in the first place.

After the applause goes away, he taps his cane again, really making me wonder if that’s necessary for him to do or if he’s just doing it for dramatic effect. The student next to him then vanishes in mist before appearing again in the line of students.

“Now, the third student I’ll be introducing to you is a little special,” he starts, making me frown slightly from my place in the back row of students on stage. “Not only are they just a first year Class I student-” my eyes widen as I understand who’s next “-but she also uses blood magic and has only been contracted for a little bit over a single week!”

This gets a wave of murmured conversations to run throughout the auditorium, and I already see a lot of eyes from the students on stage directed towards me – or rather, at my ears, which are my most identifiable feature now. But the students in the auditorium can’t see me as clearly as the others. Especially since I’m one of the shortest ones of the group, and the ordering of where we’re standing is clearly by rank and not height.

“But that’s not all. This exceptional student has reached rank seventy-nine as a Class I student! Something only one person has ever done before, with that being the current headmaster of our wonderful university, White! The strongest of the five Knights of Humanity!” he continues, but this doesn’t have as much of an effect on the students since they had already seen that in the rankings earlier. “And last, but certainly not least. Scarlet Asger-” he pauses to hit his cane against the floor again, teleporting me out in the open, in front of the other students “-has the highest recorded capabilities in all of human history, even breaking past the proposed theoretical limit!”

Now that gets a reaction out of the students, many of whom shoot out of their seats. Although I notice that none of the professors seem surprised, even if I do see quite a few predatory looks from them that sends shivers down my spine.

Okay, so maybe I shouldn’t have done so well in the tournament after all.

“Gee, are you just realizing this?” Tar says before continuing with as much sarcasm as possible, “You hate attention. So why did you go so far to get it?”

I blink in surprise at that.

Because of the rewards it’ll get me? And because Allen told me to do as well as I could? To go all out.

“And the real reason?” Tar asks, almost making me frown, but I hold back on account of the thousands of people staring at me in shock and the massive amount of noise beating away at my head from them.

Uh.

Because not giving it my all would wound my pride?

“Exactly,” Tar says before sighing. “I guess you’ll probably have better luck just trying to grow stronger as fast as you can than fighting your instincts at this point.” He pauses then adds, “They are called demonic instincts after all, but I just kind of thought you’d be able to fight them thanks to you being part human.”

I blink in surprise at that, confused as to what he means, but the vice-headmaster begins speaking, taking my attention away for now.

“The first human in history to have eight Tier B capabilities,” the crowd grows noticeably louder in volume, “two Tier A capabilities,” they grow even louder now, and the looks I see in some of their eyes is rather interesting. As if the students are looking at a monster or something. “And not a single capability below Tier C! All with blood magic to tie it together!”

I really wish he wasn’t playing this up so much, but I understand that he just wants to show me off to the school.

Then the vice-headmaster does something surprising.

He walks up to me, grabs my forearm, which makes me feel uncomfortable, then raises it into the air and says, “And the Knight, our headmaster, and the most renowned alumni to ever graduate from this university, White, has chosen her to participate in the Class I Primary Solo Competition for this year!”

My mouth drops open in shock, while at the same time, the crowd of students go completely silent. Even the professors show visible surprise before hiding it, showing that they didn’t even know about this bit of news.

No one says anything for several seconds before I hear clapping echoing from one corner of the auditorium, bringing my eyes to Belle and the rest of my team. Then more clapping from the other corner, where I see Necro smirking at me with that annoying smirk of his. And as if a bomb was set off, the clapping quickly spreads throughout the auditorium and turns into loud applause.

The vice-headmaster lets go of my arm and actually whispers, “My apologies, young miss,” too quietly for anyone else to hear over the applause. In fact, it was so quiet I don’t think even I’d be able to hear it if it weren’t for my ears. And I suspect he knows that and is why he did it.

I frown in confusion at that term of address before he steps back to his original spot and taps his cane on the stage again, sending a wave of mist to envelop me and send me back to the other students on stage, where I was before. And I almost immediately notice the gazes towards me are filled with both fear and respect from the other top one hundred students.

Although I can’t help but notice that the vice-headmaster completely skipped over the fact that I killed a weakened Class III student to swipe his points. Even if it wasn’t really considered kill stealing when they themselves even said they wouldn’t be able to kill him in the time remaining. After all, if no one was gonna be able to kill him in the time left, then why would it be considered kill stealing?

More like using their hard work and finishing him off myself.

“And you think that makes it better?” Tar asks seemingly rhetorically.

Of course it does.

Anyways, the vice-headmaster moves on to the next student who has some sort of accomplishment, but this one was just purely about him killing the Class III demon in the magical reality. And then the next one was for the student who got the most Class III student kills and the one that got the most Class II student kills.

They skip whoever got the most Class I student kills because I’m the only Class I student up here, and normally they don’t have Class I students in the top 100 rankings. Meaning none of the Class IIs or IIIs should be able to kill Class Is in the first place. Not without a penalty. Unless the Class Is attacked them that is, but who would be stupid enough to do that?

“You did,” Tar mutters, but I ignore him.

Because I did it with a plan. There’s a difference.

A very good plan.

He snorts.

After a few more achievement students, the vice-headmaster taps his cane on the ground, sending a large surge of mist all around the stadium before floating into the air as the mist stays at our feet. He then spreads his arms out, cane in one hand and declares, “Congratulations to every last one of you in here! Whether you made it to the Advanced class, the Top class, or just the Regular class, you are all students of the top school in the world! And you should take pride in that!”

The students begin cheering at that, and the professors simply clap.

“Classes will start tomorrow, and they will all be core classes that are mandatory for the students to take,” the vice-headmaster continues before various professors start appearing in the air around him, “these are the first year professors for this year. Remember them, first years, as you will be seeing them on a regular basis for the duration of your time as first years.” The professors then vanish to reappear in their corners as he continues, “The rest of you should already know your professors, and if you don’t then you will when you take their classes. You will have two mandatory core classes tomorrow, along with another mandatory class on Tuesday, and you may pick up to three elective classes to take throughout the rest of the week. But remember that the deadline for registering for these classes is tomorrow night, at midnight.”

