
        
            
                
            
        

    
Previous Book Summary



Book 1 Summary:

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

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

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

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

Book 2 Summary:

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

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

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

Book 3 Summary:

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

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

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

Where she learns of her true heritage.

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

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

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

Back to Earth.

But she also sets a goal.

To reach Class IV before she turns twenty.

Book 4 Summary:

During the fourth book, Scarlet pushes incredibly hard in order to reach Class IV before she turns twenty. So hard that it worries some of those around her. And in the end, she manages to do it, albeit only after a misunderstanding revolving around her own age.

She continues to make progress towards the mythic skills the System told her about before, gains more etched skills, and returns to Earth with the help of The Reaper. One of the four Demon Lords alongside her father.

After returning to Earth, she soon joins in the war against the demons. Fighting alongside the humans and becoming a major resource in their war against the demons.

She grows stronger and stronger, even fighting against some Class V demons while still at Class IV. All the way till her identity as both a half demon and the granddaughter of the Demon King is exposed to the humans.

But after her mother takes the heat on herself, and Scarlet sets up an agreement with the demons to end the war should they be able to push all of the demons back to the Gates, the humans begin to accept her again instead of discriminating against her.

She has reunions with her friends and family she left behind on Earth, and even meets her human grandfather. A man who has reached Class III and later Class IV without the use of the System’s guidance.

And during her war efforts, Scarlet tries to sneak through Tartarus to attack from behind enemy lines in the Demon Isle. But while trying to do that, she is instead attacked by a Class V demon. An insane demon who is quickly losing his mind to the curse and begins to toy with Scarlet in an attempt to anger the Demon King.

She is very nearly killed in the fight before she’s eventually saved by the Demon King after barely managing to survive and even, according to the System, defeat the Class V demon. With the Demon King leaving the demon in question wishing for death.

However, she falls into a coma that spans throughout the most important parts of the war, with the demons making their move against the humans. And right when the war is about to reach its climax, with Vorgrim himself very nearly slaying the Red Knight of Humanity, she awakens.

Scarlet immediately heads out to Earth, followed by the battlefield itself before challenging the demons to a duel.

A duel against a Class V demon that she manages to defeat, winning a temporary ceasefire between the humans and the demons.

And at the end of the book, she finally ascends to Class V.

Becoming a Noble demon in the truest sense.

All while prophecies begin to be told all across the universe about the impending void threat.


World:

There is only one nation. The Terran Republic.

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

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

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

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

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


Economy:

Currency: Credits and Skill Points.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Basic magic weapon is worth 25000 credits or 250 SP.

Intermediate magic weapon is worth 50000 credits or 500 SP.

Advanced magic weapon is worth 100000 credits or 1000 SP.

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


Tartarus:
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Blood Lycans live in the Bloody Duchy.

Oni live in the Oni Citadel.

Mindeaters live in the Mindeater’s Lair.

Ghouls live in the Caverns of Death.

Arachnae live in the Spider Burrows.

Kitsune live in the Ashen Mountains.

Succubi live in the Mesa of Illusions.

The ranks of Nobility include:

Baron/Baroness {1001-1200}

Viscount/Viscountess {1201-1400}

Count/Countess {1401-1600}

Marquess/Marchioness {1601-1700}

Duke/Duchess {>1700}

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

Demon King

Social Contact Outside of Cities:

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

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

One gold coin -> Ten silver

One silver -> One hundred bronze

System:

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

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

However, there are also skills known as Achievement-Locked skills, which have to be purchased through skill points before they then turn into inherent skills which level up just like any other inherent skill. These skills cannot use Skill Points to level up. Achievement-Locked skills are always the higher rarity versions of an etched skill the user has from an ancestor.

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

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

At the same time, statistics 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 I multiplier: Tier E has a multiplier of 0.1, D a multiplier of 0.2, C 0.4, B 0.6, and A has a multiplier of 0.9.

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

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

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

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

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

(Scarlet’s multipliers combined is 1.2x)

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

Class I Demons – 1-100

Demon Spawn

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

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

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

Demon Hound

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

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

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

Demon Huntsman

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

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

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

Demon Knight

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

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

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

Demon Breeder

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

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

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

Demon Captain

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

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

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

Known Captain Species so far: Salamanders and Trihearts.

Class II Demons – Levels 101-250

Demon Fomorians

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

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

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

Demon Acolytes

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

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

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

Demon Wraiths

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

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

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

Demon Berserkers

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

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

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

Demon Defenders

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

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

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

Demon Summoners

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

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

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

Demon Commander

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

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

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

Class III Demons – Levels 251-500

Vanguard

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

Subspecies Shown So Far:

Taracht: Massive spider with black hair streaked with red.

Changelings

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

Demon Generals

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

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

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

Class IV Demons – Levels 501-1000

Class V Demons – Noble Demons – Above level 1000

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

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

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

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

Blood Lycans

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sin: Pride

Oni

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

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

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

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

Sin: Wrath

Mindeater

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

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

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

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

Sin: Sloth

Ghoul

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

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

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

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

Weakness: A ghoul’s weakness is fire magic.

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

Sin: Gluttony

Arachnae

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

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

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

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

Weakness: An arachnae’s weakness is light magic.

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

Sin: Envy

Succubi

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

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

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

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

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

Sin: Lust

Kitsune

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

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

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

Weakness: A kitsune’s weakness is water magic.

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

Sin: Greed

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

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

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

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

No exceptions.


Characters:

Scarlet Asger:

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

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

Allen Silvester:

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

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

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

Cynthia Sylvester:

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

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

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

Arthur Barnes:

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

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

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

Arabellia Silvester:

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

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

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

Title: Mystic Guardian

Michael Winters:

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

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

Title: Druid

Denise Harley:

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

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

Title: Inferno

Emily Winters:

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

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

Title: Little Reaper.

Leonidas Val Art de Archeron:

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

Amelia Asger:

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

Arkaz Luna Val de Archeron:

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

Aria Knight:

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

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

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

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

Alexander Knight:

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

Will Wright:

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

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

Noah Walker:

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

Blake Walker:

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

Lucius Tor de Blackheart:

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

Collin/Sylver:

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

Sage:

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

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

Alfred Raynsford:

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

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

Jacob R. Ashton:

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

Julian:

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

Anthony Wilson:

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

Lucas Walsh:

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

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

His Instructor is Purple.

Title: Shifter

Abigail Kim:

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

Abigail and Sam are dating.

Her Instructor is Purple.

Title: Lost

Samuel Lewis:

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

Sam and Abigail are dating.

His Instructor is Purple.

Title: Crim

Ethan Davis:

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

His Instructor is Purple.

Title: Molten Angel

Caroline Winters:

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

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

Title: Rift

Anthony Wilson:

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

Title: Necro
 

Raiden Akuma:

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

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

Raiden Amaterasu:

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

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

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


Chapter 1

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

Three Months



A News Station Somewhere on Earth

Three, two, one… and we’re live!

“Hello everyone, I am Megumi Faltz here with the latest war update!” Megumi exclaims with a bright smile on her face and her microphone held up as she stands next to a board with a screen showcasing the current state of the frontlines. “As you all know, it’s been two months since the ceasefire ended and the war resumed, and since then, we’ve been seeing a vast improvement in our own side of the war thanks to our beloved Princess!”

On the screen, the millions of viewers around the world can see video of the Apex Predator and Princess to both the Demons and Humans charging through the undead in the Arctic, tearing them limb from limb with ease all while not even getting so much as a scratch in return. Then the screen shifts to show her causing pandemonium on the Eastern frontlines against the demons there, the twenty-two year old girl transformed into her quadrupedal beast form and tearing the demons to shreds without even an ounce of hesitation. And to top it off, thousands of blades made of the blood of the very demons she is tearing apart repeatedly tear into the other demons, with the only pause in the chaos being the few times a Class V demon tries to push her back, only for her to vanish again after transforming into blood and merging with the blood raining down all over the battlefield by her own skill. She then reappears again somewhere else on the battlefield to continue fighting the Class I through IV demons in order to give the vastly lower number of Guardians a break.

“The Apex Predator is the youngest known Class V being on both Earth and Tartarus, beating out even the Demon King himself, and she has been the crux of our battle against the demon forces that have only grown since the event commonly known now as the Night of Blood that kicked off the True Demonic War,” Megumi continues before the screen repeatedly changes from one recording of Scarlet battling to another. Then it starts showing her older recordings from before she had reached Class V, including clips from her battles in the Ranking Tournament back when she was Class I, the first clips of her fighting in Fractures, clips from her time in the annual Interschool Tournament, and even clips from the very first Fracture she contracted in. “While the Class Vs of Earth have been recovering alongside the majority of the rest of the Guardians, the Apex Predator and the Knights have been holding their own against the demon threat. A threat that has only grown over the ceasefire as the demons completely replaced all of their losses with the sole exception of the Class Vs through new forces from Tartarus.” Megumi pauses with a grin. “But the Knights aren’t who we’re here to talk about.”

The screen suddenly changes again to show an intimidating image of Scarlet standing in her lycan form covered in blood with her eyes glowing amidst the blood rain falling down around her. And then another image appears alongside it of her standing there looking even more intimidating in her bipedal beast form, and then another in her quadrupedal form.

Finally, one last image appears where she is simply standing on a rooftop with her hands in her armor’s pockets while looking out at the night sky above a city.

“We’re here to talk about the Apex Predator and only the Apex Predator. The focal point of our side of the war, the granddaughter to the Demon King, daughter to the White Knight of Humanity, and the one many believe to be our hope against the approaching Void Invasion,” Megumi says, her voice getting more and more excited as she continues. “And to start things off, here is a man some of you may know as the leader of Scarlet’s old team, the Druid!”

A man wearing a black and green set of magi-tech armor that looks somewhere between a business suit and a set of armor with half a cape going down behind one shoulder starting underneath one of his pauldrons steps into the view of the camera. He has black and green hair with vibrant green eyes and a piercing gaze that matches his outfit, and has the mana level of a Class III Guardian.

“How are you doing, Druid? I’ve heard your team is the current most-likely-to-win team in the upcoming Interschool Tournament, so how do you feel about that?” Megumi asks as a black seat rises from the floor alongside a long counter, with another seat appearing near Michael letting them both sit down.

“I’m doing well, but we’ll see how the tournament goes when it actually happens,” he says with a light nod of his head, resting his arms on the counter.

Megumi smiles at him and winks, “Just as humble as the rumors say.”

The neutral expression on Michael’s face almost breaks at that but he just keeps looking ahead without giving anything away about his current feelings.

Then Megumi leans forward and asks, “What do you think about Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron? She was in your team a while back at the same Class as you but has now advanced all the way to the peak of humanity. Do you have any comments on that?”

“I think she deserves all of her fame and power,” Michael says with a slight crease to his forehead. “She’s gone through far more than most people do, even if she was given the etched skills of her bloodlines. So she more than deserves the power. And as for how I feel about her personally?” He pauses for a second while glancing at the screen then back to Megumi and the camera again. “She’s one of my best friends, and the others in my team all agree with that sentiment fully.”

Megumi instantly grins at that and claps once, saying, “Excellent! It’s always a sad thing when former teams and even current teams end up having bad blood due to jealousy, so it’s great you and your team aren’t like that!” Then she leans forward once more, a smirk stretching across her face, “But on the subject of your team, have you heard the rumors online about you?”

Michael’s eyes widen slightly at that, indicating that he did. But he just asks, “No, I haven’t.”

“Well then, in that case, is it true that you used to only accept girls into your team before Scarlet left? And if that’s the case, then why was that?” Megumi asks, a twinkle of amusement in her eyes that she’s sure has Michael wanting to squirm.

The man simply remains calm and answers with a light shake of his head, “That wasn’t the case. It was entirely a matter of coincidence.”

Megumi’s grin grows a little more at that reply but she decides to let it go and move on as the screen behind them changes to show clips from years ago back when Scarlet had to work with Sylver in the Fractures she entered. Then she looks at the camera and says, “Well you’ve heard it here, everyone, those rumors of the Druid being a flirt are nothing more than rumors! But now that we’ve cleared that up, how about we bring in our second special guest! You all known him as Sylver! A Class IV Guardian from the Silver Association! The same Association as the Apex Predator!”

Sylver walks into the view of the camera, joining the two and taking his own seat, the man’s silver hair having grown long as his now equally silver eyes occasionally spark with bits of silver electricity.

“So Sylver, how did you used to feel watching Scarlet as her senior member of the Association?” Megumi asks while tilting her head ever so slightly.

The man in question just shrugs and answers honestly, “I was rather upset that I had to babysit a newcomer to the Association.”

Megumi smiles, having fully expected the man’s bluntness. Which was part of why they decided to invite him to the show.

That and she couldn’t get a meeting with the Apex Predator herself considering how famous and important she is now.

“So you felt like a babysitter? But how did you feel when watching the rookie you had to babysit shoot straight past you?” Megumi asks, her hands resting on the counter now.

Sylver once again answers honestly, “I didn’t really care beyond the relief that I wouldn’t have to babysit her anymore.”

The show’s host blinks in surprise as she almost blurts out ‘what?’ in surprise but manages to keep her silence.

I was… not expecting that. Then again, he doesn’t show up on media much, so there isn’t all that much data on how to speak with him.

“Really? That’s a good outlook to have,” Megumi says with a nod before moving on to the next question.

I still wish I could’ve gotten the Apex Predator herself to come here. But I understand she’s busy. Probably off killing demons in the Arctic or the Eastern Front right now.

Megumi takes reassurance from that thought as she and the two famous Guardians in front of her continue talking under the view of the camera.


Chapter 2
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Odd Hobbies



Scarlet

I let out a lazy yawn as I continue lying down in the middle of a frozen wasteland in the Arctic while letting the zombies around me take turns chomping on me. All Class IV zombies, of course. And only with me periodically cutting my arms with my own claws to open up wounds for them to get into.

Seeing as they can’t actually pierce my skin and all.

It’s a good thing these undead are almost all unintelligent. They make for a rather nice boat of corruption to get that achievement with.

Although I will admit, lying here letting mostly dead things chomp on me and infect me with viruses all day for the past few days has been more than a little boring.

“I’m pretty sure you’d be labeled as a weirdo with a strange fetish if the internet saw this…” Tar mutters, but I ignore him.

There’s nothing wrong with sitting here grinding achievements from non-sapient demons.

“Most people wouldn’t cut open their own skin to let said demons infect them with viruses…” Tar retorts quietly.

I act like I didn’t hear him.

More importantly, just how many freaking viruses and diseases am I going to have to cure anyways?!

Tar doesn’t say anything for a second while looking off to the side as If I didn’t just ask him a question.

I know you heard me.

He sighs and turns to me before pausing a second and eventually answering, “You need to cure instances of corruption from one million different beings.”

I sit up straight in an instant after hearing him, sending the zombies piled on top of me flying high up into the air until they leave the sight of normal humans as my gaze locks on the furball.

“You mean to tell me I’ve been wasting my time here letting zombies chomp on me?” I exclaim.

Tar stays silent for a second and meekly answers, “Not… entirely.”

Right. Because the infections each counted as one different being, right?

“Yeah!” Tar exclaims, suddenly a lot more motivated.

I grab the furball in an instant and throw him into the air too while standing up with a huff and looking around at the remaining zombies nearby. None of whom haven’t already bitten me at some point.

So I wave my hand, sending needles of blood straight through each and every one of their skulls and into their brains. Then I expand the needle to explode, destroying thousands of heads as I begin to walk away from the clearing of zombies.

I guess it isn’t entirely Tar’s fault considering how he only arrived recently from his five-day-long meeting with the other fae royals about the void threat. But he could’ve at least been more specific on what the achievement required.

The bright side is that, if the past several days are anything to go by, I’ve at least cured the corruption of a tenth of the number of beings necessary for the achievement.

Although it’s rather hard to keep track, so I might be wrong about that.

I briefly glance up when I find the zombies I sent flying finally returning to view of a normal person’s vision. And without hesitation, I move straight to the other side of the frozen wasteland to avoid the rain of zombies that end up splattering into piles of gore on the ground.

Then I continue walking through the frozen wasteland with my armor back on, it having been taken off to let the zombies actually reach my skin, leaving me in just normal clothes.

Good thing the zombies only cared about attacking the open wounds I made, otherwise my clothes might’ve been damaged.

I look up again when I see Tar leisurely floating back down towards me.

“Welcome back,” I tell him, not upset anymore.

He just huffs.

I glance at my terminal as I search the surroundings with my ears for more non-sapient undead, only to pause for a second.

There’s no reason to look for non-sapient undead if all I need is for each one to infect me once and nothing more. Any undead will work for that.

So I just begin heading towards the closest group of undead, which isn’t much of a challenge considering how the Arctic is practically full of the things. Filled to the brim.

Undead are like that after all. They multiply and generally win through quantity over quality with vast amounts in each horde.

A fact that makes finding corruption to cure rather easy. Or at least, a lot easier than it would be otherwise.

Just have to go from horde to horde letting each undead in the hordes infect me.

Only problem is that the sapient undead tend to run at the sight of me. Which is rather rude.

But even that’s fixable simply by using Princess’s Decree. A rather handy skill that lets me order them to infect me.

“I’m pretty sure that wasn’t what the Demon King had in mind when he etched the Demon King’s Rule skill…” Tar comments, pointing out the Demon King’s likely thoughts on the matter.

Meh.

Anyways, I do wonder when I’ll be able to talk to Gramps next. He’s been absolutely against me heading to Tartarus ever since the whole void invasion thing, and since he’s busy doing something right now – he wouldn’t say what – he won’t even accept calls.

Which is very unlike him.

“He’s the strongest being in the universe, so he’ll be fine,” Tar says, reassuring me. “The Voided Overlord still can’t cross into the universe yet and won’t be able to for nearly a century, so there’s nothing to worry about right now.”

Yeah, guess you’re right.

I continue walking for a little while before reaching a rather large glacier. One that I sense quite a few undead just hanging out inside.

Time to get infected some more.

I swear, my days have become rather boring lately.

“And whose fault is that?” Tar comments, making me glance at him for a second before facing forwards again.

Yours for telling me the requirements of the achievement.

He doesn’t respond.

I smirk.

Anyways, undead ahoy.


Chapter 3

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

Kitty



Scarlet
Three days later

I stand at the top of a mountain covered in snow somewhere on the Eastern continent. From what I understand, this mountain used to have a name. One that was lost along with a lot of other names for landforms and continents. Mostly because tourism kind of became a dead thing that didn’t happen anymore.

If I remember correctly, it was called Mount Everest.

But what’s more important to me than the rather nice scenery of the mountains is the sight of the army of demons who are moving through the mountains thinking they’re being sneaky.

“Are you sure they’re there? I can’t see anything…” Allen mutters as he narrows his eyes while also using some cloaked drones flying high above the ground to search.

I glance at Allen, then back at the demons.

Okay, maybe they are being sneaky.

“You’re just a cheat with your senses,” Tar points out, making me purse my lips.

Maybe. Maybe not.

Anyways, I answer Allen while crossing my arms, “They’re using some type of shadow magic to cloak themselves with some of them using fire and ice magic to hide their biological signatures. And some other magics that I don’t recognize from this distance.”

I see Allen glance at me out of the corner of my eye before he shrugs and says, “Well, you’re gonna be dealing with them yourself anyways. So go ahead.”

That has me grinning slightly before I jump off of the cliff we’re on and transform myself into blood. Then I control the blood making up my body to fly through the air all the way till I reach them.

None of the demons are saying a word, staying completely silent as they move. And all of them are close to the peak of Class IV.

To my disappointment though there aren’t any Class Vs amongst their numbers.

Throughout my time in the war since it’s started back up, I haven’t run into any Noble demons above level 1100. Not even Satan has shown his face since, which probably has something to do with him having lost his position as the head of the army.

I do wonder whether The Reaper will be heading to Earth as they’d planned after all, considering the void invasion. But right now, he can’t come, and they only have a couple hundred Class Vs on Earth. Which still outnumbers the Guardians’ Class Vs by over twice as many.

That thought has me frowning slightly as I reform myself on the ground right in front of the demons, not really paying much attention to them despite their obvious fear at seeing me.

“It’s the Princess!” “How did she find us?!” “All Hail Her Highness!” “Please don’t kill me…”

I blink at that last one, finding my gaze turning to a small demon in the corner. One that’s no larger than Tar, and is even fluffier than him.

Some sort of cat?

I identify the demon.

|Demon General – Subspecies: Sphynx – Level 1000|

Well that’s interesting.

And… if I’m being honest… adorable.

I kind of want it as a pet, but I also know it’s a sapient creature and not really a pet.

Anyways, as I’m thinking about this, I wave my hand, making chains of blood appear from Blood Chains that I then manipulate myself with Blood Manipulation to grow stronger. And if that weren’t enough, I use Blood Metallization on the chains to turn them into blood metal, completely binding the demons as I frown, raising a finger to tap my lips in thought.

What do you think, Tar?

“I think it’s adorable, but you probably shouldn’t keep a demon as a pet,” Tar says, sounding more than a little amused. “Then again, you’re a demon, so people might be okay with it. Especially since you have Princess’s Decree.”

But that won’t work on the kitty. It’s too high a level.

Tar appears in the air and sends me an incredulous look as he asks in my mind, “Did you just… call the demon a kitty?”

Yes. That I did.

Got a problem with it?

He blinks, then shakes his head, answering, “No. But I still find it bizarre how you don’t like dogs despite being a blood lycan.”

Hey! My species has nothing to do with my tastes in animals.

Dogs barking is one of the worst things in the world.

Wolves are cool though.

“Because they don’t bark,” Tar says with a sigh, having heard my spiel before.

Yep. That they don’t.

Cats are a lot quieter, so I like cats.

Unless you count foxes as cats. Then I don’t like them.

Kitsune ruined them for me.

“Actually, I believe foxes are considered canines, not felines,” Tar points out something he no doubt learned while watching TV at the base. Something he’s started doing from time to time out of boredom.

Really? That’s kind of surprising.

“Also, how long are you just gonna stand here pondering over cats and dogs and foxes while holding these demons in chains?” Tar asks, sounding like he’s more than a little amused by the situation.

Oops.

Well, these demons are all mostly too low level to actually give me any EXP. And there aren’t enough of them to give me a 10,000 kill boost in EXP either.

So I don’t really see a reason for me to kill them. Might as well just hand them over to Allen and let the people at the base interrogate them.

“You do know they’re just gonna call you in and ask for you to interrogate them instead?” Tar says with a snort.

Ugh. I don’t like that sort of work.

Even if it mostly just comes down to me telling them to answer questions and them immediately answering them only to prove that they don’t know anything important.

A rather boring process.

I finally look back to find Allen beginning to catch up with me.

Then I look back at the sphynx and tap my lips once more while tilting my head slightly.

Maybe Allen will want the kitty?


Chapter 4
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Demons’ Plot



Somewhere Right Outside of the Mountain Range

Velron clenches his fists slightly as he narrows his eyes, the Noble foxkin’s nose twitching slightly at the scent of blood lycan. Then he glances at the two Nobles next to him, one of whom is currently covering them in an illusion to hide them from the Princess. Meanwhile the other spreads a corruption through the air that devours their scents entirely as an added measure.

“It looks like Her Highness took the bait,” Velron states, keeping his voice as quiet as possible even with the illusion up.

Roxanne nods her head without pausing in her spreading of the corruption, and Xylotl nods his head while waving his hands around, constantly constructing and improving upon his illusion.

The group of Nobles all find themselves tenser than they have ever felt before in their lives as they mentally prepare themselves to go up against the Princess. The Apex Predator.

They were all hand-picked by the sub-commander of the army on Earth, the leader of the succubus clan, Lily del Rose, to recapture the Princess and bring her back to Tartarus. And not just for the war effort. But for the sake of the demons themselves.

“Remember, we’re allowed to harm her just enough to bring her in,” Velron states. “We cannot seriously injure her in a way that she can’t recover from, and if she brings out her crest then we have no choice but to back off.”

Both of the lower leveled Nobles nod their heads, but neither of them show any sort of deference to Velron. Because all three of the Nobles are the same rank of Barons, even if Velron was put in charge of the mission.

“The Princess’s exact power is largely unknown, but we know that she can’t take on Nobles above level 1175 since she retreated when fighting Baron Valruth last fortnight,” Velron continues, his voice still a low whisper as the three Nobles begin to slowly make their way over towards the mountains. “The two of you are to cover our traces until we manage to get as close to her as possible before I link the gate to her and teleport the Princess back to Demon Isle.”

The Nobles don’t say anything in response, but Velron knows that they heard. Just that neither the mirage wyrm nor the arachne wish to lower themselves into acting like subordinates.

“Let’s go,” Velron declares, and the group of three Nobles immediately speed up a little.



Scarlet

I tap my foot as I look up at the full moon high in the sky, wondering how long it’s gonna take for those three Nobles to get here.

Despite what they think, I found them a while back. The moment they arrived in fact.

The senses of a blood lycan are just way too powerful. Something the changelings and traitors amongst the humans learned over the month of the ceasefire, when I simply cleared them all out myself with my hearing and smell alone.

A rather boring process, if I’m being honest. And there were more traitors amongst the humans than I thought. Whether they were people betraying us to the demons to be turned into a demon themselves through infection by a powerful undead demon or people just hurting the war effort for their own profit.

Ever since then, things with the war have proceeded rather smoothly. Especially with the changelings out of the way entirely. From all of the human cities instead of just the supply storage from before.

The sub-commander of the demon army wasn’t exactly very happy about that though. The one that replaced Satan.

And that woman…

I feel a chill run down my spine at the memory of meeting her. A very unpleasant memory. One that makes me extremely glad I stayed the hell away from the Valley of Illusions back on Tartarus the times I was on the planet.

Succubus are scary. And not in a powerful sense, I mean in a… creepy sense.

And supposedly Lily is one with her Sin held in check rather well. But despite that, the look she was sending me sometimes as if she didn’t even realize she was doing it…

Another shiver runs down my spine at that as I glance at Allen who is currently taking away the Class IV demons I captured, along with the kitty who Allen decided to take in at my insistence. As long as I use my Power Drain skill on it and Amelia uses her null magic on it to limit its power down to that of an actual cat.

The kitty is fine with the decision too since it means it won’t end up locked up and interrogated. Apparently the thing actually has a lot less sapience than I thought it had. Just about the sapience of a child, although not a human child.

He even acts like a cat.

I don’t really like the idea of the kitten ending up dead or in a cell locked away, so this is the best situation.

The kitten aside, I turn my attention back towards the sky again.

Speaking of Power Drain, that skill’s probably been one of my most useful skills over the last few months. One that lets me absorb the life energy, blood magic attacks below epic rarity, and a small amount of mana from targets, lets me put the life energy and mana into my own skills to increase their efficiency and power, and lets me passively decrease the stats of those I designate as enemies by a very small amount.

Come to think of it, I wonder if I can drain the mana from the illusion skill that demon has set up over their group?

I purse my lips slightly at that thought before shrugging.

Doesn’t really matter considering that I can still hear them despite the illusion. And I have to admit, it’s a little awkward. Considering how they’re planning how they’re gonna sneak up on me and teleport me to Demon Isle before I realize what’s going on.

Well, either way, I should deal with them.


Chapter 5

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

Bloodborne Apocalypse



Somewhere in the Mountains

Velron counts to three in his head before initiating the plan and teleporting straight through the trees across a mountain to appear right in front of where he senses the Princess at. All while the other two cover his traces and even put up an illusion of him somewhere else to distract the Princess.

But what he finds when he tries to link the personal portal gate he made to the Princess is the distinct lack of a Princess nearby.

The hell?!

He quickly looks around in confusion. Because he can sense that the Princess is here, but he doesn’t see her and he can’t find her presence despite sensing her for some reason.

Then foxkin’s eyes finally lock on a drop of blood floating in the middle of the clearing.

Without hesitation, he immediately tries to teleport away from the clearing, only to find blood raining down from the sky, making a burning sensation begin filling him from the Princess’s plagues. And one of the plagues, a terrifying one known to many of the demons in the demon army by now, starts draining away his mana. Particularly the mana he means to use when trying to activate a skill, making the skill activation sluggish.

Which leaves him staring up as the blood merges to form the Princess as she floats in the sky, no doubt using her Blood Manipulation to make herself fly. Then her eyes begin glowing even brighter than they already are with a red and black light with hints of purple mixed in, the light reflecting off of the blood rain with the dark red clouds filled with blood above them blocking out any light from the sky.

Just a single identify of the Princess sends a shiver running down Velron’s spine despite his level being one hundred and eighty-one levels higher than her own.

<|{Apex Predator} – Blood Lyca\n – Level 1010|>

Shit, I need to get out of here!

The Princess slowly grins as she glances in the direction of the other two Nobles, both of whom Velron senses running away. Because why would they stay there to help him? None of the three are combat focused Nobles, even if they outnumber her. And the very fact that she’s their Princess means they can’t kill her if they want to remain amongst the living themselves.

Then the Princess turns her attention back to him as she whisper mutters, “Let’s see what this can do on Nobles…”

Velron’s eyes widen with fear as her body leaks a faint red light with the black and purple glow from her eyes shining brighter. And immediately after that, he feels his body growing increasingly uncomfortable as his skin turns red and bubbles begin to form. Then he feels plagues building up all throughout his body, making it incredibly difficult for him to concentrate on teleporting.

Fuck…

The foxkin coughs out a mouthful of blood consisting of various different colors, none of which are natural, as he falls down to his knees. And his sensitive hearing picks up the other two Nobles doing the same.

Velron grits his teeth and tries to push himself back to his feet, focusing on his skills once more in order to teleport out of there. But then he feels plague-ridden blood begin surrounding him, spinning in a giant sphere with him at the center and only a small air pocket. One that vanishes within seconds as he feels chains made of blood locking him down. Chains he can’t fight against on account of not being a physical focused demon.

No…

The foxkin feels his teleportation blocked after the Princess tosses a strange box into the blood and then crosses her arms high above him.

How is she…

Velron’s thought slowly grow more and more sluggish as the plagues fill his body from head to toe, and soon enough, his own blood begins leaking out of his pores, his eyes, and his mouth to join the sphere around him. Until no more blood is in his body.

And right before the Noble’s mind goes dark one final time, he has a single thought. One filled with hope.

Please… Princess… save the demons… save… the Demon King…



Scarlet

I frown after clearing away the blood. Because while I managed to kill the foxkin, the other two Nobles got away. Even after using Bloodborne Apocalypse.

Then again, that skill was made for large groups of enemies. After all, the blood plague bullets it shoots out don’t exactly harm the ones that are firing the bullets. They’re meant to harm others around them.

A pity, but I managed to deal with another one of the demon Nobles.

That should put some more relief on the front lines.

And it was a spatial magic user too, which makes me extremely glad that I took that magi-tech item made by Allen’s father with me. The one that interferes with the space-time around the area, making teleportation almost impossible unless they’re a higher level than the one who originally helped Allen’s father to make the item.

Honestly, that item really is groundbreaking.

Then again, it figures that the genius who invented magi-tech in the first place would somehow come through and invent a brand new, groundbreaking device during humanity’s lowest hour. It’s classic after all.

I glance in the direction that the other two Nobles vanished in, not finding any signs of their travel in the process. Which makes sense. After all, while I could find them when they were first here, that was because they were here. They still specialize in this sort of thing after all, so there’s no way they’d leave traces to follow.

Although, I’m still rather curious about why they bothered to try kidnapping me out here in the middle of nowhere through an ambush. It just doesn’t make sense and risks their own Nobles in the process.

Normally Lily wouldn’t be that reckless with her plans.

A few seconds pass as I consider their plan before eventually shaking my head and heading back to the base after storing all of the foxkin’s blood in my blood storage.

I still have other matters to attend to right now. No use worrying about that.


Chapter 6

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

Home



Scarlet

“I’m begging you, could you please just leave a corpse fully intact for the researchers? Just one will do!” the annoying nuisance of an annoying pain in the ass researcher in front of me says for the fourth time as I sit in the chair in the middle of a lovely courtyard located at a home I bought with the money I’ve been amassing. A nice, large house standing at four floors and bordering on a mansion with a large swimming pool in the backyard.

I shush the guy with a scowl while glancing down at Aria who is sleeping on my lap with her head and shoulder resting against me, making sure he didn’t wake her. Then I look back up at him and tell him, quietly, of course, “I’ve told you this once and I will tell you again. I will not waste the blood of the demons I kill, much less Nobles. Despite their attacking of us, they are still sapient beings and shouldn’t have their corpses defiled for experimentation.”

The guy just won’t learn.

I’m already fighting on the side of the humans and killing the demons that I’m technically a princess of. So I’m not just gonna go and let the humans experiment and treat the demons I kill as nothing but lab experiments.

That would just be cruel to the demons who practically worship me.

Besides. Their blood makes for good fuel for my skills, and I know the demons would be happy to know that their blood is being used for my skills even if I kill them.

A few of them have even said it to me themselves. Which was kind of creepy.

“Yeah…” Tar mutters, sounding creeped out as he no doubt remembers those… bizarre times.

“But please, Lady Archeron, the full corpses of Noble demons would advance-” the nuisance continues, making me cut him off with a scowl. And to add to my intimidation factor, I make blood rain slowly begin to fall around us at a very light amount before controlling the blood to float around the two of us in the air.

The researcher from the newly created Researchers Union made up of the remnants of the old union clears his throat, the old looking man saying, “Ah-hem, my apologies Lady Archeron, but I need to be leaving now.”

Right. Sure you do.

I watch him quickly make his way out with a raised brow, then I turn my attention back to Aria who is peacefully sleeping on my lap.

Now that he’s gone, I stuff the blood into my Bloodwell Keep, finding the storage skill capable of holding a lot more blood than my old Blood Bank skill could. Even though it’s not a skill focused on blood.

Which is rather convenient.

I always wanted a storage skill, and it’s really nice to finally have one.

Speaking of skills, I glance at my status while lightly playing with Aria’s hair, making sure not to wake her in the process.

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

	Titles:
	The Apex Predator

	Age: 21	Level: 1012	SP: 6
	Stats:

	Physical: 3,136	Mental: 3,135	Magical: 3,135
	Physical/Level: 5	Mental/Level: 4	Magical/Level: 5
	Free Points: 0	Mana: 832,396/ 34,398,787.5	Free Points/Level: 10
	Active Skills:

	Bloodborne Apocalypse	Skill Level: 3	Description
	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 29	Description
	Power Drain	Skill Level: 28	Description
	Blood Nullification
	Skill Level: 27	Description
	Rain of Blood	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Blood Transformation	Skill Level: 21	Description
	Healing Reversal	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Blood Control	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Beast Transformation	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Swarm	Skill Level: 23	Description
	Gradual Corruption Nullification	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 35	Description
	Crimson Overdrive	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Vampiric Ascendancy	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Scarlet Aegis	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Eldritch Blood	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Lycan’s Regeneration
	Skill Level: 3	Description
	Blood Manipulation	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Princess’s Decree	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Apex Predator	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Bloodwell Keep	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 30	Description
			


Over the past few months I managed to level up my skills quite a bit. Although the two mythic skills have proven rather difficult to level up.

“Well, they’re mythical skills after all,” Tar says while floating around rather lazily. “Of course they’re harder to level than legendary and below rarity skills.”

True.

“By the way,” Tar suddenly adds while looking over at me, “When you thought earlier about having something important you needed to do, was it really just playing around with Aria?”

I firmly nod my head.

Of course it was. I basically became her guardian after letting her live at my house, even if the Bloodhound decided to move in as well to take care of her, so of course I need to drop by every now and then to spend some time with her.

“Tell that to the general,” Tar points out, but I just roll my eyes and look up at the beautiful full moon high in the sky.

The general can wait. It’s not like I’m beholden to the man in any way.

Besides. Ava helped me a while back when I went to her Association for the end of year thingy, so I don’t care much for the Golden Rider anyways.

She also helped heal me after my battle with that nightshade before the ceasefire.

“You didn’t like him before you even realized who he was though,” Tar comments.

Well, yeah, but still.

I feel Aria shifting around slightly, making me glance down to find her waking up.

“Morning sleepyhead,” I tell her, to which she groggily mutters a brief morning back. Then she gets off of me and begins slowly trudging into the house without another word.

At this point it feels more like she’s my daughter than my cousin in some ways. Which feels weird.

Speaking of, I glance up at the moon again while pursing my lips in thought.

Blue has been gradually gaining his emotions over the past several months, but not very fast. Right now the man barely ever shows himself in public anymore, and doesn’t even fight all that much anymore. Like he’s trying to figure himself and everything out.

Which really does mean that the Devourer’s tactic is working.

Then again, he’s getting his emotions back in the end, so that’s all that matters to me.

I sigh at that thought before closing my eyes, deciding to just relax in the peace and quiet. Because unlike most other rich people houses, mine is located on its own land far away from any cities. Although it’s covered in defenses to protect the inhabitants, mainly Aria. And since there’s only a few people living here, including me, some maids who make the food, Aria, and the Bloodhound, there hasn’t been a single Fracture anywhere nearby.

So it’s a rather peaceful place to live.

But I can’t stay here for long since the war needs me, so I stand up from my seat and stretch a little before calling out to Aria, “I’m heading out.”

After hearing her grumble something, knowing that I can hear it all the way from here, I begin flying through the sky using Blood Manipulation on my own blood to do so. A rather convenient method of using the skill.

Time to go see that annoying general.


Chapter 7

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

The Blue Knight’s Struggles



Scarlet

I sigh after I finish dealing with the general, only to blink in surprise when I find Blue after leaving the meeting hall. The man is just standing in the middle of the hallway, still as a statue. And he has this strange look in his eyes.

One of pain mixed with anger and sadness, but also with apathy somehow. Like he’s trying and failing to lock away his emotions.

“Scarlet,” he says with a nod of his head, and I nod back out of both instinct and the oddity that is the situation in general.

Because Blue never calls me by my first name. Ever.

It’s always either my Title or nothing at all. He would just use ‘you’ instead of any sort of name.

Well, that’s new.

“Would you mind giving me a minute to speak?” he asks, making my eyes widen in shock at the mere action of him asking instead of telling. “In private.”

I frown at that last part before shrugging and saying, “Sure.”

We then leave the building and I follow him through the sky towards the middle of the ocean. But unlike Amelia, whose little base is a tower in the middle of the ocean, Blue simply snaps his fingers, making the water itself part to reveal a large hole with no water in it. He then starts going down the water-less hole, only briefly glancing up at me as I follow.

And I quickly find that the ocean right about here is extremely deep. To the point that I’m pretty sure there’s some sort of fissure under the ocean right here.

Thankfully I can see in the dark, so it’s not a problem. So after a long time of falling, we eventually arrive at some sort of metallic door on the floor of the ocean.

He snaps his fingers again, making the door open itself to reveal a rather grand looking room on the other side. One that I take in as we fall into the room, the door sealing back up behind us.

The room has a large statue of a kraken at the center of it, with various aquamarine life swimming around over a dozen floating pockets of water. And some of the aquamarine life isn’t exactly the safest to have swimming like that, considering the sharks and orcas I see amongst them. Ones just openly swimming in the water bubbles, occasionally jumping from one bubble to another.

Meanwhile the room itself is set up like a large courtyard, with a massive garden around the center which is a large home.

Holy shit.

Yeah, I’d say Blue has his sister beaten in terms of grand looking secret bases.

“I wonder if Amelia has been here before?” Tar asks as he appears on my shoulder.

Probably. After all, I know all of the Knights have been to Purple’s tower, so I wouldn’t be surprised if they’ve all been to each other’s lairs before.

Although I do wonder what sort of home Black would have.

Red’s home is rather public though, since it’s in a Tier 1 city.

Blue leads me to a random little comfortable looking table with chairs and several fountains surrounding it in the middle of the garden. And just seconds later, creatures that I have to assume are some sort of water elementals in the form of humanoid creatures walk over to us, serving us tea as we both sit down.

Then silence ensues for nearly an entire awkward minute with the elemental servants just standing off to the side.

Fortunately though, I’m used to servants. Considering Tartarus and being a Princess. So they don’t bother me in the least.

They are a little surprising though.

Actually, in hindsight, maybe they aren’t… considering Blue’s previous emotionless self, having artificial servants to take care of his home just makes sense.

Eventually Blue finally speaks, “I wanted to ask about how Aria is doing.”

My eyes widen in shock at that.

He’s… worried about Aria now? Enough of his emotions have come back for him to be able to worry about her?

Then why hasn’t he gone to visit her? She’s actually been hoping for him to give her some acknowledgement ever since she heard about his emotions coming back. But he’s just avoided her even after that?

“She hopes that you’ll at least try to talk to her now that your emotions are returning,” I bluntly tell him, deciding there’s no point in keeping that from him.

His mouth parts open slightly as a pained look spreads across his face before he closes it again.

Several seconds pass in silence as he looks at the bubbles of water around us.

I let out a mental sigh, not doing it out loud due to the awkwardness of the situation. Then I join him in looking at the bubbles of water and aquamarine life in the air.

A few minutes pass like this before I eventually glance at the man and suggest, “You could always start out by bringing her here.” Blue’s gaze instantly snaps to me, his eyes widening slightly. “I’m sure she’d like that.”

He opens his mouth to say something, only to close it again. Then he repeats that process once more before finally saying, “Thank you. And thank you for getting my emotions back.”

I just shrug and point out, “I’m just doing this for Aria.”

Blue nods his head in understanding.

He seems to be really struggling about what to do.

Then again, not having emotions for decades and then suddenly having them again would probably be a rather major blow to deal with. Especially considering a lot of the things he’s done over the years.

The entire reason why Xyvandra decided to return his emotions this way.

A cruel fate. To slowly come to understand all of the atrocities you’ve committed without being able to do anything to fix them.

I take a light sip of the tea before leaning back and looking straight up.

Although I have to say, this is very awkward.

“Yep,” Tar mutters in agreement. “That it is.”


Chapter 8

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

A Demon’s Pain



Scarlet

The next few days end up being rather awkward, since Aria keeps asking me to join her when Blue takes her out. And their interactions aren’t exactly what I’d say normal. Considering that they aren’t really saying anything.

In the end, I’m just kind of left spending the couple-hour-long outings each time training my Blood Manipulation. One of the very few skills that I can train without actually fighting something, considering how it’s not necessarily a 100% combat based skill.

Even if it’s very useful in combat.

Amelia even joins in on a couple of our outings, my biological mother seemingly rather happy that her brother is getting his emotions back. Albeit with some conflicting feelings about what he’s done while he was missing them.

Especially the time he almost killed me. She doesn’t seem to want to let that go, even if he didn’t have his emotions then.

Which, as a result, makes things even more awkward.

“And I thought your family gatherings on your father’s side were awkward…” Tar mutters, making me nod my head as I walk through the falling snow on Mount Everest not long after my most recent dinner outing with them.

If it weren’t for Aria asking, I would never go to things like that. It’s just too awkward and is honestly a bit of a waste of time considering that I could be fighting instead.

“And here I thought you were growing more normal after reaching Class V,” Tar says with a sigh. “A pity.”

Rude.

Although, I will admit, the Sin of Pride doesn’t seem to affect me as much as it did before reaching Class V.

“That’s probably because of your null magic becoming more solidified in your reality after you merged your reality and body,” Tar says, making me look up at the moon above.

Yeah.

I search around the mountain for a bit before finding a small outpost made by the demon army. And without hesitation, I crush the outpost with some blood rain and more than a few plagues.

“You do know that the demons are starting to fear you now, right?” Tar points out. “Before they just respected you because of some of your achievements and your bloodline, but now they’re truly starting to fear you just like your father and grandfather. Especially because of your plagues.”

Yeah, a lot of them are defaulting to calling me that title they made for me. The Warden of the Red Plague.

“That title will probably be a real Title soon enough,” Tar says.

I nod my head in agreement after dealing with the straggler demons before looking around the mountains once more and finally finding them completely clear of demons. So I send a message to the annoying general about that and quickly begin heading back towards the Arctic through the air.

Time for some more corruption.



The Oni Citadel

A woman can be seen standing on the wall of the main Oni Citadel belonging to the Lord of Hellfire himself as it overlooks the Class V Gate leading to Earth’s Demon Isle. The woman has two bat-like wings with a full figure, a narrow but sharp tail, blood red armor that covers every inch of her skin, and two horns that follow the curve of her head. But despite that, her face is soft and has a soothing look to it. One that doesn’t match the image most humans have of succubus in the least.

However, it’s something she’s proud of. If for no reason other than to spite her own Sin that she hates more than anything in the world.

Lily del Rose lets out a sigh when a pool of purple and red light appears next to her before it morphs into a screen to show two Nobles kneeling in the throne room at Demon Isle.

Two of the three Nobles she sent after the Princess.

“You don’t need to say anything,” she states, purposefully not looking directly at the two so that her Sin won’t act up.

They failed and even lost one of their number. I was already prepared for that to happen, but to lose another Noble while we’re still saving up reality energy for The Reaper’s passage…

Lily sighs before glancing in the direction of the sky, where a large bubble of blood can be seen blocking out the moon and any celestial objects as the planet itself slowly moves away from the void invasion. Then she turns her gaze towards the central continent, to the massive pillar of blood shooting up into the sky that she can see even from where she’s standing on the South-Western continent.

Several seconds pass in silence before she turns back to look at the Gate, wishing that she could pass through it herself and simply drag the Princess to Tartarus. But the Gate can’t handle her right now. It doesn’t have the reality energy.

And even if it did have the reality energy, they need to save it for The Reaper to pass through.

Now that Scarlet is a Noble herself, as a Princess she has authority over any other Noble demon so long as she has her crest out. So none of the demon Nobles can harm her or even capture her to bring her back. Because if they send too many Nobles or too high a level Nobles, then the Princess will just escape herself or as a last resort use her crest. But if they send too few or too weak Nobles then she’ll just kill them, making their situation even worse.

If it weren’t for that White Knight…

Lily feels her eyes spark with a pink flame as her anger and the memory of the woman’s appearance the time she saw her with Leonidas, not to mention Leonidas’s appearance, sparks her Sin of Lust for a moment, only for Lily to dig her claws into her own palms to snap herself out of it. Then she takes a deep breath and lets it out.

Damnit.

The succubus takes another deep breath before glancing at the illusion showing the image of the two Nobles, still purposefully not looking directly at either of them as she says, “There’s only one thing we can do at this point.” She turns to face the Gate again. “Tell her about what’s happening.”

“Understood, Duchess Rose!” both of the Nobles declare before the illusion vanishes.

I’ll just have to hope that Her Highness decides to come back on her own.


Chapter 9

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

Hell on Tartarus



Scarlet

I let out a long and drawn out sigh as I tap my foot in impatience, simply letting the zombies around me each take a single bite out of my arm. On an already wounded spot, of course. Otherwise they wouldn’t be able to scratch me.

Then I blow up the zombie in question’s head with nothing more than a tiny needle of blood I made from Blood Manipulation.

A rather long and drawn out process that has me wondering if I can try getting a game console or something out here that the demons won’t just destroy. But I eventually drop that plan since I don’t think it would work out very well.

I’m pretty sure the zombies biting my arms would make playing a game rather difficult.

“And I’m pretty sure anyone passing by would think you need to go see a psychiatrist,” Tar mutters, but I ignore him.

How many more instances of corruption do I need to clear out, anyways?

He doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before answering, “A lot.”

I just turn an unamused stare towards him without saying a word.

The tanuki shrugs his little tanuki shoulders from his place floating several meters above the ground, outside of the zombies range.

I eventually let out a sigh before suddenly stiffening up, the process of which sends all of the zombies on me flying before they turn into little pastes on the trees around us as I focus on the powerful life source I sense approaching with life sense. And within seconds, my wounds all heal and my armor repairs itself.

Then I activate my armor’s crest, making it appear on my chest as I call out, “I know you wouldn’t approach me like this to attack. Lily isn’t stupid enough to send someone to do that. So why are you here?”

It takes a second, but the source of the life energy and powerful mana enters my sight through the trees, revealing themselves to be a vampire.

|Artorius von Nightborne – Vampire – Level 1501|

A high level vampire count.

The man is wearing a set of black and blue armor and his glowing eyes are radiating through the cold mist around us as he quickly bows down to me and says, “I have a message from Duchess Rose.”

I fold my arms before tapping my finger once on my arm, making chains of blood shoot out of the ground to wrap around each and every zombie nearby to stop them from moving. Or more specifically, to stop them as they try to attack the both of us.

Wouldn’t want the Count killing them when they haven’t infected me yet after all.

“Speak,” I tell the Count with a frown on my face.

“Yes, Your Highness,” he states without raising his head. “Tartarus is in dire condition right now and we need your help.” My eyes narrow slightly. “His Majesty is in seclusion within his castle as he moves the planet-” I blink at that casual statement “-and The Reaper has taken control of the kingdom in his stead. However, the Lord of Hellfire has entered a frenzy due to the actions and demotion of his son and is destroying vast amounts of Tartarus in the process.” He finally raises his head with a pleading look in his eyes. “We, the demons of Tartarus, beg of you for your aid in bringing His Majesty out of his seclusion and ending this crisis.”

My frown grows deeper as I try to process everything the man had just said.

Particularly the part about Gramps moving the planet. Which seems like a bit too big of a fact to simply gloss over like the Count did.

It does explain what Gramps is doing. Since I knew he was busy doing something, but he refused to say what it was.

Tar?

“He’s telling the truth,” Tar answers right away, most likely allowed to talk to me about the subject now that I’ve learned about it on my own. Sort of. “Your Grandfather has been busy moving the planet in the opposite direction of the void invasion ever since the void invasion began. And since it’s a rather delicate process, he’s locked himself away in his castle on his own during it.”

So he’s too busy to pay attention to what’s happening on Tartarus.

Would he notice it if I stepped on Tartarus myself? Or if I tried entering his castle?

“It’s not likely,” Tar says, surprising me. “He has completely sealed himself in, and no one can enter his castle at all. Neither can he sense anything around him since his focus is entirely on moving the planet without killing the inhabitants in it or destroying the planet itself.”

The very fact that he’s worrying about destroying the planet on accident is a terrifying notion.

Actually, come to think of it, if he can move the planet then why didn’t he move it towards us?

“Because he doesn’t know where in the universe Earth is,” Tar answers. “He only knows where the void invasion is because of the pure power sent out through the rift from the Class VI voided overlord. Something that can be sensed from halfway across the universe.”

Oh. That’s rather frightening.

“What could I possibly do to help this situation?” I ask the Count in front of me before adding, “From what my fae partner has told me, there shouldn’t be anything I can do.”

The Count grimaces and asks, “Are you sure?”

“If you didn’t already know, Gramps wouldn’t be able to sense me since he’s so busy, so the only thing I might be able to do to help is to clear the curse from the demons,” I answer with a light shrug. An answer that seems to give the Count some hope before he frowns again.

Is he…

“What do you need to do that?” the Count asks, an incredibly serious look on his face.

A light grin emerges on my face.

This could be useful.


Chapter 10

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

Unique



Purple’s Tower

The Purple Knight of Humanity, known by all as a wise and mysterious woman whose visible age changes almost every time she is seen, finds herself feeling stumped as she stares at the scrying window in front of her. One that she often uses to check on the progress of the war directly from her tower, making her not need to leave her home. Something that allows her to keep to her shut-in nature.

But now she’s not sure if there’s something wrong with her scrying window or if there’s something wrong with the Princess’s head as she watches the girl standing at the front of several long lines of undead demons, each of whom are just walking up to her, scratching her once, and then being turned into nothing but dust. With four lines moving along at once. All while the girl frequently cures the viruses they give her.

I… what?

And if that sight wasn’t bizarre enough, she finds several Noble demons simply standing around bowing down to her without raising their heads. But she knows that the Nobles are all slaughtering every undead that scratches the Princess, as despite their seeming stillness, each of the Nobles is very clearly extremely tense right now.

As if what is currently happening was treasonous to them or something.

No, seriously. What is going on?

“You already know what she’s doing, so there’s no reason to ask,” Gabriella’s fae, Amethyst, states in a droll tone of voice.

Yes, but why is she doing it like that?

“Because it’s fastest that way,” Amethyst answers, the fae appearing in the air in the form of a tiny, floating penguin.

Purple purses her lips at that before lightly shaking her head and changing the scrying screen to show Demon Isle, where the demons are currently gathering for a war council. One whose purpose is already known to Purple.

To think the Lord of Hellfire would go berserk at this time. And all the other Demon Lords trying to fight him to stop him would do is enrage him even more, so there isn’t anything they can do without the Demon King.

She frowns while tapping her chin for a second. Then she just sighs, closing out of the scrying screen as she lies back down on the floor of her tower.

At this rate the war might end sooner than anyone would’ve ever thought.

Purple stares up at the ceiling for a bit before Amethyst simply flops down on Purple’s chest, making the Knight let out a brief breath of air in response. But she doesn’t show any surprise since she’s used to her behavior after being with the fae for a couple centuries by now.

One way or another, this is going to mean more work for me soon enough…

The Knight sighs at that thought.



Scarlet

“Scarlet, I’m pretty sure there are people judging you right now,” Tar points out, making me briefly glance at the Nobles around us.

I doubt the Nobles would judge me. They are too fiercely and obsessively loyal to do that. To the point of them being kind of creepy.

They’re even killing off their own undead after letting them infect me as if the mere act of infecting me while my crest is out is blasphemy in and of itself.

“And if someone happens to look at us through scrying magic?” Tar asks from wherever he is in the in-between.

Meh. Doesn’t really matter.

The only one who is strong enough to scry on Nobles would be a Class V anyways, and the only Class V seer is Purple. And knowing what I know of that woman, she wouldn’t care. Probably.

She’s probably more worried about her workload increasing rather than something like what I’m doing.

“Is she really that lazy?” Tar asks, sounding surprised.

Yep. I didn’t know this before, and most of the humans on Earth don’t either, but Purple is a shut-in who absolutely despises leaving her tower and dealing with others.

Her whole mysterious motif was just built because she doesn’t like talking to people, so she stays quiet most of the time.

Throughout our conversation, more and more undead continue to infect me and I continue using Gradual Corruption Nullification, removing their infections mere instants after they’re given. Largely because they’re such weak infections. Ones that I would probably end up healing on my own naturally within half a minute without even using Gradual Corruption Nullification.

“That…” Tar mutters, pausing for a second before continuing, “doesn’t really sound like the sort of behavior a Knight of Humanity should have…”

That has me raising a brow.

What, so you would prefer she be a psychopath who is now slowly regaining her emotions and grieving over what she did like Blue? Or have a split personality with one being a trickster almost on par with kitsune and the other a psychopath like Black?

“You… have a good point,” Tar responds after a second.

The Knights are all largely known for their rather… unique… personalities. It’s just something that’s bound to happen to Guardians over time as they grow stronger.

“Just like yours,” Tar says while appearing in the air and sagely nodding his head, making me narrow my eyes at him.

Excuse me, but I haven’t changed the slightest bit since I contracted.

Tar raises a brow.

I divert my gaze slightly.

Okay, maybe I’ve changed a little.

I find him raising his other brow out of the corner of my eyes.

Well anyways, what’s going on with your father these days?

I smile at the tanuki while acting like our previous topic never happened.

He scoffs but answers all the same, “Father has been busy running council after council, preparing for something big. But none of my siblings have been allowed to participate in the councils, so I don’t know what any of them are about.”

Secret councils? That’s interesting.

“Yeah,” Tar continues. “But there is one thing I do know.” His eyes narrow slightly. “Whatever he’s planning, it won’t happen for several years at the very least.”

I wonder… could it be that?

After pondering over it for a few seconds, I just shake my head, making the Nobles around me all tense up at my movements. But I just raise a hand to stop them from doing anything.

Then I continue letting the undead take bites and scratches at me.

Fun.


Chapter 11

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

The Bane of Corruption



One week after Scarlet began working with the demons to cure corruption

Activity is at its peak throughout the universe. On Earth, humans both Guardians and otherwise can be seen fighting off the demon threat in the war. On Tartarus, demons are doing nothing but fleeing from the Lord of Hellfire’s rampage, many of them taking to joining the war even if they weren’t previously planning on doing so. And within various planets all across a single corner of the universe, the void invasion continues wiping out one planet after another, destroying the planets themselves after slaughtering every inhabitant of them.

Meanwhile inside of an office on Earth, the General of Humanity’s Military continues strategizing for the war, his teeth gritted as he feels the loss of the Princess’s assistance over the past several days. A loss that had come with only a single message of warning telling him that she would be back soon. And no matter how much he contacts the Knights, none of them answer him to tell him what she’s doing.

At the same time on Tartarus, the Demon Lords other than the Lord of Hellfire gather to discuss what they should do with the Lord of Hellfire, his rampage having gone on too long and the Princess still not showing any progress on removing the curse.

All while the Demon King himself continues carefully moving the planet, unaware of everything going on around the planet itself as he does so.

Until a single Universal Notification rings out through the minds of every being initialized into the System on both Tartarus and Earth, the System itself not having expended anywhere beyond those two planets.

A notification that has everyone immediately halting whatever they were doing, leaving silence to spread across the worlds.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has attained a new title-bearing mythic skill!
Scarlet has now attained the title ‘The Bane of Corruption.’
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Then the many important people across the worlds each have different responses.

The Demon Lords all let out sighs of relief, deciding to put their decision of putting down the Lord of Hellfire aside for now.

The General of Humanity’s Military lets out a pent up breath, wondering why the Princess has to always surprise him every time something happens.

The Knights of Humanity each show knowing looks as if they had already expected the notification.

And the many demons and humans across the planet grow wild in their mutual cheers for their shared Princess. A Princess who is the first being to gain two Titles within such a short period of time.

Lastly the Demon King’s lips twitch ever so slightly after hearing the notification, his control of the world ever so briefly slipping during that moment of satisfaction, making Tartarus itself shake slightly, startling the demons who are busy celebrating. But the slip doesn’t last long, and the shaking almost immediately stops, so the demons return to cheering.



Scarlet

Huh. I don’t know if I should be happy about this or upset.

“I… uh… probably happy?” Tar says, sounding unsure himself.

	Rejoice, user Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, for you have earned the Mythic Skill known as Bane of Corruption. And along with it, you have been assigned the Title of ‘The Bane of Corruption!’
Bane of Corruption:
This skill allows the user to nullify any sort of corruption in their body instantly. They may also nullify any sort of corruption outside of their body given they have the mana and time to nullify it.
Ritual scale corruption requires ritual scale usage of this skill to nullify and a massive amount of mana belonging to the user of the skill.
Rejoice for The Bane of Corruption’s arrival.



“Congratulations, Your Highness!” every last demon in the clearing shouts while all of the remaining undead vanish in an instant as if completely erased. Then one of the Nobles – the very same that had originally approached me about the development on Tartarus with the Lord of Hellfire – walks up and asks while kneeling down, “Your Highness, was the skill what you believed it to be?”

I purse my lips for a second, making all of the nearby demons tense up before I shrug.

The Nobles blink in surprise, so I answer, “Bane of Corruption can indeed nullify the curse.” They all immediately begin cheering only for me to raise my hand to call for silence. “But I will have to use the skill as a ritual type skill to nullify another ritual type skill, and it looks like I’m going to have to have what the System designates ‘a massive amount of mana’ to use the skill on a ritual. And the amount of mana and time it takes will depend on the strength of the curse.”

No one says a word as everyone digests what I just said.

From what I can tell, I won’t likely be able to nullify the curse just yet. It’s most likely too strong for that. Not to mention that I know the curse is a ritual skill cast by the late emperor of the humans back on Tartarus in the past. So I’ll need a bunch of other powerful people to help me use the ritual version of the skill to even attempt removing it.

But… just maybe…

“You think you might be able to nullify the curse from individuals instead of the entire species?” Tar asks, making me purse my lips and nod my head amidst the silence of the demons.

It may be possible. And while trying it on my own curse might not prove that it’s possible for other curses since it looks like nullifying corruption on me doesn’t seem to cost mana or time anymore, it will at least tell me if the curse can be partially removed or not.

“Yeah,” Tar mutters, his voice quiet as if he’s waiting with anticipation for me to attempt it.

And so, I do.


Chapter 12

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

The Root of Corruption



Scarlet

The very moment I turn the skill towards my Sin of Pride curse, I feel it clicking somehow. Like my skill locked onto the curse.

And as soon as I activate Bane of Corruption, I hear a shattering sound that echoes throughout the clearing we’re in, followed shortly by what appear to be red, purple, and black chains manifesting in the air while locked onto me. Then the chains themselves shatter under the eyes of all of the demons nearby, and along with them all of the powerful urges brought to me by the Sin.

I blink as I look at the remains of the chains of light falling to the ground before looking at my own hands.

“Well?” Tar asks while floating down in front of me. “How does it feel?”

I continue looking at my hands, simply turning them back and forth for a few seconds before eventually raising my head to Tar.

It feels liberating. My sense of pride is still here, but the uncontrollable impulses that came along with it are gone. And the pride itself has been significantly decreased as well. To a level even lower than it was before I contracted.

“The leftover is probably just your own natural pride, nothing more,” Tar comments while floating around me as if studying me. “Does anything else feel different?”

I purse my lips while looking down and then turning my head around to get a view of my current appearance, but nothing stands out as different physically. Even when I close my eyes and look inwards I don’t find anything really different.

The only real difference is the lessened sense of pride and the lack of any impulses.

I raise my head to look at the Nobles around me, each of whom seem like they’re waiting for me to say something. And interestingly enough, I can tell just from a glance that I would be perfectly fine with running away from them now if necessary. Which it’s not necessary.

Interesting. And likely will lead to me being in fewer dangerous situations.

“I nullified my own Sin of Pride curse,” I finally tell them, making all of the demons immediately start cheering. But to my surprise, some of them even start crying out of what I’m assuming is relief.

Wow. They’re happy.

“Well they’ve been dealing with their curses ever since they were born, and a lot of the Sins are much worse than Pride,” Tar points out, making me lightly nod my head in response.

True.

Just the thought about what some of the demons have gone through is terrifying. Ghouls eating their own family, oni killing their own family after losing control of their Wrath.

The Lord of Hellfire going on a rampage through Tartarus after losing control of his own Wrath.

And now they have hope of getting rid of those curses for good.

“Your Highness, would you please grace me with the nullification of my curse?” Artorius von Nightborne, the Noble who first got into contact with me for this, asks while kneeling down in front of me.

I frown at him before answering, “I don’t know if I’ll be able to erase others curses just yet, but I can try.”

He nods his head, “That’s all I would ask of you, Your Highness. Thank you, from the bottom of my heart.”

The vampire then lowers his head and closes his eyes as if preparing for whatever I’m going to do. So I follow suit and step forwards, placing my hand on his head and closing my eyes.

Then I activate Bane of Corruption, feeling the skill lock onto a source of corruption in the vampire. But this time I feel a powerful sense of resistance that has my eyes furrowing slightly despite being shut.

When I nullified my own curse, the curse itself felt like a little root branching from a much larger tree. And my skill first started by cutting the root from the tree before quickly erasing the root itself.

But the curse in this vampire feels different. It’s still a root connected to a tree, but this time my skill doesn’t seem powerful enough to cut the entire root from the tree. And whenever it tries, the root itself somehow regrows back in an instant, repairing the little damage my skill managed to do to it.

So after realizing that I can’t deal with his curse, at least not yet, I follow along the root to the tree itself.

And immediately regret it as I feel my knees dropping out from beneath me as I cough out a mouthful of blood, my eyes shooting open.

The vampire quickly gets up and grabs my shoulders as he helps me stand, but I just raise a hand after a second and stand up myself.

“What happened?!” he exclaims. Meanwhile I find all of the other Nobles looking worried. Likely both about me and whether I’ll be able to nullify their curses.

I use my Blood Manipulation to grab the blood that had left my mouth and partially covered my lips and chin before storing it into my Bloodwell for later use in combat. Then I look up at the Nobles and answer, “It looks like I’m not strong enough to nullify other demons’ curses yet. And when I tried to follow the curse back to its source… you saw what happened.”

They all begin to grow a lot more depressed at my words.

“I’ll probably be able to nullify individual demons’ curses in a hundred or two hundred more levels,” I tell them, bringing their hopes back up. “But without using the skill as a ritual skill I likely won’t be able to nullify the curse on demonkind itself. And even with a ritual usage, I probably won’t be able to pull it off until I’m at least a viscountess.”

They all feel conflicted, but in the end most of them seem happy with the results.

“Well, none of them really expected to ever be able to erase their curse in their lifetimes,” Tar comments, making me nod my head in agreement.

Yeah.

“I’ll go level up a hundred or so times and then head to Tartarus to nullify the Lord of Hellfire’s curse,” I tell them, making the count nod his head before bowing again.

We have direction now.

And I’m curse free.


Chapter 13

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

Testing the Skill and a Surprise



Scarlet

After separating from the demons, each of whom have to return to the war effort just like I do, just on different sides, I test out the new Title-Bearing Mythic skill a bit more. And after trying it on various different types of demons of varying different levels, I find that it is actually easier to use the skill on Class Vs. Although I’m still not strong enough to nullify another demon’s curse yet, regardless of their Class.

And fortunately their level doesn’t matter in the slightest. Only their Class.

It’ll probably take me one or two hundred more levels before I can nullify the curse of another demon. Then another one or two hundred more levels after that to be able to nullify the entire curse. With the help of a bunch of Class Vs in a ritual casting of the skill, that is.

All that said though, I wonder if I can clear out the other curse yet or not… the one blocking anyone from using technology above Tartarus’s level of technology from back when the curse was placed. Because unlike the curse on demons, that curse placed on the planet of Tartarus itself wasn’t a ritual curse.

It might be possible for me to remove it.

Then again, I should wait to do that until after the war is over. Considering how the demons would just end up bringing our tech back there and upgrading their own technology before coming to Earth with more advanced technology.

Which would lead to problems.

I sigh as I finish testing on the last demon and begin heading back towards the frontlines of the Eastern war front.

At this point there’s no reason for me to stay in the Arctic, since I already have Bane of Corruption. So if I want the best place to gain levels, the Eastern frontlines is the best place to go.

It’s too bad those Nobles from earlier couldn’t just bring me with them and try to power level me or something. But that’s just not how the System works. It’d end up slaughtering demons for no reason.

And while that would help with the war, I highly doubt the demons would be happy about it.

After running for a bit, I transform into blood the moment I reach the shoreline of the Arctic. Then I fly through the air towards the Eastern continent.

I’ll have to talk to the Knights and the general about heading to Tartarus though. Because at this point, while the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin would definitely make a good training grounds at my current level unlike when I was Class IV, being on Tartarus right now might not be the safest thing. Not when a certain oni is rampaging around the planet slaughtering everything and everyone he finds in his rage.

“You should stay on Earth,” Tar says, making me purse my lips.

Maybe that would be for the best.

There are plenty of Nobles here to fight now anyways, so it might be just as good training here as it is there. Plus there are actually more lower leveled demons here too, and I can deal with those by raising my level with numbers over quality too.

I might want to talk with a Noble demon about the situation over on Tartarus first though. Before I make a decision.

With that thought in mind, I continue flying through the air in silence for a while. And the moment I reach the land, I turn back into my physical form so as to not drain more mana than I need to. Then I transform into my quadrupedal beast form and begin charging across the land towards the frontlines, occasionally passing by and startling a city in the process.

Come to think of it, I hope Gramps didn’t make any mistakes while he was moving the planet due to the Universal Notification that I just had sent out.

“Hopefully he didn’t,” Tar says, agreeing with me.

I continue running for a while until I grind to a halt at the sight of a surprising notification appearing in my vision.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Amelia Asger has attained a new title-bearing mythic skill!
Amelia has now attained the title ‘Bane of Magic.’
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Wait a second, huh? Amelia just got… huh. Wow.

That was unexpected.

“It should help with the war,” Tar points out, making me nod in agreement.

Bane of Magic… sounds a lot like my Bane of Corruption Title that I just got. Makes me wonder if it just lets her nullify magic or something.

Wait, no, she already has a skill to do that…

I blink as I realize that I can just call her.

So I do.

“Scarlet? What’s wrong?” Amelia asks the moment the call connects between our terminals. And I don’t even bother transforming back from my quadrupedal form, instead using the special method of speaking through magic that Gramps and Leonidas taught me to answer.

“I was curious about what your new mythic skill does,” I answer her honestly.

She doesn’t say anything for a second before chuckling and saying, “It lets me make a field where magic can’t be used or affect anything.”

My eyes widen at that.

“Wait, does that include magic that was already in affect before you put up your field?” I ask, actually pausing in my run as I do so.

“It does,” Amelia answers, sounding smug as she does so. Even though I can’t see her face since I’m in my quadrupedal form.

That… will absolutely be helpful in combat.

And considering how powerful it is, she’ll probably etch it at some point in the future. So I could potentially get it as well.

“Of course that’s what you’re thinking about,” Tar says with a snort.

I ignore him as I tell Amelia, “Well congratulations on your new Title.”

“You too,” Amelia says in response, following which we both share a brief goodbye and end the call.

Then I continue running towards the frontlines with whatever passes for a grin on my quadrupedal beast form’s face.

This’ll be an interesting turn of events.


Chapter 14

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

Unpleasant Meeting



Scarlet

“You’re kidding me,” I state without a hint of emotion in my face or voice as I stare at the general in front of me. “You have to be.”

He shakes his head and glances at the PR representative of the military and the PR council member for the government who are both standing next to him. And he doesn’t say a single word.

“Your Highness,” the military’s representative says, sounding both formal and respectful at the same time, just like most other members of the military I’ve seen. People who respect me perhaps a bit too much. “The people are finally growing calm once again, and it’s all thanks to you. But due to the safety of the reporters, we haven’t allowed any of them near the frontlines. So there are precious few recordings of your leading on the frontlines. Of the hope you’re bringing the soldiers.”

“We must ask you to lead an army with several reporters amongst them into the frontlines to boost the morale of the people, Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron,” the government’s PR council member states, not bothering to hide his animosity towards me. A vastly different attitude than the military’s PR rep has.

I completely ignore the government’s rep, deciding that the man isn’t important enough to even bother caring about as I focus on the general and coldly state, “You aren’t joking.”

The general simply sighs and opens his mouth to speak, only for the government’s representative to start speaking instead, saying, “You will perform this task lest you-”

He cuts off as I raise my hand, using Blood Control on him directly – something I haven’t’ done before on anyone – to force him to shut his mouth. Something he isn’t exactly pleased about, but I don’t give a shit as I continue to control him, forcing him to walk out of the room. All without even so much as glancing at the Class IV government council member who is only at the low level seven hundreds.

“Explain, general,” I state, my voice void of any emotions right now.

The idea of taking a bunch of reporters into battle and leading a damned army to fight against the demons is fucking ridiculous. Not only is it a waste of my time that could be spent fighting the demons and leveling up, but it’s also a major security risk in regard to the reporters themselves. Because I have no way to know if they are planning on betraying us in some way to the demons, nor do I feel like taking responsibility for them if they end up hurt or dead during the battle.

And that’s not even mentioning the whole leading an army thing. Something I’ve never done before.

“Calm down, Scarlet,” the general says with a placating gesture that has my eyes narrowing a bit more. “All you’re expected to do is lead the charge in the attack. The targets of the operation won’t need a masterfully thought-out plan to take on. You could probably kill them all yourself if you were given the chance. We just need the reporters to see and record you ‘leading’ a force of human Guardians against the demons. Recordings of each of your forms, preferably. To show you off to the people.”

I scowl at the man, but I can understand his thinking. Morale has shot up in the army thanks to me, but the civilians don’t really see what I’m doing firsthand. All they’re getting is second-hand information, being told repeatedly that I’m fighting. And while there have been a few recordings of me around, those were all taken by soldiers without any commentary and without any professional recording involved.

In fact, I’m pretty sure I’ve heard about some people trying to slander my name again, saying that the government and military are only saying that I’m doing all of this but in reality I’m not doing anything. That I’m just some sort of figurehead made to look pretty for the people and give hope without actually doing anything.

Which is absolutely ridiculous, considering the Universal Notifications I’ve had over the years quite literally painting proof in front of their faces. But some people just have a lower IQ than they have number of brains.

“I thought normal humans only had one brain?” Tar comments from his place in the in-between.

Exactly.

He snorts in amusement.

“Whether I agree to this depends on the operation in question,” I eventually state, not even bothering to act like I’m under his command or anything. Since I’m under no obligation to follow his orders.

The only reason I’d consider it is if I get something from this.

“The operation is a simple one,” the general states, not phased in the slightest by my bluntness. “A force off demons under the lead of two noble vampires is marching along the northern coast of old-world Russia towards our northernmost base, which is currently without any Class V Guardians to defend it. And we need you to take on both of the Noble vampires for us.”

I tap my foot for a few seconds, only briefly glancing at the door as I feel the idiot council member trying to break free from my Blood Control skill still before I look back at the general again and ask, “Give me details.”

“The two Nobles are a viscount and a viscountess, both at the very beginning of their rankings at around levels 1202 and 1204, and they’re twins,” the general immediately gets down to explaining. “The forces under them are all vampires as well thanks to their lack of sensitivity to the cold, and they’re all Class IV demons. Meaning the forces that you’ll be leading will all be Class IV and III Guardians.”

Class IV Guardians to deal with the Class IV demons and Class III Guardians to deal with any summons or minions the Class IV demons may have.

I purse my lips for eventually sighing and saying, “Alright, I’ll agree to this. But my top priority are the two Nobles. Not any of the humans or the Class IV demons.”

It’s hard to catch the Nobles off guard to kill them myself, considering how they always tend to run away. Which is annoying.

So having two of them marked will help. And they should be a low enough level for me to kill them. Even if they’re together.

“It’s much appreciated, Your Highness,” the general says with a light nod of his head.

Guess I’m going back to a very cold climate then.

“Um, Your Highness,” the military PR representative hesitantly comments, bringing my gaze towards him to find him looking at the door before he glances at me. “Would you mind setting the council member free?”

I glance at the door myself before snapping my fingers, making the man walk away. Which makes the military PR rep look a little nervous.

“Sure,” I tell him. “After he’s left the base.”

Tar snorts as I feel a small smirk stretching across my face.


Intermission 1



The Bloody Duchy

Leonidas scowls at the pool of blood in front of him, The Reaper, and The Devourer, all three of them simply watching in silence as the atrocities continue revealing themselves on the pool of blood in the form of moving images. Images of the Lord of Hellfire turning entire cities to nothing but ashes, making screams echo out across vast distances around the cities due to his hellfire burning them all the way down to their realities. All while the Lord of Hellfire himself is blazing with a red and black flame with equally red and black light shining out of his insane eyes as he lets his Wrath lead him around.

“He isn’t fully lost yet, so there’s a chance to return him to his sanity,” Leonidas declares with a grimace. “But none of us can do it without killing him.”

Neither Lucius nor Xyvandra say a word as the two watch the atrocities being committed.

“At this rate, our only hope to stop him is to either kill him ourselves or hope Scarlet grows strong enough to nullify his curse sooner,” Leonidas says with a complicated look on his face at the idea of his daughter coming to Tartarus during this time.

Both Lucius and Xyvandra nod their heads in agreement.

Silence fills the Castle of Ruin for several minutes before Leonidas eventually sighs and says, “I’ll try to keep him busy to buy my daughter time.”

Lucius and Xyvandra both send surprised looks towards him, not having expected Leonidas to risk himself like that. Because unlike with most types of magic, hellfire can leave permanent damage. So even though Leonidas is stronger than Vorgrim, the Lord of Hellfire will very likely leave permanent damage on Leonidas. Damage that will remain until the Demon King is able to heal him.

It'll be troublesome, but I believe in Scarlet. I know she’ll be able to clear his curse. And if I want to save as much stability in Tartarus as I can for Father, I have no choice.

Unfortunately for Leonidas, he knows that neither Lucius nor Xyvandra will be of any help in restraining the Lord of Hellfire, since both of them use magics that will always leave permanent harm to the target. Both death magic and mind-eater magic.

Leonidas sighs at that thought before opening his mouth to say something more, only to blink and turn to the corner of the room when he finds an unexpected visitor standing in the room. One he instantly recognizes as the leader of the Kitsune Clan, Raiden Amaterasu.

Then only seconds later, a few more individuals enter the throne room as well.

The leader of the Succubus Clan, Lily del Rose, leader of the Arachnae Clan, Glaxius Scythlera de Scy, and the leader of the Oni Clan, Sartorius Blackthorn of the Black Flame. Father of the Lord of Hellfire.

“We will assist you,” the leader of the Arachnae Clan declares, the man standing in his humanoid form wearing pitch black armor, with two pitch black eyes with several spider-like limbs stretching out of his back. “Your Royal Highness.”

All of the other Clan leaders nod their head in agreement with a brief, “Your Highness,” making Leonidas grin.

So all the Clan leaders are here now.

Leonidas himself, the leader of the Blood Lycan Clan, Xyvandra, the leader of the Mindeater Clan, Lucius, the leader of the Ghoul Clan, and the four standing in front of him. All in one room for the first time outside of a Royal Council in over a thousand years.

Of the leaders, every last one of them appears to be dead serious. Even Amaterasu, who Leonidas has never seen so serious before out of the sight of Leonidas’s father.

“Very well,” Leonidas states, his grin growing even wider. “We will move out within the hour to restrain the Lord of Hellfire.” Then his grin goes cold. “I’ll be at the front of the battle with Lady Raiden and Lord Scy. Sartorius will deal with putting out all of the hellflames to limit the nearby destruction from his son’s rampage, and both Lady del Rose and Xyvandra,” Leonidas pauses for a second as he glances at The Devourer, making sure she is fine with participating since he has no real authority over her. And after she nods her head, he turns to Lucius, finding him doing the same. So he turns back to the group as a whole and continues, “Lady del Rose and Xyvandra will be in charge of digging into Vorgrim’s mind and attempting to direct him back to sanity. But if you can’t do that, then simply do whatever you can that won’t cause permanent harm to him.” Finally, he turns to Lucius again and finishes, “And Lord Blackheart will be in charge of managing the rest of the world, the demons, and the Gates and Fractures while we’re all out.”

“As you command, Your Highness,” the Clan leaders declare with the exception of the two Demon Lords who just nod their heads towards Leonidas.

However, right when Leonidas is about to call for a brief pause so that they can all prepare, Sartorius kneels and says, “Your Highness, may I make a request?”

Leonidas glances at him with a frown before eventually stating, “You may.”