No one says a word in response, kept silent by the eerie mist filling the room.

“If you have any questions at all, you may ask your advisor, whom you may find through our university’s website,” he says something that just feels so normal in contrary to the sinister feeling his magic is giving me as the blackish-green mist just snakes across the room.

His voice raises with an heir of authority to fill the entire hall, noticeably causing everyone – including myself – to flinch in the process, “This event is now over!” Then he just vanishes along with all of the mist and the professors.

Silence fills the auditorium for who knows how long before chatter starts to replace it. And despite a lot of people looking towards me from the auditorium proper, almost no one actually tries to climb the stage to get to me, instead simply heading towards the exit.

For good reason too, considering that I’m still awkwardly surrounded by Class II and III senior students.

Many of whom are looking my way right now.

This isn’t going to be fun.
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Fortunately for me, everyone clears out when three particular students approach me. Carolyne, otherwise known as Rift, the guy I killed before who ended up still in the top one hundred but at a much lower rank due to that, and the other one who I saw fighting the two.

Honestly, I could probably try to leave. But then I’d be at the mercy of the dozens of people who just left due to these three. And I’d rather face three people than all of them, soooo, I’m just gonna see what they want.

“Good idea,” Tar says, agreeing with me.

Oddly enough, Carolyne doesn’t actually look at me even though she’s approaching. She’s actually just looking at the guy who I killed with her hand on the hilt of her sword.

And the guy in question? He surprisingly doesn’t look mad at me. In fact, he looks rather amused as he walks up before saying, “So you’re the one who finished me off?” After seeing me nod he continues with a wide grin on his face. “Good job! I wonder just how fun it’ll be to fight you after you’ve grown a little?”

My mouth parts open in surprise, only for me to be even more surprised by the sight of the girl – Michael and Emily’s sister – smacking the guy across the head and saying, “Please don’t say things like that to people when you meet them.” She then turns to me and says, “Don’t mind him. He’s a battle junky.”

Oh. So he doesn’t mind me killing him then?

I glance at the third of the group to find him not saying a word. But he does nod his head in greeting at me. So, I guess he isn’t mad either.

That’s good.

I open my mouth to speak, only to be stopped when the guy in question – whose name I believe is Nicholas Wright – rubs the back of his head and says, “Nah, she’s just like me. I saw it in her eyes when we fought!” Then he looks directly at me, meeting my eyes as he says, “Right, Scarlet Wolf?”

“Please just call me Scarlet,” I say right away before anyone can interrupt me again. And surprisingly, none of them seem to find the irony of my name and title even remotely amusing. Which I find to be very nice.

“Alright, call me Carol,” the girl says in response with a nod and a faint smile, not introducing her name since the vice-headmaster had already done so to the whole school. And Nicholas quickly joins her saying, “I’m Nicholas Wright, but just call me Nick.”

The two then look over at the third member of the group, and he just looks between the three of us before quietly answering, “Alexander Kuznetsov. Call me Alex.”

Oh? Someone from the northeast? Or at least, judging by his accent and last name that is.

“Pleasure to meet you three,” I tell them with a nod, only to notice the members of my team climbing the stairs to the stage after all of the other top hundred students finish leaving. So I turn to Carol and ask, “When you said to take care of your siblings, did you mean Michael and Emily?”

She nods her head and says, “Yeah,” before glancing behind her to find the two walking up to us with Belle and Denise along with them.

Michael and Emily both look a little surprised at my company – likely due to their sister being here – before Emily shouts, “Sis!” and runs up to hug Carol, making me raise a brow in amusement. Meanwhile Michael just nods his head and says, “Hey Carol. So you’ve already met Scarlet?”

“Yeah,” she says while still hugging Emily, making me take a closer look at their older sister in the process just due to the armor their wearing. Mostly because Carol’s armor really does look like a vastly upgraded version of Emily’s and Michael’s, which makes me wonder if their armor has something to do with their family. Carol also has her hair tied up in a single ponytail with her sword sheathed at her waist on her left side, likely signifying that she’s right handed. “She killed Nick right under my nose.”

That seems to shock every one of my teammates, except for Belle who has no idea who Nick is. But it proceeds to shock her when Denise points out who he is to her.

I just shrug in response.

“I saw an opportunity and I took it,” I answer rather bluntly before glancing at the guy, “and he doesn’t seem to mind. So it’s fine.”

He gives me a thumbs up and I can’t help but smirk and return it.

That guy’s not half bad. I was kind of expecting my sneak attack to put us on the wrong foot or something, but nope, he’s a cool guy. And he understands the draw of battle too!

“You just like him because he’s a battle junky like you,” Tar mutters sarcastically.

I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’m not a battle junky.

“You literally just said-” Tar starts but I interrupt him.

I said that he’s a cool guy.

Tar goes silent for several seconds before eventually muttering, “Battle junkies…” and somehow sending me a visual of a tanuki shaking its head in disgust.

How rude.

I glance at Alex, who seems to be rather uncomfortable in this growing group of people before I turn to the others and ask, “Hey, could we talk somewhere that’s not, ya know, in the middle of the stage of a large auditorium?”

The siblings who had all started chatting away along with Nick, leaving Belle and Denise awkwardly standing to one side and me and Alex to the other all turn to look at me before showing slightly embarrassed expressions when they look around the stage.

“Yeah, that’d probably be for the best,” Carol says, having let go of Emily at some point while I wasn’t paying attention. “Let’s head to my suite to chat. And I can tell you of the benefits you get as a Top class student on the way.”

I nod my head in agreement before we all begin to head towards her… suite? Wait, she did just say suite, right?