The oni quickly continues, “Your Highness, I wish to participate in the battle.”

Leonidas doesn’t show any surprise at his words, having almost expected it of the man.

Vorgrim is his son after all.

“As long as you make sure to keep the hellflames under control, you may do as you please,” Leonidas declares, making Sartorius nod his head and answer, “Thank you, Your Highness.”

Leonidas looks back at the blood portal next to them before looking up again and raising his voice, “Prepare for the battle ahead. We move out in an hour.”

All of the demons vanish in an instant, leaving Leonidas alone in his throne room.

Silence fills the room for several seconds as Leonidas watches Vorgrim going on his rampage.

I hope I don’t have to kill you in the end, old friend.

Then Leonidas vanishes from the throne room as well, leaving to prepare himself for the battle.


Chapter 15

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

The Eve before the Operation



Scarlet

I frown as I stand on a cliff overlooking the camp our forces have set up for the operation along with the snow-covered forest around it. The base camp itself is mostly just tents, but there are also several smaller buildings created by earth magic users and the like. Meanwhile all across the camp there are a total of three thousand one hundred and eleven Class IVs and another fifteen thousand Class IIIs all within the range of my senses.

The Class IVs are mostly in the inner areas of the camp with the Class IIIs around them. But there’s also another ring of Class IVs around the Class IIIs, surrounding them on both sides to make sure the vampires don’t attack.

But I’m the only Class V here, with the other eighty or so Class Vs of the human Guardians spread around the world. Although I think only about sixty-five of those Class V Guardians are actually helping with the war against the demons.

If I remember correctly, about seven of the Class Vs are Rogues, not Guardians. Criminal contractors. Meanwhile the other eight or so Class Vs are uninterested in the war, most of them having ways to hide from the demons even if the demons take the world. Including the two Class V space magic Guardians who can create their own little rifts in reality to live in, secluded away from the world.

Or, well, some of them are uninterested. Others simply aren’t mentally fit to join the war. Whether they have mental issues or a friendly fire issue that had them banned from participating.

It’s a pity, but it also means I get both these Nobles to myself.

I look out over the base camp as the snow falls around us, trying my damndest to ignore the reporters currently pointing their cameras at me from both the bottom of the cliff and behind me. Something that they’ve been doing rather often since I started the preparation for this operation.

The idea of bringing reporters to the frontlines is ridiculous.

Just why? I understand that the people want to see what’s happening, and that it would improve morale and shut up the idiots amongst the citizens, but still… it’s just reckless.

“Because humans are strange creatures,” Tar answers while in the in-between. Because apparently having a tanuki sitting on my head or shoulder damages the image they’re trying to present of me being cool and all. “They care too much about things that don’t matter rather often. And some humans are just plain illogical.”

Yeah… at least the demons have the excuse of the curse for their actions. But some people can just be plain stupid.

Worrying about PR while in the middle of a major war that determines the fate of the world. Not to mention a Class IV council member trying to order me around like he has the power to do that.

It’s just sad.

Thankfully I never saw the idiot again after that. Probably because the government most likely pulled him back after I sent him walking out of the military headquarters as he was shouting his head off.

“I have to admit, that was funny,” Tar says with a laugh that has me smirking slightly. Which leads to the reporters taking a picture of me at that very moment.

I hold myself back from grimacing.

Annoying.

Normally I ignore reporters whenever I’m in the city. And any fans and the like.

It’s a rather easy and simple thing to do when I can quite literally turn myself into blood.

But the entire point of this operation is to let them do their jobs. Even if I still draw the line at talking to them.

“Commander, I have a report,” the second in charge of the operation’s voice enters the area as the woman herself appears right next to me, using her spatial magic to teleport. Something I would probably be jealous of if I couldn’t already move faster than she can teleport.

“Speak,” I tell her while folding my arms under my chest and continuing to look out over the base as the Guardians keep watch, the soldiers not needing anywhere near as much upkeep as normal humans. Which is definitely a benefit for military operations.

“The diviners have determined the enemy force’s location, and the vampires are completely unaware of our presence as planned,” the high leveled Class IV Guardian known as Divider states while holding a clipboard to her chest.

I glance at her for a second, ignoring the reporters in the process.

Divider from what I’ve heard is about fifty-four years old despite looking like a nineteen-year-old. She has deep blue hair with faint tints of violet in it and violet eyes, with a strange purple light occasionally flashing from her veins. And her specialization of spatial magic focuses on combat. With her directly splitting space itself.

I turn away to look out at the base again as I answer, “That’s good.”

Looks like Purple is really helping us. I was rather surprised to hear that she offered to help of her own volition for the operation by hiding us from scrying and any other senses.

She normally isn’t exactly the most gung-ho person when it comes to… well… anything. Except when it involves staying held up in her tower by herself.

“She might be doing it because of you saving her life,” Tar suggests a possibility, and I have to admit, that’s the only reason I can think of as well.

“Keep watch on them,” I tell her while looking out over the city, having long since decided to take my role as commander of this operation seriously. “Wait until they reach the coast beneath the cliff north of us. We’ll launch our assault then.”

“Understood,” Divider states with a nod before teleporting away.

I sigh as the reporters snap another picture, most of them still recording as well.

This whole leading an army thing is a pain in the ass. Even if the only responsibility I have is coming up with a basic plan and leading the charge personally. The latter of which I do all the time anyways during the war. And the former being something I feel I should do, since while I am detached from people I don’t know most of the time, I’d still probably feel bad if thousands of people died under my orders.

Another camera flashes, making me struggle to hold back a twitch of my eye in irritation.

The reporters are still a pain in the ass though.

I just have to think about how I’ll never be dealing with them again after this.

The corner of my mouth quirks up slightly at that thought.

It’s certainly a nice thought.


Chapter 16

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

The Ambush



The Northern Coast of the Eastern Continent

Draven von Nightborne walks alongside his twin sister, Aurora von Nightborne, as their force of three thousand Class IV demons marches onto the coast from the tundra bordering it. And as the vampire walks, he constantly keeps his guard up, watching for any potential enemies. But no matter how many times he looks, he doesn’t find anything across the nearly endless tundra. All the way till they all climb downhill and arrive directly at the coastline.

“Stay vigilant,” he shouts at the other demons now that they’ve entered an easy ambush location.

Because no matter how many times the witch assigned to his forces says the humans don’t know of their existence, he won’t believe her. Not fully, at least.

Not when the humans have the Purple Knight of Humanity on their side, even if she’s not known to directly participate in small-scale conflicts.

Draven glances at his twin, finding the woman to appear as nonchalant as ever.

Both of the twins have been relatively detached from others aside from themselves for as long as they can remember, but Aurora is even more detached than Draven. And neither of them have much trust in other demons.

Not that that’s an uncommon thing amongst demons.

The two of them both have long white hair with the appearance of late teenagers despite their level, crimson eyes, and are wearing matching sets of black leather armor.

‘This operation is running too smoothly,’ Draven says to Aurora through their shared telepathy, making his sister nod her head. ‘Do you think the Purple Knight warned them about us and they’re setting up an ambush? Or do they simply not know of our arrival?’

Aurora purses her lips for a second before shrugging.

Draven sighs.

If I had to guess, they’re most likely unaware of our march. The Purple Knight isn’t one to care about forces as small as ours even if me and Aurora are leading here.

The two vampires continue marching across the coast before they split up at the sight of a large cliff overlooking a small stretch of coast, with Aurora heading to the back of the group and Draven staying at the front. And after tightening the demons’ formation a little, they slowly begin to head across the several-dozen-meter-long stretch of coast in front of the cliff.

If anywhere would be a good place for an ambush…

A loud clicking sound echoes throughout the area, followed by a shattering sound as the space in a large cube around them fractures.

…this would be it.

Draven immediately lets out a hiss as he raises both of his arms, spreading blood out around him with his Blood Surge skill along with making a Blood Barrier over his skin. And at the same time all of the demons immediately begin activating their own defense skills.

But some of them are too late when bolts of all kinds begin swarming down around them, killing more than a few of the demons in the ambush despite their preparation.

Draven grits his teeth as he raises his hands, pushing the surge of blood up into the air to envelop half of the attacks. Meanwhile his twin sends a surge of darkness up to envelop the other half. This gives the other demons time to recover and begin sending their own attacks back up to the top of the cliff, shattering the spatial barrier that was set up there to cover the ambushers’ presence.

At first glance Draven begins to grin since all he sees are weak Class III and IV humans.

Then his grin vanishes in an instant when something jumps down from the cliff, absorbing all of the blood in his attack without even slowing down before landing on the ground and smashing through hundreds of demons.

Draven’s eyes widen in shock and fear at the sight of the bloody mist flowing through the area that used to be the demons the girl just crushed. A girl he recognizes very well.

The girl has black hair with lightly glowing crimson streaks, glowing crimson eyes that reflect off of the snow falling down around them, and blood-red armor Draven easily recognizes as being made of Blood Metal. He even recognizes the Blood Runes shimmering in his vision thanks to his own legendary rarity skill related to blood runes.

“Her Highness…” he mutters, feeling fear at the mere idea that someone other than the Demon King could simply wrestle control of his own blood magic from him. And that fear only shoots up a notch when the Princess turns to look directly at him and grins.

Damn it…

Draven immediately feels the royal order flowing through him from the Demon Prince, Leonidas. One he gave to every Noble demon within the level range of his daughter, the Princess.

An order to fight the Princess to the death should she not have her crest out so that she can continue to grow stronger. Unless it’s simply just throwing their lives away, since that wouldn’t benefit her at all.

So without hesitation, Draven, driven partially by the royal order, manifests dozens of blades made out of blood above him and throws them all at the princess.

Only for his eyes to widen in both shock and fear at the sight of the blades directly striking the Princess and instead of harming her, merging into her skin and making her skin begin to glow a faint red.

Blood magic used against her… empowers her?!

Draven flinches as the Princess begins slaughtering the Class IV demons in between him and herself, only to be sent flying by a bolt of darkness sent by his sister. But she quickly gets back up while a massive hole in her side completely heals under his very eyes.

Then she just shakes her head and frowns, focusing on Aurora.

All while attacks continue raining down on the force of demons under Draven’s command from the Class IVs above that have gone unhindered thanks to the Princess’s presence.

Draven grits his teeth and begins using his higher rarity blood magic skills, refusing to believe that she could be fully immune to blood magic. And just as he expected, the moment the massive orb of blood from his Blood Fall skill hits her, she grits her teeth and has to push back against it.

So she can only absorb blood magic of a certain rarity and below.

He narrows his eyes slightly and makes eye contact with his twin then looks back at the Princess again.

This’ll be tough.


Chapter 17

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

A Dance with the Twins



Scarlet

I wipe the blood from my mouth while absorbing it into my bloodwell as I climb back to my feet after being pushed to the ground by the male twin’s attack. But despite the attack not being absorbed by Power Drain, I can’t help but grin.

Because while I knew it was a possibility, the fact that one of the two Nobles uses blood magic is perfect for me.

Vampires are a species of demon that branches off into two different types of magic. Blood magic, which is less common, and darkness magic, which is more common. And by the looks of it, these twins have both magics, with the male twin having blood magic and the female twin having darkness magic.

But since all blood magic skills below epic rarity are simply absorbed to energize and heal me, the blood magic twin is going to have a rough time here. Most normal people, even at Class V, only have around half a dozen or so legendary skills. The stronger ones having upwards of a dozen. And since it’s normal to focus on the legendary skills you have, people don’t often put in as much time or SP on getting epic rarity skills.

Guess one of the vampires won’t be as much of a threat to me as I thought they would.

I identify both of them as I jump backwards to avoid a blast of darkness.

|Draven von Nightborne – Vampire – Level 1206|

|Aurora von Nightborne – Vampire – Level 1207|

Both of them are about 190 or so levels above me. Which should actually be a bit easier than fighting that Class V while I was in Class IV. Since they don’t have a Class advantage over me, and I have the stacks from the demons in their little army along with the +100% boost from Apex Predator.

I immediately start using Rain of Blood while also spreading plagues around through Blood Plague and only targeting the demons, giving the Class IV Guardians attacking from the cliff plenty of openings to kill the demons. And getting myself plenty of stacks until I quickly reach the maximum number of stacks in the process.

[Blood Thirst Effect applied. Stack is now 250. You have reached the maximum number of stacks you can have at once. Stacks will not reset for ten minutes regardless of kills made by the user.]

From my time fighting against the nightshade before, I learned that it means that it resets to ten minutes after reaching the maximum stack. Every time you get a new stack.

Which makes the skill pretty much permanent in battle.

“Your Highness, we greet you formally and wish for an honorable battle,” both twins declare at once, surprising me for a moment. But I just nod my head respectfully to them in return before sprinting towards the male twin to get the smaller problem out of the way first.

Vampires tend to have a large focus on magic without as much physical strength. Although they have strong mental stats as well since darkness magic tends to branch into mental magic.

The male vampire spreads both of his arms out, making his eyes glow red and the two canines in his mouth lengthen as blood begins to form around him. And in just an instant that blood starts glowing as well while moving faster and faster in circles around him so that when my claws reach him, I’m sent flying backwards while gritting my teeth.

So I turn into my bipedal beast form and immediately activate a skill I haven’t used all that much since getting it.

Vampiric Ascendancy.

I feel a powerful hunger immediately filling me as I see the crimson light from my eyes reflecting in the drops of blood falling down around us from my rain. And without hesitation I rush over to the nearest demons, not giving the vampires a chance to attack me before I grab them by the throats and lift them to me where I quickly tear into them with my own lengthened fangs. Then I move back and forth, slaughtering several demons until the twin sister raises both of her hands and sends what looks like some sort of necrotic bolt at me that has me frowning. But after realizing what it is I simply ignore it as it crashes into me, seeping through my armor and into my skin.

Then doing absolutely nothing.

After absorbing a bit more blood to enhance Vampiric Ascendancy’s effect, I activate Crimson Overdrive, making crimson lightning flow across my body as I rush straight towards the blood magic vampire.

The vampire’s eyes widen in shock at how fast I’m moving even in my bipedal form, but he and his sister both gather together and raise their hands, creating a large orb made of both blood magic and darkness magic appear in front of them. An orb that gives me pause for a second before I continue forwards, swiping my right hands claws coated in blood metal straight into the rapidly growing orb. But the orb manages to hold strong as sparks, blood, and droplets of darkness begin flying all over from the point of impact.

I grit my teeth as I feel the orb pushing me back, growing larger and larger by the second. All while the darkness and blood inside of it continue merging and mixing together to make a pitch-black blood that’s still rather different from blood of ruin. And not long after that I feel the blood metal around my claws beginning to slowly disintegrate, following which my claws themselves also disintegrate.

I’m not the only one taking damage though as with every single disintegrated particle in my hand, the two vampires grimace with bloody mist leaving their bodies thanks to Bloody Thorns. But eventually the orb begins to push past my claws and envelop and disintegrate my hands as well, so I activate Scarlet Aegis, making a blood red barrier appear blocking the orb before I transform into blood and move backwards.

After reforming myself my hands and claws are already fully healed, but the massive orb is still growing.

A ritual skill… albeit only with two people.

This’ll be interesting.


Chapter 18

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

A Clash of Blood and Darkness



Scarlet

Well, if they’re gonna go all out like that then I might as well do the same. So I activate Bloodborne Apocalypse, making all of the demons in the area freeze up as their skin starts bubbling. Including the two Nobles. But the Nobles manage to continue activating their ritual skill, only faltering a little when the bubbles on both them and the demons around them start exploding and shooting droplets of plagued blood through the air to pierce into everything except the humans.

But regardless of the damage done to them by my plagues, the ritual skill continues, making the orb grow larger and larger. And at some point the orb begins to writhe with what appears to be little serpents of darkness leaping out of the surface and back inside again. All while an enormous amount of mana flows inside of it.

I grimace as I feel a lot of my own mana drain from my mythic skill. Then I finally transform into my quadrupedal form with a loud roar right as the massive ritual skill orb is sent moving towards me. And along with my roar, I forcefully grab all of the blood in the area, including the blood I made from Bloodborne Apocalypse, and drag it into an orb to counter the one heading towards me. I even yank out the blood from the nearby demons who are already close enough to death that I can get past their reality to grab it, killing them off too.

Then I push my own orb of plagued and ruined blood to meet with the orb of blood and darkness moving towards me, making the two clash in the middle of the air.

Shockwaves are immediately sent out from the two orbs carrying along both darkness and blood, and I quickly raise my voice, shouting at the Guardians, “Retreat Guardians!”

All of the Guardians are immediately teleported out of the rift made by my second in command, following which the shockwaves crash into the surroundings, slaughtering demons by the hundreds. And it’s not just the demons, but everything around the area. The ground is being torn up, the trees disintegrated by the darkness, grass corrupted by the plagues, and rotting and boiling bodies lying all over.

Even the spatial walls around this dimensional rift are beginning to crack.

I grit my teeth as I continue pushing the orb at the other orb, feeling pain from the shockwaves hitting me as well. But I’m not the only one as I hear screaming coming from the other side of the orbs where I see the two Noble vampires practically shrieking as my plagues run rampant through their bodies.

So after a brief hesitation, I activate Blood of Ruin, increasing the chaos further as I quickly use the blood of ruin formed by the skill to empower my orb further right when my orb starts to move in my direction, losing out to their orb.

I cough out a mouthful of blood and grimace at the sight of my orb still moving in my direction.

Damnit, just how fucking powerful is that ritual skill?!

Well, this fight will be a bit harder than I expected.

I grit my teeth before letting out another roar while enhancing my Blood Manipulation skill along with all of the other skills filling the orb. And slowly but surely, my orb begins to push back against their orb, forcing it closer and closer to the two vampires who are now starting to look panicked along with their pain from the shockwaves.

Cuts begin to open up all over my body as my life energy is drained by my own skill. But even then, the orbs still manage to reach a stalemate when the orbs make it to the halfway point between us.

The wounds on my body repeatedly open up and close as my body regenerates and is hurt over and over again. And despite Pain Diffusion stopping me from feeling all of the pain, I still somehow feel tense and stress all over that has me letting out another roar.

Out of nowhere I hear cracking sounds as blood begins to pour out of my eyes, mouth, nose, and even the pores on my skin. All while I push more and more of my life energy into the skills.

But then both vampires begin roaring on their own, making my eyes widen as I look through the blood in my vision to find them both sending attacks my way from around the orbs. So I grit my teeth and create two Scarlet Aegis on either side of me, blocking the hits while putting a vast amount of my remaining mana into using a skill I haven’t used all that often, mostly to keep it a secret from the demons.

Healing Reversal.

Both vampires immediately cough out blood as I pour massive amounts of mana into the skill, restoring wounds all over the two vampires. Every last wound they had gotten in the last year. And that proves to be enough to stop their secondary attacks and give my own orb the chance to push back.

It starts slowly at first, then speeds up faster and faster before both orbs are sent flying at the vampires.

Moments before the two vampires are enveloped by the orbs, I glimpse them giving a sad smile through the blood covering my vision.

Then the orbs merge together and devour the vampires, following which they implode, sending little bolts of blood all over, shattering the dimensional barrier and releasing everything into the natural world around us. And at the same time, I sense the other humans teleporting away to get out of the range of danger.

I grin before collapsing to the ground, heaving in exhaustion.

Seconds later, Divider appears in front of me and pours a health potion down my throat, followed shortly after by a mana potion.

I smile as the relief fills me. Then, just as planned, I stand back up on all four feet, raise my head into the sky, and howl.

But for some reason, I still feel… strange.

I frown before focusing inwards and finding corruption there. Likely from their ritual skill.

So I try to get rid of it using Bane of Corruption, only for it to not work.

A ritual skill corruption.

Shit.

I look back at where the vampires last were.

Guess they got one last laugh in the end after all.


Chapter 19
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Ritual Skill



Scarlet

Deciding to put it off till later, I nod my head at Divide and then look up at the cliff, where the reporters are all standing  and staring in awe at me. Their cameras flashing repeatedly.

And without hesitation, I order, “Cleanup the battlefield!”

“Yes Your Highness!” The Guardians all shout in unison.

Then I transform into nothing but blood and leave the battlefield to head back to the headquarters again.

Seconds later Divider appears in the room, only to see me reforming myself into my lycan form with a grimace on my face. And after just a brief look at my hands, I find black veins beginning to pulse on my skin as heat envelops me.

“Your Highness!” Divider exclaims while rushing over and helping me stand after I almost lose my footing.

I raise a hand to stop her worrying as I tell her, “It’s a ritual skill level corruption. And I can’t clear it without a ritual skill casting of my own.”

She gasps for a moment before frowning as if recognizing the second part of my sentence. Then she asks, “You can cure it?”

I nod my head and let her guide me to a seat in the office we’re both in.

“Before I can do that though I’ll have to figure out how to use a skill in a ritual in the first place,” I mutter, to which she quickly begins making some calls, apparently not having ever done it herself. And to neither my own nor Tar’s surprise, Amelia appears only moments later with a worried look on her face.

Makes sense that Amelia would be the first person to call in this situation.

Then Blue appears after her, which does surprise me. Followed immediately by Red.

And now I’m just wondering what happened to all their jobs, considering that they’re supposed to have missions to be completing right now.

“We finished earlier than expected,” Amelia answers the question that must’ve been plastered across my face. “You need our help clearing the corruption?”

I nod my head as I feel a pulsating sensation spread across my body from the corruption in question. And to my mixture of surprise and horror, I begin to feel pain from the corruption despite Pain Diffusion.

Pain that I recognize very well as damage to my reality.

I grunt as I cough out a mouthful of blood, startling all of them and making them worry even more. Including both Blue and Red, who normally don’t show worry over things.

Then again, Red has been a lot nicer to me ever since I saved his life. And Blue has a lot of his emotions back by this point.

Tar appears in the air, drawing everyone’s attention as he says, “The corruption is beginning to spread to her reality. If we want to save her then we have to start now.”

Amelia’s eyes widen in shock, and she quickly nods her head before sharing looks with the other Knights and then meeting my gaze.

“Scarlet, to use a skill as a ritual skill you simply need to use the skill with the intent of using it as a ritual,” Amelia says while kneeling down in front of my spot on the chair I’m sitting on. “The System will then prompt you, asking if you want to use the skill as a ritual skill.”

I quickly do what she said and activate Bane of Corruption with the intent of using it as a ritual skill.

[The System has detected the desire to use the skill ‘Bane of Corruption’ as a Ritual Skill. Be warned that using a skill as a Ritual skill without the assistance of other users is highly inadvised and could lead to the user’s death. Would you still like to activate Bane of Corruption as a Ritual Skill?]

“Yes,” I say while coughing out a mouthful of black blood.

[Bane of Corruption is now beginning its Ritual Activation.]

All of the Knights around me immediately put their hands on my arms or shoulders, following which I feel their own mana entering my body to be devoured by the skill. A skill that makes a bright red and white light shine from my body.

I let out another mouthful of black blood as cuts leaking more black blood start opening on my skin. But they don’t last for long as each of them is immediately healed afterwards thanks to Lycan’s Regeneration. And then the process repeats over and over again until the light shining from me grows too bright to even see what’s going on with my own body.

Soon enough the pain begins to fade, and I feel relief. Then the light starts to fade as well, but not before the skill took almost half of my total mana, along with several times as much mana from the Knights.

Once I can see again I heave a breath of exhaustion and collapse deeper into the chair. As if the chair could swallow me up right now.

I close my eyes and look inwards at the sensation of my reality healing, proving that it didn’t take enough damage to be permanent. Meanwhile the wounds across my body finish appearing as well, and my blood returns to its usual red color.

But for some reason I hear the others gasping and then applauding, making me open my eyes with a confused look on my face. One that grows even more confused at the celebration on their faces, and the pride on Amelia’s.

“Congrats, Scarlet,” Amelia says with a wide smile that only confuses me even more.

“Scarlet, you should check your notifications and System Messages,” Tar says, making me blink in surprise. Not only at his words but at the exasperation I can clearly hear in them.

Wonder what… wait, did I…?

“Yes, you did,” Tar says with a sigh. “Congratulations.”

A smile stretches across my face, and I immediately open my System Messages, letting them and the notifications flow.


Chapter 20
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Transformation



Scarlet

The instant I read the System Messages, the smile on my face grows even wider.

{Level 1206 Vampire defeated. An enormous EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred and fifty levels above your level.}

{Level 1207 Vampire defeated. An enormous EXP bonus is awarded for killing a creature over one hundred and fifty levels above your level.}

{Three hundred Skill Points are awarded for nullifying a Ritual Skill based corruption.}

{One hundred Skill Points are awarded for killing a creature of one hundred and fifty or more levels above you without help.} x2

{Two Skill Points are awarded for killing a Class V.} x2

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 1013. Ten Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 1029. Ten Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

[Skill ‘Bloodborne Apocalypse’ has leveled up to level 6.]

[Skill ‘Metallicized Blood’ has leveled up to level 30.]

[Skill ‘Power Drain’ has leveled up to level 30.]

[Skill ‘Blood Nullification’ has leveled up to level 30.]

[Skill ‘Rain of Blood’ has leveled up to level 30.]

[Skill ‘Blood Transformation’ has leveled up to level 26.]

[Skill ‘Healing Reversal’ has leveled up to level 6.]

[Skill ‘Lycan’s Regeneration’ has leveled up to level 5.]

[Skill ‘Blood Manipulation’ has leveled up to level 30.]

It is a little annoying how it’s harder to level up in Class V, but at least I still have the mass kill EXP carrying me forwards. Although I’m not sure how that’ll help after the war ends.

I’ll just have to figure that out then.

Now I focus on the notifications that appear after the System Messages.

	System Notice
User has completed all of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing Mythic Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Having at least two blood plague related legendary skills.
By spreading hundreds of different blood related plagues to a single being all at once.
By spreading plagues throughout entire armies, contributing to the slaughter of millions of beings through blood related plagues.
Having both blood magic and null magic or being descendant from a user with them that has etched their skills.
By being Class V.
By nullifying one ritual level corruption.
As this is a Title-Bearing Mythic Skill, you will be given the skill at no charge.



And immediately after the notification appears, another one replaces it. One with the usual description of the Title and skill.

	Rejoice, user Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, for you have earned the Mythic Skill known as Warden of the Red Plague. And along with it, you have been assigned the Title of ‘Warden of the Red Plague!’
Warden of the Red Plague:
This skill directly alters the user’s body, turning them into both prison and warden for the most powerful blood plague in existence.
The Red Plague.
Any being who touches the user and is designated a target by the user either subconsciously or consciously will be infected with the Red Plague.
The user may also release the Red Plague within their body to the surroundings through any means, whether through blood, the air, physical contact, or any other possible method.
The user may recall the red Plague back into their body whenever they so desire.
The user’s body becomes permanently immune to all types of corruption due to the overwhelming strength of the Red Plague devouring all other types of corruption.
Rejoice for The Warden’s arrival.



I stare at the new skill’s description for several seconds before glancing at Tar and asking, “What’s the Red Plague?”

He just shrugs.

Huh.

Out of nowhere, I let out a grunt and feel all of the sensations in my body vanish other than pain. And even when I try to use Pain Diffusion, the pain doesn’t go away.

“Scarlet? Are you okay?!” Amelia asks while reaching for me, only to yank her arm back when Tar appears in front of her hand and tries to bite it as he shouts, “Stay back!”

I can’t move or say anything as I feel heat building up in my body. Then my skin starts to turn red as my blood metal armor actually begins to melt, making me immediately retract my armor. Which I’m surprised I’m still able to do.

“She got a passive mutation skill,” Tar explains, making me want to furrow my brows. But I still can’t move, so I don’t.

What’s a mutation skill?

The heat in my body continues to grow stronger even as the Universal Notification flashes across my vision.

	Warning! This is a universal notification!
Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron has attained a new title-bearing mythic skill!
Scarlet has now attained the title ‘Warden of the Red Plague.’
May their achievement ring out throughout the known universe!



Everyone in the room steps back towards the walls, but Tar tells them, “I think you should leave. It may not be safe to be near her right now, even if it might not hurt you at your levels.”

They all frown before nodding and vanishing, leaving me alone in the room with Tar as the heat continues building up and my skin grows redder and redder.

Tar turns back to me and explains, “A passive mutation skill changes your body itself. Your reality. And they can only be found in Title-Bearing mythic skills.” He grimaces. “Read the description of the skill again and you’ll understand what’s happening.”

Oh.

“To become a prison for a plague, you have to experience the plague at least once,” Tar says, his voice growing quiet. And while he does sound worried, he doesn’t sound panicked.

So I guess it’s safe to say that the plague won’t kill me.

“The skill will keep you alive no matter what,” Tar answers my thoughts.

That doesn’t inspire much confidence.

Soon enough the heat grows too much, and I feel a strong urge to just take off my clothes to cool down, but since I can’t move, I can’t do anything about it. Then I see blood beginning to leak out of my pores. Blood that’s glowing with a faint red glow that makes me uncomfortable just looking at it for some reason.

But as I’m trying to figure out what’s going on with my blood, more blood begins to flow out of my eyes, along with any other opening in my body. To the point that blood is just flowing everywhere, beginning to fill the room with the glowing blood. Which would normally make me pity the owner of this office, but I’m in too much discomfort to care.

I continue tolerating the discomfort as my blood flows out of me until strange red lightning begins to spark within the blood. Then a full-on current of red electricity runs through it, shocking me and making me want to scream from the extreme pain. Only to end up staying silent since everything is still numb.

And at some point Tar vanished to go to the in-between, leaving me alone in the room.

Are you sure you don’t know what this plague is?!

“I’m sorry, Scarlet, but I’ve never heard of the Red Plague before,” Tar says, sounding both worried and apologetic. “The lightning running through your blood is not normal lightning. It’s directly attacking your own reality. If I were to stay in the room then I’d risk either dying or our contract breaking.”

Fuck.

The pain grows worse and worse as I feel my own blood electrocuting me alive.

Then, out of nowhere, the blood stops leaking from my body, making me wonder if it’s over or not.

Only for everything to go dark as I hear a loud splashing and warping sound.


Chapter 21
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The Red Plague



Within the Building Scarlet is Inside

Amelia worriedly paces back and forth in the hallway, wondering how her daughter’s mutation is going. Because mutation skills are extremely rare. Something that generally only happens with some passive Title-Bearing Mythic skills. And only rarely even then.

Even though she knows that they never kill the user, she can’t help but worry about the pain her daughter is in.

She pauses for a second to glance at her brother who is looking at the room with a stern look on his face. Then she looks at Red who is simply looking at it with curiosity. Which she understands a little bit, simply because only one human has ever gotten a mutation-based Title-Bearing skill.

Her gaze turns back to that one single human.

Her brother.

“She’ll be fine, but we may want to-” Alexander’s words cut off as all three Knights’ eyes immediately lock onto the door and widen at the sight of the glowing red blood beginning to flow beneath it into the hallway. “Set up a barrier! Now!” And even as he shouts it, Amelia sees him raising his hands, making a barrier of water cut straight through the walls around the room. But he fails to seal it in time, letting some of the glowing red blood leak out.

Amelia frowns at the sight of the blood somehow replicating even with the source cut off by the barrier, making it spread further through the base that is now blaring an alarm. But she works to nullify the blood either way.

Then she hears a loud splatter sound, drawing both her and Red’s attention away from the blood back to the office that is now missing any walls thanks to the blood and Alexander’s barrier. And what she sees has her eyes widening in both shock and terror.

Her daughter exploded into a paste that spread across the room with the glowing crimson blood eating away at the remaining parts.

A terrifying look stretches across Amelia’s face, but before she can get any angrier, the paste that was her daughter slowly begins to reform into her daughter’s unconscious form. And now she looks slightly different from what she looked like beforehand.

Amelia frowns in confusion, only to turn her head at the sounds of screaming coming from the base.

What the hell?!

The sight that greets her is the glowing crimson blood she and Red had almost forgotten about due to her daughter’s implosion reaching and touching people outside of the barrier. And the moment it touches them, their own body takes on the same crimson hue her daughter’s did, but with crimson cracks leaking crimson light slowly spreading from the points of contact. All while the people themselves scream.

“Damnit,” Amelia’s brother shouts before rushing forwards into the crimson blood as the blood itself infects him too, albeit at a far slower pace.

But to Amelia’s surprise, it’s still enough to make him grunt in pain. Something she didn’t realize was possible.

Alex… feeling pain? But… unless it’s reality damage…

Amelia’s eyes widen and she immediately triples her effort to clear out the glowing blood as her brother works to wake Scarlet back up. A process that fortunately doesn’t take him long to do before she sits up in confusion for a second. Then after gathering her bearings, Scarlet narrows her eyes, making the same glowing crimson cracks appear all over her own body, the blood on her body making it impossible to see her naked form in the process. And as if fighting against something, the crimson blood that’s spread all over the base by now, infecting hundreds of people, both Guardians and otherwise, stops moving and seemingly struggles while being pulled backwards.

The blood made by the skill… is fighting against her.

Amelia works to nullify the blood as screams fill the base, but slowly the screams begin to end, bringing her attention to the people who were infected, only to find the infection slowly moving out of them through the cracks that are vanishing as well. Albeit not without fighting Scarlet throughout the process.

Then everyone who was infected slumps to the ground in exhaustion.

Red quickly moves to check on them, only to turn back to Amelia with a look of surprise on his face.

“They’re all better now…” he mutters, surprising Amelia. “Not a single ounce of damage.”

Amelia sighs with relief at that as she turns her attention back to what’s left of the office Scarlet is inside. And she immediately finds her daughter having already put her clothes back on while the last of the blood slowly moves across the office floor with a struggle until it reenters her body.

That blood… it acted like it was alive.

Scarlet slumps down towards the ground again and immediately falls unconscious, but Amelia manages to move over and catch her before her head hits the ground. Then she cradles her in her arms while turning to look at Alexander with a confused look on her face.

Alexander dispels the barrier as the officers in the base quickly attempt to restore order.

Looks like none of them realize Scarlet was the source of that commotion… that’s probably for the best.

Without hesitating, Amelia snaps her fingers, following which she nullifies everyone’s sight and hearing of herself, Scarlet, and the other two Knights. Then she focuses on Alexander.

“A mutation skill can be dangerous for those around the one getting the skill,” he says while frowning down at Scarlet. “But I didn’t expect this much damage…”

Scarlet’s familiar appears in the air again, bringing everyone’s attention to him. But the tanuki just floats down to Scarlet with a worried look on his face.

So Amelia looks down at her daughter as well and hugs her unconscious form.

Despite the worry she’s feeling though, she can’t help but notice something strange as she holds her daughter.

She feels hot. And it’s almost as if the blood running through her body is moving without actually moving.

Amelia frowns, only for her frown to grow deeper at the occasional sight of Scarlet’s veins turning red and then returning to normal.

Then she sighs and stands up, carrying her daughter.

We can’t stay here.


Intermission 2



All Across the Universe

The moment the Red Plague temporarily escapes from Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron’s body, a strange planet located on the far corner of the universe begins to shift. A planet that has been still for eons with no signs of change and one made entirely of a strange solid red substance. But now the substance can be seen slowly bubbling and turning back into a liquid, yet somehow still in the form of a vast red ocean planet. And soon enough the liquid grows thicker and attains a crimson glow.

Throughout the universe, the most powerful beings all feel a shiver run down their spine at the moment of the liquid’s reawakening.

Within the Farshore, the Fae King Oberon focuses his mind on the mortal universe once more, the realm itself being a quantum realm with no real physical bodies. Only spiritual bodies. And the Fae King’s spiritual form quickly turns red in alarm at the sight of the Red Plague reawakening on the fallen planet.

The demon world of Tartarus stops moving for a few seconds as the Demon King senses the Red Plague, only for him to immediately reenter his self-induced trance the moment the world begins shaking due to his lack of focus.

Meanwhile various seers all around the universe begin foretelling visions about the new encroaching disaster.

Even the void creatures currently devouring one world after another pause as the Voided Overlord’s gaze shifts on the other side of the rift in the void to look in the direction of the Red Plague.

Then the fallen world itself begins to writhe, the red liquid making up the Red Plague shifting and beginning to spread out away from the planet in small droplets, leaving out into space. However, after only a few seconds, the droplets slow down while shaking as if struggling against something. Only to begin moving in a single direction instead of spreading out. And soon enough the entire planet begins to shakingly move along with the droplets.

Towards the planet known as Earth.



The In-Between

Tar watches with worry as Scarlet sleeps on a bed within Amelia’s tower, only to blink as he feels his father calling. So after just one last glance, he immediately moves through the void, pulling on his connection with his father to appear near the royal entrance to the Farshore, where his father is waiting. And just seconds later, he sees all of his siblings appearing around Oberon’s artificial dragon body.

What’s going on… he rarely calls for meetings.

Tar falls in line at the ninth place, representing his position based on Scarlet’s level. And the King doesn’t bother waiting for all of his siblings to fall in line, raising his voice over the area, “A universal emergency has been declared amongst the Fae. The Red Plague has been reawakened and countermeasures must be put into place to deal with it.”

The… wait a second…

All of the fae that were just with their contracted partner turn to look at Tar at the mention of the Red Plague. Then they turn back to Oberon. And this doesn’t go without Oberon’s notice as he too looks at Tar.

“Prince Tarankar, do you know something about this?” his father asks.

Tar takes in a deep breath despite not needing to before he says, “My contracted partner has just earned a new Title.”

His father doesn’t need anymore to be said as his draconic eyes narrow and he says, “Warden of the Red Plague. So it meant that in a literal manner then.”

Tar nods his head, making his father look down in thought.

Silence fills the void as the various fae princes and princesses reveal confused looks. And after several minutes of silence, one of them, the First Princess, finally asks, “Father, what is the Red Plague?”

Oberon raises his head and mutters, “Right. It was before your time…” Then he waves a draconic wing, making a screen appear above them all. One showing a massive planet filled with a liquid that Tar remembers very well from only minutes ago, when Scarlet went unconscious. “The Red Plague is a self-replicating, semi-intelligent plague that runs purely on instinct. It can infect anything, both biological and otherwise, and it is the only plague that can directly rot away reality itself.”

Tar’s eyes widen in shock, and he’s not the only one as all of his siblings show similar reactions.

A plague that can directly rot away the soul… and it’s intelligent?

Tar’s thoughts return to the red liquid fighting against Scarlet’s control even after she woke up and tried to recall it.

“The Red Plague is the most dangerous corruption in all three realms, and the only way we managed to seal it away the last time was thanks to your grandmother,” Oberon says, further shocking all of the princes and princesses. “The plague cannot be fully erased, even with null magic. So she sealed it away on the source planet of the plague.” His eyes narrow a little. “And now that the Demon Princess has become a living prison for the Red Plague, it has awoken sooner than it would’ve otherwise.”

So it would’ve awakened eventually with or without Scarlet’s new skill. That’s good to know. That she isn’t the cause of some sort of calamity.

Oberon focuses on Tar as he says, “Tell your contracted partner that if she wants to save her planet from becoming like the one in that screen, she must grow stronger. Otherwise, the void creatures will be the last of her worries.”

“Understood, father,” Tar says with a nod of his head.

Tar looks at the screen again before his father says, “You are dismissed, Tarankar.”

He looks at his father and salutes him. Then he returns to Scarlet’s side in the tower once more.

Scarlet will need to know about this as soon as she wakes up.

A frown stretches across his tanuki face at the sight of the crimson glow that occasionally surfaces from Scarlet’s veins.

The Red Plague… a frightening thing.


Chapter 22
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Mutation



Scarlet

I wake up with a gasp, shooting straight forwards and sending the blanket that was on me flying off and crashing into the wall, actually leaving a dent in the wall despite it being a blanket. Then I immediately look around, finding myself to be in an unknown location. But after sensing and hearing Amelia’s voice nearby, I relax again and instead look down at myself with a frown.

What… is this feeling?

I raise my arm, finding myself to be wearing a normal T-shirt and shorts. But what catches my eye isn’t my clothes. It’s the glowing red veins that occasionally appear and disappear across my arm.

Even that doesn’t catch my attention as much as the strange shifting sensation across my body. Like something is moving inside of me.

As if on instinct, I raise my hand, palm up, and let some sort of glowing red blood leak from the pores in my hand and begin floating in a ball above it, writhing back and forth without me even directing it to. And after just a few seconds the orb of strange blood attempts to stretch outwards, away from the orb.

Is it… fighting my own control?

Amelia immediately appears just seconds after I summon forth the strange red blood, her eyes wide in a mixture of wariness and happiness at the sight of me. Then she says, “Please put away the Red Plague for now.”

I frown at that but comply anyways, sending what I now realize is the Red Plague back into my body. Albeit with a struggle.

First time I’ve ever had a skill fight against my own control…

“It’s because your Title-Bearing skill is a unique mutation one,” Tar says while appearing in the air, filled with tension. “And according to my father, it’s calling the rest of the Red Plague in the universe to you.”

I blink in surprise at that before my frown grows.

Tar glances at Amelia, who frowns for a moment in return only to leave the room anyways.

Wait, did he just kick out the White Knight of Humanity?

“There… are some things that I’ll need to fill you in on,” Tar says, sounding like he’s not going to enjoy this.

Oh.



Tar doesn’t end up taking very long to explain the whole ‘Red Plague planet coming to devour our own planet after waking up early due to my presence’ thing. But I still find the thing… a little ridiculous considering how we’re already dealing with one universe ending calamity.

I lie back down on the bed, feeling exhausted for some reason.

“Mutation passive skills are different from normal skills in various different ways, most of which are unique to the skill in question,” Tar explains while floating down to sit next to me on the bed. “They directly alter your body instead of just giving you the ability and knowledge to do something. And while we aren’t safely able to analyze your body anymore thanks to the Red Plague in it, father believes that all of the blood in your body is filled to the brim with the Red Plague. So much so that your body practically runs on the stuff now.”

I stare blankly at the tanuki floating above me.

Let me get this straight. My body lives on the most dangerous corruption in the universe?

Tar nods his head at that.

Wow.

I quickly open my status to pull up the description of the skill again, only to realize something about my status in the process.

Huh. My species changed from Human/Blood Lycan Hybrid to Human/Blood Lycan Warden.

Putting that aside, I open the description as I was going to do.

{Warden of the Red Plague - This skill directly alters the user’s body, turning them into both prison and warden for the most powerful blood plague in existence. The Red Plague. Any being who touches the user and is designated a target by the user either subconsciously or consciously will be infected with the Red Plague. The user may also release the Red Plague within their body to the surroundings through any means, whether through blood, the air, physical contact, or any other possible method. The user may recall the red Plague back into their body whenever they so desire. The user’s body becomes permanently immune to all types of corruption due to the overwhelming strength of the Red Plague devouring all other types of corruption.}

Guess the immunity to all types of corruption makes perfect sense now, considering that the Red Plague is apparently all devouring… and the ‘infecting anything I touch and designate a target’ part of it is actually rather neat. As long as I don’t somehow accidentally mark someone as a target when I don’t mean for them to be.

Because it would be awkward if I accidentally killed someone simply by touching them.

“That shouldn’t be possible,” Tar says, making me sigh in relief. “Unless the Red Plague decides it wants to fight against you when you touch someone, that is.”

I try half-heartedly to swat the tanuki, only for him to dodge me.

Say that first next time!

Guess that means I won’t be touching anyone. And right when I was starting to become fine with physical contact.

“Well, it’s highly unlikely that the Red Plague would be able to break out of you unless you have too much of it in your body,” Tar explains while lying his head down on the bed. “And the only way for you to take in more Red Plague than you would naturally have is to find the Red Plague in the universe, or let it replicate outside of your body.”

Oh. Right. It’s self-replicating.

How fast does it replicate anyways?

“See for yourself,” Tar says while motioning his paw towards my hand.

I frown before sitting up and raising my hand, pushing some of the Red Plague out of it. Then I just sit here and watch the orb of writhing and glowing crimson liquid.

Time passes and after a couple seconds, I notice the orb of writhing blood slowly beginning to expand.

At least it doesn’t seem to self-replicate very quickly. Although it does appear to be replicating faster the more there is.

I blink as I remember something that happened when I was getting the skill. So I reabsorb the Red Plague and immediately summon my armor.

Only to find glowing red cracks all over it.

Well, fuck.


Chapter 23
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Cracked Runes



Scarlet

I guess I need new armor.

My armor is currently still technically in one piece, but with one major issue. There are now glowing red cracks running throughout it, and occasionally glowing red runes appear over those cracks with the cracks running through them. Which shows that the Red Plague managed to damage the runes themselves somehow.

Runes, unlike crafted items that allow people to put a skill into them, are drilled directly into the reality of whatever is being enchanted. Meaning they normally can’t take any damage even if the enchanted object is completely destroyed. If they don’t have a self-repair rune then they’ll just float there forever in a sort of quantum space separate or parallel from our own.

Or something like that.

If they do have a self-repair rune like mine, then they simply regenerate starting from scratch.

But this… the runes themselves are damaged now.

“The question is which runes are damaged,” Tar murmurs as he floats over to and begins looking at the armor I’m now wearing. “Considering that it’s not hurting you just to wear it, it shouldn’t be too badly damaged.” I blink at that, raising my head from my armor to look at him with a frown at the implication that my own armor could hurt me. “And since you were able to summon it that means the summoning runes weren’t damaged either.”

Wait a second, back up to the whole ‘hurting myself by wearing it’ part please.

Tar raises his own head from looking at the armor and answers, “Oh, well, inscribing runes is a very touchy process from what I’ve heard. If a single rune is slightly off then it could mess with the entire function of the enchantment. So the armor could’ve very well exploded the moment you summoned it if the runes were damaged badly enough.”

“And you didn’t think to mention this?” I ask with a blank look on my face, simply staring at the tanuki in front of me.

He blinks in surprise and shrugs while saying, “Well, it wouldn’t have hurt you at your level. So there wasn’t much need. And it’s not like the furniture in here or the building itself would be damaged by a simple rune discharge. Who made the runes doesn’t matter in this case.”

Uh huh. Still would’ve preferred a warning that I could be blown up by putting it on.

I sigh and look back down at my armor again with a frown.

Explosions aside, what do you think doesn’t work anymore?

I see Tar lowering his gaze back to the armor in the corner of my vision as well as he answers, “Well, considering how the amor is in one piece now, the self-repair rune has to be intact. Otherwise it’d be in pieces right about now. And the self-cleaning rune as well.” He floats around the armor before moving towards the pockets and frowning as he glances at me and asks, “Can you use the spatial pockets?”

In response, I try to put my hands inside of the pockets of my armor, but nothing comes from it. I just end up putting my hands in some regular everyday pockets with no spatial pocket to speak of.

Fuck.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Tar says with a wave of his paw. “You have your bloodwell, so you don’t really need those spatial pockets.”

I blink at that and raise my hand, making a portal into my bloodwell open up in my palm. Then I let out a sigh of relief, close the portal, and refocus on the tanuki again.

“Other than the spatial pockets… I can’t personally think of anything that might be wrong with it,” Tar says while raising his gaze back up to meet mine again. “I’m not an expert on runes though. You might want to bring your armor to someone to get it looked at.”

Yeah, good idea.

I lie back down on the bed again and raise my hand before releasing some of the Red Plague again and simply watching it writhe around above my head.

The Red Plague seems to dislike being controlled by me, but it also doesn’t have any sort of power to disobey me either. Other than stalling ever so slightly and trying to fight back to no avail.

“That’ll be different when you take in more Red Plague, and when you level up,” Tar says while lying down closer to my feet, seemingly avoiding the Red Plague like the, well, plague. “You’ll be able to control more of it and with a tighter grip the higher your level. But the more you’re trying to control, the harder it will be to do so. And if you have too much of it in you at once, then it could leak out.”

Okay. That might be a pain.

I continue messing around with the Red Plague for several minutes before grabbing something from my bloodwell – a simple white cloth – and lightly tapping the Red Plague with the edge of it. And almost right away, the Red Plague flares with a bright red flash of light and red cracks begin to appear all over the white cloth. Then the cloth itself simply disintegrates into red ash, leaving me narrowing my eyes slightly while trying to dust off the ash from my armor, regretting that I chose to test it above myself.

Looks like your description of the Red Plague was pretty on point. It doesn’t waste time and simply attacks whatever it’s infected right away, eliminating it as quickly as possible.

I stare at the orb for a little bit, watching as it attempts to get away from me with no success whatsoever before I eventually get up from the bed. Then I look around for a bit and raise my voice for Amelia’s benefit, “I’ll be heading out to test this plague a bit!”

Then I shift into blood and begin moving through the air, only to halt almost immediately as I realize that even the blood I transform myself into is made simply of the Red Plague. As if I became the Red Plague myself. Or rather, it became part of me instead? Considering how I don’t have full control over it still.

This is getting confusing.

Anyways, I begin flying through the air in search of some demons to test this new power on.


Chapter 24
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Experimentation



Scarlet

“Scarlet,” Tar says amidst the silence.

I hum, indicating that I heard him.

“I think this might be a bit overkill,” Tar continues.

I hum again with a light nod of my head as I look out over the wasteland that I’ve accidentally created.

What was once a beautiful green forest on the coast of whatever continent I am on right now, albeit one filled with some spider demons of some sort that I didn’t even bother to identify due to their low Class, has now turned into a wasteland of red ash. Red ash in the air, red ash on the ground, red ash even in the ground in some parts. In fact, I think the ground was turned to red ash itself.

What’s worse is the writhing Red Plague that’s just going over the red ash and devouring that further, using it somehow to self-replicate even faster than it normally would.

The very instant that I let the Red Plague out and directed it to infect the first spider demon near us, the plague jumped straight to it, shooting across the air to the point that I could only see a red streak before it struck the demon, sending it flying in the process. Then the usual glowing red cracks began to spread from the point of impact rather quickly until the demon’s entire body was covered with the cracks. And then it became like the cloth from earlier.

All either without feeling any pain, or without being able to show that it was feeling pain.

Probably the latter, considering my experience with the plague. Which wasn’t pleasant.

I raise both my hands, directing them in front of me as I attempt to reign in the Red Plague. But the plague doesn’t want to be reigned in, instead fighting against me and seemingly moving away from me instead.

So I grunt and put in some life energy to enhance the skill using Blood Empowerment, which strengthens my control over the Red Plague enough to begin dragging all of the Red Plague in the area towards me until it all begins to seep in through the pores on my skin and into my body. Then I let out a sigh the moment all of the plague is back inside of me, almost collapsing in the process.

“You…” Tar mutters, making me nod my head as I sit down on the now barren land that doesn’t even have much red ash anymore, the Red Plague having devoured most of it, leaving only the edges remaining with a large crater.

Yeah. I can’t use this skill on the frontlines or near humans. Not until I get more control over it.

Because if I went to the frontlines right now and used the Red Plague I’m sure it’d go crazy and most likely kill more than a few humans along with the demons.

“I think you’d have a bigger problem than simply killing some humans…” Tar mutters, and I can’t help but glance at him with a frown due to it.

What problems would those be?

Tar appears in the air and looks at me before stating, “You didn’t see it at the time, but even the Knights were having to give the Red Plague all of their attention to keep it from spreading. And the moment they stopped watching it, the Red Plague managed to slip out and began killing people until you withdrew it back out of them, restoring them to normal again.”

Wait, wait, wait, I restored them to normal again just by withdrawing it?

I frown.

How?

And if I did that, then how do I return my armor back to normal?

“That…” Tar mutters, only to shrug. “No idea.”

I stare at him for several seconds. He stares back.

“Sorry, but I’m not an expert on any of this,” Tar says with another shrug. “I’m only repeating what I’ve been told and have been able to deduce myself. No one alive other than my father has seen the Red Plague active before now. So no one but him would know for sure how the Red Plague acts.”

Okay, can you make any guesses at least?

“Sure, but they might be wrong,” Tar answers while floating around the air. “If I had to guess, the plague most likely won’t harm whatever it infects as long as you withdraw the plague quickly enough. And since the Red Plague directly infected your armor immediately, you couldn’t fix it.”

Hmm. That makes sense.

Maybe I should try testing that out a bit too.

I frown at that before turning into blood again and flying through the air to a new location. Because this place doesn’t exactly have anything living to test it on.

After flying for a few minutes, I find another batch of spiders. But unlike the last test, I go ahead and use Blood Manipulation and some of my own blood to grab the thing and lift it up into the air. Only to realize my mistake when the small amounts of my blood touching it immediately infect it with the Red Plague.

Oh, right. Forgot it infects in every single way possible.

Oops.

Almost immediately after the red cracks begin to appear across the spider’s body I yank the Red Plague back out of it, immediately making the cracks vanish as the spider lets in a coughing screech and falls down to the ground.

Looks like you were right.

I watch the spider lying prone on the ground for several seconds before realizing it’s got a bunch of broken limbs from the fall.

Oops. Again.

Didn’t happen because of the Red Plague though, so there’s that at least.

I’m going to have to start using something else’s blood to pick things up like that though. Unless I want to infect everything I do that to.

Shouldn’t be much of a problem though.

Now I just need to figure out how long it takes for the infection to truly settle into place.

So more experimentation is required.
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Council Meeting



Purple’s Tower

Silence fills the tower as each of the five Knights along with several other Class V Guardians and several chair holders of the Governmental Council watch a large purple screen showing Scarlet in the middle of a wasteland of red ash. And the silence only stretches on when she moves on to a new location one time after another, leaving nothing but a wasteland in her wake each time. All the way till the nearby demons around her begin running as fast as they possibly can simply from the mere sight of her.

Black feels conflicted as he watches the screen. Since while he is glad that the pup got a new and powerful skill that can defend her, he also knows that soon enough, his other side may start… shifting… its views on the girl.

She’s becoming a real threat. Not just to me but to the world at large.

“I’ll go ahead and say what we’re all thinking,” the PR chair holder for the council says, breaking the silence as the man walks up to the screen and points at it with a scowl on his face. “This girl is a threat to the safety of Earth as a whole and must be kept on a leash.”

Before the man can say anything else, a white glow radiates around his body, and he finds himself losing all sensation within his body and collapsing. Then White simply walks forward and says, “Sorry. Just taking care of the trash.”

The other Knights including Black all nod their heads, not having any disagreement with her actions. Meanwhile the council members tense up in fear, knowing that they’re only in their position because of the chairman, the Purple Knight, and Black himself. And even that relationship has grown strenuous thanks to the war, threatening to break at any moment.

“Understandable,” Jacob states, the chairman of the Governing Council seemingly uncaring of the councilmember. Likely due to knowing full well that the man was biased against Scarlet for her blatant disregard of him before her operation.

If Black’s being honest with himself, he might’ve done much worse to the man if the man had treated him that way. And Red or Blue would’ve simply killed him without a second thought.

Why he thought he could get away with it just because Scarlet was a newly ascended Class V is beyond him.

Only possible reason I can think of is that he believed the government would shield him from all consequences.

A belief Black believes to be the height of idiocy.

“I vote we have someone keeping an eye on her at all times in case the Princess loses control of the Red Plague,” the General of the Military states, the man also being a part of the council. Albeit one who rarely attends meetings.

“Seconded.” “Agreed.” “I agree.”

Agreements run through all of the councilmembers, but Black can feel the anger radiating out of White, even if she is holding it back.

“Amelia, what do you say about this?” Jacob asks while focusing on White.

White stares for several seconds before eventually answering, “Keeping watch over her is unnecessary. I will always be by her side and will be able to take care of the Red Plague should it lose control.” Her eyes narrow as some of the council members begin to open their mouths to retort. “And I won’t allow anyone to object.”

Everyone goes silent at that, either too afraid of the White Knight of Humanity to object or from being in agreement with her in the first place.

Black glances at Jacob and the general as the two share a glance and then turn back to White as Jacob says, “Very well, but know that if she loses control, you will be the one to bear the public responsibility.”

That has Black raising a brow.

At this point there isn’t much that could hurt Amelia’s public reputation after all of the public bashing she’s gotten already. This does at least mean that they’ll cover up the pup’s responsibility in it though.

“I’m fine with that,” White says with a nod of her head. “So long as Scarlet doesn’t take any of the blame.”

The only reason that may be possible is because no one knows what the Red Plague is outside of those of us here who were told by our royal fae partners. Most likely just assume the Red Plague part of her Title is for show.

Black frowns at that thought before sighing. Then he turns his attention to the screen again as silence once again befalls the tower.

Several minutes pass with each of the Guardians in the room simply watching the screen, only for the Guardians who aren’t Knights amongst them to suddenly find themselves kicked out of the tower. But Black ignores that as he continues watching the screen. Watching Scarlet run around, trying to teach herself to control the most powerful corruption in existence.

“She has the power to destroy the entire world with that plague,” Black decides to point out now that the interlopers are gone, without looking at the other Knights in the process.

Silence fills the tower again for several seconds before Blue says, surprisingly defending the girl, “She’s also the only one who can save the planet from the approaching Red Plague.”

True.

Black concedes that point without a word, and the silence continues to stretch on once more.

All of the Knights simply stare at the screen, watching Scarlet while she struggles to hold the Red Plague in place. While she goes back and forth between demons and non-living things alike, infecting them and taking the infection back out again.

Eventually Black hears Red mutter, “She might need new armor.”

All of the Knights nod their heads in agreement as they look at the glowing red cracks in her armor.

I can’t help but wonder how much her armor would be worth here on Earth. And despite that, it was damaged that severely in just a single instant by the Red Plague.

Black feels a faint chill run down his spine at the thought of an entire planet full of the stuff heading to Earth.

She really is our planet’s only hope. In more ways than one now.
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Failed Training



The Grand Station

Allen frowns as he stands outside of the Grand Station, the home of the creator of magical realities, Artificios, alongside Scarlet. And both of them can’t help but stare up at the massive building that’s a mixture of a vast train station that goes all the way across old-world South America from one end to the other and a vast home. One meant for the owner of the station itself.

He glances at the girl who should soon be becoming his adopted daughter in just a week and finds her to be wearing her old ensemble of a black and red jacket over a black sports shirt and black pants. An outfit that matches well with her red eyes and black and red hair.

She looks more excited than I’ve seen her in a while…

Allen watches her for a second before turning to face the building again and saying, “No reason to just stand here. Let’s go in.”

He sees Scarlet nodding her head once next to him before the two of them begin walking into the building.

Then again, we’re about to meet with the creator of magical realities. And the one who made her favorite video game.

That thought has a bemused smile stretching across his face.

One of the most well-known people on Earth now is excited over meeting the maker of her favorite video game. I wonder what the people would say about that if they heard it?

The two of them walk through the entrance with more than a few gazes directed at them. But they both ignore them with the people shouting in excitement. None of them move up to them despite their excitement, proving the respect both he and Scarlet have earned.

Eventually they find themselves suddenly disappearing into a rift at the center of the grand station before reappearing inside of a luxurious waiting room. One that people would often find in a grand mansion. And sitting on one side of it is the man himself.

Artificios.

The man is wearing a purple and black suit and tie as he sits with his legs crossed on a chair. Meanwhile the long hair that he had when Allen first met the man is now cut down to just his shoulders in length, with the same purple shade Allen remembers him having from when he was at the tournament Scarlet participated in and won years ago.

“Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you,” the man says with a smile on his face and an amused twinkle in his eye. One that implies a sense of playfulness that many know the man has, albeit still tipped with the seriousness of a businessman. “As you know, I’m Artificios. And I’m guessing you already know why I contacted you?”

Scarlet nods her head, piquing Allen’s curiosity. Because while Allen was the one Artificios chose to get into contact with to in turn contact Scarlet, he’s still not sure what’s going on.

He hasn’t been able to speak much with Scarlet since her latest Title, and he wishes that he would have had the time to catch up since.

“Then let’s,” he says while raising a hand, “geeeet,” he continues, his smirk growing as he snaps his fingers, “started!!!”

Then Scarlet vanishes from the room as Allen senses a magical reality appearing around her, following which the room around them starts shifting and a large screen shows up with a chair appearing beneath Allen, knocking his feet out from under him and leaving him falling in the chair.

Allen blinks with surprise at the sudden changes before glancing up at the screen and finding Scarlet in the middle of a large forest filled with demons.

“Are those…” Allen begins, only to turn to Artificios when the man answers him.

“They’re real demons I picked up from a Fracture not long ago,” Artificios says while waving the question off. “They had the nerve to appear in my Station, so they’re getting what’s coming to them.”

So he isn’t just using artificial demons… but what’s this all about?

“You look confused,” Artificios suddenly says, making Allen frown for a second. “Guess she didn’t tell you what we’re doing.” He pauses to glance at Allen, at which point he sees the confusion quickly spreading across Allen’s face. Then he faces the screen again. “The Princess’s new Title-Bearing Mythic skill is incredibly dangerous and is a type of skill called a mutation skill. It completely changed her body to become the warden and prison for the most dangerous corruption in existence. One that can even devour reality itself.”

Allen’s jaw drops open, and he turns to look at the screen, where he finds Scarlet casually walking around, seemingly testing the magical reality for a bit.

A plague that can… devour reality itself? Is something like that really possible? And at her level?

“Because of its power, and the minor detail of the plague in her being intelligent, I decided to help her with training it in a safe place,” he continues, shocking Allen even further with the information about the plague being intelligent. “So here we are, having her train her control in my magical reality.”

Allen repeatedly glances between him and the screen before eventually asking, “What if her plague manages to damage the artificial reality?”

Artificios simply waves his hand, saying, “There’s no way it would be able to damage my artificial reality. It’s not a normal reality, and I’m certain it’s too strong for-”

He cuts off when Scarlet begins to release a strange glowing red blood that immediately begins to eat away at the air around her, making holes in reality appear. Holes that reveal strange pitch black voids on the other side.

“Oh shit, oh shit, ooooh shiit,” Artificios exclaims, his calm having shattered as he snaps his fingers again, leading Scarlet to reappear again in front of the two before landing on the ground with her legs on either side of her. “What the fuck is wrong with that plague?!”

Scarlet just blinks in surprise and some disorientation at the sudden shift in location.

Meanwhile Allen stares at her in shock, then at the magical reality, to which he points and says, “Uh, the plague is still there.”

Both Scarlet and Artificios look up at the screen before the man mutters one more time, “Oh shit…”
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Failed Plan



Scarlet

I blankly stare at the screen for several seconds before raising my hand and clenching my fist, grabbing control over the Red Plague that I somehow still sense within the artificial magical reality. And immediately after doing that, the Red Plague stops trying to eat through the reality, instead freezing in place with a struggle. Then a portal to the magical reality opens up next to me, likely Artificios’s doing, and I draw the Red Plague through the portal back into my body.

Silence fills the room after that, leaving the three of us awkwardly staring at the collapsing magical reality.

Eventually I hear Allen calmly ask, “So what were you talking about?”

I glance at Allen to find him frowning at Artificios, who is simply scratching the back of his neck and avoiding Allen’s gaze despite him being a Class V and Allen being Class IV.

What’s he mean?

I frown and tilt my head slightly.

Well, whatever he means aside, I was honestly hoping training in a magical reality would work… after all, they’re basically the same as our regular reality. Just in a parallel projected universe somewhere else in the void. So it shouldn’t have been eaten or anything like that.

So… why didn’t it work?

“Why didn’t what work?” I hear Tar’s voice, bringing my attention to him as he appears in the air and glances at Allen and Artificios, who are now arguing in a rather strange way. With Allen fussing at Artificios for being arrogant and reckless despite Allen being only Class IV.

A rather odd duo, to be sure.

I glance back at Tar again.

Well, Artificios got into contact with me not long after you left through Allen, saying that he wanted to give me a place to test and get used to Warden of the Red Plague. He mentioned that a magical reality should work well for testing, and I agreed with him in that thought.

But then the Red Plague started eating the magical reality instead, leaving us to where we are now.

I glance back at Allen as he continues fussing at Artificios.

And… yeah, you can see what’s happened since.

I turn back to Tar as he begins speaking, not taking his gaze off of the two Guardians, “It makes sense that the magical reality wouldn’t work for testing. I could’ve told you as much myself.”

Wait, really? Why’s that?

He turns to look at me again. “Because the entire magical reality is anchored to our own reality, even if it’s located somewhere else. Meaning that if the Red Plague devours the anchor, the magical reality itself will collapse.”

Oh. That does make sense.

Wait, why wouldn’t Artificios realize that himself? Shouldn’t it be something he would know, considering he’s the one making the magical realities?

Tar frowns at that before answering, “Not necessarily. If I had to guess, he either doesn’t know exactly how his magic works or what it does, or he simply overestimated how strong his magical anchors are. Or he underestimated the Red Plague, which is entirely possible.”

I glance at Artificios, finding him to somehow look playful and arrogant at the same time despite being chastised by someone weaker than him.

Okay, yeah, I can see that last one being true. And maybe even the first one as well.

Tar and I watch the two continue their antics for a little bit before I raise my hand and bring forth some of the Red Plague above my hand. Then I just stare at it for several seconds with a frown on my face as the blood orb writhes and tries to escape with no success at all.

If I can’t train the skill in a magical reality, then where can I train it?

“You could try training it on Tartarus, but that would be dangerous, and I doubt the demons would let you go to Tartarus in the first place,” Tar points out.

I frown at that but agree, nonetheless. Because the only way for me to get to Tartarus is through Class V Fractures and Gates now that I’m a Class V myself.

And those are all rather strongly guarded by Nobles and Clan Nobles.

The only way I can think of to distract the Nobles away from the Gates or Fractures is with the help of the Knights, who I’m sure wouldn’t let me go either due to Vargrim’s rampage. Or I could try to spread the Red Plague a little bit there to make them rush to deal with it, but that would be counterproductive to the goal I’m trying to achieve.

Besides. I’d just end up putting Tartarus at risk instead by going there, even if the demons there are stronger than the humans and demons on Earth.

“True,” Tar comments with a nod of his head.

Guess I’m stuck being extremely careful not to destroy the planet.

I let out a sigh at that before glancing at the two idiots again.

By now the respect that I had for Artificios is… not anywhere near what it was when I came here.

It’s kind of hard to highly respect him when he’s acting like a child towards Allen, after all. Even if I do still respect his work.

Tar and I continue watching the idiots for a few minutes before I begin to lose my patience and walk up to them, summoning Red Plague above my shoulders to form spikes directed at the two as I glare and say, “Are you two quite done yet?”

They immediately shut up, looking at the spikes of Red Plague that I quickly retract into my body not long after they shut up. Mostly because while they do work as a threat, I’d rather not actually hurt them. Or kill them, considering how possible that could actually be if I infected them. Especially Allen.

Best not to kill my soon-to-be-adopted-father.

Tar snorts at that, but I ignore him to say, “Thanks for trying to help me Artificios, but I’m going to go back to my training now.”

He waves at me with a playful smile and says, “Alrighty, have fun little red!”

I blink at the nickname he just gave me before deciding to ignore it and turning into blood to leave the place.

That guy is not what I was expecting.
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Scarlet

What happens next passes in the blink of an eye, leaving me finally visiting the governmental building with Allen, Cynthia, and Belle for the adoption. A process that actually moves just as swiftly thanks to Amelia’s help.

And of course, after the adoption finishes going through, leaving me finally legally Allen and Cynthia’s daughter, we immediately head out to a party they planned. One that Belle manages to get me into a dress for.

I sigh as I stand at the edge of the large room at a table with my old team, wondering why a party was necessary. Especially when I need to keep training my rather lacking control of the Red Plague.

At the very least I don’t seem to care anywhere near as much about dresses anymore now that my curse is broken. So that’s a plus.

“Never would’ve thought part of your extreme dislike of dresses and skirts was simply from the curse’s amplification of your own feelings,” Tar comments from his place in the in-between, making me nod my head in agreement.

Of course, I still don’t like wearing dresses or skirts. But I’m not gonna get upset just because someone put me in one now.

Doesn’t change the fact that I’d prefer my armor though.

“You look so beautiful, Scar!” Belle says with a smile for the third time tonight, making me roll my eyes.

I glance at her, finding the girl to be in a beautiful black and gold dress herself. And it’s not just her, but everyone here is dressed up. Michael and Arthur are wearing suits, with Michaels being black with a vibrant green trim and Arthur’s being black and gray trim. Meanwhile Emily is wearing a black and green dress, Denise wearing plain gold, and Aria wearing blue.

Sylver is also here, although nowadays I’m calling him by his actual name, Collin. And he’s wearing a silver suit. Even if he’s not saying anything and is just drinking in the corner.

Come to think of it, pretty much everyone from the Silver Association is here spread out across the room. And not just the Silver Association, but even some people from other Associations I’ve come to know over the years. Including Ava’s association, the general, all of the Knights except Purple, and some of the Class V Guardians I’ve met over the years. Including the vice-headmaster of the university I ‘technically’ go to.

“You all look great as well,” I comment while drinking a glass of wine, finding absolutely no effect from it on me due to my immunity to corruption. Which is an interesting aspect of the skill. Especially when I look into my body after drinking the wine.

Because I can quite literally see the poison that makes up alcohol being squashed in an instant by the Red Plague and turned into red ash that is then turned into fuel for the plague.

Meaning getting drunk is impossible for me.

Not that I mind. I never liked the idea of being mentally inhibited in the first place.

Which is another benefit of not having the curse anymore.

I smile at that thought, only to frown after seeing a camera flash and turning to see Black for some reason taking a picture of us all. Mainly me.

“What are you doing, Will?” I ask him with a slightly exasperated tone of voice.

He just smirks and gives a salute before vanishing in a puff of shadows.

I sigh and turn to the others where I find them all rather startled by that whole event.

Oh. Right.

Black is a Knight of Humanity, and they’re probably still not used to interacting with them.

I don’t think any of them are even Class IV yet, much less Class V.

After a brief identify, which has actually become possible ever since I became a Class V and reached 99% demon, albeit with the same glitchyness that others have when they identify me making seeing their species impossible, I find them all to be Class III. Except Belle, who is surprisingly Class IV.

Oh, right. Her magic makes it easy for her to level up.

Forgot about that.

“Lady Warden,” I hear someone say, bringing my attention to the person I sensed approaching us from behind to find Jacob R. Ashton approaching with a polite smile on his face. “It’s a pleasure to see you again.”

I nod my head to him before glancing at the others and nodding at them as well, signaling that they could leave if they wanted to. And Belle immediately picks up on it and begins directing the others away to give us space.

Then I turn back to Jacob and respond, “You as well, Chairman of the Republic.”

He gives a small bow before standing up straight and reaching out his hand, making me frown slightly. Then I sigh and give him my hand in return, to which he then kisses the back of.

“You’re also well versed in demon court traditions, it seems,” I comment with a raised brow.

According to the demon court traditions on Tartarus, male Noble demons of lower rank must kiss the backs of the hands of the female Nobles of higher ranks. Meanwhile the female Noble demons of lower ranks simply give a bow or a curtsy to those of higher rank regardless of gender, and male Nobles give a military salute to other male Nobles of higher rank.

Of course, this isn’t absolute and not actually all that many demons follow it. It’s a much older tradition after all, so many of them just plain give a salute or a brief bow to the Noble demons above their station regardless of gender, and no one generally cares. Except some of the traditionalists, that is.

Thankfully I’ve never had to care since I’m a Princess. The only person above me even with my level is Gramps, and I’m pretty sure he’d have a heart attack if I tried bowing to him or treating him like a king.

“Probably would, if that were possible,” Tar mutters.

Anyways, onto business.

“I’m assuming you aren’t here for pleasantries?” I ask the Chairman, making him nod his head.

“You are correct, Lady Warden,” he says, using the Title a lot of people seem to prefer over Apex Predator or Bane of Corruption. Probably because calling me Apex Predator is like admitting they’re weaker than me or just prey or something. And Bane of Corruption doesn’t really suit a formal Title as much as Warden does. “There is something I’d like to discuss with you.”

I nod my head and state, “Very well.”

Let’s see what he has to say.
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A Mad Ghoul



Scarlet

The Chairman and I excuse ourselves from the party to go speak in a private room at his request. And the moment we both sit down, he immediately asks, “I would like to request that you speak with the Leader of the Succubus Clan to negotiate the end of the war.”

I blink at that before frowning.

“Did something happen?” I ask in return, feeling like this question came out of nowhere. Considering how long he could’ve asked me it, and how he should already know it’s not possible.

Jacob grimaces and answers, “Damien is beginning to show his face.”

Oh.

Yeah, I can see that being a problem.

Damien val Shadowblade is currently the highest level demon on Earth, with the exception of Satan who is currently grounded and likely will remain grounded until Gramps can order him otherwise. Considering that the Demon King’s orders are absolute and all.

But Damien hasn’t been directly participating in the war for a while now. Some assume it’s because he’s afraid to get severely injured again like the last time, but most believe he just isn’t interested in the war. This being from both the human and demon side’s gossip.

I haven’t met the man myself, so I wouldn’t know what he’s like one way or the other. The only thing I have to go on is a brief passing remark Gramps made about him while I was on Tartarus.

That he’s depressed.

Which isn’t an uncommon thing with ghouls, considering their curse.

“How so?” I eventually ask while crossing my arms.

Jacob looks me directly in the eye and says, “He killed the Dark Jester, the Jaded Saint, and the Eternal Flame.”

My jaw drops open at the blunt declaration of the death of three Class V Guardians.

“In a single night,” Jacob adds, making me uncross my arms and lean forwards in my seat out of pure shock.

“Was he provoked or something?” I ask after taking a second to recover.

Jacob shakes his head and says, “No. They were fighting on the frontlines as usual before he arrived, ignored all of the other Guardians, and killed the three without batting an eye. Then he left, once again ignoring the other Guardians.”

“And when did this happen? Has he shown himself again since then?” I ask back to back questions, feeling more than a little tense at the idea of Damien going around killing Class Vs when he used to be so inactive in the war other than defending the Gate.

The Chairman shakes his head, answering, “He hasn’t shown himself since, and it happened just a few days ago. He didn’t even harm a single other Guardian aside from the Class Vs in the area, so we believe he’s going around hunting Class Vs.”

Hunting Class Vs…

“Also…” Jacob continues before hesitating, making me frown. “…he ate their corpses.”

Oh. Well that’s normal for a ghoul.

Gross, cruel, and not something I ever want to see, yes. But normal for a ghoul.

Their Sin kind of makes them.

That said, it’ll probably kill morale amongst the soldiers that hear about it.

“So it sounds like he’s going around hunting Class Vs then? What is the general doing to counter it?” I ask while tapping my fingers on my leg.

“Your mother and the Blue Knight of Humanity are both patrolling the Arctic frontlines and will notify us immediately should he show up,” Jacob says with a frown on his face. “Then we’ll send the rest of the Knights to deal with him for good.”

Right, he’s almost as strong as Satan. And Satan just about killed all of the Knights while they were working together against him, even if he had the boost from the Demon Moon. So at the very least Satan can take down two or three Knights at once without the help of the Demon Moon.

Should be safe to assume that Damien can take on two of them at once as well.

He’s just never really been a real issue thanks to his seeming lack of interest in the war.

I frown as a thought comes to mind.

“Do you think his actions could have something to do with Vorgrim going on a rampage back on Tartarus?” I ask, making Jacob blink in surprise for a second. Then he leans forwards, his elbows on his knees as he seemingly considers the possibility.

It would make some sense. After all, Damien likely has people he cares about on Tartarus, and if he knew that Vorgrim could very likely kill them, he would be sparked into action even if he dislikes the war. Just to push the war forward and closer to its end so he can return to Tartarus.

Maybe I should pay a visit to Damien soon.

“It’s highly possible,” Jacob finally responds to the possibility I pointed out, but he soon pushes that aside as he raises his head and asks, “So what do you think about you going to negotiate the end of the war with Lily del Rose?”

I shake my head immediately and answer, “Not possible. Even if the demons believe it to be a good idea, without Gramps’ permission, nothing can happen. His last order was for the war to continue, so without him directly saying it can come to an end, even if we know he would say that, Demon King’s Rule won’t let them end the war.”

Jacob gets a depressed look about him after hearing my answer, but there’s nothing I can do about that.

It’s just an ironclad rule of the skill.

Gramps’ word is quite literally law for the demons. The only ones that can disobey it are Demon Lords, none of whom are on Earth. And only they’d be able to disobey it. Not the rest of the demons.

So only they’d be able to ignore orders to fight.

It’s actually something Gramps would complain about. That there isn’t much leeway in the skill’s usage, and he has to be extremely careful about what he orders demons to do.

And only he can retract his orders. Although depending on the demon’s level, both Leonidas and I can also give orders to demons. Just with less authority than he has.

“In that case we can only hope the Demon King returns to demon society soon…” Jacob says something I never expected one of the leaders of the humans to ever say in my life.

Then again, that would solve pretty much every problem we have right now.
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Scarlet
One month later

I float several meters above the ground with my arms crossed and my brows furrowed while staring at the demons below me, many of whom I have floating as well through my Blood Manipulation skill. A skill that has gained the ability to manipulate the blood of others so long as they’re sufficiently weaker than me after it reached level 30. And each of the demons can be seen with glowing crimson cracks stretching across their body and their clothes, for the ones wearing clothes. But unlike how it was when I first got the skill, I manage to vary the speed of the infection amongst each of the demons.

When I first became the Warden of the Red Plague, I could only give a form of guidance to the Red Plague that it had to follow. But at this point I’m able to do much more than that.

I’ve learned to keep a much stricter control over it.

And now, after over a month of having the skill, I can’t help but grin.

“You finally did it,” Tar comments, making me nod my head as I look at each demon. All of whom are being infected and eventually turned to ash at different rates, following which the ash is used as food for the Red Plague.

That I did.

The number of demons that’ve died from my experiments is rather large though. Even if I’ve kept the crueler experiments to the nonsapient ones, avoiding doing any sort of experimentation on the sapient demons. Because that’s just not something I want to be doing.

“There are some things you just shouldn’t do, even in wartime,” Tar replies to my thoughts.

Agreed. Especially when they’re technically my people as well.

At this point I have nearly absolute control over all of the Red Plague within a few dozen meters around me. Beyond that though and I lose control of the Red Plague.

I frown as I begin floating a little bit away from the Red Plague before suddenly stopping and moving back again.

Ugh.

“That radius shrinks when the Red Plague itself grows stronger from those it kills,” Tar comments on what I just saw. “Guess you can’t fix that problem after all.”

Unfortunately.

At the very least I can put the Red Plague to use without having to worry about destroying the entire world.

Because that was a close one a few weeks ago.

“When the Red Plague that you compressed got free and began eating straight through the ground until Amelia stepped in and stopped it?” Tar says, pointing out something that absolutely didn’t happen. “Uh huh.”