“Yep.” Tar answers rather shortly.

Huh.

Must be a Top class student thing.


Chapter 105

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

A Shock



Scarlet

Carol ends up giving us a bit of a mini tour of the campus on the way to her suite, which happens to be on the other end of it. So as we pass by important buildings, she points them out. Such as the three different cafeterias – one for Regular students, one for Advanced, and one for Top class students – the main dorm area for the Regular students, which still looks quite nice, the main dorm area for the Advanced students, which looks even nicer, and several buildings along the way including the main buildings for Magic classes, core classes, combat classes, and so on.

I also swear that Nick somehow fell asleep while walking considering how he’s had his eyes closed and has been dead silent this whole way.

A real mystery, that. How does someone even manage to do that?

“Probably some sort of skill,” Tar says, sounding a little bewildered at the fact that someone would have a skill like that.

Maybe it’s some sort of meditation skill or something?

“Who knows,” Tar answers, but before I can say anything back, we all turn a corner to find a large open plaza directly in front of a massive gate blocking off nearly a dozen mansions, and my mouth drops open from the shocking sight.

“And here we are,” Carol says while waving her hands at the grandiose sight, “the dorms for the Top class students! And the faculty, of course,”

I stand in place, frozen stiff out of shock. But the others continue walking as if expecting it, snapping me out of my stupor rather quickly as I continue walking to catch up.

Okay. Living here would be nice.

Very nice.

Maybe I should just live in the Top class dorms instead of at the base after all.

Carol quickly brings us to the gate, where we find four security guards standing. And the moment they set their eyes on us, I feel a shiver run down my spine.

Each one of them is a Guardian, and they’re all at least Class III.

After scanning over each one of us, they solely focus on me, Carol, Nick, and Alex before one of them says, “Carolyne Winters, Scarlet Asger, Nicholas Wright, and Alexander Kuznetsov. We’ve been notified that you have been added to this year’s Top students.” The gate begins to silently open. He then glances at me and says, “I’m responsible for showing you to your suite, Scarlet Wolf. However, if you wish to make a detour, then simply say so and I will instead send you the location through email.” He turns to look at Carol as he finishes, “I’m sure miss Winters would be happy to help you find your way?”

Carol nods her head, so he turns back to me again. And I nod while answering, “I’ll be going with Carol then, if you don’t mind.”

“Very well,” the man says with another nod before stepping back into position with the other Guardian security guards – which I really wonder how much that job pays him to get a Guardian to do it – and saying, “I hope you enjoy your stay at the university.”

We proceed through the gate then straight towards one of the mansions, the gate having shut behind us upon entry. And as we walk, I can’t help but notice the magi-tech enhanced robots moving around automating the maintenance of the mansions’ courtyards.

The things must cost an absolute fortune to make and keep maintained, since if I remember, even with my current salary I wouldn’t be able to afford one for months. And that’s just a single one, since it takes far more than just one to maintain this whole place.

Then there’s the maintenance of the robots in having to recharge them with mana to keep them running, since they use mana as a power source instead of electricity.

And from what I’ve heard, they take a lot of mana to recharge. More than I have in the first place.

Even if they do last for at least a week between each recharge, that’d be a whole day’s worth of mana for one week of charge.

After we get inside of the mansion Carol leads us to though, I can’t help but notice that everything is squeaky clean despite the lack of any robots inside. But before I can ask why, Carol answers it without me even having to do so, “The mansions themselves are crafted by skilled magi-tech craftsmen from the Sylvester household, and they have various different enchantments on them, including self-cleaning, security, and other features that you can customize for your own room.”

As if suddenly remembering something, Carol glances at Belle and asks, “Oh right, you’re a Sylvester too, aren’t you?”

Belle looks up from her terminal where she was texting Arthur before answering, “Yeah.”

“Does the Silver Association base have any of these enchantments?” Carol asks, seemingly out of curiosity as we continue walking down the hall. And I can’t help but wonder the same thing myself.

I know there are robots there, and come to think of it, I never actually cleaned my suite myself. Not in the time I’ve been living there at least.

“Yeah, there should be,” Belle answers while putting her terminal into sleep mode. “Dad wasted no expense on his personal Alliance’s base. One thing that the family can’t take away no matter what.”

I almost wince at that part. At the reminder of what almost happened multiple times when Allen was personally present at the orphanage.

But then I realize what she just said.

And Carol comments on that as well, “So he really does fully own the Association on his own? With no help or connections between it and the Sylvester family?”

Belle nods her head, surprising me since I honestly didn’t know that.

“Wow,” Carol mutters as we continue walking. “That must’ve been hard for him to get permission from the council. What did he have to do to get it?”

“Oh, he didn’t get permission from the council,” Belle suddenly says, surprising us all into stopping mid-step, leaving her to walk a tiny bit ahead of us before stopping as well as she finishes, “he got permission from White.”

My jaw drops open in shock.

White? The White? The Knight with null magic that has supposedly never lost a fight before, and almost never appears in public?

“How on Earth did your father manage to get her permission to start an Association of his own?!” “How did he manage that?!” Both Carol and Michael practically shout at the same time, Michael apparently not having heard anything about it either.

Belle just shrugs and says, “No idea. I just know that he apparently struck a deal with her. Then the next thing I know, he started the Association and went on a business trip and eventually came back to bring me to an orphanage he had created in a Tier 3 city.”

I blink in surprise, not having known that the Association was started at the same time as the orphanage.

It also seems to confuse the others, but fortunately I don’t see any discrimination on their faces against orphans. Because that would’ve made things awkward beyond belief.

Although I’m pretty sure Michael, Denise, and Emily already know.

Nick seems to be ignoring the conversation after his initial surprise, and Alex is just as quiet as ever, kind of just spectating things like Emily and Denise are.

Actually, on that note, why is Denise being so quiet? In fact, she looks a little numb for some reason. Like she’s just going through the motions.