I frown even harder at that.

How was I supposed to know that it’d act like a damned cannonball and sink like a rock in water?

It even grew faster and faster the deeper it went instead of slowing down as you’d normally expect.

“Well, it grows when it-” he begins before I mutter, “Yeah, yeah, it grows when it devours reality. I know. But that doesn’t change that I didn’t expect that.”

Tar and I continue watching the demons until the very last one is gone and I raise my hand, calling the Red Plague back to me in a flash of crimson light shining straight towards me. Then I put both of my hands in my pockets and transform into blood to fly through the air towards the frontlines. But when I’m only halfway there, I pause and turn back into my lycan form again.

“What is it?” Tar asks, but I just float down to the ground and raise my arm closer to my face before shapeshifting a single finger into a claw on my other hand and drawing it across my arm. And I just let the drops of glowing red blood that flow out hit the ground where they then begin infecting everything they touch.

After a few seconds I pull the blood back into me again and shake my head.

“Yeah, that could be a problem,” Tar eventually says, understanding me.

If I get hurt too much in a battle, and I start to let out a lot of blood… I may not be able to control the Red Plague that is released as a result.

Especially if I fall unconscious again.

But I can’t keep avoiding the frontlines. The war has stalled thanks to my absence, and the people are starting to wonder what’s going on.

I grimace as I begin to clench my fist.

Eventually I look up at where I know Amelia is watching me.

I really didn’t want to rely on her, but…

“Amelia,” I state, raising my voice slightly. And just seconds later, she appears in front of me. “Would you help me?”

She nods her head without even asking what it is I need help with. Which still surprises me to this day.

“Can you handle any of the blood that I lose while fighting on the frontlines?” I ask her, but once again, she just nods her head and smiles. So I smile back and answer, “Thank you.”

“Of course,” she replies right away before vanishing again without another word.

Then I turn back towards the frontlines again and take a deep breath.

Alright. I won’t destroy the world.

With that thought deeply entrenched in my mind, I shift back into blood and immediately make my way towards the frontlines. And the moment I arrive, I look around at the millions of demons and humans fighting each other.

But the fighting doesn’t last long as people quickly begin to notice me, following which cheers ring out from amongst the humans and murmurs of ‘The Warden’ and ‘Her Highness’ from the demons.

Despite all of that, I simply ignore them all and rush deep into the demon side of the battlefield where very few humans are before lowering myself closer to the ground and spreading out my arms.

“Release,” I mutter quietly as glowing red blood shoots out of my body and begins infecting everything directly beneath me.

Let the pandemonium begin.


Chapter 31
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The Warden



The Frontlines

Close to the front of the frontlines, Axel Var Del quickly jerks his head around as he senses the approach of a Class V. And he isn’t the only one as the Class V human he’s fighting breaks away from him at the same time that he jumps back and turns his attention towards it as well.

Then both of them find a very familiar woman with red and black hair flowing down behind her with the wind as glowing crimson cracks slowly pulse across her armor, with an occasional vein of crimson showing on her skin. Her eyes are pure crimson and, as she spreads her arms out to her sides, slowly lose the whites within them, the crimson spreading out to fill her entire eyes as her whispered voice echoes across the frontlines, “Release.”

“Her Highness, The Warden…” Axel mutters, the wolfkin – a lesser version of a blood lycan – gazing up in awe as glowing crimson blood begins to leak out of the Princess’s body before shooting down like the humans’ bullets to hit all of the demons directly beneath her.

And the sight Axel sees directly after replaces his awe with abject terror.

All of the demons begin to show the same glowing crimson cracks across their bodies as the Princess’s armor shows as the demons drop like dominos to the ground with each of them convulsing in the process. Their eyes begin to turn red just like the Princess’s, and soon the convulsing goes silent as well while the crimson cracks grow larger and brighter.

The Warden of the Red Plague…

Axel watches with fear in his gaze as cheers ring out from the humans. And the last thought Axel has before he sees all of the infected demons turning to crimson ash, only for that ash to then get absorbed by the glowing crimson blood that is left behind, sends a shiver down his spine.

The power of the Royal Family truly is absolute…

But it doesn’t stop there as the Princess quickly raises her hand, stopping the glowing crimson blood from devouring any more of the ash and instead raising it into the air while the blood seems to shake from indignation. Then she pushes her hand out forward while floating ahead, bringing the glowing crimson blood with her to infect more demons.

Terrifying and without equal.

By now even the cheering humans have gone silent with the lone exception of murmurs of “The Red Plague” and “The Warden” throughout the frontlines.

Entire swarms of demons die as the demons infected by what Axel can only assume is the Red Plague die, turning into red ash faster and faster with each demon until they die near instantly upon infection. And Axel soon realizes that the glowing crimson blood is growing thicker and thicker with every kill, only for it to vanish the moment it gets too far away from the Princess.

A weakness? Or… I don’t think it’s her erasing it… what’s that about?

Axel can’t figure out what’s going on as he watches the plague that gets too far away from the Princess vanish without a trace.

Time passes as he continues to watch, but after several minutes, the Warden floats back up higher while drawing the plague back into her body again with a sigh. Then she simply looks out over the army of demons from her spot located deep within the demon army far away from any humans.

Soon enough the demons and humans all around begin fighting again, no longer keeping their attention focused solely on the Princess. But Axel senses more than a couple Nobles heading straight over towards the Princess.

So he returns his attention to the human he was fighting as well.



Scarlet

I grimace after I get high enough, feeling rather uncomfortable with how compressed and thick the Red Plague within my body is right now. After it’s feasted on tens of thousands of demons. Possibly even hundreds of thousands of demons. Most of whom were lower Class, and many not even sapient. But still demons, nonetheless.

And I think it may be a bit too much for me to comfortably handle…

It feels like my blood is too thick for my body, and at the same time it makes me feel powerful. But extremely uncomfortable, and like I’m about to burst any second now.

So without hesitation, I shift into my quadrupedal beast form and immediately begin burning away as much blood as possible using Blood Sacrifice. Which seems to work, albeit not that well.

I still feel like I’m about to burst, so I go ahead and begin using Crimson Overdrive as harshly as I can to burn away my own life energy until wounds begin opening up on their own and my blood vanishes amidst the crimson lightning. And I continue to do this while charging through the demons, slaughtering them by the thousands and gradually leveling up from the massacre every hundred or so thousand demons slain.

Meanwhile every time I do get wounded and lose blood, or the blood that is leaking from the open wounds caused by my drain of life energy instead of vanishing in the crimson lightning, vanishes thanks to Amelia’s interference. All the while I make absolutely sure that none of my blood is left behind.

This is a major pain.

“Well, it is a mutation skill,” Tar comments as I continue to slaughter demons. “And mutation skills often come with a price.”

True.

Law of equal exchange, was it? Something like that.

Great power comes at a price, or everything comes in exchange for something else.

Something like that.

“You’re just making up random stuff to distract yourself, aren’t you?” Tar points out, but I ignore him.

I grit my teeth as I feel the discomfort of burning my own life energy – a feeling that I can’t just diffuse with Pain Diffusion. And after a while, I begin to get lost in the slaughter.

So I try to snap myself out of it again, only to have that done for me when something crashes into my side and I find myself blasting through demons on my path to slam into a cliff.

After coughing out a good bit of blood that vanishes the instant it leaves my mouth, I turn my gaze to the demon that is responsible for my current state.

Then I grin at the sight of an outlet to vent my current issues on.

Five different Noble demons, all around levels 1150 to 1200.

Let’s hunt.


Chapter 32
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Interference



High Above the Frontlines

Amelia purses her lips for a second before beginning to fly down to stop the five Nobles. But just seconds later, she backs away without any hesitation, following which a twister of miasma appears where she was just standing.

Miasma? On the frontlines?

Her gaze quickly locks onto the source of the miasma, which she quickly finds to be someone who shouldn’t be here.

A man with stark white hair just like her own and pitch black orbs as eyes lacking any sort of color or even white, with pitch black claws extending from his fingers as sharp as talons, and pale white skin. And Amelia immediately grimaces at the hungry look on the man’s face that he is clearly restraining as he stares at her without blinking for even a moment.

Amelia immediately presses a button on her terminal, sending a signal to all of the other Knights and the general of the military to notify them of a clan demon’s arrival.

Then she asks, “What are you doing here Damien?”

Damien doesn’t say anything for several seconds as small black and red embers begin to leak from his eyes, making Amelia’s own eyes widen in shock and fear.

Shit. He’s losing his sanity, isn’t he?

The man just continues to stare at her for several seconds before looking down at Scarlet and continuing to stare, leaving Amelia feeling confused.

Is he… not attacking me? Wait, how’s he even holding himself back from devouring everyone here if he’s losing his sanity to his Sin? Black and red embers leaking from the eyes is the first sign of a demon’s consciousness being swallowed entirely by their Sin, so unless I’m mistaken on that…

Despite Amelia’s thoughts, Damien just continues to look down at the battle in silence, not attacking anyone as he simply floats there.

He’s really not attacking me… but what was with that first attack, then? Does he not want me to interfere?

Just to test it, Amelia begins moving down towards the battle again, but right when she does, Damien turns his gaze towards her again and sends another twister of miasma at her. One that moves downwards towards the ground after missing her and wipes out tens of thousands of demons before turning most of them into undead. And when Amelia backs up again, he returns his attention to Scarlet.

He is seriously just trying to keep me away from her… but why?

Several seconds pass in silence before Amelia looks down at Scarlet again, finding her beginning her battle with the five Nobles already. And she quickly begins to lose too much of her blood, with it devouring the nearby demons, growing stronger, and spreading while also digging downwards.

Amelia immediately tries to nullify the blood, but for some reason Damien sends another twister her way, making her turn a glare on the man. But this time he actually speaks, albeit only a single word.

“No.”

And it comes out as a growl. One nearing being feral.

That’s when it clicks in Amelia’s mind.

He wants Scarlet to grow as strong as possible, as fast as possible so that she can clear his curse and save him from being lost to it. Even if it means the end of the Earth and the slaughter of millions of his own demons.

Amelia feels panic quickly rising within her and she opens her terminal, wondering where everyone else is and why they haven’t arrived yet.

Then she finds that Gabriella had just told a prophecy and is recovering from it, meanwhile Red himself had just barely survived an encounter with Satan. Black is still missing from when he disappeared not too long ago, leaving Alexander as the only remaining option for backup.

But he’s not responding.

Why the fucking hell did Noah have to have another squabble with Satan right now?! And what was the prophecy Gabby told anyways?!

Amelia doesn’t have the time to find out as she grits her teeth and looks down at the Red Plague quickly turning the area around them all to red ash. Even after Scarlet tries to stop using the skill.

From what Amelia can tell though, Scarlet simply isn’t able to handle all of the Red Plague that had replicated during the battle up till now and not been dealt with by Amelia.

Shit, shit, shit, I shouldn’t have let her come here!

She quickly sends a message to her brother simply stating, “Come here now or the world ends!!!!” Then she tries to create a full null magic field down on the field using her Bane of Magic Title-Bearing Mythic skill. But even that does nothing to the Red Plague.

In fact, it even seems to make things worse as it appears to weaken Scarlet’s control over the plague.

Amelia’s eyes widen in further shock, and she immediately cancels the use of her skill while her daughter looks up in confusion and more than a little irritation at her. Only for Scarlet’s eyes to lock onto Damien as well and a grimace to form on her face.

And all this happens while the other demons on the frontlines continue fighting with the humans, neither side having any idea about the dangers that are coming.

Scarlet is fighting far on the demon’s side of the frontlines, away from any humans. But it’s only a matter of time at this point before the Red Plague reaches the parts of the battle where humans are as well.

Amelia hears a grinding sound from her own teeth as she grits them even harder, but she pays it no mind as she finally returns her attention to the level 1801 ghoul floating in front of her and still fighting back his loss of sanity.

I don’t have a choice. Even if I can’t beat him on my own, I should at least be able to push him back so that I can clear out some of the Red Plague down there.

So Amelia raises both of her arms and begins making a complete null magic field around the ghoul.

Let’s just hope this stops him for long enough to act.


Chapter 33
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Chaos at its Finest



Scarlet

I grit my teeth as I feel the Red Plague beginning to go out of control, devouring all of the demons around us and growing stronger and stronger. But thankfully the five Noble demons begin fighting against the Red Plague themselves as well, slowing its pace a bit and letting me draw some of it back into me.

Something strange happens when I draw as much Red Plague inside of myself as I can though.

Almost like… I’m growing stronger when I pull the blood in.

“Scarlet, there’s something I didn’t tell you until now that I think you should know,” Tar says, making me frown. “Father ordered me to keep it from you until you knew how to control the Red Plague, but the Red Plague is considered a part of your body. And it doesn’t just replicate when it devours the realities of other beings.” Tar hesitates a second as I continue pulling in the Red Plague until I’m at my limit and can’t hold any more. “The Red Plague’s own reality grows stronger as well.”

Wait. Huh?

I blink as I feel my control slackening ever so slightly in my surprise, only for me to regain my control over it in an instant.

Doesn’t that mean…

{Level X Being Devoured.} x102397

{Level XX Being Devoured.} x38702

{Level XXX Being Devoured.} x2890

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 1036. Ten Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 1069. Ten Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

Holy cow. That’s a lot.

This is just broken.

Do you seriously mean that…

“Yes, the Red Plague directly feeds on the life force and reality energy of other beings,” Tar declares. “And your body is entirely made up of the Red Plague in question.”

So I can level up without giving a shit about the System’s restrictions now.

Although it doesn’t seem to give me any SP for the kills I make using the Red Plague.

“Probably because you are devouring them, not killing them,” Tar comments. “So the System doesn’t get much if any of the life force they give off upon death.”

That’s just broken.

But at the same time, I can feel myself growing stronger at an incredibly rapid pace.

A wide, and probably a little crazy looking, grin stretches across my face. One showing all of my teeth, including my sharpened canines as I float upwards and spread my arms out.

The euphoric sensation continues filling me up as I feel the Red Plague growing stronger and stronger. But I also can’t help but question why I didn’t feel this before.

“It’s likely that the Red Plague needed to satiate itself before it could grow stronger,” Tar explains. “And it didn’t help that you kept having your mother erase it from existence, which made it a lot harder for the Red Plague to do that.”

True.

“More importantly,” Tar says as the Red Plague continues to grow beneath me, soon forming a large wave that simply engulfs the humans. “You might be able to nullify the curse within the day at this rate, if you keep leveling up as you are.”

You’re right.

So instead of controlling the Red Plague to come back to me, I have it devour the armies of mostly non-sapient demons below who have no idea what’s happening. Specifically avoiding killing as many sapient ones as possible since the war should be ending soon if my plan works out.

And it doesn't take long for the valley we’re in to turn into a damned lake of glowing red blood, all while the Class Vs who know about my skill rush to save any humans who are anywhere near my attack. Which I very much appreciate.

Then, the moment I reach level 1200, I try as hard as I can to pull all of the Red Plague back towards me. With little success.

But just moments later, Amelia and Damien – who were both fighting each other high above the frontlines – fly down and begin eliminating the lake of Red Plague alongside the five Noble demons, none of whom are attacking me anymore. And after the Red Plague is back down to a much more reasonable size, and I’m about to recall the rest of it, a certain undead ghoul appears in front of me with a crazy look in his pitch black eyes.

“Cure,” he says through gritted teeth with a damned near feral tone of voice.

My eyes widen at that, but I try to ignore him for the moment to deal with the Red Plague.

He just moves forward and grabs me by the throat, continuing, “Cure.”

“Just wait a moment!” I shout at him, my voice coming out clearly despite his hand on my throat.

He doesn’t wait. And I finally realize why when he pulls my face closer to his, revealing the red and black embers that are starting to leak out of his eyes faster and faster.

He’s losing it.

“Help clear out the Red Plague down there after this and I’ll cure you here and now,” I bluntly tell him, and he nods his head without hesitation.

So I close my eyes, focusing on the physical contact he has with my throat right now. Then I almost immediately find the connection I’m looking for.

The corruption flowing through his body.

I follow the connection into his body before finding the branch of the root and attempting to follow it to the source. But I soon find that I’m still too weak to do that.

What I’m not too weak to do though, is cut off the larger branch that connects to a large portion of the other branches it reaches out towards.

I grit my teeth, feeling blood beginning to fill my mouth. But I stop myself from coughing on Damien so as to not infect him by accident.

Then I push as hard as I possibly can to cut the branch.

An act that is immediately followed by a loud thunderclap echoing out all around us.

I open my eyes again in surprise before meeting Damien’s eyes.

Eyes that no longer have the pain and hunger from before in them, nor the embers.

I did it.
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Truce



Scarlet

Silence fills the battlefield, making me glance downwards from the Clan Demon in front of me to find all of the demons on the battlefield suddenly no longer moving. Except the ones fighting the Red Plague, that is. They’re still trying to push it back and get rid of it.

The rest of the demons all act as if they’ve been snapped out of some trance though.

I really did it. I broke the curse on all of the demons, at least on Earth. I don’t think I managed to do anything about the demons on Tartarus, unfortunately.

I’d have to actually go to Tartarus to do that.

And I’m sure Gramps will get the message when I break his curse along with the rest on Tartarus.

All because of the Red Plague…

I smile at that thought, realizing it does have some good other than its pure power after all.

My thoughts are interrupted when howls, roars, shouts, and cheers of all kind echo around the entire frontlines. Then a single voice echoes out over them all, belonging to the man right next to me.

“Attention all demons currently on Earth! The Warden of the Red Plague, Princess of the Demons, Apex Predator, and Bane of Corruption has managed to erase the curse that has been terrorizing us demons for ages! She has rid us all of the curse and brought us true peace for the first times in our lives!!!”

I find myself surprised by how enthusiastic Damien is being, considering how he was just moments ago. Then he turns to me and kneels midair, surprising me for just a second as he declares, “Your Highness, I swear myself to you now and forever. I will be your knight, your shield, and your sword should you make use of me.”

He raises his head, showing a grin on his undead face that is the complete opposite of his face before.

And it’s not just him. Soon enough, demons all around the frontlines are abandoning the battlefield to fly up here and bow before me, reciting very similar lines.

I hurriedly glance down at the Red Plague before shouting, “Wait, please, let’s deal with the problem at hand first!”

Everyone blinks before the demons look down at the Red Plague that is starting to gain a little ground again.

“Oh, right,” Damien mutters and flies down to start erasing parts of it with miasma. And I quickly join him, restoring the mana that I spent on nullifying the curse through the Red Plague I’m absorbing. And gaining levels as I do so.

By the time we deal with all of the Red Plague, I’ve already hit level 1220, which seems to surprise more than a few of the demons and humans around me.

Not as surprised as I am to hear another voice echoing throughout the frontlines. A voice that isn’t even supposed to be here. Meaning she’s probably talking to us from somewhere on Tartarus.

“Attention all demons on Earth, according to the order left to me by His Majesty before he entered seclusion, now that the Princess has shown to be able to remove the curse completely on all demons, we are pulling back,” Lily del Rose’s voice echoes all over. And I can tell it’s not just the battlefield, cause I can hear it with my strong hearing all over. As if the words are echoing wherever demons are on Earth. “You will all retreat to Demon Isle and the Arctic Gates and stay guard there until His Majesty leaves seclusion and is able to give new orders.”

I smile a little when I hear the next sentence she utters, along with the silence after it.

“From here on out, we will be entering peace talks with the humans.”

For the first time ever, absolute silence fills the entire frontlines. Not a single person saying a word, or even moving.

Not a one.

Then cheers immediately ring out from both sides.

My smile grows a little more as I float high above everyone with the Knights all appearing near me, the other Knights apparently no longer being busy now that the demons have been called off from their attack. And all of them look happy.

Even Purple is here.

Meanwhile every last Noble demon on the frontlines moves over beneath me and kneels down, with a third of them swearing fealty to me now. Instead of gramps.

Didn’t know they could do that, but I get the feeling it doesn’t stop them from having to obey gramps’ orders.

To my surprise, I sense a familiar power edging in on the frontlines, making me glance to the side to find Satan arriving. And the man has a wide smile on his face despite the wounds on his body. Which don’t number as many as Red has, making me understand where those two were.

Soon enough Satan approaches me, joining Damien in the whole ‘kneeling down midair’ thing that they’re doing. And then all of the other demons on the frontlines do the same thing, except without the flying part. Since most of them can’t fly.

Which leaves me staring at a massive army of millions of demons, all bowing.

I can’t help but furrow my brow at the sight of the demons even forcing the non-sapient demons to bow as well.

The humans begin to grow quiet and confused at the sight of every last demon kneeling down with their heads facing the ground. Or at least, kneeling down in whatever way they can, considering that most of them don’t actually have humanoid forms.

And after several seconds of absolute silence filling the battlefield, a single collective and simultaneous sentence rings out throughout the entire battlefield.

“Thank you, Your Highness, for saving us from our curse. You will forever be the Royal we serve, the Moon we follow, and the Warden we trust in. The Apex Predator, our Savior, and our Princess.”

I start to feel my face heating up slightly as I wasn’t prepared for that, but I just smile and give all of them a single light wave of my hand.

And out of the corner of my eye, I spot cameras from the human’s side flashing, recording and taking pictures of the whole thing.

Tar even appears and lands on my shoulder during the middle of it.

“Looks like we’ve got one obstacle out of the way,” he comments, making me nod my head in silence.

Now we just have to deal with the void creatures.
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Tearful Appreciation



Scarlet

After the little makeshift ceremony the demons decided to do, they all head back to the Arctic and Demon Isle, making the frontlines of the war completely barren of anyone but humans for the first time since the truce. And soon after that we get word of the demons leaving all of the cities they’ve conquered, pulling their territory all the way back to the Arctic and Demon Isle.

“Good job,” Amelia tells me with a smile as she, the Knights, and I all fly through the air towards the capital city.

I nod towards her with a smile of my own, which apparently still surprises the other Knights since they’re not used to seeing me smile. But I ignore them.

Once we reach the capital city, I immediately find recordings of what happened on the frontlines playing on all of the wide screens scattered across the city on repeat. Meanwhile it’s almost as if every last civilian is on the streets celebrating.

Not just the civilians either, but a lot of Guardians as well.

And all of them immediately begin cheering even louder the moment the Knights and I fly over the city, some of the more sensitive Guardians noticing us right away and pointing us out. So I wave at them all, making them cheer even louder.

“Things are going to change from now on, you know that, right?” Amelia points out.

I nod my head, knowing full well that things will never be the same again. Not for the humans and not for me either.

Come to think of it, now that we aren’t at war with the demons anymore, where will I get the EXP needed to level up?

“Did you forget? The Red Plague devours the reality itself, not just the life force,” Tar says, making me frown.

What does that change?

Tar looks at me from my shoulder and explains, “The reason humans and demons can’t get EXP from killing void creatures is because void creatures don’t have life force. But they do have realities.”

I blink as that answer settles in. Then a small smile stretches across my face.

So what you’re saying is… I can level up from devouring void creatures.

The tanuki sends me a vicious grin in return, “Yep!”

Now that is good news.

“You may be interested in heading to other worlds that are being devoured presently by the void just to deal with the void creatures and level up from them,” Tar points out, but I can’t help but frown again at that.

How would I even get there?

He just smiles at me without answering.

Something you can’t say? Haven’t seen that in a while.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” Tar says rather cryptically.

Then I look forward to it.

The Knights and I all continue flying over the city for a bit, playing to the people a little to give them what they want before we all grab the Chairman and head towards Demon Isle. And once we arrive at the capital of the demons inside of Demon Isle, we find the place swarming with demons, most of whom are celebrating. The sapient ones at least.

The Knights, Chairman, and I all land in the palace located at the center of the capital before entering the throne room where we find both Damien and Satan standing beneath the raised dais, with a strange pool of pink energy floating between them showing Lily on the other side. And as soon as I enter the room, all three of them kneel down and declare, “We greet Her Highness, our Savior.”

“Lily,” I state with a nod of my head towards the current commander of the Demon Army.

She raises her head and directly meets my eyes with that terrifying gaze that quickly fills with lust against her will since she’s still under her curse.

“I will be heading to Tartarus next to erase the curse there as well,” I tell her, in a bit of a hurry to get away from that gaze that sends a chill down my spine just from the way she’s looking at me, likely without even knowing it herself.

The succubus immediately bows her head again and exclaims, “Thank you, Your Highness. We await your arrival.”

I nod my head again before quickly heading to the Gate within the capital and crossing through it on my own, the other Knights proving unable to cross due to the lack of reality energy in the Gate. And the very first person I find after crossing into Tartarus again is Lily, along with dozens of other Clan demons all around us kneeling on the ground.

Other than these demons, I also sense the large blood domain stretching across the entire planet, along with a powerful source of life energy with a rather loud roar echoing from the Southwest.

Without hesitation, I walk up to a random Clan demon – deciding to stay far away from Lily while she still has her curse – and place my hand on their head and close my eyes. Then I sense for the branch connecting them to the root of the curse, following which I completely erase the curse, making a loud shattering sound echo throughout Tartarus.

And just like with Earth, all of the demons here begin cheering, following which they kneel down and more than a few swear fealty to me.

I give an amused smile as I look out over all of the demons.

The pure joy on all of their faces makes it hard not to smile.

I glance at Lily to find her quite literally crying, with that lustful look in her eyes completely gone now. Just like how the hunger in Damien’s vanished.

“They’ve lived their entire lives with these horrible curses, and now they’re finally experiencing life without them,” Tar says rather quietly as he looks out from my shoulder.

I nod my head, still smiling at the demons, many of whom are crying. Which makes some sense since these are all Nobles, unlike most of the demons on the frontlines before. And the Nobles are the oldest of the demons who have spent the most time with the curses.

Then, out of nowhere, two things happen that silence most of the demons here.

First, the roar from the Southwest vanishes while the life energy flares once and goes down. As if the source is finally calming down.

Second, the slight sensation of constantly being in movement that I was feeling gradually slows down, following which the blood domain around the entire planet begins to fade.

And only moments later, the large pilar of blood I see in the direction of the Demon King’s Castle vanishes.

Gramps is back.
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The Abdication Begins



Scarlet

Right as I’m about to begin heading over towards Gramps’ castle, a very loud and very powerful voice begins to echo seemingly throughout the entire planet. A voice I recognize as belonging to King Oberon of the Fae. And along with the voice I feel a very powerful life force. As if the King is spreading his entire being across the planet.

“Attention all contracted beings of Earth and Tartarus; the time of the new Dawn has arrived. Now that the curse on the demons is no longer amongst the living, I, King Oberon of the Fae, have decided to begin the process of my abdication of the Fae Throne.”

My eyes widen in shock along with every last demon here. Meanwhile one fae after another begin appearing all around us. As if every single contracted fae on Tartarus is appearing from the In-Between at once in response to their king’s words.

“The abdication process will begin with a tournament where all of the contracted partners of my children will compete amongst themselves. This tournament will be set place within the In-Between, in an alternate dimension created by my own hands, and it will determine the heir to the throne.”

I grow serious as I narrow my eyes slightly.

So the fae tournament you told me about is finally going to begin.

“Yeah,” Tar mutters from his place on my shoulder.

Oberon finishes his little speech up, “The tournament will begin in one week’s time. I bid my children good luck and their partners adieu.”

As soon as he finishes, his life force vanishes, and everything returns to normal again. Then silence fills the area.

“Now I can tell you what I wasn’t able to earlier,” Tar says, breaking the silence in my mind.

Wait, really? That wasn’t much of a wait.

“Yeah,” he says while floating off of my shoulder to move directly in front of me. “What I wanted to tell you is that one of the perks we’ll get if I were to become the King of the Fae is the ability to teleport to any planet in the universe.”

Oh. Yeah, that’ll help a lot in hunting the void creatures for their reality energy.

But wait a second, how am I going to compete with the other competitors for the throne? Most of them are all a lot higher leveled than I am.

Just the Demon Lords alone could beat me.

“About that…” Tar says, pursing his lips slightly as he looks away, avoiding my gaze.

What did you do?

“I asked Father for a favor,” Tar says. And mere moments after he says that, I find myself blinking in surprise as everything around me goes completely black.

What the hell is going on?

“I’m sorry, but Father didn’t give me a choice in this after I asked my favor,” Tar says, sounding more than a little apologetic. “He said that if he is to help send us to void creatures for you to grow stronger, then he will have to do it right now. And he didn’t give me a choice since he forced me to accept his condition before he told me it.”

Why the heck would you accept his condition before he even said what it was?!

“It’s just how Father is,” Tar says, making me grimace in response. “He won’t even give you the time of day when asking favors if you aren’t prepared for anything in return. And agreeing to his terms before hearing them is the only way to get him to help us. I just didn’t expect them to be this rushed.”

I frown at the tanuki who is still in front of me as strange silver streaks seem to fly through the blackness around us. Then I let out a sigh.

Whatever. I wanted to talk to Gramps and deal with the ritual part of the curse first, but I guess that’ll have to wait.

Do the others know what happened? That I didn’t just vanish out of nowhere with no explanation?

“Father already told your grandfather about it,” Tar says, reassuring me.

Very well then.

The silver streaks continue moving faster and faster through the endless black around us with more and more streaks appearing as time passes. Eventually all of the darkness is covered in a luminescent silver.

Then a strange warping sound echoes out and I find myself stumbling onto the sand in a desert.

I quickly raise my head at the sounds I hear above us, only to find a rather terrifying sight greeting me.

Completely blotting out the sky, for as far as I can see, there are nothing but black creatures. All just masses of tentacles and insect-like parts and limbs.

Absolutely disgusting.

What’s even more terrifying is that life sense doesn’t pick up anything on them at all.

“They don’t have life energy or life force, so of course it wouldn’t,” Tar says as the two of us stare up at the void invasion. “Father made sure to send us to a passing planet without any sapient creatures on it, and far away from the strongest forces of the void creatures. So go ahead and devour them as you please. You don’t have to worry about collateral damage.”

For some reason, a strange hunger fills me from deep within and I feel drool beginning to fill up my mouth before dripping out. But almost immediately realize it’s not drool.

It’s blood.

Red Plague blood that begins devouring the ground after dripping down.

That can’t be a good sign.

“The Red Plague is hungry,” Tar mutters, making me glance at him with the Red Plague drool still building up in my mouth despite me swallowing it. Which isn’t actually as unpleasant as I’d expected it would be. “You have to remember that the plague is intelligent, even if it’s not sapient. Think of it like a wild animal that is hungry right now.”

Right. Makes sense when I think of it like that.

So it’s hungry enough that it’s trying to make its way out of me in any way it can. Which isn’t doing much.

On that note, I raise my head up to the sky and flash a grin.

Then again, it won’t have to soon.

It’s time for a banquet.
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The Dawn of the Banquet of Void



The In-Between

King Oberon watches through a portal as the Warden of the Red Plague unleashes the Red Plague, spreading the enormous mass of glowing red liquid into the air towards the void creatures. Void creatures that are just beginning to notice her arrival and target the planet.

The swarm of Red Plague continuously spreads out to blot out the entire sky before it clashes with the void invasion and quickly begins to devour it, not giving the lower Class void creatures even the slightest chance of fighting back.

“Are we sure this is a good idea?” Elara, the newly designated First Princess of the Fae and contracted partner of the Blood Calamity, asks with a frown as she floats next to her father.

King Oberon stays silent for several seconds as the Red Plague devours the void creatures, with the Warden constantly pulling the Red Plague back into her to absorb the reality energy from the void creatures. And every time she absorbs it, her level and total EXP shoot up nonstop.

“There’s no other choice but to fight a universe level threat with another universe level threat,” Oberon eventually answers. “I believe she won’t be a problem in the future.”

“I agree with you, Father. But what I’m worried about is if the poor girl isn’t able to control the Red Plague.” Elara says, making Oberon finally glance at her. Then she pushes on, asking, “What if she completely loses control of it and it results in the end of both the universe and the Farshore?” She pauses for a second before adding, “What if grandmother’s work ends up being pointless?”

The king doesn’t say anything for several seconds, just watching the Red Plague devour the void invasion.

“Then we must prepare for the end of everything,” Oberon eventually says, not even hiding the consequences of that.

His daughter’s eyes widen in both shock and fear before she turns her gaze to the one-sided battle below. Where the void army is being devoured whole by the constantly growing Red Plague.

But despite that, the void creatures continue throwing themselves into the Red Plague with abandon.

Unlike what many people might assume, the void creatures have no intelligence. No sapience, no intelligence, no ability to tell apart danger or threats.

All the void creatures can do is attack the living, with a specific draw towards sapient living creatures.

Their entire purpose is that of the anti-life. To destroy everything and kill all living beings.

So the two Royal Fae continue watching as they all throw themselves into the Red Plague in a pointless attempt to eliminate the intelligent plague, only for the plague itself to devour them instead.

“It’s terrifying,” Elara says while turning her gaze to the apathetic look on the Apex Predator’s face. A look that shows just how indifferent she is to the current greatest threat in the entire universe. “The Red Plague is truly terrifying.”

“Yes,” Oberon says, sounding quieter than normal as he watches the granddaughter of his contractor nourish herself on the universe’s direct enemy. “That it is.”

But no matter how terrifying the plague and the girl are, they’re the only hope of saving the universe.

Oberon feels more than a little warry by the idea of her competing in the tournament with the Red Plague. Even if he knows that she won’t likely use it for offence if she is told how it will kill the other competitors even if they choose to turn on the anti-death law in the artificial universe he made for the competition.

At least, not in battles against those with the anti-death law enabled.

From what he’s heard of the girl from a certain doting grandfather who speaks about her more often than Oberon would like, the girl isn’t against using what she has to kill. Even if it basically means she’ll be devouring them alive in a sense. She would only hold back if she knew they didn’t want to die in the tournament.

Oberon sighs as he continues watching the chaos. But after a while, he begins to notice a shift in both the Red Plague planet and the void invasion.

Both of them begin to move in the direction of the random, dead planet the Warden is currently on.

Oberon’s draconic eyes narrow slightly at the sight.

The Red Plague planet is moving towards its Warden, that’s clear enough. But are the void creatures moving towards the biggest threat? The only threat that has been able to fight back against them so far?

He frowns at that thought. Because if it’s true, then the void invasion does have some minor instincts after all.

Instincts to target the biggest threat first.

Of course, not all of the void creatures across the world are moving towards the world. Not even the vast majority of them are.

Only the void creatures within the galaxy she is currently in. One on the other side of the universe to Earth.

Oberon turns his gaze back to the swarm of Red Plague above the planet, along with the indifferent girl controlling it all and occasionally reabsorbing bits of the Red Plague. And when he looks at her level through his System Access granted to him by his status as the King of the Fae, he can’t help but frown.

She has leveled up nearly twenty times in just the last hour. If she keeps up the pace she’s at now, considering the increase in necessary reality energy per level…

His eyes widen and he begins to turn away from the portal.

She’ll reach around level 1700 by the time the tournament begins.

A level that Oberon feels is high enough to win. Especially with her Apex Predator skill giving her a 100% boost in stats against the Knights, who are barely a hundred levels above that.

“Let’s go,” Oberon tells his daughter, who quickly follows after him. “We have a tournament to prepare for.”

At the very least, The Reaper doesn’t have a fae to compete for.

Right when they’re about to teleport to the new universe he created temporarily, he glances at his daughter and adds, “And I wish you luck in the tournament as well, young Elara.”

She nods her head, following which they both teleport, making the portal behind them vanish without a trace.
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The Fae Tournament



Earth
One week later

Emily smiles as she walks down the sidewalk of the main street within the capital, vaguely listening to her friends from Lion’s Heart talking alongside her.

“Did you hear? Another professor quit teaching.” One of her friends, a girl named Julie with long black hair and a short size, albeit still taller than Emily, says with her usual gossipy tone of voice. “This makes twenty professors that have resigned from the university in just the past week!”

“Well, what point is there for them to stay now?” Elizabeth, another friend of Emily’s, comments with a slightly haughty but also gossipy voice, retorts. “Most of them stayed at the university for priority on the Fractures. But now that demons aren’t crossing the Fractures anymore, there isn’t much point in working there.”

“Don’t most of them have a fortune large enough to live off of now anyways?” Another friend points out, making all of them nod.

Emily just continues walking without saying anything as the four friends walk alongside her talking.

“I’m more worried about how we’re going to continue living without the demons life force to fuel our life spans,” Jessica says, making the others grow silent at that.

That does seem to be most of the Guardians main concern…

Emily looks up at the sky, raising an arm to stop snow from falling into her eyes.

Ever since the Demon King returned from wherever he was, immediately ordering the end of the war between humans and demons, life has changed all across Earth. The demons even gave Demon Isle back to the humans, although they and the Knights agreed to let the demons keep the Arctic since most humans don’t have any interest in living there anyways.

And to add to that, the demons stopped entering the Fractures that are still opening up across the planet. The Demon King even made a direct order, banning demons from entering the Fractures and making the only viable ways through to Earth the Gates.

At this point, Emily is pretty sure everyone is just trying to adapt to the significant changes to society. Since there are no longer any Fractures, and no longer a way for Guardians to get EXP or to extend their life spans, everyone – especially the Guardians – are all trying to figure out what they should do.

Emily doesn’t feel worried about it though. Amelia had already told her and the others in her team that the Demon King was planning on allowing humans to enter the Gates spread across the Earth to fight demons on Tartarus.

After all, Tartarus already allows demons to kill demons, albeit with some restrictions. Why shouldn’t they allow humans to join in as well?

He did add some restrictions on it though. But they aren’t any restrictions that the demons there don’t already have.

Emily glances at a nearby skyscraper that has a massive screen on the side of it facing the street right when the screen changes from an ad to show a live news discussion. One that starts with a beautiful woman standing with a mic next to the Black Knight of Humanity.

“Hello, everyone! I’m Jasmine with Arcadian News and I’m here with the Black Knight of Humanity, one of the prominent participants in the upcoming Fae Tournament! And I want to address more than a few interesting facts I’ve learned about the tournament so far!” The woman’s voice echoes throughout the city street, making more than a few people briefly pause to look up at the screen. But then most of them continue walking to wherever they were going.

Emily continues watching out of curiosity, and her friends are the same.

The screen changes to show forty three different images.

“These are the forty three different competitors in the Fae Tournament for the Throne, all coming from vastly different origins, and all at vastly different levels,” Jasmine continues, sounding more than a little excited.

Emily looks through the list and quickly finds Scarlet at the very top center of it. But she also vaguely recognizes three of the four Demon Lords on the list from the textbooks in class, along with the Knights of Humanity, and some Class V Guardians, a couple lower Class Guardians, and a couple of her friends. Arthur and Belle for example.

“For those of you who haven’t been keeping up with the details about the tournament, here’s the Black Knight to fill you in!” Jasmine exclaims, passing the baton to the Knight next to her who is grinning from ear to ear.

“Hello everyone! I’ll keep it short and simple, if that’s alright with you all!” He says, sounding a little too excited in Emily’s opinion. “As ordered by King Oberon of the Fae, the Fae Tournament will be shown across all of Earth and Tartarus. The tournament itself will be based on a point building system, where various competitions are held and each give points for first, second, and third place within them. Competitors will have multipliers and handicap free points given based on their circumstances, such as level caps, and can opt in for an anti-death mode that will take away the free multiplier every competitor gets for having it disabled. Opting for the anti-death mode will make it so that if they ‘die’ within the artificial universe His Majesty created, they will just be sent back to where they were before entering the tournament.”