I walk up to her before poking her shoulder, seemingly snapping her out of it before quietly asking, “What’s wrong?”

She glances at me and seems to grow excited at my talking to her, noticeably twitching with the desire to hug me or something which has me stepping back. But she holds it and answers, “I’m fine. There’s just someone going here that I… really don’t want to run into.”

Oh. Okay.

I nod my head to her and pat her shoulder once in what I’m hoping looks like support before focusing on the others again as Carol asks Belle, “Does your father have any connections to White? I thought she was the most illusive member of the Knights purely because her null magic lets her nullify other people’s sight, information, and memory of her.”

“Not that I know of,” Belle answers, and we all begin to head towards Carol’s suite again, albeit at a slower pace now. “I’ve personally never met her though, so…”

Right.

I’m still stuck on the fact that he made the Association right at the same time as he made the orphanage.

“Do you think there’s any correlation between the two?” Tar asks, making me frown.

If it were before today, then I’d say no. But after hearing how White apparently chose me to compete in the prime… maybe.

But it’s too early to say anything, so I’ll just try to learn more if I can, and if not? Then move on.

“Come to think of it, you never did say how exactly Allen found you,” Tar prods without directly asking as the others continue to chat about White, not saying anything interesting anymore beyond what the news says about her all the time. Which isn’t much since they don’t even know what she looks like anymore. Not after White went through and erased all of the footage of her recorded on Earth through her null magic, leaving only her telltale signature features and obvious power as ways to recognize her. And of course, the people who still recognize her that didn’t have their minds wiped for one reason or another.

Yeah, that’s… yeah.

I can practically feel the tanuki staring at me from the Farshore despite not actually knowing where he is.

Allen never actually told me how he found me. All he said was that I had my jacket wrapped around me and that was it.

The tanuki doesn’t say anything in response.

I frown at that for a second before relaxing my face again as I look at Carol who suddenly stops in the hallway and says, “And here we are! My beloved suite!” right in front of a large purple set of double doors that has me staring in silence.

Isn’t this a little… too grand?

She opens the door, revealing a large entryway on the other side – both spacious and luxurious – as she says, “Every Top class student has their own suite of about a couple dozen rooms in one of the mansions, and they can invite anyone over that they’d like.” The girl starts walking into the suite. “Each mansion has its own cafeteria that the students living in the mansion can go to should they not wish to go to the other Top class student cafeteria outside of the walled off portion of the campus for us, and there are also common areas, along with a garden, and entertainment section. We also have one large plaza where the Top class students from all mansions can congregate. But make sure you stay away from the faculty mansions, as there are some professors who don’t like students getting anywhere near their home.”

“That’s…” I mutter before hearing Belle finish, “A lot,” bringing my attention to her just to find the girl giving me a look that says, ‘you better invite me over on a regular basis.’

I raise a brow at that, only to ignore her and focus on the room around us.

She’s already rich. I don’t care that she doesn’t technically live in a place as luxurious as this. She’s still rich.

Although I guess I’ll probably end up being rich too, since any and all Guardians who don’t kick the bucket end up being rich.

Even the ones in Tier 3 cities. Although what’s considered rich down there isn’t rich in a Tier 1 city. Or a Tier 2 city for that matter.

Anyways, the entry room to her suite has a freaking fountain in the center of it. A fountain.

That’s really all that matters in showing how extravagant the place is.

“Is the color scheme on purpose?” I hear Denise ask, finally speaking up without being spoken to during this little tour. And Carol nods her head to her after turning around and sitting at the edge of the large fountain which has a statue of a sword in the center stabbed into the ground, “Yeah. All of the suites are automatically adjusted to their owners by a member of the faculty adjusting the mansion’s magi-tech core.”

Oh. Wait, doesn’t that mean my suite will be all red and black?

Cool!

I can’t help but smile at the thought of seeing my own suite here. One that should be even better than the one I have at the base.

Yeah, I’ll absolutely be living on campus now.

I could definitely get used to living in luxury.
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Scarlet

We walk over to a lounge area in the entry room before sitting down as Carol begins explaining to me the Top class student benefits.

“Of course, there’s the living quarters and better treatment, but we also get the ability to take any classes we wish regardless of the year they’re meant for as long as we have the prerequisite classes already passed for them,” she says while holding up a single finger and leaning over the glass table we’re sitting around before holding up a second finger as she continues, “We can attempt to test out of any core class we take, which will let you take more classes over the years you’re here.”

The girl glances at the others who are paying attention as well only to turn her attention back to me again. “At the end of the semester, all of the current Top class students will compete for the prime spots available in the Interschool Tournaments held during the Winter break. There are various different spots, including the Class I team, the Class II team, and the Class III team, the solo prime participant for each Class, and a backup for each position. Although,” she pauses as she narrows her eyes on me and says with no little amount of envy, “someone already has a spot in the solo prime.”

I purse my lips at that and awkwardly start staring at the ceiling, which I suddenly find very interesting until she continues.

“Since there’s normally only five Class I Top class students, there normally isn’t any sort of method to decide the team participants,” she says, and I look back down at her to find her frowning. “So I’m not sure what-”

“No need to worry about that, since I won’t be participating in the team primaries,” I answer without any hesitation, apparently not surprising any of my teammates but very much surprising Carol, Nick, and Alex. So I clarify my reasoning for them before they can even ask, “I’m already in a team, so I won’t just be ditching them to join a prime team instead. And besides. I don’t want to bother with any other team tournaments.”

Carol opens her mouth to speak, only for Nick to give me a thumbs-up and exclaim, “Nice! We really are alike!”

I lightly smile at that and return his thumbs-up before Carol finally recovers.

“I guess that makes things easier for the university,” she mutters then straightens up and continues her little lecture. “Generally, the top ranking student is an automatic pick for the Class III solo primaries, but the other positions often have a lot of fighting over them. But that’s enough about the primaries for now. Top class students also get alerts about all Fractures that open up in the city and are delegated to the university within thirty seconds of a Demonic Assault starting.”

My eyebrows both lift in surprise, but she just turns her head to look at Michael, Emily, and Denise who mentioned being Advanced students and keeps talking, “Advanced students get an alert about all the Fractures after five minutes of a Demonic Assault beginning.” Then her gaze lands on Belle who looks rather embarrassed at being the only one here who’s a Regular student and finishes, “And Regular students get the alert at about ten minutes after a Demonic Assault starts.”

Carol doesn’t keep our attention on Belle for long though and quickly diverts the subject, understanding her embarrassment, “The university generally has a policy for only allowing about ten students at each Fracture at a time. But Top class students can generally ignore that limit as long as it’s a Fracture of the same class as them.” She then glances at Michael and adds, “Although you’ll have to get your own transportation since the university doesn’t do that for you.”

Michael just nods his head in understanding.

Free transportation to Fractures certainly is a very useful benefit to having rich people in my team, that’s for sure.

I frown as I feel a very light tickling sensation in the back of my neck. But even after patting my neck, it still remains.

That’s annoying.

“That’s about it for the benefits you should be aware of now,” Carol says before standing up and stretching her arms out slightly. “All in all, the Top class student spots are very coveted by the students. So you will have to fight to keep that rank in the next semester.”

I nod my head in agreement before patting my neck again at that tickling sensation that’s still there.

“Now then,” Carol says, a bit of a grin growing on her face as she looks between me, Belle, Emily, and Denise and says, “any of you want to check out the rest of the suite? It only gets better as you go further in!” And when she sees Belle, Emily, and Denise all showing clear interest, she continues, showing off a bit more excitement herself as she adds, “And the closet! You should see the closets! Not to mention the bedroom!”

The other girls grow excited for some reason, but then Carol just glances at the three guys and says, “Oh, and no guys. So you can leave.”

I almost snort in amusement at that. And again, when I see the slightly disappointed looks on their faces.

“I’m gonna be heading out too,” I tell them, seemingly disappointing all of the girls in the process. “I want to check out my own suite. So would you mind telling me where to find it on the website?”

Carol – still looking disappointed – opens her mouth to speak, only for Belle to raise a hand and stop her with an evil look on her face that has me narrowing my eyes before she says, “How about you join us and then she helps you after we’re finished?”

The other three girls just give me looks that are practically just begging without any words, so I just sigh and mutter, “Fine.”

I know they wouldn’t push if I insisted, but Carol is helping me this much already despite how we first met, and she really seems to want to show off her suite. So might as well if it’ll let me pay back that debt in a way.

That said… what the fuck is with this tickling sensation? It’s so annoying!

“Um, Scarlet…” Tar begins as I scratch at my neck to see if that’ll get rid of the sensation. “I think someone powerful is watching you.”

His words has me stopping in my tracks.

What? Who? How? And why don’t I feel any… oh.

“It looks like whoever they are is somehow managing to hide most of their intent, which shouldn’t be possible unless someone’s Class V,” Tar says, sounding honestly frightened.

Class… V?

The only Class V person who should be anywhere near the campus – anywhere near this city for that matter – is White.

But why would she be watching me?


Chapter 107

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

The Strongest Human



The Headmaster’s Office

“When are you planning on telling her?” Alfred asks as he watches from the reclining chair in the middle of the vast office as White’s eyes glow white while she watches Scarlet from her place sitting in the chair behind her desk. “It’s a bit ridiculous at this point, not having talked to or met the girl even once in her entire life. Don’t you think?”

The woman – who is still wearing her outfit of a black and white pair of pants, a black shirt, and a black and red jacket – simply stays silent as she continues watching the wolf girl.

Alfred sighs.

As stubborn and unable to share your problems as ever… or is it just unwilling? Never could tell with her.

“She’s a lot like you,” he eventually says, making her flinch ever so slightly. Not enough for a normal human to see it, but plenty enough for the Class V vice-headmaster to do so. “Although she seems to get her looks more from both you and him.”

White begins to frown slightly, but her eyes continue to glow. So Alfred tries once more, “Isn’t she old enough now to know the tru-”

“Enough.” White’s voice clearly echoes through the room with a hint of power, immediately making his voice vanish even when he’s still mouthing the words.

Alfred stops after just a few more words before sighing, having mostly expected that.

The man has known White for almost an entire century by now, and not once has she ever been the type to share her problems with others. She simply does what she feels she needs to without informing others of why. And it’s still absolutely infuriating to him to this day, even if he knows she’d never do something for no reason.

And that man… Alfred really doesn’t like him.

After several minutes of silence with White simply watching Scarlet as she is given a tour with her friends of the top ranked student’s suite, Alfred finally tries talking again and finds that he’s able to. So he asks, “Why did you seed her for the position of the Class I solo primaries?”

White doesn’t say anything for several seconds before eventually answering, “If she’s to survive and win the Fae Competitions, she will have to get used to more intense tournaments than some university’s ranking tournament.”

Alfred’s eyebrows rise out of his surprise.

She actually answered?!

“Why did you order Cipher to create an orphanage and treat her like an orphan?” Alfred asks, hoping to get more information out of the woman. But she just ignores the question this time.

That didn’t last long.

The elderly man leans back in the chair to stare up at the ceiling, then sighs once more and gets up to leave the room. Right when he is about to grab the doorknob though, White’s voice echoes from her seat.

“A Class V Fracture will occur next summer. Be ready for it.”

Alfred freezes in place before instantly turning around, but by the time he manages that, White is already gone. Either having moved so quickly out of the room that he couldn’t even begin to comprehend it, or having nullified his sight of her.

He’s willing to bet it’s the second one, so he asks, “Is this news from him?”

But no answer ever comes. And he really didn’t expect it to.