Jasmine takes over from here, accepting the mic back from Black before she says, “But onto what I’m sure everyone’s wanting to hear!” A drumroll begins to play from the screen before most of the images of the competitors disappear, leaving only nine remaining. “The rankings!”

Oh. I forgot the various news stations were going around making a list of who they believed would win the tournament, along with the rankings, ranking each of them by an assumption on how they’ll place.

The remaining nine images, including three of the four Demon Lords – The Reaper not having a fae apparently – and the five Knights, along with Scarlet, begin to spin around the screen.

“The rankings were rather difficult to determine, but I personally think we did as good a job as we could with what information we have,” Jasmine says before snapping her fingers, making a flash shine from the screen. Then the nine images reappear descending from the top in the form of a pyramid, with the Blood Calamity on the very top.

Emily hears more than a few displeased voices from the people watching on the streets, many complaining that Scarlet is only around rank number six on the list.

“Now, I’m sure you’re all not very happy about how we placed our beloved Princess, but please consider her level in comparison to the others,” Jasmine says with a light apologetic bow of her head.

If what Amelia told me she’s doing is true, then this news reporter is in for a rather large surprise.

As if on cue, a wave of power spreads out from the East, over the ocean. And along with the power is a bright red flash of light that illuminates everything.

Everyone stops what they’re doing to look in the direction of the light, but no one is able to clearly tell what it is.

Emily, on the other hand, just grins.

Right on time.
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The Arctic

Satan immediately turns his head towards the Southwest when he senses an incredible wave of power shooting out from above the ocean. One that he recognizes.

How is…

He quickly begins to fly towards the origin of the power, deciding to see for himself before jumping to any conclusions. And after he gets close enough to see the crimson light, he finds his body locking up in an instinctive fear.

Sweat begins to build up across his body, and he feels a strong urge to flee. But he still pushes forwards, deeper into the crimson light. All the way until he is finally able to see the origin of it.

Floating hundreds of meters in the air, letting off a bright crimson radiance as her hair that reaches all the way down to her mid-thighs in length flows elegantly behind her in the non-existent breeze. Her eyes are closed, but even with that, even with all of the distance still between Satan and her, he can still see the crimson light shining from beneath her eyelids. Meanwhile orbs of crimson blood float all around her as the Princess gradually absorbs all of them.

But what catches Satan’s attention the most is the pure instinctive fear that he feels just at the sight of the glowing crimson blood.

And the sight of the Princess’s identify.

<|{Apex Predator} {Bane of Corruption} {Warden of the Red Plague} – Blood Lyca\n – Level 1702|>

A chill runs down his spine and he fails to stop himself from kneeling midair, shaking slightly in the process despite Her Highness’s eyes not even opening yet.

She climbed from level 1000 to level 1702 in less than half a year. She’s even more of a monster than His Majesty.

And he’s not the only one to feel this way. Every last human and demon within sight of the Princess begin to instinctively fear her and the Red Plague locked within her, whether they wish to or not. No matter what their level is.

As the crimson light of the Princess, the Warden of the Red Plague, rains down across the world around them.

And unknown to the Princess of the Demons, a small portion of the humans and demons witnessing the light begin to think of her as a god.

Hence begins the first religion on Earth in two centuries.



Scarlet

After I finish absorbing the last of the Red Plague, I finally open my eyes, only to realize that I’m back on Earth again.

Huh? When did I get here?

“Father teleported you back while you were finishing up absorbing the Red Plague,” Tar comments with a yawn, sounding rather tired. And bored. “I’ve been watching you do nothing but devour void creatures for a week straight. How could I not be bored?”

Right. You didn’t have to wait for me though.

He doesn’t say anything in response for several seconds before changing the topic, “You’ve got a rather large crowd of spectators, if you were curious.”

I blink at that before finally focusing on everything around me, letting the crimson glow finally fade. And what I find is a massive crowd of people covering the entire port of the capital city on Earth, just all staring at me in both awe and fear.

But it’s not just them. I also see the Knights floating in the air nearby, along with more than a few of the Noble demons who stayed behind on Earth, including Satan.

Oh. Yeah, why exactly did your father teleport me here of all places?

“The competitors for the tournament will all be called in three hours and brought to the artificial universe, so he called you back here now to give you a few hours to catch up on what the tournament is before that,” Tar explains, sounding slightly amused at my discomfort.

That aside though, why exactly are the demons all kneeling midair? It looks just as weird now as it did before that little training trip.

“That should be obvious,” Tar says, making me frown. “You do realize it’s not normal to level up almost five hundred times in a week, right?”

Well, yeah. But still.

Tar floats up in front of me and gives me a look filled with pity. Then he simply shakes his head and says, “I think your common sense has finally reached the point where it’s beyond saving.”

I frown at him.

That’s rude.

My common sense is perfectly normal.

Tar doesn’t respond.

It is!

He stays silent again.

I roll my eyes before glancing down and finding that I’m currently wearing the little makeshift outfit I learned to make while absorbing the Red Plague from the void invasion. A little set of armor entirely made of Red Plague.

The only thing that the Red Plague wouldn’t completely devour, leaving me without a scrap of clothing.

A rather annoying side-effect of my strongest skill, but whatever.

Would’ve been far worse if I didn’t realize I could make makeshift clothes out of the Red Plague. Even if they’re shabby looking and look like I’m wearing a cloak.

I sigh at the clothes I destroyed rather quickly. Not to mention my magi-tech armor which is no longer with us today.

Rest in peace armor. You will be missed.

Tar snorts.

“You’ll get better at making the clothes and armor over time,” Tar says, comforting me. Or at least, until he adds, “You kind of have to. Unless you enjoy fighting naked or in such shabby clothes.”

True.

Come to think of it, do you think Gramps and Leonidas can control the Red Plague with their Blood Domains?

“It’s unlikely,” Tar says, surprising me. “The Red Plague isn’t just blood. And Blood Domain isn’t absolute.” He frowns for a moment before adding, “There are no absolute magic control skills. Only ones that are extremely close to absolute, like Blood Domain.”

Okay, I get it.

It’s still disappointing though.

“Yeah,” Tar mutters.

Silence fills the area as I look around.

So… how long do you think they’re gonna stare at me?

“No idea,” he answers honestly.
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Scarlet

Eventually they finally stop staring when Amelia opens her mouth and says, “We don’t have time for this.” Which snaps them all out of the funk they were in. “Do you know what’s going to happen?”

I blink before tilting my head slightly and answering, “A tournament?”

The corner of her mouth quirks slightly at that, showing her amusement. But she answers seriously despite that, “Yes, but do you know how it’ll be handled?”

“Nope,” I answer honestly with a shrug.

Amelia nods her head as if expecting that before looking around us at the rather large gathering of humans and demons floating in the air. Then at the even larger gathering of humans in the capital city.

“Let’s go somewhere else for this,” she finally says after turning her gaze back to me and snapping her fingers, making a bright white shine out from her.

This time, unlike the other times I’ve teleported with her, I can actually sense in a manner what she is doing. And unlike before, the white light doesn’t manage to teleport me, instead vanishing the moment it touches my makeshift Red Plague armor. With my blood devouring the mana in her skill. Which ends up leaving me still floating where I am while Amelia is nowhere to be found.

Well, this is awkward.

“That it is,” Tar comments.

Then silence fills the area for a little bit.

Come to think of it, I haven’t gotten around to checking my new skills. I should do that after she explains everything about how the tournament will work.

“Sounds like a plan,” Tar says right as Amelia reappears in front of me and everyone else with a slight blush on her face.

Good to know that people can’t just teleport me away without my permission anymore at least.

“In all honesty, your makeshift armor, no matter how shabby it looks, is probably the best armor in existence right now,” Tar points out, making me grin slightly. “And that’s including your grandfather’s armor.”

That’s nice to hear.

“Would you mind letting me teleport you?” Amelia asks, sounding just as embarrassed as she looks.

I shake my head, telling her, “No can do. I can’t exactly take off my Red Plague armor right now. Not here.”

She stares for a few seconds. The people around us stare for a few seconds, looking at my armor that looks more like a shabby cloak that covers everything important.

Then more than a few people blush and look away as if realizing what I mean.

“Oh, okay,” Amelia says. Then she hurriedly adds, “Then let’s head to my apartment in the city.”

I nod my head, following which I trail behind Amelia at speeds too fast for the human eye to see to her apartment. So fast that most of the spectators excluding the demons and Guardians likely only saw a blur at most.

Once we reach her apartment, we both sit down on a sofa and she begins to speak, “You don’t have to worry about memorizing all of this or missing anything too important since Oberon said that the exact rules will be explained when it begins, but you should at least know the basics. The tournament will be set place in an alternate universe somewhere else in the void created by King Oberon. It will be split into dozens of different competitions, ranging from intelligence challenging ones, skill, puzzle solving, direct combat, and even competitions directed more at your fae than you yourself. And amongst those competitions there will be ones where killing is allowed and ones where it isn’t. But even amongst those competitions where killing is allowed, competitors can opt to enable an anti-death feature to make it so that they don’t actually die.”

Huh. Not how I envisioned it exactly, but also not too different either.

The anti-death thing is surprising though.

“What, do you think we’d go around killing our food sources for glory or something?” Tar says while going down to my lap, reminding me that some fae do view us as food sources. Since we technically are, considering that their nourishment comes from us killing each other.

Which kind of makes me wonder what’ll happen now that the war is over. But that’s not important right now.

“Each competition gives points for first, second, and third place, with a flat number of points given out for how well the competitor did in the competition. The various competitions also give multipliers based on various aspects, such as the competitor’s age, their level difference compared to the average level in the competition in question, their Class, and so on.” Amelia continues, making me understand that this competition won’t just be a straightforward fight. It’s set up so that the weaker competitors can compete as well. “The tournament will be open for anyone with a contracted fae to spectate in person simply by tagging along with their fae to go see the competition, and it’ll also be broadcast on large screens high in the sky for people on Tartarus and Earth to spectate if they wish. But most importantly, competitors can’t return to Earth or Tartarus until after the tournament is completely over. And the tournament will last a couple months, depending on how long each of the competitions end up taking.”

Oh, wow. It’s also going to take longer than I thought it would.

Wait, is that why King Oberon waited for after the war ended to start this? Or was that a coincidence?

“No, he waited for the war to end so that the tournament won’t have the war hanging over everyone’s heads while they’re competing,” Tar answers while stretching slightly in my lap.

That was nice of him.

Come to think of it, the last tournament I competed in… it was back in my first year at the university. A university I haven’t attended a single class at since.

Yet somehow I managed to graduate. Rather amusing.

Tar snorts at that.

I meet Amelia’s eyes as she adds, “Oh, and the Demon King will be watching with the Fae King.”

Oh, cool. Guess I can see gramps again.

A smile stretches across my face as I think about the tournament.

This might be fun.
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Scarlet

Amelia continues going over some basic details of the tournament all the way till it begins. But there isn’t much else that she says. Nothing all that important at least.

Just some things about the way for others to spectate, the fact that the tournament will be displayed on massive screens in the sky on both Earth and Tartarus, and mentioning how much the news on Earth is hyping up the tournament. To the point that they made a ranking for who they thought would win.

The Demon Lords and White being at the top of the rankings.

Aside from that, she does mention one thing that is useful to know. Apparently, if you try to go easy on someone else or give up without trying, you’re automatically disqualified for the tournament.

Which I find odd, but it doesn’t really matter. At least it means the demons won’t go easy on me just because I’m their princess.

Soon after she finishes, a loud voice echoes throughout the world. One belonging to the Fae King.

“All forty-three competitors in the tournament will now be called to the tournament universe. Prepare for transition occurring in ten seconds.”

I glance at Tar, who is getting off of my lap before I focus on Amelia again to find her nodding.

“Good luck, Scarlet,” she says, making me give her a nod of my own.

Then we wait for ten seconds to pass, following which a vivid red and blue light shines over us. And within moments I find myself entering some sort of pitch black location that I can only assume is the In-Between.

“Your assumption is correct,” Tar says as he floats alongside me through the In-Between. “We’re still far away from the void creatures though.”

That’s good.

Why isn’t Amelia with us?

“The In-Between isn’t on a one-to-one scale with the mortal universe,” Tar answers. “So a couple of meters in distance on Earth might be a couple kilometers in the In-Between.”

Oh. So she’s just somewhere nearby then.

“Yeah,” he says while we continue moving through the In-Between, being pulled along by Oberon’s power.

While we fly, I can’t help but look around at our surroundings. At the occasional strange barriers I find us passing by.

“Those are the natural barriers that seal away the void creatures,” Tar explains without me asking. “They’re running rampant now after holes began appearing in them.”

Hmm.

We continue flying through the In-Between, otherwise known as the Void, for quite a while before finally arriving at some sort of strange wormhole-looking thing. And we’re not the only ones here as I quickly find other people, many of whom I recognize, arriving right when we pass through.

My attention quickly turns to my surroundings after entering the wormhole and finding myself appearing in the middle of some sort of plaza. Specifically the sky, since the sky is… weird.

Instead of a sun and stars, all I find are strange lights growing brighter and dimmer all over.

After several seconds of staring at the stars, I lower my gaze back down to my immediate surroundings.

We seem to have been placed in a rather large and wide open area, with more than a few grand-looking decorations scattered everywhere. There are five different stadiums, each standing at a height that must be over a thousand meters tall, and each a different color.

The center stadium is a red and blue color, similar to the one that shone when we were teleported, meanwhile the other stadiums are black, gray, green, and purple. And there is a path moving through various gardens heading to the entrances of each stadium.

“Please follow me, Your Highnesses,” I hear a voice, bringing my attention directly in front of me, where I find some sort of see-through wisp of light in front of me.

I blink in confusion before tilting my head slightly.

“Follow them,” Tar says, snapping me out of my confusion. “That’s a fae without a contracted partner that’s outside of the Farshore. It’s what we look like outside of the Farshore without an artificial body.”

Oh. Interesting.

I look around for a moment, finding the other Guardians and contracted demons that are appearing all being confronted with a similar creature. So I turn around to face the fae again and immediately follow after the floating wisp.

We move through the path for a while until the fae leads us all into the stadium. And after we enter, the fae turns back to us – I think, since it’s hard to tell with a wisp – and says, “His Majesty wishes for you to remain here.”

“Do we need to form up into any specific order?” I hear one of the Class V Guardians from Earth ask, bringing my gaze to the man. One I don’t have much experience interacting with.

“No,” his own fae answers, following which all of the fae that were leading us begin to head out of the stadium.

Then some more people begin to trickle into the stadium along with us. And at least half of them I recognize.

There’s Leonidas, Amelia, the other Knights, Xyvandra, Satan, Damien, Vorgrim, and a bunch of Class V demons and humans. And the demons immediately turn their gazes towards me, with most of them bowing when they enter the stadium.

The humans on the other hand just give me a respectful nod, which seems to irritate the demons.

Leonidas walks up to me during this and places his hand on my shoulder with a smile on his face. Then he moves to join Amelia, taking her hand as a powerful life source appears in the air above us. One belonging to someone everyone here knows on instinct, even if many of the Class V Guardians have never met him in person.

Before I look up, I notice a couple of the Knights actually trembling in fear.

Oh, right. Gramps almost killed them with ease when they went to Tartarus a while back.

I raise my gaze to the sky where I find Gramps and King Oberon both floating in the sky.

“Hence forth, the Tournament to decide the next Fae King is officially opening!” Following Oberon’s words, flashes of light begin shining rapidly across the entire universe we’re on and quite possibly across Earth and Tartarus as well. “Welcome those fae and contractors here and beyond, for you will see a once in a lifetime event!”
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Scarlet

Very quickly, the stadiums begin to fill up with thousands upon thousands of people flooding into them from the entrances. Meanwhile the entry that we had entered through vanishes and fireworks begin to explode in the air as a vast screen appears high above our heads. One showing each one of us competitors.

Right as I’m studying everything, I feel something impacting my side, bringing my gaze down to find Aria hugging me.

I blink in surprise for a second before patting her head and looking up again.

Almost forgot she was contracted with a royal fae.

She should be Class II right now, so I hope she doesn’t get hurt in any of the combat competitions.

“She’s smart enough to avoid danger,” Tar comments while landing on my shoulder. And I nod my head in agreement with that.

I glance around to find the people filling the stadium bleachers cheering and practically screaming in excitement at the sight of their favorite Guardians and demons. Or, most likely in the demons cases, the Demon King, myself, and the Demon Lords.

Anyways, the screen above us constantly changes to show each competitor individually while occasionally also showing everyone together, or just groups of competitors standing near each other.

After several minutes of this, letting the stadium fill to the brim, the arena at the bottom of the stadium begins to shift. The ground dips down except around each competitor, making towers form beneath each of the 43 competitors before the towers move to an equal distance between each of us, forming a vast circle. Then the towers rise in height, bringing us a little above the bleachers.

Incredibly high in the air.

I hurriedly look for Aria, but to my surprise she looks just fine.

Good. She’s not afraid of heights.

I try to look through the roaring crowds and quickly find that the humans and demons are generally separated with a bit of a divide between them. Although there are some demons on the human side and vice versa. Most are on their own sides, with a bit of a divide of empty seats between them.

Makes sense that calling an end to the war isn’t enough to end all grievances.

The humans are also sending absolutely terrified gazes towards the Demon King. Which also makes sense since this is the first time the humans have seen him outside of vague depictions made by the Knights.

When I look at Gramps though, I just find him smiling in my direction and waving.

An act that sends a wave of flinches and fear through the humans who think he’s probably up to something. Not just waving casually at his granddaughter.

I give a wry smile back, feeling more than a little awkward before I turn my attention back to King Oberon the moment he begins to speak.



All across both Earth and Tartarus

Nearly every last demon and human across both Earth and Tartarus turn their gazes towards the sky as a massive screen appears periodically through the air and a powerful voice rings out through the planets.

“Hence forth, the Tournament to decide the next Fae King is officially opening! Welcome those fae and contractors here and beyond, for you will see a once in a lifetime event!”

On the screen, the humans and demons can see a large dragon floating in the air with its wings outstretched in an opening manner. And floating next to the dragon is the Demon King. Yet despite the humans never having seen the man, every last one recognizes him in an instant on pure instinct.

The screen quickly changes to scroll through the forty three competitors who are already on the towers.

“As according to my previous announcements, this tournament will decide who I will be abdicating my throne to! It was created personally by the previous queen, Queen Titania, as a method to fairly choose the next fae ruler!” the Fae King’s voice echoes across the planets. “There will be a total of thirty competitions! Ten of them will be to test the combat skill and power of the fae's contracted partner. Ten of them will be to test the intellect and problem solving of the fae's partner along with the fae themselves as they work together. And ten of them will be to test the fae alone and determine their worthiness of the throne!”

Voices begin to whisper all across the planets as humans and demons alike talk amongst themselves about the announcement. But they go silent again when the king continues.

“Of the three types of competitions, each will have a single main competition at the very end of the ten competitions for its type, marking the tenth competition. These three competitions will give far more points than the other competitions, and the combat main competition will be to the death with no anti-death clause allowed.” The screen once again changes, but this time moves to show the entire stadium along with the millions of people now filling the bleachers. With the vast majority of them being demons, showcasing just how much the demons outnumber the humans in both populace and personal strength. “The exact rules and rewards for each competition will be declared before the competition begins. Every competition will give a participation bonus to all of the competitors through the means of however many points the competitors earn during the competition through the specified means in the rules.”

As the Fae King talks, the demons and humans all around Earth and Tartarus grow more and more excited for the competition. Meanwhile the contractors who haven’t already entered the universe through their fae continue to do so, leaving a vast majority of Tartarus barren of people, while Earth only misses its Guardians.

Then the Fae King’s draconic eyes narrow as he finishes the introduction, “Now, for the moment that you all have been waiting for!” The Demon King begins to grin next to the Fae King, the man feeling amused by how excited his partner is becoming. “I will introduce each one of our competitors to you all!”
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“Starting at the highest leveled Competitor, we have the Blood Calamity, also known as the Blood Lord, Leonidas Val Art de Archeron!!! The Royal Prince of the Demons of Tartarus and the second highest level being on Tartarus and Earth!” King Oberon declares right as all of the light in the stadium vanishes before Leonidas’s tower begins to rise into the air a bit, a crimson light shining from the top of the tower where Leonidas is. And the demons in the stadium immediately go wild at the sight of him calmly waving back at them. “And we have his partner, the First Princess of the Fae, Elara, floating next to him!”

Now that he mentions it, I find Leonidas’s fae floating next to him.

That aside though, I can’t help but send an odd look towards King Oberon. Then I turn that odd look onto Tar.

“He may be quiet and stoic most of the time, but he really does like dramatics,” Tar answers my unasked question. “And he’s been waiting for this tournament for over a century.”

Wait, is he in that big a rush to abdicate the throne?

Tar nods, “Yeah, apparently the throne takes a toll after centuries of being King.”

Interesting

I turn my gaze back up as King Oberon introduces the next one.

“Up next we have the newly reached third highest level individual within the System, the Lord of Hellfire who has just recently awoken from his little rampage on Tartarus, Vorgrim Blackthorn of the Black Flame!!” King Oberon declares, making me blink for a moment before I realize that he probably shot up in levels thanks to his rampage. And right as the King is announcing Vorgrim, the light around Leonidas and his tower dim down while he lowers back to our level again with Vorgrim’s tower replacing his own in height and brightness. “And we have his partner, the Second Princess of the Fae, Ruby, floating by him!”

I turn around to look for Xyvandra, only for him to begin announcing the next one, surprising me in the process with who is the fourth highest level. Them having skipped the second highest level since The Reaper isn’t here.

“Our fourth highest level individual within the System, the most powerful human being in existence also known by the Titles of the White Knight of Humanity and the Bane of Magic, we have Amelia Asger!!!” The King shouts with excitement, making all of the humans in the crowd go wild. Which is interesting since I had actually forgotten that she’d surpassed one of the Demon Lords in level. “And welcome her fae partner, the Third Prince of the Fae, Sylvanus, floating next to her!”

I glance at Tar, but he just shakes his head, apparently not having known about Amelia’s rise in level either.

Interesting.

That along with her second Title-Bearing Mythic skill is a major boon for her battling capabilities.

I can’t help but wonder if her and Leonidas might end up clashing at some point in the tournament.

“That would be a sight to see,” Tar comments, making me nod my head in agreement.

Also, I know you said a while back, but what exactly can someone do with a fae’s name? I’m kind of curious since your father isn’t saying any of your full names in his introductions. Just your first names.

Tar lands on my shoulder again as he answers, “Since we’re entirely spiritual beings, bordering on informational beings, our name is our life. If we tell someone our full name, we’re basically telling them that we’ll be with them forever. Because if they wanted, they could use that name to force a contract of any type they wish with the fae.”

I turn to stare at Tar as if he’d grown two heads.

And yet you told me your full name when we first met.

He doesn’t say anything in response as his father keeps introducing people, including Xyvandra and the other Knights followed by some Class V demons. Almost all of whom have fae princesses contracted to them, reminding me about the fact that there are only eight princess amongst the forty-eight siblings.

After several announcements of time, I eventually smile and begin petting Tar while messing with my Red Plague armor, shifting it around a bit to something else. Something that is made a lot better than some complicated set of armor, making it a lot easier for me to make.

Let’s go back to my origins a bit.

Tar glances at me while sending inquisitive thoughts my way. But those thoughts turn amused when he sees what I turn my armor into.

As if on cue, my tower begins to rise and a crimson light shines on me, revealing my new outfit.

One that matches the original clothes that I was wearing when I first became a Guardian.

A black and red jacket over a black shirt and black pants.

Although the clothes have a slightly crimson tint to them since it’s, well, made of blood.

I put one of my hands in my jacket pocket, smirk, and raise the other hand while shapeshifting my arm into that of a beast. And as soon as I do that, the crowd goes absolutely wild. Both the humans and the demons, making me the only one to get applause from both sides.

“And the one I know many of you have been waiting for, the eleventh highest level being out of those competing in this competition, the one who has skyrocketed through the levels over the years from a basic mortal all the way to her current position in just a few years,” King Oberon goes on amongst the roaring crowd as Gramps grins at his side. And I see Leonidas and Amelia smiling with pride as well, along with, after some difficult searching, my adoptive family in the stadium grinning broadly and cheering. “The Apex Predator of the beasts, the Bane of Corruption who successfully ended the multi-century curse on the demons, and the Warden of the Red Plague, the most dangerous corruption in existence, I welcome Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron to the Fae Crown’s Tournament! And I welcome her fae partner, the Eleventh Prince of the Fae, Tarankar, alongside her!”

The roaring in the crowd grows even louder, and even after my tower begins to lower again, the crowd just won’t stop.

And neither will the smile on my face.

It really has been a long road, hasn’t it?

“That it has,” Tar mutters. “That it has.”
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The Fae King continues going through each and every one of the competitors, introducing them one by one with each one getting less attention than the last. Simply because they aren’t as well known by the audience.

And to finish things off, right after he introduces Anthony, that void creature hybrid guy, the Fae King ends with the last competitor, the lowest level one of the bunch, “And last but certainly not least, Aria Knight! The daughter of the Blue Knight of Humanity, cousin of the Warden, and niece of the White Knight of Humanity! And her partner, Forty-Eighth Princess, Rowena! The former partner of The Reaper!”

Oh, right. I forgot about that last part.

The audience seems to grow confused at Aria’s age. Which makes sense to me.

Aria is only twelve years old now. She’s not even a teenager and she’s a Guardian and is competing in the biggest competition in our lifetime.

Makes sense that people would be confused.

The people who already know about her though aren’t confused. They cheer instead.

Mostly humans, since the demons only know that she’s my cousin. And they seem to feel conflicted about that.

After Aria is lowered back down to our level, All of us competitors are illuminated in crimson light and the Fae King shouts, “Now let this tournament begin!”

A massive screen appears beneath the first. One that looks like it changes orientation depending on the angle that you look at it, with the orientation being specific to you. So everyone can look at it and it’ll be based on their orientation for them. And on the screen itself, the title and set of rules for a competition shows itself to us all.

Maze Escape

Description: All Competitors will be placed within a massive maze where they will need to find their way out. There will be ‘monsters’ scattered throughout the maze that will kill anything in sight, and there will be loot boxes scattered throughout the maze containing points.

Rules: Killing other competitors is allowed. Anti-death clause is allowed. Killing ‘monsters’ grants the competitor one hundred points. Loot boxes grant points according to their rarity. Common boxes grant one point, uncommon grants three points, rare grants five points, epic grants ten points, legendary grants twenty-five points, and mythic grants one hundred points.

Goal: Find and reach the exit to the maze.

Rewards: First place gets one hundred points. Second place gets seventy-five points. Third place gets fifty points. And all competitors may keep the points they accrued throughout the competition.

“With the exception of the tenth, twentieth, and thirtieth competitions, all competitions will give out one hundred points for first place, seventy-five points for second place, and fifty points for third place. They will also all have another way to accrue points throughout the competition, just like this one,” King Oberon exclaims as the crowd begins to go wild for the description of the tournament. “But don’t just take the rules at face value, because every competition has a hidden secret! One that you’ll have to find out for yourself, if you can.”

My eyes narrow slightly as I fold my arms and watch the King, only briefly glancing to find the smiling Demon King next to him waving at me. Then I look back to King Oberon, deciding not to reciprocate his wave.

It’s too serious right now.

The competition is about to begin after all.

I ignore the Demon King’s pout, the strongest being in the universe acting like a spoiled child, as King Oberon continues, “These hidden secrets can be a hidden boss that can be defeated for bonus points, a hidden puzzle, secret loot box, or anything you can imagine. All of the hidden secrets will have some level of luck or danger involved, and they will all give a large bonus in points. So tread wisely, young ones.”

Interesting.

The Fae King suddenly claps his hands, making all of the towers suddenly vanish while leaving all of us competitors floating in the air. Then the arena of the stadium begins to shift until it becomes a massive maze. One whose paths continue to rapidly change, showing us all that this is going to be harder than we thought.

“Oh, and I forgot to mention,” Oberon comments, sounding amused. “But this maze rapidly shifts its layout on a regular schedule. So memorizing the layout won’t do you any good.” I feel myself suddenly being teleported despite my Red Plague clothing protecting me, proving just how powerful King Oberon is here. And without a moment’s notice, I find myself standing in the middle of a maze. Without even being able to find the location of the exit within the maze. “Oh, another thing I didn’t mention. The exit is in the form of a door randomly placed in the maze! Good luck finding it!”

Okay, seriously, what happened to this guy?

“He gets… excited during things like this,” Tar answers, sounding more than a little embarrassed.

Uh huh, right.

Anyways, I couldn’t see anything useful while I was up there. And for some reason, what I did see feels blurry in my memories.

“Father probably put an enchantment over the maze so that the competitors can’t memorize anything about it before entering the maze,” Tar explains as I look around at the moss-covered stone walls around me. “The audience can see us fine though.”

Yeah, they wouldn’t have a reason to be here if they couldn’t. But that aside, there’s something I kind of want to try.

Tar appears in front of me with a confused look on his face. Until he reads my mind and understands what I’m going to do.

And to my surprise, he looks excited for it instead of the judgmental look I was expecting.

Ah, looks like you’re finally beginning to understand me.

He snorts.

“Guess I’ve spent too long around you,” he says, making me smirk in response.

Then I turn to face the wall and raise my fist closer to my face while transforming it into that of a beast and coating it with Red Plague.

Let’s see if this works…

I pull my fist back and slam it straight into the wall.
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The Main Stadium

“Now that the competition is underway, let me introduce my cohost!” King Oberon declares as soon as he teleports the competitors into the competition. Then he motions to the side when another dragon, albeit smaller than him, appears next to him. “The fae should all know who she is, but the cohost for the Fae Crown’s Tournament will be my sister, Elder Princess Nyx!”

The fae in the audience all begin to applaud. But the applause doesn’t last long as a loud shattering sound echoes from the screen and the maze beneath them all, drawing everyone’s gaze immediately back to the competition.

And King Oberon opens his mouth slightly at what he finds, only to close it again a second later. Then he mutters, “Should’ve expected that…”

Everyone within the stadium stares at the aftermath of Scarlet punching one of the walls of the maze with her Red Plague-covered fist. An aftermath that leaves the wall with glowing red cracks.

Then they watch her pull her fist back again and slam it back into the wall, making the cracks expand.

“This…” King Oberon mutters, only to pause as she slams her fist into the wall once more, making the wall in front of her completely fall apart for a few meters around the point of impact. “…isn’t how this competition was meant to be played…”

His contracted partner breaks out into laughter alongside a large majority of the audience. Even Oberon’s sister, covers her mouth as she looks away from Oberon.

Eventually he lets out a sigh and smiles as well.

But that smile goes away when he hears Scarlet’s muttered comment echoing out through the stadium as the main screen above them all focuses on her, “Why bother with finding my way through a maze when I can break my way through it?”

And even that isn’t what bothers him. What wipes his smile away is the sound of his son, Tarankar’s, voice echoing after hers, “Yeah, Father probably knew about this already. I can’t imagine him not knowing about it after all.”

King Oberon grows silent for several seconds as King Arkaz and his sister both share a look before glancing at him with amused looks in their eyes. But neither say a word.

So Oberon just changes the topic, “It looks like a competitor has found a loot box! Which meeeaans, this is the first set of points given out during this tournament! Give Leonidas a round of applause!”

Applause echoes out throughout the stadium Leonidas stares at the gray loot box for a second before he continues his way through the maze.

“Now, to get back to what I was going to say before I was interrupted,” King Oberon says, having successfully driven the topic away from his embarrassment. “A bonus rule for this competition that the competitors will become aware of soon enough are that legendary and higher loot boxes announce their location when they spawn. But let’s put that aside for now as my sister explains the spectating side of the tournament to you all!”

Nyx, whose black scales glitter with starlight, floats up in front of her brother and declares, “For all of you who don’t know who I am, now you know. So to keep things simple, the main screen above the stadium will change periodically between the competitors, focusing on whichever competitor my younger brother is focusing on at the time. You may also use the screen that should be appearing in front of you whenever my brother gets around to spawning it-” she pauses has her brother sends her a frown and makes the screen appear in front of everyone, giving them access to the System Menu without a word “-to view whichever competitor you wish to view on your screen. Lastly- oh, looks like Amelia also found a loot box. And Satan ran into a Class V Guardian.”

The Elder Princess – the only royal aside from the King who isn’t participating in the tournament – stops the introduction she was doing as she focuses on the screen and instead begins commentating on it, making her brother scowl at her in response.

I’m regretting bringing her.



Scarlet

This really is a nice method to get around.

I let out a light yawn as I punch through another wall, only to find a glowing green box on the other side.

Oh? Is that…

I walk up to it and touch the box, making a +3 show above it in green text. Then I find a count appearing in the corner of my vision, surprising me for a moment.

Interesting. Looks like the System itself is actually involved in this tournament.

Although, considering how the System was made by Titania, and this tournament was designed by Titania, it makes sense that it would be.

Anyways, got my first points.

I begin walking through the maze a little bit before punching through a wall when I hit a dead end. And through this manner of travel, I manage to find several more common and uncommon loot boxes. But I surprisingly never find any of those ‘monsters’ the king mentioned.

Wonder where those are?

“You’ll probably run into them soon enough if you keep making so much noise destroying walls,” Tar comments, making me nod my head in agreement.

That’s good. Then I’ll be able to take one on and figure out if they’re a good source of points. Or something I should run away from.

I hope they aren’t something I should run away from. They would make for good points after all.

“Considering the Red Plague, I doubt there’s anything you have to worry about in the combat part of the tournament,” Tar mutters, making me glance at him before I continue walking.

No, I’m not gonna use the Red Plague on people who have the anti-death clause on. I know it’ll kill them even with the anti-death clause.

And I’m not gonna go around killing people just because of a tournament.

Demons or humans.

Although, if they don’t have the anti-death clause, and I’m left to using it as a last resort… then it’ll depend on who I’m fighting.

I’m obviously not gonna kill one of the Demon Lords, my own parents, or Aria for example.

“No surprise there,” Tar says, only for our conversation to end at the sound of a loud roar.

Guess we’ve found one of the monsters.
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Not long after the roar, I see a large minotaur-like monster from old world Earth mythology charging down the maze corridor while roaring. The thing just plain looks like a humanoid bull, with a bull’s head, bulls legs, and fur over a humanoid torso and arms.

To be honest, the only thing it’s missing from old world Earth myth is a tail.

Wonder why?

I float slightly into the air as the thing lets out a huff of visible air from its nostrils before I identify the thing. Only to find my lips pursed afterwards.

Huh.

<|{Guardian} – Maze Guardian – Level 1933|>

Okay. So I’m not the only one seeing this, right?

“You’re not,” Tar answers.

Right. Thought so.

This minotaur is as strong as, if not stronger, than the Demon Lords.

“Appears so,” Tar comments as the minotaur begins charging towards us while making a sound that’s a mixture of a roar and a bull’s moo.

I watch the thing for half a second, finding it moving so fast that it’s almost just a blur with the ground beneath it actually cracking in its charge. Then I raise one hand and let out the Red Plague, causing a flood of it to fill the tunnel, sweeping away the minotaur in an instant until it crashes into the next bend in the corridor. At which point I stop it from proceeding further. Meanwhile it attempts to eat through the walls and floor of the maze until I stop it from doing so.

The minotaur on the other hand… wait, really?

I frown as I realize that it’s already dead. Just utterly devoured by the Red Plague.

Huh.

“I told you the combat portions of the competition aren’t going to be any trouble for you,” Tar says in an ‘I told you so’ voice.

Yeah, guess so. But I still won’t be using it against other competitors unless they have death allowed.

Not only do I not want to kill indiscriminately, especially now that the war is over, but I also don’t want to waste our combat potential that could be used against the void creatures. And I don’t want to kill family, obviously.

Well, minotaur aside, I pull my Red Plague back into my body, to the Red Plagues displeasure. And I quickly feel the reality energy and life force of the minotaur filling my body, followed by several level-ups.

A grin stretches across my face.

Okay, I could definitely work with this.

Tar lets out a sigh as I begin flying through the air of the maze.



The Main Stadium

“Dear Brother,” Nyx says, her sweet voice echoing out over the silence of the stadium as most of the audience stares at the red ash covered maze corridor the Warden had left behind. “Would you mind explaining to me how a mortal is able to control the most dangerous plague in existence?”

Oberon scratches his chin with his claw before shrugging and saying, “You know how mother’s System works. No one can control someone’s potential. All the System does is guide you to fulfilling that potential.”

His sister stares at him for several seconds, only to eventually sigh and turn to look at the large screen again, where Scarlet can be seen flying through the maze with ease. Doing what she can only assume is searching for more of the maze guardians to devour.

We really are just trading one disaster for another, aren’t we… just that one of them is sapient and the other isn’t.

The Elder princess lets out a slow sigh at that as her brother quickly explains to the audience everything about the Red Plague.

Or at least, everything except that it’s currently making directly for Earth, targeting the Princess. And that the Princess is the only one that can save them.

Nyx watches the blood lycan princes for a while, ignoring her brother’s explanation all the way until the screen moves to show other competitors, many of whom are fighting with or running from the maze guardians.

Most the latter rather than the former.

The only people Nyx finds fighting with the maze guardians instead of running are the ones Titled Knights of Humanity and Demon Lords. Ignoring the lunatic going around hunting them down to level up.

Something that shouldn’t even be possible. To level up from the monsters in this universe.

Just another broken and terrifying aspect of the Red Plague. It’s simply devouring the energy mother used to make the monsters in the first place.

“Is this even still a competition at this rate?” Nyx mutters as she watches the Warden’s point count raise with each and every monster kill she makes.

Her brother shakes his head out of the corner of her eye and answers, “This is why there are three types of competitions. And the Red Plague won’t help her in the duels.”

Nyx turns to look at her brother with a frown as she asks, “Why not?”

He just keeps staring down at the maze beneath them, ignoring the screen to look directly at the Princess in question. And after a few seconds, he answers, “Because at the end of the day, she’s a good person.”

Nyx frowns at that answer, finding it difficult to understand.

If you have the power, why should you hold back from using it?

Her brother just glance at her with a sad look on his face and answers her unspoken question with a simple statement, “Remember why I was chosen to be the next King instead of you? This is similar.”

That has Nyx frowning harder, only for her to sigh and decide that it’s not something she can understand.

Emotions and empathy were never her strong suit after all.

So she refocuses her attention on the competitors down below, trying to find one that interests her and eventually locking onto a mindeater. One of the Demon Lords. And a powerful one to boot.

The Demon Lord is simply lying still within the dungeon as illusions move all around her, with more rushing through the dungeon. But unlike normal illusions, these can actually interact with things.

She looks interesting.
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A Passby



Scarlet

Time passes as I continue devouring the minotaurs in the maze. A process that is rapidly shooting up both my level and my points. Even though there aren’t actually that many monsters in the maze.

Which makes sense in hindsight, considering that one minotaur gives as many points as getting first place in this competition gives.

Come to think of it, wasn’t there something mentioned about a multiplier? How do I know what my multipliers are?

Tar quickly answers from his spot on my shoulder as we fly, “Your multipliers will be shown after the first competition. When the points are being tallied for the public’s view.”