Alfred turns around again before leaving the office, slamming the door behind him in his irritation and anxiety over the news.

Damnit, this changes everything!



Scarlet

Huh. That feeling is gone.

So I guess White’s done spying on me?

“Most likely,” Tar says as I continue looking around my suite long after dealing with Carol’s gruesome tour of her very girly and very large room.

That’s good.

I sigh before entering my own room and finding a massive king sized bed, which has Tar immediately appearing in my room and flopping onto, in the middle of a massive and wide open room with a balcony covered by open curtains and a walk-in closet just like the massive one Carol has.

A shiver runs down my spine as I remember the massive amount of shoes that girl has.

Who the fuck needs that many shoes in the first place?! It’s just way too many!

That girl has more shoes in that one closet than every single orphan in the orphanage has ever owned in their entire lives combined together!

It also explains what she wanted to show us and why the boys weren’t allowed to come with. That and it was her closet. Which should be reason enough.

Out of curiosity, I check out my own closet to find it filled already with my favorite types of clothes.

“That’s a lot of black, white, and red…” Tar mutters as he sees the many pants, jackets, shirts, tank tops, shorts and so on in there – all of that same color scheme. And not a single skirt or dress.

Just to my liking.

I still don’t know why White would’ve been watching me, but I do have a sneaking suspicion now that she might have something to do with how Allen found me. Even if I know that’s incredibly unlikely.

After all, why would I have anything to do with the most powerful human in existence? And why would she have anything to do with a noble demon if she did have something to do with hiding me on Earth?

It’s pretty obvious she isn’t my mother. After all, one of the five Knights would never have a kid with a noble demon. Ever. Not to mention the very idea just sounds ludicrous. Especially since White herself personally despises the demons with a passion for some reason.

But I feel like she does have something to do with me.

Just don’t know what.

Out of nowhere, my terminal lets out a beep, bringing my attention to it to find a message from Allen telling me to head to the front gate of the Top class student section to meet with him and head back to the base to deal with a few last minute details about my move here.

I look around my suite for a second before beginning to leave my room, only glancing at the bed once to find the tanuki already having vanished from sight.

Whatever the answers are to my questions, I can deal with them later. I already have enough on my hands with the move here and stuff, so it’s best not to add more to my plate to worry about.
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Scarlet

Turned out that he’d already called for Belle as well, so when I reach the gate, they’re both there. Then we quickly make our way back to the base where we spend over an hour going over documentation and paperwork.

Eventually we finish it all before he sends us away to go sign up for our classes.

I decide to go to the cafeteria to eat one last time here before I fully move into my new suite, and it looks like the others had the same idea.

“Scarlet, Belle,” Michael says with a smile as I walk over to their table with Belle after ordering food. “Nice of you two to come join us!”

Kind of surprising that everyone from our team is here.

I sit down next to Emily with Belle sitting on the other side of me before asking, “Did we all just decide to eat here instead of on campus today?”

“Well, actually, I sent out an email to them to invite them,” he says, sounding slightly sheepish, “but I didn’t have either of your contacts, so I couldn’t get in touch with you. Not without contacting Sage to ask, and I wasn’t going to do that.”

Oh. Right.

I open my terminal before sharing with the three my contact ID, and Belle quickly does the same. We all then simply chat as we wait for our food to arrive. And once it does, I immediately start digging into it.

“So how do you think campus life will go?” Michael asks, and Belle is the one to answer him as she says, “It should be fine. How different can it be from a regular university?”

Even without lifting my head from my food, I can tell the others are giving her a strange look just from the silence that ensues before Denise says, “There’s a lot different between the two. Specifically the classes you take.”

I raise my head at this before Michael takes up the explaining from her, “There are quite a few classes you can take, and all of the required courses – not all of the electives, mind you – involve your status as a Guardian. Whether they’re magic classes, classes over the System, classes over Guardian laws, how society treats Guardians compared to normal people, combat classes, demonology, and so on.”

Huh. That’s… interesting.

“It’ll certainly help you become less reckless if you know more about what you’re doing,” Tar says with a huff in my head.

I ignore him to continue eating.

“Huh,” Belle mutters, repeating what I had thought in my head in response to it, “that’s very different from the curriculum at a regular university.”

“Yep,” Michael says before grabbing a fork and skewering some spaghetti. “It’s because Guardians aren’t expected to go into the workforce. We’re expected to go fight demons and be celebrities. So why would they teach us things like math, science, sports, or other stuff like that unless we specifically want to learn that stuff through elective courses?”

“Good point,” I mutter after finishing chewing the spaghetti I’m eating. Then grabbing more and chewing again.

Belle seems to feel conflicted about that for a bit, only to suddenly make a one-eighty and start grinning like an insane person.

“What is it?” Denise asks, clearly having noticed the shift as well. And I see Emily scooting forward in her chair slightly at the question, seemingly interested herself.

“Weeelll,” Belle says, drawing it out, “I think it just settled in that I’ll never have to go into electrical engineering like I was planning to do. Never have to go into the corporate world in general since I can just work as a Guardian now. And that made me very happy.” She glances at me and adds, “Also, I won’t have to worry about this one asking to look at my textbooks anymore now that we’re going to the same university.”

I blush a little at that, and the others begin laughing, only making it worse.

After I finish chewing and swallow my food, I mutter amidst the laughing, “Yeah, yeah, laugh it up…” Which only makes them laugh harder.

But for some reason, despite my embarrassment, I feel myself smiling ever so slightly.

Not sure why.

And a warmth enters my chest.

“You’re having fun with your friends, dummy,” I hear Tar say, making my smile grow wider.

Yeah. I am.

Out of the corner of my eye, I find Belle wiping a tear from her own eye as she smiles a rather large smile at me, likely having seen my smile.

“Oh come on, it’s not that rare to see me smile,” I complain, and she just raises a brow. “Okay, maybe it is a little rare.”

The others just break out into even louder laughter at this. Then for some reason, the waiter comes by with what looks like wine.

I raise a brow at Michael who quickly motions towards each of us before the waiter proceeds to place glasses in front of us. The man then pours the red wine into the glasses, bows once, and walks away again.

“So why exactly did you order wine?” Denise asks, sounding vaguely amused.

Michael just stands up and grabs his glass with a chuckle before saying, “To have a group toast with my team!”

I share a glance with Emily and Denise, then Belle, only to shrug and stand up as well, along with the others.

Honestly, I’ve always avoided medication and anything that can mentally inhibit me. Not to mention that the legal drinking age is twenty, and I’m not that old yet, so I wasn’t legally allowed to drink.

But as a Guardian, there is no legal drinking age. Meaning all Guardians are allowed to drink.

Mostly since the poison in the alcohol doesn’t affect us as much. And at the higher levels, at all.

This is a special moment though, and since it won’t really affect me much, I might as well.

Besides. It’s just a single glass.

I grab the drink along with the others before raising it up.

“To our team, and our time at Lion’s Heart,” Michael says. “And to an amazing semester!”

“To an amazing semester!” We all repeat before clinking our glasses and having a drink.

This year is bound to be the most interesting year of my life, that’s for sure.

Right Tar?

“Right, Scar,” Tar says, calling me by a nickname or something.

Scar, huh? Alright.

Let’s see just how tough these Guardian University classes really are then.


Epilogue



The Demon King’s Palace

The area around the Demon King’s palace is filled with battle-ridden wastelands for as far as the eye can see as Leonidas Val Art de Archeron – one of the four Demon Lords of Tartarus and the son of the Demon King – charges through the wastelands in his full beast form without stopping for anything. The man has the appearance of a massive werewolf standing at two and a half meters in height, with black fur streaked with the occasional bit of red as crimson as the blood running through his veins, glowing red eyes, and claws as sharp as blades wearing a set of red and black blood metal and leather armor. He has a tail that at first glance looks and even feels soft to the touch, but from time to time whips out and solidifies into a sharp, silvery red metal, destroying any weaker demons in his path without the man even glancing their way.

After Leonidas reaches the palace located on a hill in the middle of the wastelands, he simply jumps straight up before landing on a balcony overlooking the wastelands with a man standing at the edge of the balcony. Leonidas then immediately transforms back into his lycan form, revealing a mostly human form but with two wolf-like ears on his head, short black hair streaked with red highlights, and glowing red eyes with the same tail he had in his beast form, only for the tail to be absorbed into his body a moment later as his armor adjusts to his new, smaller size and the loss of his tail.

The Demon Lord then kneels down before the man, who looks very similar to him, and says, “Your majesty.”

“Leon don’t call me that in private,” the Demon King says with a frown, not taking his eyes off of the spawn in the wastelands who are fighting amongst themselves and anything that passes through.

Leonidas raises his head and climbs to his feet before nodding once, “Yes, father.”

Arkaz Luna Val de Archeron – the Demon King and absolute ruler of every demon in existence – continues looking out over the wasteland for several more seconds until he finally turns to face his son. He then takes in his appearance for a second, sniffs once, and asks with a frown, “You saw her again, didn’t you?”

His son stays silent, opting to not answer. Since he knows all that will do is piss his father off.

If only he’d tell me why he hates humans so much, then I might be able to understand it better.

Arkaz eventually just sighs and focuses on the wasteland again as he asks, “Am I to understand that you told her of the Class V Fracture the Witches foresaw opening up?” Then he shakes his head. “Never mind. Of course, you did.”

Several seconds pass between the two, neither of them saying anything as the screams and howls of the demons around the palace fill the air.

“At least tell me how the pup is progressing,” Arkaz asks, sending a slightly worried look towards his son. A look that very few people have ever seen on the tyrant. One that the man only shows when talking about his beloved granddaughter.

A granddaughter Leon brought to Earth without his permission.

Leonidas relaxes ever so slightly upon seeing it and thinking of the girl as he answers, “Very well. Better than we’d hoped.”

A smile emerges on the Demon King’s face at that before he turns back to the wasteland and says, “Good news. Very good news.”

After a short hesitation, Leonidas walks up to and joins his father at the edge of the balcony. The two then just stand there without speaking for several minutes.

Eventually the king asks, “At least tell me why you did it. You know very well that I could easily protect her.”

“That’s the point,” Leonidas answers, not explaining any further to his father.

If she’s to grow into what the seers saw, she will need to do so on her own.

The king sighs again, and Leonidas can understand how he’s feeling. But he knows he can’t say anything more.

So he doesn’t.

“Very well, if that’s your wish,” Arkaz eventually says before growing stiff and moving onto business. “Satan of the Oni Clan informs me that he is ready to go on the assault in one year’s time, the moment the Class V Fracture opens up.” He then turns to face his son, who is quickly lowering down onto one knee again as he understands what his father is about to say. “I hereby order you to pick a mid-ranked blood lycan of the family and send them to Earth through the Class V Fracture.”

Looks like it’s finally time then.

“Yes, your majesty,” Leonidas says with his eyes closed and his head lowered to the ground. He then stands up a second later and transforms back into his beast form before jumping into the wastelands again.

Send one of the mid-ranks… I think she’ll do.

Leonidas immediately changes his direction and begins heading South of the palace.


Author’s Note



Hello! Thank you so much for taking the time to read Wolf of the Blood Moon, Book 1, The Scarlet Wolf!

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! Also, I am considering looking into getting a webtoon made for Wolf of the Blood Moon if Wolf of the Blood Moon book 1 eventually reaches over 5000 total ratings.

For those of you who have never read one of my books before, hello! I’m glad you decided to give my books a try! And for those of you who have read my books before, welcome back!

I have a list of my other stories along with a recommended story after this author’s note for you to peruse to your liking!