Wait, aren’t my points in the corner of my vision? Why would they need to tally them?

“It’s just for the crowd’s entertainment,” Tar answers, making me glance at him with a look. “Yes, this tournament is largely for entertainment purposes. You can blame Grandmother for that. She was big on entertaining herself.”

Right. That was one of the reasons for the System’s game-like form in the first place.

Almost forgot.

Hmm. Well, anyways, I return my full attention to what I’m doing as another monster finally shows its face. And then is devoured without a moment’s notice.

“Is that enough?” Tar asks, making me nod my head. “Good. I’ll be taking a nap now.”

I snort at that, but he’s not the only one.

Now that I’m familiar enough with the minotaurs, I can directly order the Red Plague to ignore anything that isn’t the minotaurs. So the other competitors aren’t in danger anymore. At least, so long as I keep moving.

So without any hesitation, I let out a massive flood of Red Plague that moves in a wave through the maze with me resting on top with a yawn, lying down on my back.

That’s an interesting night sky despite the fact that we’re supposed to be in a stadium. Wonder how it was made?



Somewhere else within the Maze

Aria calmly jogs through the maze corridor with her hair flowing behind her and a blue barrier of energy covering her body. One blocking any sound from making it out of the barrier. But after jogging for a while, only occasionally stopping to get the points from a loot box, her attention turns to her fae when she speaks.

“You’re doing well, child,” her fae says with a motherly tone of voice, the fae having basically acted as her only mother figure until Scarlet appeared.

Although Aria still isn’t sure if she thinks of Scarlet as her big sister or her mother. But either way, she doesn’t know what she would’ve done if she hadn’t met her.

Then again, I’d probably be dead if it weren’t for her.

She continues jogging, only to end up running into something when she’s about to turn the corner, sending her falling backwards with a yelp. But she quickly climbs back to her feet and readies her skills, only to pause when she sees the man standing in front of her.

The man looks to be about the same age as Scarlet and is wearing a simple t-shirt and shorts which she can tell are infused with skills and mana. Meaning they’re magi-tech.

Why someone would make shorts and a t-shirt into magi-tech armor is beyond her though.

“Oh,” she mutters, the man’s identity finally clicking in her mind. “You’re the void weirdo who would always train half naked in the Lion’s Heart Guardians University training hall!”

Anthony stumbles after hearing that, only having just regained his footing from their collision. Then he rubs the back of his head and asks, “Seriously? Is that how she described me?”

Aria shrugs and answers, “It’s how I remember you from her stories.”

The man opens his mouth to say something, only for a loud roar to echo down the corridor, sending both of the competitors into a panic as they begin to run away from the sound of the roar. But regardless of how fast they run, they soon feel the shaking of the ground as the roaring grows closer. And soon enough they find the maze guardian charging directly at them with its head down, ready to gore the both of them in two.

No! I can’t lose this quickly in the first competition!

Aria feels more than a little panic at the idea of disappointing Scarlet and losing so quickly. But right when the maze guardian is about to reach them, it suddenly stops moving and collapses, face planting into the ground.

Both Aria and Anthony stop running and turn around in confusion, only to find what looks like an illusionary bug person stepping out of the creature’s corpse. One that seems to fade and reappear over and over again.

The bug person turns their head to look at the two of them, only to turn again to find a vortex of blood appearing right next to them, following which Scarlet’s biological father appears from the vortex.

Aria feels uncertain as she stands face to face with two of the Demon Lords. But right when she’s in the middle of trying to figure out what to say, a loud ringing sound echoes throughout the entire maze, following which something falls from the sky, somehow ending up landing in the same corridor they’re in.

And when Aria identifies the creature, she feels a major chill run down her spine.

<|{Guardian} –Maze Guardian – Level 2133|>

“This must be the hidden secret Father mentioned,” Rowena says, making Aria nod her head in agreement as she slowly backs away from the massive creature.

Even the two Demon Lords next to her look incredibly apprehensive about fighting the creature.

Then, to her and the other three people alongside hers surprise, a large wave of what looks like glowing red blood suddenly crashes into the massive creature that happened to be crossing an intersection. And within seconds, the creature seems to dissolve into nothing but red ash.

Meanwhile Scarlet passes by on top of the wave while yawning. As if she didn’t even notice what had just happened.

And just as quickly as she had arrived, she leaves again, moving through a different way in the intersection and bringing the flood of what Aria’s been told is Red Plague along with her.

Silence fills the corridor as Aria, the two Demon Lords, and Anthony all stare at the red ash left behind in her wake.

Well, that’s Scar for you.

Then Aria begins jogging through the dungeon again, ignoring the others that are still staring.
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Sleeping to Victory



Scarlet
A Few Moments Ago

I let out a yawn as I stare up at the night sky, letting my wave of Red Plague carry me along. There isn’t any danger of hurting anyone with it since I’m only targeting the minotaurs and the Red Plague won’t be covering anyone for long. Only long enough for it to pass through.

At most anyone I pass by will feel rather uncomfortable as the Red Plague passes in and out of their body in less than a second. Without doing any damage in the process.

The walls and floor of the maze, on the other hand, are going to leave a trail of red ash. Since objects are devoured immediately with or without my guidance, unlike beings who have a reality to protect themselves with.

At this point I have about five hundred and fifty three points, which is over five times what getting first place would get me. So if I’m being honest, I’d rather continue hunting these minotaurs than win this competition.

Points are more important at the end of the day. It’s going to be what determines who wins at the end of the tournament, after all.

Out of nowhere, I feel a rapidly approaching and very powerful presence. But before I can even so much as raise my head, I feel the Red Plague devouring it within seconds. So I don’t bother, instead yawning again and continuing my star gazing at the artificial stars above.

Although I do feel slightly confused by the sudden sight of my points shooting up by five hundred to reach a thousand fifty three points. Not to mention the sudden jump in a couple dozen levels.

That secret your father mentioned or something?

“Probably,” Tar answers from his place resting on my chest, curled up in a ball. Which probably makes the two of us a rather bizarre sight for the viewing demons, humans, and fae.

Just a young woman in her early twenties lazing around on a wave of what looks like glowing blood with a black and red furred tanuki lying on top of her looking like it’s asleep.

“Let them think whatever they want…” Tar mutters, sounding just as sleepy as he looks.

Hmm. If this was before my curse, I probably would’ve cared about my public image right now. But without the curse, I honestly don’t care.

I let out another yawn and close my eyes, feeling myself almost nodding off. Only for another minotaur to be devoured by my wave. Following which my levels begin to shoot up again.

Now this I could get used to. It’s a more pleasant way to level up than having to bother with devouring an army.

A lot less exhausting too.

On that note, I begin to nod off. After making sure to lock in the order to the Red Plague that is. And then I eventually wake up to the sound of a loud ringing bell along with fireworks.

I sit up while rubbing my eyes and looking at the sky, only to find the image of a person up there with ‘1st Place’ plastered next to them.

Oh, guess someone found the exit.

The face itself belongs to a demon I’m actually not too familiar with. Which is surprising.

Then again, it’s possible I’m not the only one hunting monsters for points instead of leaving the dungeon.

Actually, it’s rather likely. Considering how leaving the dungeon locks you out of getting more points during this competition.

A rather tricky way of doing things.

Right when I’m beginning to feel my eyes droop close again, my eyes land on my total points, making me instantly wake up. Then more fireworks echo out, followed by even more, and lastly I hear loud cheering echoing out over the maze. But when someone or something tries to grab ahold of me and teleport me out, the Red Plague just kinda devours their attempt.

I quickly retract the Red Plague inside of me before finding them attempting to teleport me again. And succeeding this time.

Despite that, I’m too stunned by the sight of my total points to care.

“And the winner of the first competition of the tournament iiiiiiis…..” King Oberon draws it out for effects, “Duke Vargas Feltress of the Iron Storm!!!”

I briefly glance to the side, finding all of us competitors back on our towers again, with the winning duke in question standing on the tallest tower of them all. But then my gaze turns towards the main screen, which is showing three names.

The one he just called out with a 1st right next to it, then an Aria Knight with a 2nd next to her name that has me smiling slightly, and lastly, Will Wright. The Black Knight of Humanity.

Kind of surprised he actually went for leaving the dungeon instead of hunting for more monsters or loot boxes.

“Now, as was announced in the rules, the duke will be receiving one hundred points for getting first place! And alongside him, the adorable Aria Knight will be receiving seventy-five points, and the Black Knight of Humanity fifty points, for second and third place within this first competition!” Oberon declares, his voice echoing out through the stadium as my mind continues clearing up from my half-asleep state. Then the main screen changes to show a different list. “Next up is the main tournament rankings! Behold, the curreeeeent rankings!!”

My name is at the very top, with a total of slightly over two thousand points. Then there’s Leonidas and Xyvandra who have a little over a thousand points, with Vorgrim at a thousand points on the dot, Amelia with a little below a thousand points, and the rest of the Knights below her.

Everyone drops off quite a bit in points after that, likely due to there only being a certain number of monsters in the dungeon.

And despite getting first and second, the duke who finished first only ended up with a few hundred points and Aria only ended up with a little over two hundred.

“And to our current first place duo of the Warden of the Red Plague and Tarankar,” I hear my and Tar’s names being called, making me groggily turn my gaze over towards the fae king. “Please wake up. We’re in the middle of a rather important tournament here.”

Laughter echoes throughout the stadium, but all I do is yawn again.

Which makes the laughter increase in volume.
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A Surprise



Scarlet

“Now that our resident prince and princess duo are awake again, let me truly set off the tournament,” Oberon says as I watch him spread his draconic wings out to his sides. “The first competition is officially over and the tournament begun, but we are nowhere near the heart of the tournament yet! So make sure you keep up, because the second competition will be beginning momentarily!”

Already?

“I know some of you may be surprised, after all, this is only the first day of the tournament and there are already two competitions,” Oberon says, almost like he’d read my mind. “But don’t worry, for all of the competitions after this will be on separate days, with some competitions lasting for several days instead of the several hours this first one took!”

Oh. Okay.

I hold myself back from yawning again, feeling more than a little sleepy still from my nap.

“The second competition of the tournament will be a monster hunt!”

Monster hunt?

My eyes narrow slightly.

This’ll be interesting.



The Fae King goes on explaining about the next competition for a little while before putting the rules up for everyone to see. And as it turns out, the rules are actually incredibly similar to Demon Hunt from the tournaments back on Earth. Where we go and hunt demons to get points.

Just that instead of hunting demons, we’re hunting monsters.

And just like the first competition of the tournament, this one ends up rather boring as I spend the whole thing surfing around on a tidal wave of Red Plague, devouring all of the monsters I find. Although I can’t sleep this time, unfortunately. Because the monsters are all different. And I’d rather not accidentally devour someone with my Red Plague.

That would be awkward.

By now though I’m fully awake, no matter how much I want to go back to sleep killing.

“Did you just say sleep killing…?” Tar asks, sounding more than a little flabbergasted at my thought. But I ignore him as I continue devouring monster after monster with ease.

Time passes, I occasionally pass by other competitors including Amelia, and eventually the competition draws to a close just like the first one. And to my surprise, I’m actually not the one who got the most points this time.

“Huh…” I mutter in surprise at the sight of Amelia being at the top this time.

Then again, now that I think about it, I’m pretty sure I saw a bright flash of light at some point.

“It looks like the current first place in the tournament has some competition nipping at her heels!” King Oberon declares as he flies up to the leaderboard for that last competition. Only for the leaderboard to change to show the overall tournament points instead of just the points for that last competition. “But it’s not enough to knock her from her throne just yet. Will anyone be able to defeat the Warden and her Red Plague in the combat competitions?!”

Yeah, just like he said, I’m still first overall. And I have a four hundred point lead still.

“We’ll see in the future if she keeps her lead in the skill and intelligence based competitions, but so far she seems to be the most likely to win the entire tournament!” the king continues, and despite the fact that he’s offhandedly talking about how they aren’t winning, Amelia and Leonidas look incredibly proud from the towers they’re standing on. And they’re not the only ones, considering the smug looks on Gramps’s face. “However! This will all have to wait as the next competition of the tournament will begin tomorrow!”

Nice. I can go take a nap now.

“What’s with you and sleeping right now anyways?” Tar asks, but I just shrug as spotlights begin shining on me and the other competitors. Likely to give us one last moment in the limelight before King Oberon closes out the day of competitions.

Not sure. I just feel really sleepy.

Maybe it’s because of how much I’ve leveled in just the past week? I’ve heard some people develop something called ‘leveling sickness’. So that could be it.

“Hmm…” Tar hums. “I guess that would make sense. Never really thought about it before since you’re mostly demon now, and demons aren’t anywhere near as susceptible to leveling sickness as humans are.”

Well, I did raise my level by several hundred in just a week or so.

“True,” the tanuki nods from my shoulder.

Our inner conversation is interrupted when the fae king continues speaking over the roaring audience, finally taking the attention off of the competitors, “However, for those of you who haven’t had enough excitement yet, I have a special little event for you all!”

I blink in surprise at this.

He’s not closing the day out?

And I’m not the only one surprised, considering the clamoring in the audience.

“I’m sure you all noticed the other four stadiums around this one,” King Oberon says while snapping his fingers, making images of said four stadiums appear above his head. “Well, since you’re all contractors yourself, don’t you think it’d be a waste? To have you all gathered here during these months and not have you compete in your own little games?”

The crowd is beginning to grow more than a little excited as he speaks, showing that most people seem to agree with him.

“Just for the duration of this tournament, any duels undertaken within one of the four arenas and overseen by a fae prince or princess will grant the winner of the duel the EXP they would be awarded should they kill the loser! But don’t worry! The anti-death clause will always be active during these duels, so even if you die in them, you won’t be losing anything!” King Oberon declares, making the crowd instantly shoot to a loud roar in volume, everyone showing extreme excitement and enthusiasm for this new event. “Before we begin that, I should introduce the rules for these duels!” He pauses for a second, following which numbers appear over each stadium representing the Classes. “Class I and II Guardians and demons will be dueling in the gray colored stadium, Class III Guardians and demons will be dueling in the green stadium, Class IV Guardians and demons in the purple stadium, and last but certainly not least, Class Vs will be dueling in the black stadium! Only four duels can be undertaken at the same time within each stadium, and they will be held in unique arenas determined by the fae royal and their contracted partner currently hosting the arena! Meanwhile every arena will have the fae royal and contracted partner swapping out to give them all rest between the competitions.”

I glance at Tar with a scowl on my face.

Can I punch your father?

“What?! No!” he practically shouts in my mind. “Don’t go punching people because they took away your naptime!”

I let out a huff of air and turn back towards the air.

“And why don’t we start things off with having our current first place competitor hosting the first Class V arena!” King Oberon declares with a mischievous tone of voice as a spotlight shines on me again.

So I turn back to Tar again with my scowl only growing on my face.

“No!” Tar repeats himself, even if his denial is less enthusiastic this time. “No punching!”
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Scarlet

“Look at the bright side,” Tar says as I sit on a throne made of blood floating high above the arena while looking down at it with a bored gaze. “At least we don’t have to commentate!”

Uh huh. We still have to be here. And I still have to watch.

“Well, he said that we either do this, or we’re disqualified from the tournament,” Tar continues, making me frown as I remember.

Stupid old dragon man thing.

“He’s a fae,” Tar corrects me.

I turn to stare at the tanuki on my lap for a few seconds. Then I look back down at the setup down below as the first duelists arrive in the arena.

Stupid old dragon man thing.

I can feel Tar staring at me, but I proceed to ignore him.

The audience in the stadium roars rather excitedly, and from what I can tell, the vast majority of the audience in the center stadium is in this one. Because when there are duels to watch, most people would choose the Class V duels.

It only makes sense. They’re the most entertaining, and most people never get to see them.

Even if most of the people here are demons, considering the very limited number of Class V Guardians in existence by comparison.

Looking down at the duelists in my arena, I find them both to be demons this time. One being a vampire and the other a wolfkin.

So I raise my hand to mess with the special screen in front of me, choosing the arena environment they’ll be fighting in.

Vampires use blood or darkness magic, and wolfkin use blood or enhancement type magics.

In which case…

After messing with the screen for several seconds, the arena around the two duelists begins to shift until it forms a single large tower over an ocean of blood. And now, with the arena having been chosen, I rest my head on my hand, my elbow on my throne as I wave my other hand and declare, “Begin,” without any more fanfare.

Both of the duelists immediately rush at each other, surprising me for a moment. Because by the looks of it the vampire has blood magic and the wolfkin has enhancement magic. But the type of blood magic the vampire is using in particular is to enhance their physical body. Which isn’t common amongst vampires.

Interesting.

The battle doesn’t do much to wake me up, but it is at least interesting enough to keep my attention. So I keep watching as the traitorous tanuki falls asleep on my lap.

My job is rather simple, to be honest. All I have to do is watch the battle and call out the winner. And if I think one is holding back, I call them out on it and disqualify the duel.

They’re doing these fights for the EXP anyways, so it’s not like they lose anything other than the EXP they’d gain from killing the other by being disqualified.

Oh, and I make sure no one interferes with the duel. That’s probably the most important part.

But who’d be stupid enough to interfere with someone who can actually kill them here? That’d just be plain idiocy.

I continue watching the two demons down below as they fight. And fight. And fight. And take too long to fight.

All the way till the fight finally comes to an end with the wolfkin winning to my pleasant surprise. Mostly because wolfkin are the inferior versions of blood lycans. Just like the arachnids and arachnae.

So I guess I just have an affinity for them.

Anyways, I announce their victory, which seems to have the wolfkin looking incredibly happy and proudful. Then they’re teleported out of the arena and the next duo are teleported into it. And this time the duelists are actually two clan demons. One is a ghoul and the other an arachnae.

In that case I go ahead and make the arena a massive graveyard with large cobwebs in it.

“Begin,” I announce, making the two immediately begin attacking each other.

Then I return to my original posture, just looking down at the arena with my face still resting in my hand.

Out of curiosity, I glance at my status to see where my level ended up landing. Since I was too tired at the end to pay much attention.

After seeing it, my eyebrows both rise in surprise.

I’m already level 1871? Wow. I’m a higher level than the Knights of Humanity.

Wonder how they felt seeing that?

“You’re the highest level human now, and their savior, so I doubt they’ll have anything to say,” Tar comments, having apparently woken up from his nap at some point.

Yeah, guess you’re right.

I glance to the side with a scowl on my face before lifting my head and snapping my fingers. The idiot human who had just attempted to interfere with the duel under my watch then floats up into the air as I use Blood Manipulation directly on their blood, which likely hurts them judging by their screams. Then I simply sweep my hand, sending them flying out of the arena without a care in the world for their safety.

They’re Class V after all. A fall like that won’t kill them.

And I continue watching the duel, putting my face back on my hand again.

Right, so, Tar, how long did I have to stay here again?

Tar doesn’t say anything.

Tar?

I look down at the tanuki just to find him looking asleep again.

Seriously? I know you’re not asleep.

“Shhhh.”

My eyebrow twitches as I pick up the tanuki and throw him into the sky, making him chuckle, only to float back down again.

You’re avoiding answering that question, aren’t you?

He doesn’t say anything.

Which means that I’m gonna be here for a while.

I better get some rest before the next competition.

“Don’t worry, you’ll have time for rest before it,” Tar says, reassuring me and finally speaking again.

I let out a huff as I continue watching the battle down below.
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Scarlet

After judging several more matches, I decide to do something productive with this time and open my status to check on the skills I’ve gained since my leveling spree began.

	Name: Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron	Human/Blood Lycan Warden
	Magic: Blood, N/u**ll

	Titles:
	The Apex Predator, Bane of Corruption, Warden of the Red Plague

	Age: 21	Level: 1871	SP: 6
	Stats:

	Physical: 10,008	Mental: 10,007	Magical: 10,007
	Physical/Level: 5	Mental/Level: 4	Magical/Level: 5
	Free Points: 0
	Mana: 350,490,171/ 350,490,171	Free Points/Level: 10
	Active Skills:

	Bloodborne Apocalypse	Skill Level: 9	Description
	Pain Diffusion	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Null Magic Field	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood of Ruin	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Metallicized Blood	Skill Level: 29	Description
	Power Drain	Skill Level: 28	Description
	Blood Nullification	Skill Level: 27	Description
	Rain of Blood	Skill Level: 26	Description
	Blood Transformation	Skill Level: 21	Description
	Healing Reversal	Skill Level: 16	Description
	Blood Control	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Beast Transformation	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Partial Shift	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Swarm	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Bane of Corruption	Skill Level: 15	Description
	Blood Plague	Skill Level: 35	Description
	Crimson Overdrive
	Skill Level: 35	Description
	Vampiric Ascendancy	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Scarlet Aegis	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Eldritch Blood	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Blood Bond	Skill Level: 5	Description
	Blood Shadow	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Blood Retribution	Skill Level: 20	Description
	Passive Skills:

	Lycan’s Regeneration	Skill Level: 11	Description
	Warden of the Red Plague	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Manipulation	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Lesser Blood Runes	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Nullification Resistance	Skill Level: 1	Description
	Blood Life	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Princess’s Decree	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Apex Predator	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Bloodwell Keep	Skill Level: Static	Description
	Blood Thirst	Skill Level: 30	Description
	Bloody Thorns	Skill Level: 30	Description
			


As the match down below is going on, I open the descriptions of each of my new skills.

{Nullification Resistance – The user becomes resistant to the effects of magic-nullifying or dispelling powers, ensuring their own magical powers remain intact even within null magic zones.}

{Blood Life – The user gains a pseudo immortality, making it so that as long as they have blood within a five hundred kilometer radius around them, they will always be able to reform their body.}

{Lesser Blood Runes – Allows the user to form and learn the lesser Blood Runes from the Runic Alphabet.}

{Blood Bond – Allows the user to establish a blood bond between individuals by exchanging blood, granting them shared strength, senses, and even the ability to share pain or injuries.}

I tap my chin while reading through the descriptions and occasionally glancing down at the fighting below.

They’re all very good, even if I haven’t exactly been able to test them out much.

The Red Plague kind of just makes my other skills a moot point right now, since it eats everything. Except really powerful beings, that is. Apparently, according to the Fae King, if I tried to devour a Knight of Humanity or a Demon Lord, or Gramps for example, it would basically just work as an incredibly dangerous attack that would damage their reality and potential future. But it wouldn’t kill them or devour them right away. Especially Gramps. It might not even work on him at all beyond some pain.

For now at least.

I’m not planning on testing it, though. So this theorizing doesn’t matter.

The match in the arena ends, so I quickly call out the winner, send the two combatants out of the arena, let the next two in, and pick a random arena that ends up being a field of flowers. Which is a little awkward considering the two ghouls fighting each other, but I don’t really care. I just focus on my skills descriptions again.

Lesser Blood Runes is an achievement-locked skill I got from Leonidas, the lesser version of Blood Runes. And Blood Life is the achievement-locked skill that I got from Gramps, the lesser version of his Blood Immortal Title-Bearing Mythic skill.

That said, Lesser Blood Runes is a little useless at the moment since all I know is a tiny spark of inspiration on how to figure out a rune. Since this skill works differently from any other skill I’ve had thus far. Just like those people who have Rune Magic.

Not something I can just activate because I want to.

So a pain.

And I can’t test out Blood Life without dying. And dying probably isn’t fun.

Tar snorts at that but doesn’t say anything.

It’s too bad that I don’t get SP from devouring things with the Red Plague. Makes for a waste, if I’m being honest.

Although I do still get the SP from achievements at least.

I don’t get as many achievements though, which is also a waste. Since the Red Plague is so powerful, there’s not really many grand achievements that I can get through it.

The System just doesn’t work that way.

Giving me a bunch of really good achievements for that would basically just be giving away free stuff to a powerful person for being powerful. Especially since I’m not really doing much to level up right now. Just kinda sitting back and letting the Red Plague eat stuff.

As for Blood Bond and Nullification Resistance… yeah, I can’t really use those. The only person I know with null magic aside from me is Amelia. So the only use for Nullification Resistance is that I won’t have to worry about my own use of null magic affecting me as much anymore. Which is a plus at least.

But for Blood Bond, I can’t use that. Or rather, I can’t use it on me. Because I can’t exactly swap my blood with someone else.

Not unless they want to catch the Red Plague, that is.

And I doubt they do.

I can use it on other people though. But I haven’t had a chance to try yet.

Also, since Bane of Corruption is ironically a little useless for me right now, considering my immunity to corruption, I started focusing my Skill Points on Crimson Overdrive. Since it’s my best purchased combat skill.

Once again, not that I’ve had a chance to test it out since the Red Plague.

“You almost sound like you’re complaining about the Red Plague,” Tar comments from my lap.

I tilt my head with a slight yawn.

Hmm, well, it definitely has it’s uses, but it is also rather annoying. Imagine having something writhing around under your skin from time to time. It’s just plain uncomfortable.

Tar doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before muttering, “Yeah, I can see that.”

A loud bell rings across the artificially created universe, following which I find myself suddenly appearing in the middle of the bleachers. And when I raise my head to look above the arenas, I find a different set of competitors overlooking them.

Cool. My job’s done here.

I turn around, only to be faced with a bunch of fans.

Tar…

“You still can’t punch him,” Tar says before I can even ask.

Darn.


Chapter 52

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

Rise of the King



Scarlet

After a lovely night’s rest, sleeping off the leveling sickness, I return full of energy for the next competition. Which turns out to be a tower defense competition. One where we have to defend our towers and the core inside of our towers from a wave of monsters.

A competition that ends up being really easy when I make a large bubble of Red Plague surrounding my tower, giving me more time to catch up on my sleep.

Then the next competition after that one is, to my surprise, a simple brute force test. One where we simply punch a wall and it determines how much force we put into the punch, and the winner is whoever punches it the hardest.

A complicated competition for sure.

I nod my head at that thought as Tar snorts.

All of the other competitors go first, punching the wall and not making even a single crack in it. Not even making it show any sort of reaction at all. Meanwhile most of the competitors get a number somewhere between three hundred and five hundred, which also represents how many points they’ll be getting via dividing the number by three.

Until Leonidas goes and the entire wall shakes with a couple of cracks emerging, making a number slightly above a thousand show on the wall. Followed by the rest of the Demon Lords and Amelia.

Although, while Amelia is the only Knight about on par with the Demon Lords in level, she still focuses on magic. Not physical strength.

So her physical capabilities are all lower than her mental and magical.

Which lead to her only getting eight hundred and fifty three points.

Unfortunately for me, this competition bans the use of magic. So I can’t use the Red Plague for this to enhance my strength.

A pity, but I’m already really far ahead on points as things are anyways.

Once my turn comes around, I step up to the wall, pull my fist back, and punch straight at the center of the wall. And my punch ends up being just like the other Demon Lords, except Leonidas. Which makes sense since my level is about the same as Vorgrim and Xyvandra at this point.

I step away under a wave of applause and cheering before standing back with my arms crossed as the rest of the competitors take their turns.

The rest of the competition doesn’t last for much longer, and soon enough the fourth competition of the tournament comes to a close. Then King Oberon goes over his usual spiel again congratulating people for changing in rankings and pointing out that I’m still at the top.

This tournament is beginning to feel rather boring.

“Don’t tell Father that,” Tar says, almost making me snort in amusement. “He’d be rather upset.”

Yeah, yeah.

At least things should get more interesting when I can’t just brute force my way through everything with the Red Plague anymore.

Tar nods his head from my shoulder as the king finishes up his spiel. Then the next competition’s rules and description appear high in the air.

Rise of the King

Description: All Competitors will be placed in a randomly generated map where a single golden crown will be placed somewhere across the map. Holding the crown will grant the owner game points that do not affect the overall point score of the tournament every second the crown is held, along with a regular point for every ten seconds the crown is held. The competition will last for three hours, and various non-lethal traps and loot boxes will be placed throughout the map.

Rules: Killing other competitors is allowed. Anti-death clause is allowed. Common boxes grant one point, uncommon grants three points, rare grants five points, epic grants ten points, and legendary grants twenty-five points.

Goal: Keep the crown for as long as you can. The one who holds it for the longest will win.

Rewards: First place gets one hundred points. Second place gets seventy-five points. Third place gets fifty points. And all competitors may keep the points they accrued throughout the competition.

“And the next competition of the tournament is our very first competitor versus competitor tournament! Competitors will compete for the crown, killing each other or just making the others forfeit the crown themselves, trying to hold it for as long as they possibly can!” King Oberon declares, making the audience grow excited in anticipation of the competition. “This will be the last competition of the night! So make sure you stay to see it!”

Hmm. Basically capture the crown.

This one could prove more challenging for me. I won’t be able to use the Red Plague to capture the crown from someone else. Not if I don’t want to permanently eat their reality.

So I’m going to be left using my normal skills and actually fighting for the first time in this tournament.

A faint grin stretches across my face at that thought.

Although when I do get the crown I can always just laze around in a bubble of Red Plague.

“That wouldn’t work,” Tar points out. “Your mother can just erase the Red Plague and pass through if she wanted to.”

True. Not sure if she cares enough about this tournament to do that, but she certainly could if she wanted to.

Of course, I could always make the bubble large enough that she can’t do that. But where’d the fun in that be?

I think fighting the Demon Lords and Knights of Humanity might be fun.

“Just be careful that you don’t lose control of your blood and infect them,” Tar reminds me. “Or the blood making up your clothes.”

Yep. That would be bad.

The fae king continues talking for a little bit before he spreads both of his wings out and a vast arena appears beneath us. One with the appearance of a large volcano.

My eyes narrow slightly at the chosen battlefield. One that favors Vorgrim and Red.

“Now let’s begin!” King Oberon shouts, following which I find myself teleported into the arena in a random location.

Then a bright golden light shines up into the sky like a pillar, showing where the crown is.

A crown that’s located on the other side of the map from me.

Well that’s annoying.
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I quickly turn into blood and begin flying through the air towards the pillar. And through life sense, I find several other people rushing in the direction of the crown as well. But before I even make it a quarter of the way there, the pillar flares, following which a System Message plays out in my head.

[Crown has been captured by competitor Dafid val Ren.]

That was fast. And judging by the name, it was taken by a demon. Although I don’t know the demon myself.

I continue rushing through the air towards the pillar that’s still in the air. But as I fly, I make sure to send some of my blood to the corners of the arena so that it’s not all with me. Even if I have to make it so that the blood floats in the air, because it’d begin destroying the arena if I didn’t. Then the pillar of light suddenly vanishes, making me narrow my eyes.

Guess it isn’t always active.

Doesn’t matter though. I can hear everything happening in this arena.

So I continue flying through the air straight towards where I hear the crown holder.

I’m not the only one with powerful hearing or other senses though, and I hear other people rushing straight towards them as well.

By the time I make it within sight of the crown holder, finding it to be a ghoul with a golden crown floating over his head, I find the man surrounded by three others. Two demons and one Knight.

Which is to be expected.

I quickly fly right above them, making all three look up at me along with the holder of the crown.

Amelia gives me a smile and so does Leonidas, meanwhile Xyvandra just nods her head. Although I’m pretty sure this is just a clone of Xyvandra. Not the real one.

Meanwhile the demon in the middle of all of us looks like he’s not having a very good time right now.

“I wonder why,” Tar says rather sarcastically.

The confrontation turns a little awkward since none of us are enemies, leaving us all unsure of how to take this. But our decision is basically made for us when the demon Dafid, suddenly says, “I forfeit to Her Highness, the Princess!”

His crown vanishes along with him, then I find a golden light shining from above me, making me raise my head to find a crown floating over my head.

Oh.

I look down at the others again, finding all of them staring at me.

Well this just got even more awkward.

As if it wasn’t already bad enough, several others begin arriving as well, including the Blue and Red Knights along with Vorgrim and some demon dukes and duchesses.

No one says anything for several seconds with the Nobles who aren’t Demon Lords looking uncertain, and the humans who aren’t Knights looking the same.

Then I decide to make a quiet exit.

Tar snorts.

I turn into blood and rush off in every direction, spreading myself out.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Black suddenly shouts as he appears in front of the largest portion of blood. But the blade made of shadows that he swings at the chunk of blood just passes right through as I move the blood around it and continue moving.

Yes I do?

Too bad I can’t really talk in this form. Or at least, not very well.

Out of nowhere, I find my own blood beginning to act up. Almost like someone else was trying to control my blood but having some difficulty. Likely due to the fact that it’s not normal blood.

It’s Red Plague.

But despite that, they still manage to slowly drag me back, so I quickly reform the large mass of blood while sending the rest of my blood out to the corners of the arena.

“Say, sweetie, how about we have another round of training now that you’re stronger?” Leonidas says as he floats up to where I recreated my body. And the look in his eyes has changed from that awkward one he had earlier to a much more interested and slightly excited look.

My thoughts go back to when he and Gramps would train me during my time on Tartarus. Which was mostly them beating me up until I finally absorbed the martial arts of our family and got more used to fighting beings far stronger than myself.

A fight to the death with Leonidas where we won’t actually die…

I purse my lips at the thought, but despite my Sin of Pride begin gone, I can’t help but find the sound of that appealing.

Especially when I know that I have some of my blood in the corners of the map, so even if I did lose in our fight, he wouldn’t be able to take my crown from me. And it would act as a distraction for the others who have aims for my lovely crown.

Most importantly…

“Alright, let’s fight,” I tell him. “Of course, I won’t be using the Red Plague for this.”

…I can test my strength against a Demon Lord.

“Nah, I can handle the Red Plague,” he says, making my eyes narrow. “If you don’t believe me, just try using a little of it on me.”

And so I do, sending a drop of my blood over to him.

To my absolute shock, the Red Plague actually struggles to infect him before being killed by him instead.

“If you kill me with it, I’ll still be permanently dead,” he says. “But you can at least defend against me with it all you like, and I’ll be fine. So don’t worry about that.”

Interesting.

Very interesting.

The two of us both grin and I can tell he has the same idea as I do.

So we both shout at the exact same time, “Demons of Tartarus, I, as Prince/Princess of the Demons, command you to stand aside and watch!”

Power radiates outwards from both of us as my Princess’s Decree skill works with his Prince’s Decree skill to force every demon in this place except for the other Demon Lords to stand aside and watch.

Then a massive Blood Domain spreads out from Leonidas and he transforms into his beast form right as I coat my skin in a layer of Red Plague while using Crimson Overdrive and transform into my own beast form.

And without any hesitation, we both rush straight at each other.
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The moment we clash, a shockwave shoots out from our point of collision, sending the nearby demons and humans flying with the exception of the Knights and Demon Lords. But even the Knights end up being pushed back a bit from it, leaving them all shocked.

Leonidas and I don’t stop with just one clash though. We continue striking each other one time after another, sending shockwaves out with each. Meanwhile Leonidas continuously sends blades, arrows, and various other weapons made out of blood flying at me from all over using his Blood Domain.

I even feel him trying to grab onto the blood in my own body with the domain, but his attempt never takes hold, the Red Plague devouring his mana before it can.

“Not bad,” he says as we finally break away from each other, neither of us showing a single wound as our Lycan’s Regeneration skills managed to heal everything we’ve done to each other. “Not bad at all.”

Despite his saying that, I can’t help but feel surprised that he even did any damage to me at all. Considering the Red Plague armor I’m using.

“It would appear that your father has a true damage skill,” Tar comments, making me nod my head.

True damage. A type of damage that ignores everything and directly harms the one it’s targeting. Just like my Bloody Thorns and Blood Retribution.

The question is what sort of true damage skill is it. Is it just like Bloody Thorns, where I take damage when he does? I know it’s not like Blood Retribution since I’ve been taking damage this whole time.

If I’m being honest, it looks almost like every single attack he deals passes straight through my Red Plague barrier to hit me.

“Let’s see…” Leonidas mutters before shifting back into his lycan form, to my surprise. “You recently got Lesser Blood Runes, right?”

I frown at that but nod anyways.

“Perfect!” he exclaims, a faint grin spreading across his face as he raises a single hand with his fingers held like he’s about to snap them. “In that case, how about a lesson?”

Without giving me any chance to respond, he snaps his fingers, following which strange runic symbols written with blood begin appearing all around him in the air. And as if that weren’t enough, his Blood Domain appears to be resonating with the symbols.

I quickly find even the other Demon Lords and the Knights beating a hasty retreat out of the Blood Domain, giving me a rather bad feeling.

Then everything begins to turn into blood around us. The trees, the air, the soil. Everything.

If that were all, I’d still be fine. But what follows next is much worse. All of the blood suddenly forms a single hammer and swings itself to slam into me before I can even blink, sending me flying across the entire map while coughing out a mouthful of blood.

Even after I land and quickly begin to float back up into the air, more bloody symbols appear around me, seemingly teleporting the hammer to slam into me again.

And the same process repeats itself over and over again until I finally let out a roar and attempt to manipulate the blood with Blood Manipulation. But that doesn’t do shit, so I use Blood Nullification instead. Which does affect it a little, but not as much as I’d hoped.

“You’re never going to get out of that cycle with those petty skills,” Leonidas says, very much reminding me that while I am a lot stronger now, I still cheated my way up here with the Red Plague.

But at the same time…

I scowl as I transform back into my lycan form, briefly glancing at the Red Plague that’s been loosed onto the environment from my wounds. Then I spread my arms out while the hammer returns for more, only to send it flying when I let the Red Plague out of my body, immediately absorbing the runes floating in the air along with my own blood. And just as quickly as it started, I end it by pulling the Red Plague back into my body again.

“Relying on the Red Plague may work against the void creatures, but it won’t get you any achievements, nor will it help your training,” Leonidas says while appearing in a flash of red light surrounded by more blood runes. “Think about what you can do using something other than the Red Plague before relying on it.”

I grit my teeth.

Seriously? I already tried using…

My mind blanks.

A grin stretches across Leonidas’s face the moment I use Null Magic Field over a dozen times, each right on top of a blood rune. Then I use Blood Nullification on the rune that suddenly became destabilized by the field, erasing a tiny part of it and messing up the entire rune in the process.

Despite the runes exploding in his face, Leonidas begins laughing, “That’s it! That’s what I was looking for!”

I float up into the air until I’m a little over a dozen meters in front of Leonidas. But even when the bloody mist that marks the remains of the blood runes explosion clears, Leonidas can just be seen floating there without a scratch on himself.

Likely due to Lycan’s Regeneration.

Damn, never thought my own skill would be used against me like this.

“Uh, you do remember that it’s not your skill in the first place?” Tar points out.

Well it’s not his either. It’s Gramps.

“That’s not-” Tar starts, but I just use Rain of Blood and Blood Plague, making extra sure to keep the Red Plague out of the skill. Since it always wants to rush into those two skills, what with being my strongest plague by far and all.

It’s a major pain, fighting without being allowed to use the Red Plague.

Quite a few of my powerful skills involve the Red Plague after all. Or just plagues in general.

Even just keeping myself clothed involves the Red Plague now, since my clothing or armor would just be devoured by my own blood when I get injured. Making for a waste of armor and clothing.

And more importantly, a hit to my dignity.

“Let’s try this again,” I tell my father with a grin on my face while flexing my claws slightly to my side.

He just grins and says, “Let’s.”
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Arkaz feels nothing but pride as he ignores his fae partner’s rambling – what Oberon calls commentating – and watches his son and granddaughter fight it out. The both of them showing off the pride of the royal family.