Also, yes, for those of you who read my other stories and now read this one, I fixed my writing style a little with this story. You could say that before this story I had a bit of a mental filter stuck in my mind that was filtering everything I wrote to make it as precisely worded as possible. But I took that filter out for this one. I stopped trying to make every word as precisely worded as possible. Because I realized that it only made my writing sound a bit stiffer and more robotic.

I hope you enjoyed!

This is my current publishing schedule for the year! Do note that I have already completely finished writing 4 books of Wolf of the Blood Moon, almost 5! 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 tantamount to change if something happens that requires it to change.

March: The Undying Magician Book 3

April: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 2

May: Eternal Winter's Reign Book 2

June: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 3

July: The Calling of Wrath Book 2

August: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 4

September: The Rise of the Winter Wolf Book 6

October: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 5

November: The Undying Magician Book 4

December: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 6

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!




Recommended Story:




Saintess Summons Skeleton




She wanted to be a Necromancer, but awakened as a Saint! Somehow her summoned heroes are all undead?




How will the church react when their Saintess summons a skeleton in place of a mighty hero? Sofia isn’t too keen on finding out.

To many a summoned hero, this world looks oh so familiar.

Beastmen, Dwarves, Trolls, Dragons and Elves!

Saints, adventurers, dungeons, maybe an evil demon lord to be vanquished?

A video-game like system! Classes, skills and levels!

Although... why is the system even a thing to begin with?

Do gods really choose saints like you pick your next meal?

There are great powers at work beneath the surface, this is their world, and you're living in it.

Follow Sofia as she unknowingly gets tangled in power struggles far beyond what she had bargained for.

Be ready for a wild ride. Break a leg, skeleton!s

If you’re interested in Saintess Summons Skeletons, click here! It’s releasing just about a couple weeks after Wolf of the Blood Moon book 1!


My Other Series



My current most popular series on Amazon,

The Rise of the Winter Wolf

What would you do if your entire life was suddenly changed at the drop of a hat?

The entire population of the world that you were born into suddenly transported to another planet along with the rest of the intelligent inhabitants of the Milky Way Galaxy.

A strange System talking to you about abilities and levels without a care for your opinions.

Thousands of monster spawning dungeons placed around the new world without a care for the new inhabitants.

And if those weren't bad enough, a forced invitation for one thousand random individuals to compete in a livestreamed competition within a dungeon with the rank of Administrator as the prize.

You don’t know?

Well, it’s actually pretty simple.

You survive.

Our story follows Wolf Adler as he, along with every other human on Earth, are faced with a strange blue box filling up their vision, warning them about an upcoming reappropriation of every being of sufficient intelligence to a new planet for the initialization of some sort of System.

Will he perish in this new world? Or will he thrive?

If you’re interested, click here!

The Undying Magician

How would a true immortal with average talent in magic fare within a world where magic is everything?

In the world of Aria, only a small fraction of the population are classified as magicians.

These magicians are able to use magic through the manipulation of the mana they are born with and are the core of the military strength within every nation.

However, one nation in particular uses magicians to an even higher extreme than the others.

This nation is known as The Republic of Arcania.

The largest power in Aria.

Our story follows Nathan Fox as he graduates from high school and is sent to the Arcane Academy for his required training as a magician before he eventually serves his ten year term in the military.

Nathan has been a true immortal ever since he got a semi-magical disease that makes any damage done to his body instantly reverse itself, bringing him back to his top form on the day that he became an immortal.

Death is an impossibility for Nathan. But there are worse things in the world than death.

And if the power-hungry magicians of the world were to learn of Nathan's true immortality?

Then he might just experience those things for himself.

Nathan must navigate his way through the military academy without giving away his secret. But when the entire world falls into chaos due to a revolt by the most powerful beings on the planet, how will he keep his secret safe?

That has yet to be foretold.

About the series: Join Nathan as he navigates his way through a dystopian world, whether that's inside of a magical academy, in a land of the dead, or fighting wars against other magicians. As he hides his immortality until it's no longer needed, grows to learn the loneliness of immortality, and learns more and more about magic and his own disease.

If you’re interested, click here!



Then there’s my two latest series on Amazon before this one,

Eternal Winter’s Reign

Alexander North: A regular second lieutenant in the Terran Empire’s military until the apocalypse starts and he finds himself no longer being human.

It’s year 8019 on the Universal Calendar, and the Terran Empire is only continuing to expand its influence.
The artificial symbiont technology created by the Terran Research Union is being sold to the higher ups in the military, granting them powers beyond human beings; the Economic branch of the Empire is beginning to expand further into the other nations of the Universe; and the military only continues to expand into the Arctic Empire’s land, bringing the war closer and closer to an end.

However, all of this comes crashing to a halt when the Eternal Winter spreads across the entire universe and changes the laws of physics themselves.
No longer can people use guns; no longer can they use electricity; and no longer can they use fire.

But the worst of the storm is from the glowing blue shards filled with a strange energy that mutates any creature it enters into a mindless monster whose natural instinct is to kill.

How will Alex cope with his newfound changes as the only infected soldier in his base to not fully turn into a monster?
Will he die to the other monsters? To the soldiers?
Or will he thrive?

If you’re interested, click here!

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

The Calling of Wrath

What happens when a medieval world of swords and steel is invaded and forcefully introduced to a System of levels and magic?

It was just another ball.

Princess Cassandra thought she could deal with it.

She just had to pretend for half an hour to actually care about the attending nobles before her father would let her leave, as usual.

That is, until the sky started glowing blue and strange text appeared in front of her face, mentioning something about a System.

Even that she could deal with.

After all, it’s interesting, right?

Regardless of how… bizarre… it is, it’s still something new in her rather boring life.

But being kidnapped by planar invaders from some planet called Earth after a literal glowing heart flies through a portal in front of her and disappears in her chest?

That might be a little too much.

If you’re interested, click here!
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