Ever since he first met her, he’s known that she would be great. Even if he put aside the prophecy nonsense that his son and that human he took were following.

And just from watching them, he knows that his granddaughter won’t take too long to catch up with him.

But he also understands that it’ll be harder for her to level up the higher her level reaches, even with her Red Plague. Especially since void creatures don’t have life force, so she’s only devouring their realities without gaining any life force from them to feed her own.

A process that slows down her leveling speed.

If he’s being perfectly honest, when he first saw Scarlet after she became the Warden of the Red Plague, he almost had a heart attack. Metaphorically, since that’s physically impossible for him.

In just a single instant, he understood everything that was different about her body.

Most other people would never understand the exact difference, and Arkaz is pretty sure even she doesn’t realize it. But she is not human or blood lycan anymore. Not entirely at least.

If he had to guess, she’s probably around 0.01% human, 29.99% blood lycan, and 70% Red Plague now. A large amalgamation of pure corruption in the form of a blood lycan and human hybrid.

And it’s not just that. He can tell just from her entering his blood domain that she will never age, even if she doesn’t kill things and receive their life force.

What saddens him a little is that she can’t have children either, but he’s pretty sure she doesn’t care about that. From what he’s been told by her herself, she has no interest in romance, much less children.

She may care that the choice was taken away from her though.

Not that she had much chance to have kids even without the Red Plague, considering her status as a hybrid and all.

But now the Red Plague would kill anyone who tried to get with her, much less their child.

Arkaz does feel secretly pleased that she’ll never end up being taken away by some man though.

He notices Oberon sending him a strange look, likely having been listening in on his thoughts as he’s been blabbing his own mouth. But the fae king turns his attention back to the battle again as Arkaz’s son and granddaughter continue clashing, sending shockwaves throughout the arena and turning the competition that was meant to be for all of them into just their personal duel.

Leonidas is currently using his blood runes to strike at her from every direction as she repeatedly dances around in the air, nullifying small parts of the blood runes each time, making them explode. And at the same time, they clash one time after another, both in their quadrupedal beast forms.

Both of their forms are around the same size, with Leonidas being a little bigger. But both of them are near evenly matched in brute force power, each using the same legendary version of Arkaz’s Beast of the Apocalypse skill.

Arkaz’s son shows more skill in combat, and his granddaughter shows a more powerful defense thanks to her Red Plague. Especially since every time they clash, his son has to make sure he cleanses the Red Plague from his body. A natural process in his body thanks to the Blood Domain, but still a mana intensive one.

In the end, they’re both evenly matched.

But Arkaz knows that both of them haven’t used all of the skills hidden up their sleeves.

As if on cue, Leonidas jumps backwards with a grin on his face and lets out a roar while using Blood Dominion to directly take control of every demon and human around them of level 1700 or above that have ranged attacks. Likely because the weaker ones wouldn’t be able to so much as scratch Scarlet.

He also doesn’t manage to control the Knights or Demon Lords.

Then he forces each and every one of them to start launching barrages of ranged attacks on Scarlet, who simply narrows her eyes in response.

“So that’s how you wanna play it?” she asks, to which her father just grins.

Without hesitation, his granddaughter spreads both of her arms out and activates multiple skills at once. The first one being obvious as wounds begin opening up all over every last demon and human attacking her, making them all fall to the ground in surprise.

But that’s not all she does as lines of red energy begin to connect her to every last demon and human in the area, regardless of if they’re attacking her or not. And Arkaz can immediately tell what happens due to those red lines.

The stats of each and every being in the competition except his granddaughter’s cousin, who she didn’t target, begin dropping by about five percent. Meanwhile Scarlet’s stats start climbing, and life energy begins rushing through the red lines along with mana and any other form of energy including mental power, qi, and even soul power. All rushing to fill her as more and more wounds open up on their bodies from his granddaughter’s healing reversal skill.

Even Leonidas flinches when he feels his stats dropping by just a single percent, with just as many wounds opening on his body as the others. Wounds that all heal instantly the moment they appear.

“Looks like things are starting to get a little more serious!” King Oberon declares, Arkaz finding the man’s enjoyment of this battle practically flooding his mind through their bond.

But Arkaz can’t blame him, since battles on this scale aren’t commonly seen. Or almost ever seen.

So he just continues watching, feeling more and more excited to see just how far his granddaughter has come.
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“Let’s finish this, shall we?” I state with a grin on my face as the crimson lightning running across my body grows thicker and thicker as I burn all of the life energy being fed to me by the other competitors.

Leonidas grins back at me and answers, “If that’s what you want, then we shall.”

Then my eyes widen slightly as red lightning suddenly strikes once, twice, and a third time. All around Leonidas. And under everyone’s gazes, red energy mixed with red lightning and blood all begin to go wild all around him as his body grows twice as large and his presence and life energy doubles.

I double down on draining everyone around us, making quite a few people drop down to their knees as my stats continue climbing.

“You asked for this,” Leonidas declares, his voice loud and echoing throughout the entire arena.

My eyes narrow when all of the sound in the entire arena vanishes in a moment, only for a loud warping noise to fill it. One akin to a portal.

Everyone in the arena immediately focuses on the writhing red orb of blood floating in the center of the arena between me and Leonidas. And before I can so much as wonder what it is or say anything, the orb slowly begins to expand.

Fuck.

“That’s the mythic version of Blood of Ruin,” Tar states the obvious as I rush backwards, only for the orb to continue expanding until more and more orbs appear in the air with lines shooting out of them. Then little droplets of blood appear all over. And while the droplets don’t do anything to me thanks to my Red Plague armor, I see them badly warping anyone they touch down below with the exception of Aria, the Knights, and the Demon Lords.

Aria because they’re all avoiding her, likely to not hurt her, and the others because they’re blocking the droplets or avoiding them.

I quickly make a barrier of blood that isn’t Red Plague around Aria to protect her before spreading my arms out and activating Bloodborne Apocalypse.

“Fighting one apocalypse with another?” Leonidas says with a slight grin, but I can’t give him any of my attention right now. Not unless I want to slip up and accidentally send out bullets of Red Plague at people. Something that would be pretty damned terrible.

Soon enough the bullets of plagued blood shoot out of me, fortunately free of Red Plague. But at the same time, Leonidas’s Apocalypse of Blood skill unleashes its full might with all of the spheres of ruinous blood bursting before the blood all directly rushes towards me while ignoring gravity.

And my Bloodborne Apocalypse immediately begins clashing with the Apocalypse of Blood as me and Leonidas charge straight towards each other, the man’s Blood Ascension skill finally activating with the crimson light solidifying on his body and starting his countdown.

He has one minute to use that skill. After that minute he faces backlash.

So all I need to do is stall him for a minute and this fight will be mine.

That plan is sent down the drain though when we clash midair, sending a massive shockwave out that destroys the ground and kills more than a few of the other competitors. And more importantly, I’m sent flying like a damned meteor straight past our skills and into the ground, digging far through it in the process as I trail Red Plague blood across it, making the blood begin devouring the ground until I manage to take control of it again.

“Fuck,” I mutter once I finally stop moving.

I knew Blood Ascension quintupled his stats, but seriously? That’s… how am I supposed to hold out for a minute against that?!

“Good luck,” Tar says while vanishing into the in-between to watch.

And honestly? I don’t blame him this time.

I hear pops and cracks as my bones – which were pretty much all shattered – fix themselves back together again. And once they finish, I climb back to my feet, only to find Leonidas appearing right in front of me with his fist raised.

Well, shit.

He lands his punch before I can even react again, sending me flying through the arena. Then he does this again, and again, and again. All the way till I begin to run low on mana, both of our powerful mythic skill attacks in the air having run out while leaving the entire arena a wasteland.

I can barely sense the life energies of just a few others, including the Demon Lords, Knights, and Aria, who I successfully protected only because Leonidas was avoiding hurting her.

But now… I can’t get up. All of my energy is just gone, and while my wounds are still healing, they’re healing very slowly.

Leonidas appears in front of me again and lightly shakes his head before saying, “Don’t get too overconfident just because of the Red Plague. It may be incredibly powerful, but you shouldn’t use it as a crutch.”

The crimson light his body is letting off begins to flicker slightly as the red lightning, energy, and blood floating around him slows down, showing the signs of his skill beginning to run out.

“You did well, sweetie,” he says with a smile before pulling his fist back and then smashing it right down on my face, making everything go black as my vision spreads out to the blood I have in the arena. And as I look on through my blood manipulation senses, I find that Leonidas is currently looking rather confused. Likely because the golden crown didn’t switch from me to him.

Right when his Blood Ascension runs out, the man dropping to his knees as blood begins to leak out of his pores, I gather the blood I had lost while he was beating me up before reforming myself right in front of him with my hands on my hips.

He looks up at me before giving me a wry smile and slightly embarrassed smile.

I can’t help but grin as I look at him, only to step up and kneel down next to him while saying, “Don’t get too overconfident.”

Leonidas lets out a light chuckle at that and shakes his head, still smiling.

Well, nothing left to do now but finish things.

I pull my fist back while enhancing it with all of the life energy I still have left before telling him, “You did well, Dad,” and sending my fist straight at his head right as the shock is spreading across his face from my calling him dad.

And just like my head no doubt exploded when he punched me, his explodes when I punch him, and I soon sense his life energy reappearing somewhere else in the stadium outside of the arena.

Then I stand up straight and pop my neck while stretching a little.

That was a tough battle.

And a fun one.

Although I get the feeling I wouldn’t have won if he realized I’d gotten Blood Life.

Well, I turn around to face the others who are now approaching me through the barren wasteland.

I wonder if they’ll want to fight as well?
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Silence fills the arena as the others approach. And it continues even after they reach me without any of them saying a word.

We all just kinda stare for several seconds.

Amelia finally breaks the silence by saying, “Well, that was fun to watch. I’ll just go find a corner to sit in for the rest of this.” Then she walks away under the surprised gazes of me and the others.

Huh.

A faint grin begins to grow on my face as a realization comes to mind.

And so, with absolute dignity and no shame whatsoever, I float into the air and form a large orb of Red Plague around me. Which proceeds to repeatedly devour the image of the crown that constantly disappears and reappears over my head.

Amelia was the only one who can actually nullify my Red Plague, so… if she’s not participating, why not just rest for the remainder of the competition?

“You’re shameless, you know that, right?” Tar comments from the in-between, not daring to appear thanks to the Red Plague that is dangerous even to him.

No idea what you’re referring to. I’m an innocent snowflake.

He starts coughing at that, but I choose to ignore him.

Instead of paying the traitor any mind, I look down below at the Knights who are all discussing amongst themselves about if they can even attack me. Meanwhile Xyvandra gives up right away and finds a corner of her own to take a nap. And Vorgrim walks away too, apparently feeling too thankful towards me to even think about attacking me, regardless of if he’d actually hurt me.

After those two, Purple is the next to walk away. Probably because she isn’t exactly a combat Guardian.

Which leaves Black, Blue, and Red. None of whom seem to know how to get rid of my Red Plague.

Not for the lack of trying either, since they all attack the Red Plague. But it doesn’t really result in much other than them burning their mana.

The only people in the tournament I know can erase the Red Plague are Leonidas, Amelia, and possibly Vorgrim. And two of those three decided not to do anything, while the last lost to me.

Also, something I found rather surprising was that very, and I mean very few people decided to go without the anti-death clause activated. To the point that I think only Amelia and Xyvandra did. Everyone else activated it. Even I did for this round, although that was at mom and dad’s insistence.

I went with it because I’m already in the lead anyways, so there’s no reason not to.

The boost is only a 1.1x multiplier though, so it’s not much of a difference. And the Red Plague has already left me very far ahead.

“Just be honest,” Tar suddenly says, making me narrow my eyes slightly.

Honest about what?

He snorts, “You just had it on because you wanted to fight Leonidas. And you knew he wouldn’t go all out if you didn’t have it activated.”

I stare up at the sky where I imagine the tanuki at for a few seconds before averting my gaze without responding.

“Thought so,” he says with a brief laugh.

So what do you think the next competition will be?

I can practically feel the judgmental stare he’s no doubt sending me right now from the void, but he answers anyways, “I can see it probably being some sort of team competition. It’s currently the fifth competition and we haven’t had any team competitions yet after all.”

Oh, right. I almost forgot that team competitions were a thing.

Uh, I honestly have no idea what I’ll be doing for those. I’m not exactly the best team player when I can accidentally permanently kill my teammates just from bleeding on them…

“That’s…” Tar mutters, pausing for a second, “…true…”

I really wanted to team up with Belle, Aria, Leonidas, and Amelia. A rather unbalanced team, but what the heck.

Then again, we don’t know how large the teams can even be. Don’t know any of the rules about the team competitions.

“Well, you can at least team up with them in the later competitions,” Tar points out. “The ones that aren’t combat competitions.”

True. No risk of bleeding on them in those.

I furrow my brows slightly.

That sounds wrong.

“It does,” Tar agrees.

I glance down at the three Knights when I hear them finally giving up entirely and just going to find their own corners. And then, just as you’d expect, the arena suddenly vanishes and everyone but me is teleported to their towers.

“And the winner of the competition is…” King Oberon trails off.

Huh? Why am I still here when everyone else-

“Princess Scarlet, would you mind removing that sphere of Red Plague?” the king awkwardly comments, apparently realizing that I’m not up on the tower.

Oh. Guess he can’t teleport me when I’m covered in Red Plague like this.

So I absorb it all before immediately finding myself teleporting onto the highest tower.

“And the winner of the competition is the Princess of the Demons, Apex Predator, Warden of the Red Plague, Bane of Corruption,” he briefly pauses to quietly mutter under his breath, “with a lot of Titles,” before finishing just as loudly and grandly as the first part, “Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron!”

I blink as the audience goes wild. But I can’t help but focus on the fact that he referred to Princess of the Demons as if it were a Title instead of just a title.

That’s not a Title. Then again, guess he could’ve just grouped it up with the others since it is still something I’m known as, even if it’s not an official System Title.

Either way, the audience continues going wild for a little while. All while King Oberon shows reruns of my battle with Leonidas on the main screen.

I just yawn, feeling emptied out of mana during this time.

Can I just go now?

Eventually the king finishes going on and on before he says, “And now we have the duels! But since our dear first place and her father went and gave us such a splendid show for the fifth competition, what do you all say about excusing them from judging?!”

My eyes suddenly open wide as my attention fully focuses on him. And when the audience goes wild with cheers, agreeing with that suggestion, I feel actual tears coming to my eyes.

“Then that decides it! Since they were the only ones fighting during this competition, they’ll be excused from judging duels this time around!” King Oberon declares, making me feel relief. “Now to get the duels started!”

Now to get some sleep.
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“Welcome back everyone, to the third day of the competition!” King Oberon declares, his voice echoing throughout the stadium as the contractors within it cheer. And from what I heard when I left the universe last night, the sapient demons and humans all across Tartarus and Earth are no different. In fact, they tend to be even louder since they’re all regular humans and demons.

Although there aren’t very many demons that aren’t contracted. If any.

In fact, the only demons I see outside of this little universe are the non-sapient ones who have no reason to watch.

“Tomorrow will be the last day of the first round of the competition!” King Oberon continues, surprisingly a little excited. “We will be having the sixth, seventh, and eighth competitions today, and the ninth and tenth tomorrow. Then the fae and partner teamwork competitions will begin three days after that!”

At least we’re being given a break between them. Not that it would matter as much considering that the second round of the tournament isn’t directly combat related.

I glance at Tar who is on my shoulder as I briefly wonder what the third round might entail.

The king mentioned that you fae already know what will be in it, so are you able to tell me?

Tar shakes his head without saying anything.

Darn.

“Now let’s get to the competition!” King Oberon shouts with excitement clear in his voice right as the rules for the next competition appear at the center of the stadium.

Race to the Finish

Description: All Competitors will be placed in a puzzle house filled with monsters and puzzles where they must split off into teams of two. They will then be required to complete the puzzle in each room to move on to the next room. Meanwhile other teams may spend points to send monsters to the other competitors rooms or increase the difficulty of their puzzles.

Rules: Directly killing other competitors is not possible. Anti-death clause is allowed. Bonus Points will be granted on a speedrun basis, giving those who finish each room faster more points. Bonus Points are granted for killing monsters.

Goal: Reach the end of the puzzle house first.

Rewards: First place gets one hundred points. Second place gets seventy-five points. Third place gets fifty points. And all competitors may keep the points they accrued throughout the competition.

“This time around there will be no direct combat between the competitors! It will also be a team competition, so no one can complete this alone!” the king shouts, making me purse my lips slightly. Then the king snaps his fingers, making a large metal box appear beneath us with the walls partially see through. “There will be a total of fifteen different rooms, each filled with monsters who will try to stop you from completing the puzzles. And as the description says, competitors will be getting access to a new menu that they can use to either send monsters at other competitors or increase the difficulty of the other competitors puzzles. A much more indirect method of combat than the previous competitions, if I do say so myself.”

The audience seems to like it considering the excitement I can practically feel pulsing from them in their cheers.

But a team puzzle… I’m not gonna bother spending my points on other competitors, but… why do I get a bad feeling about this?

“Because everyone’s probably going to target you with their points,” Tar points out.

Right. Yeah. That’s gonna be annoying.

They’ll probably realize that sending monsters won’t be very effective against me rather quickly though, so it’ll probably just end up being them increasing the difficulty of my puzzles.

I was wanting to team up with Aria for this. She’s always been good at puzzles, and I’d be able to defend her from the monsters.

But if we’re gonna be targeted…

“Rowena just contacted me,” Tar says out of nowhere, making me glance towards where Aria is. “She said that Aria doesn’t care if you’re targeted. She doesn’t want to work with anyone other than you.”

Oh.

A smile spreads across my face.

In that case…

I nod my head towards Aria, still smiling. And she immediately pumps her fists into the air in excitement, which I notice Oberon glancing at without saying a word. Just smiling. If you can call that a smile, considering that he’s, well, in the form of a dragon.

Adorable.

The king seems to be waiting a bit for people to decide on teams, and after a few minutes have passed, he spreads his wings and exclaims, “Now that everyone has decided on their teams, let this competitioooooon…” I’m teleported into some sort of training hall looking room, “begin!”

I raise my head, feeling slightly surprised that I heard his voice even after entering the arena. But I don’t hear anything else from him or the audience, so it was probably just a one-time thing.

Anyways, I turn to find Aria fidgeting, clearly wanting to hug me but not daring to considering my Red Plague clothing. Which has made things a little awkward.

Thankfully she is a very smart child and knew not to hug or touch my clothes after I started wearing Red Plague clothes.

Even if she doesn’t like it.

I dismiss the clothing on my right sleeve and pat her on the head, making her smile brightly at me.

“This is where you shine, little one,” I tell her with a smile on my face. But to my surprise, she just shakes her head and grins rather maniacally.

As if she has something sneaky in mind.

I raise a brow in amusement.

This ought to be good.

Then again, despite how adorable she is, Aria really does have a devious mind. I know that just from how she fights in the Fractures I’ve followed her in just to make sure she knew how to fight. Since she kind of begged me, and the demons wouldn’t dare do anything too bad with me being there.

Even if it meant she didn’t get any EXP from it. Just the experience of fighting.

I wasn’t gonna let a child fight against demons on her own though, so it was a compromise.

She was very devious in how she handled it though.

“What do you have in mind?” I ask, a grin splitting my own face as well.
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“Now, unlike the previous competitions, we get to see our beloved competitors working in pairs to solve puzzles while being assaulted by monsters!” King Oberon declares, feeling incredibly excited for the competition. “To see them playing what’s basically a game together, sending monsters to attack each other and delay them from-”

“Um, brother,” Nyx suddenly says, interrupting the king and bringing his slightly annoyed gaze towards her.

Before she even says anything though, he notices that the audience is going wild for something that isn’t his words. So he turns to look through the large cube that makes up the arena.

“I don’t think this competition is going to go how you want it, brother,” Nyx comments, sounding unnaturally calm. Almost like she’s suppressing how she would normally react.

King Oberon briefly glances at her to find suppressed amusement on her face that has his eyes narrowing. Then he finally focuses on the one competitor who could change the rules.

And when he sees her, all of the excitement deflates from his body, his jaw dropping open as he stares without saying a word. Meanwhile the audience continues going wild, apparently enjoying seeing their Princess break the Fae King’s spirit.

On the screen, King Oberon sees Scarlet and her cousin, Aria, casually walking through the walls of each puzzle room after destroying them with the Red Plague. Apparently not planning on bothering themselves with the puzzles.

“Is this even…” King Oberon begins, only to remember the exact winning condition that his mother set for the tournament.

To reach the end of the puzzle house first.

It never once said that they had to complete the puzzles.

And if they finish right away, then the ten minute countdown will start, ending the competition ten minutes after they pass to give a chance for second and third place victors.

But since ten minutes isn’t even enough time to finish the first puzzle…

The king stares blankly for several seconds before glancing at his contracted partner, the Demon King. Just to find the Demon King covering his mouth and casually looking away from him. As if he’s covering up his laughter.

He slowly turns back to the cube again, only to look up at the main screen that is now activating to show Scarlet as she casually walks from one puzzle room to another, destroying each wall without bothering with the puzzles. Even devouring all of the monsters inside to raise her level some more.

“I give up…” he eventually mutters, a hint of despair in his words. “The Red Plague is unfair and should be banned from this tournament.”

“But Your Majesty,” King Arkaz of the Demons states, hiding a snicker behind his words, “your mother set the rules in place, and we can’t do anything about it.”

“Such a shame,” Nyx says, not even hiding her amusement anymore.

The Fae King looks between two of the most trusted people in his life before muttering, “Traitors…”



Scarlet

So as it turns out, the competition didn’t take very long. We won within just a few minutes of starting it.

I even got quite a few levels out of devouring the monsters on the way to the end.

Although I swear the Fae King looks depressed. Or is that just me?

Tar snickers in my mind as he says, “It’s probably just you.”

But he keeps snickering like he was in the know about some joke that I’m not aware of.

Whatever. Doesn’t matter.

Although I do grow a little confused when I look over at Allen, who is sitting in the same place he has been in the previous competitions amongst the audience, to find his fae seemingly talking to him, following which the man sends a sympathetic gaze towards the Fae King.

I frown and tilt my head slightly, wondering just what’s going on.

Which just has Tar snickering.

“Let’s just act like that competition didn’t happen,” King Oberon says without his usual bravado. Almost like he’s sulking.

Huh?

Okay, seriously. What is going on?

Tar just snickers without answering.

Then the description and rules for the next competition appear above our heads without King Oberon doing his usual blabbering about the fights and stuff in the competition.

I blink as I realize that there wasn’t really much for him to comment on. Aria’s idea of just going through the walls proved to work rather well.

Something not many people know about Aria is that she has a perfect, or near perfect memory. So she memorized almost the entire cube when the king showed it to us before, apparently not thinking it would matter.

And with that memory of hers, she just led me to which walls I had to break down and we eventually arrived at the end of the puzzle house.

It did, after all, say that we just had to reach the end. And doing it this way made it so that the others didn’t get any bonus points from clearing puzzles. Since they wouldn’t have had the time to clear puzzles.

So we ended up with the one hundred points while everyone else got nothing.

A rather nice result, if I do say so myself.

Tar continues snickering.

Okay, seriously. What’s going on?

He doesn’t answer, so I let out a huff and begin reading the rules for the next competition. Only to blink in surprise after doing so.

Interesting.

Tower Defense

Description: All of the competitors will be placed within their own towers. They will then be able to place a limited number of defenses around their tower, including traps and monsters to defend against the oncoming monsters that will be sent at them by the other competitors. All competitors will have a limited number of monsters they can send to attack other competitors without spending points, and all competitors will have a chance to be the tower defender.

Rules: Directly attacking other competitors is not possible. Directly participating in the attack yourself is not allowed.

Goal: Have your tower core survive the longest.

Rewards: First place gets one hundred points. Second place gets seventy-five points. Third place gets fifty points. And all competitors may keep the points they accrued throughout the competition.

Isn’t this just a tower defense game of sorts?

“I mean, it says it in the title of the competition,” Tar points out.

You know what I mean.
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“Now this competition is a unique one, that’s for sure!” King Oberon declares, his voice echoing throughout the stadium while drawing my attention back to him again. “Unlike the previous competitions, the competitors are not allowed to participate in the combat! All they’re allowed to do is set up the defenses of their tower through whatever defenses are available. And they can send monsters to attack the other competitors towers during each competitors’ defense stage.” I swear the king turns his gaze to me as he adds, “Meaning no one can break this game. Even so much as using a single skill during it is grounds for disqualification.”

Is he looking at me?

“Do you really have to ask?” Tar comments.

All I did was use my Red Plague. It’s not my fault if the one who made these competitions didn’t anticipate my blood being a factor.

Tar snorts at that. In our minds, of course. Not out loud.

The Fae King continues looking at me – or rather, past me, because there’s no way he’d be upset with me for simply competing – for several seconds before moving his gaze again while raising a single claw and continuing, “To give everyone a fair competition, the competition will be separated into three modes. The first mode will be the building of your tower’s defenses, and everyone will be undergoing this mode at the same time during the beginning of the competition.” He raises a second and third claw. “Then we have the next two modes that will be ongoing simultaneously, with one person undergoing the defense mode at a time, and everyone else participating in the offense mode, sending monsters at the current defender’s tower.”

This really is just a tower defense game. And since personal strength doesn’t come into play, I’m sure Aria will do quite well here.

Not so sure about the others though.

I have no idea how skilled these Class Vs are in strategy.

“Of course, the defenders won’t just be sitting there watching their defenses get trampled,” the Fae King says, a grin beginning to appear on his draconic face. “Every monster killed by their defenses will net them a fourth of a point. They can then spend these points to further strengthen their defenses by ‘leveling up’ the current defenses they have that are still standing.”

Yeah. Tower defense.

“Scarlet…” Tar mutters in my mind. But he doesn’t seem to be able to figure out a retort, since it really is just a tower defense game. So he doesn’t say anything else.

He does huff at my thoughts though.

“Amongst the many defenses they have available, there will be three different types,” King Oberon says, returning his clawed ‘hand’ to holding up three claws again. “There are traps, ‘towers’ that attack the monsters passing through such as turrets and the like, and your own monsters that are able to defend your tower for you. All three cost varying amounts of points, with some being far stronger than others. But everyone only gets a certain number of each type of defense for free. Everything else will cost points.”

Overall, the competition does genuinely sound a lot more interesting than the previous ones. It also shows the competitors ability to strategically think their way around a problem. In this case, defending a position from attackers.

The competition also proves that the first round, while focused mostly on combat isn’t just combat. It’s more like it’s entirely competitions directed solely at the competitor and not their fae, with competitions focusing on more than just direct combat power of the competitors. The second round of competitions is for both fae and competitor. And the third and final rounds are for just the fae.

All in all, a rather thorough way to test the potential rulers of the fae and their contracted partners.

“Last but certainly not least…” King Oberon adds, his eyes narrowing slightly as the crowd awaits his final words, “…the competitors will not be allowed to speak with their fae partners during this competition.”

As soon as he says that, I feel a strange block appearing within my bond with Tar. Something I didn’t realize the Fae King could do.

I frown slightly, finding the lack of the tanuki’s presence in my mind odd. But at the same time, a little peaceful. Probably because I’ve basically been sharing my thoughts with him for years now, the guy only being temporarily gone when he goes to the void.

The Fae King spreads his wings out as he raises his voice, “Now let’s get this competition under way!”

Then I find myself appearing at the top of a rather large tower with the wind blowing rather strongly around me. Meanwhile some rather… amusing music starts playing out. A song that has rather staccato notes and gives a feeling of waiting for something to happen. But in a slightly comedic way.

I can’t help but crack a grin at it before shaking my head when a System notification appears in front of my face with a list of possible defenses. Meanwhile the rather large core floating at the center of the tower’s peak right in front of me flares with a crimson light once, then twice.

Hmm. There are a lot more possible defenses than I originally expected there would be.

I can’t even find the end of the list…

They’re separated into the three types the king mentioned before. The defenders, towers, and traps. Symbolizing the monsters that can move around or can be stationed at one spot to defend the tower. Defenses that are placed and automatically activate to attack monsters. And traps that are, well, traps. Some automatically activate, others don’t. Some can only be used once, others multiple times.

Now it’s really starting to feel like this is a game. And since we can’t actually die or get hurt in this competition, I guess there isn’t any reason not to treat it like a game.

I find myself grinning when I begin thinking of this round as a game.

Time to start building my defenses.
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To start things off, I ignore the menu for now and take a walk around the tower. Since before I set up my defenses, I need to know what the tower itself is like.

A process that takes several minutes to do. Less than I would’ve expected, more than I would’ve preferred.

Considering the countdown on the corner of my vision though, it should be fine. It does list fifty-two minutes remaining, so…

Putting the time limit aside for now, since I highly doubt it’ll take me that long to set things up, I head to the entrance of the tower while looking at the list of traps and monsters I can use. Because I have a pretty good idea for what I want to do with my tower.

The tower itself has five floors in it, with two floors being nothing but a long spiral staircase going up to the roof with some outside areas of the tower along that staircase. Where there is no wall. Meanwhile the first three floors vary a little. The first floor has several rooms that go in a large ring around the tower before opening up into the central room, which has a large staircase to the second floor at the back of it and a pool of lava at the center.

Most importantly, it has no roof. So the second floor is exposed to the first, and it’s the complete opposite of the first floor. With the central room being the opening and the ring on the outside eventually leading to the stairs.

Other than the tower, the traps and defenses are pretty interesting. I saw various different types that I generally categorized together.

There are movement traps that don’t deal direct damage but instead try to move the one who falls into them. Like walls that suddenly push outwards to push whatever is in front of it, or traps that blow out air or suck in air like a vacuum. Then there are pitfall traps that’ll drop monsters down a floor, traps that blow them into the air with, well, air, and various other types of movement traps.

After the movement ones are single target damaging traps. Things like towers that throw bolts of fire, ice, poison, and so on. Ones that deal a massive amount of damage and ones that deal very little but attack quickly. They can be hung from the ceiling, walls, or floors in the forms of turrets or even odd monsters that can’t move, or they can be real towers set up on the ground.

Then there are multi-target damaging traps. Things like flamethrowers that set an entire area ablaze, lightning shooters that cause chain lightning, and stuff to make the ground shake while covering it with a thin layer of magma.

Lastly, there are support traps and towers. Traps and towers that poison, paralyze, slow down, or do any other sort of status effect to the monsters. That don’t actually harm them directly but are meant to weaken them.

All in all, a lot like a tower defense game. And this time Tar isn’t here to scoff at that thought.

I nod my head, satisfied with that thought before I glance down the list at the monsters while still moving towards the entrance of the tower.

The monsters are just monsters. Nothing more, nothing less. They include some flying ones, but most of them are land monsters. Some have ranged attacks, others don’t. And they really are just like monsters in video games.

Things like goblins, orcs, direwolves, kobolds, and so on.

And the prices of everything vary depending on how powerful they are. Meanwhile I have a pool of points given to me for free that I can use. A pool that I apparently don’t have to use all of according to the System Notification.

Stronger monsters, traps, and towers cost more points. Weaker ones cost less points.

Oh, and I can set up destructible walls that certain monsters can break.

So, again, tower defense game.

I grin when I get to the entrance, putting my hands on my hips as I stand there.

“This’ll be fun as hell!” I can’t help but exclaim, feeling far happier with this competition than any of the others I’ve competed in.



I sit at the roof of my tower with my feet just hanging over the edge of it, swinging back and forth as I just watch the countdown going down after finishing my tower’s setup.

Five.

Four.

Three

Two.

One.

And I find myself teleported into the sky above some other tower the second it hits zero. Then I surprisingly find that there is no illusion blocking us from seeing the crowd right as the Fae King starts shouting, “And here we have it! The very first tower defense of the competition! Just as I told you all at the beginning of their tower setup round, the tower defenses will be going through the order of the competitors starting with the current last place and moving up to the first place from there!”

Oh. That means I’m going last.

How boring.

That aside, I find myself both a little surprised but also not at the same time by the sight of the tower beneath me and the other competitors I see floating around the sky. Because this tower is very different from my own.

“Now, some of you competitors may be wondering about why Argento’s tower is different from your own,” King Oberon states as if reading my thoughts. “That would be because every tower is completely randomized, so no two competitors will have the same tower! But rest assured! Every tower is very easily defended if you know how!”

Right. It would be boring for the audience if they had to watch forty-three different versions of the same tower being defended, so…

My thoughts come to a halt when I find my gaze attracted to the ‘monsters’ currently approaching the tower. Not to mention the System Notification that appears in my vision with the purchase screen for ‘monsters.’

Monsters I quickly realize are just void creatures.

Interesting.
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My eyes narrow slightly as I look through the much smaller list than we had for monster defenders.

	Monster Name
	Price
	Description

	Voidling
	0.1 Points	The weakest and most common void creature in the void. They are completely unintelligent and chase after the strongest source of life force they can sense nearby.
Their most common method of attacking is through swarming with sheer numbers.
They are no stronger than a wild animal with the power of a Class 0 being and have appearances that vary from one voidling to another. However, they all have black scales and tentacles, with no eyes.

	Void Drone
	0.3 Points	The second weakest and second most common void creature in the void with the power of a Class I being. They are completely unintelligent and chase after the strongest source of life force they can sense nearby.
Their most common method of attacking is through swarming with sheer numbers.
They have the power of a Class I being with the appearance of a large beetle with black tentacles growing out from beneath their shells and six black-scaled legs.

	Void Vanguard
	1 Point	The main force of the Voided Overlord, serving at the front of every charge through sheer instinct alone.
These creatures are completely unintelligent and always starving, looking to devour life force whenever possible. Therefore they will always rush to the front of any attack in an attempt to find their next meal.
They have the power of a Class II being with the appearance of a large, flying bug with a mouth filled with razor sharp teeth specially designed to eat as much as possible.

	Void Broodmother
	2 Points	The breeders of the void invasion whose purpose is to constantly produce more voidlings, drones, and vanguard.
They have very little combat power themselves and can span over a dozen meters in length, able to spawn hundreds of voidlings every day.
While broodmothers have the power of Class IIIs, their bodies are too large, and all of their void energy goes towards producing more void creatures. Therefore they are unable to fight back when attacked.
However, they will always be surrounded by tens of thousands of void creatures ranging from voidlings to vanguard.
Broodmothers have the appearance of a massive insect with three sections to their body, each incredibly thick, covered in black scales, and connected through relatively thin in comparison segments.



Holy shit… I actually remember these things. He’s using actual void creatures for this. Or maybe they’re manifested somehow?

I remember the creatures described from my time slaughtering void creatures not too long ago. Although it’s missing a couple.

“I’m sure the competitors have noticed by now,” King Oberon’s voice echoes out across the stadium of cheering fans. “This tournament was set up by my mother, the previous Queen, Queen Titania of the fae, in preparation for the void invasion. The ‘monsters’ that will be attacking the towers will not just be regular monsters or ones created by me. They will be manifested void creatures. Ones who act just like the real void creatures outside attacking the universe with a few exceptions to make sure they follow the rules of the competition.”

Thought so.

This is a pretty good idea, to be honest. Although it also implies that Queen Titania knew about the void invasion thousands of years ago.

I wonder just how strong that queen was. And more importantly, if she was that strong, how did she die?

Considering that she was a fae, that means she undergoes a different path to power than we humans and demons do. That the mortals of the universe do.

But Tar’s never really filled me in on how their method of growing stronger works. Other than the whole ‘eating a small part of the life force we send them through our contract’ part.

I glance down at the monsters that are appearing at the entrance of the tower as the Fae King continues speaking, “For those of you who aren’t competing, here is a description of each of the types of void creature.” He pauses for a second, making me glance at the audience to find everyone with a System Notification in front of them. So I look back down at the tower again. “As for you competitors who can’t see the last three types of void creatures, I’ll go ahead and explain them to you myself while you watch the tower defense down below.”

That has me glancing at the Fae King again.

Right. It only described up to Class III equivalent void creatures. There wasn’t anything about the Class IV equivalent ones I found while fighting them above that planet.

I didn’t see any Class V equivalent ones though.

“The Class IV equivalent void creatures are known to us as void ravagers, and they tend to be the size of a small house,” King Oberon starts off surprising more than a few people. “They often have the forms of large blobs of nothing but tentacles, claws, and scales, and try to pull anything living nearby them into their mess of tentacles to absorb them alive. While also shredding them up with the claws within their mass of flesh.”

That doesn’t sound pleasant.

At all.

And those are very large blobs. Very large indeed.

“Then the Class V equivalent void creatures are known as void heralds, and they have the distinct power to attract other void creatures to them,” King Oberon says, making my eyes narrow slightly. “Just like all of the other void creatures, they have no intelligence. But what they do have is a stronger set of instincts than the other void creatures. They know when to retreat by pure instinct alone for example, and they pull back the invasion forces from a force they don’t believe they can take on before merging with another invasion force.”

That sounds dangerous.

“The heralds take on different forms for every herald, with the only exception being that they all include black scales and tentacles,” King Oberon continues, making me briefly wonder why the void creatures are so obsessed with scales and tentacles. “Their sizes can also vary, ranging from the size of a skyscraper to that of a very small moon depending on how much void energy they have.”

Even larger than the blobs. Got it.

“Lastly,” King Oberon states, surprising me for a second before I understand what he’s going to talk about next, “the Voided Overlord. A void creature on the level of a Class VI being.”

The stadium grows silent despite the action going on down below at the base of the tower, which makes me partially realize that the Fae King must be doing this lecture right now on purpose. To give the last place competitor an advantage over the others due to everyone’s distraction.

“The Voided Overlord is as large as a medium-sized star and looks vaguely similar to a dinosaur from prehistoric Earth,” King Oberon says as a wave of mutters begin going through the audience. “It has a large and powerful body with a long neck, two short arms, and two short legs. Meanwhile tentacles and black scales cover its entire body. But unlike the other void creatures, this one also has a humanoid form. Even if it still has no real intelligence.”

A humanoid form without any intelligence?

That’s bizarre.

Is it just to get into smaller places? But then shouldn’t it have used that form to pass into the universe by now instead of waiting for the rift to grow large enough?

“The creature is also the personification of void energy given material form,” the king states, his tone growing dark as an equally dark look crosses his face. “Its very presence once it enters the universe will begin destroying reality around it.”

Oh.

That’s not good.
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“But none of you need to worry about that for now, as the Voided Overlord won’t be able to break into the universe for another several years at the least,” King Oberon declares, breaking the tension that had filled the stadium a little bit. “And our resident Warden will be taking care of it when it does arrive, won’t she?”

I can’t help but feel quite a few gazes focused on me at that offhanded statement. Not to mention a slightly vindictive look on the Fae King’s face.

Rude.

Not my fault these competitions weren’t designed with the Red Plague in mind.

Well, putting that aside for now, I feel I should hopefully be able to reach the cap of Class V within the next several years.

Probably.

Depends on if I win this competition and get the ability to teleport across the universe.

Anyways, I turn my attention back to the tower down below as I see other competitors finally sending void creature at the tower. And it’s at that point that I realize that we were given a hundred more points to spend on this.

Unlike with the defense setup phase though, this time it specifically mentions that all points that aren’t spent will be removed after each tower defense.

So we don’t get to just horde points from not attacking towers.

I focus on the tower itself. Instead of my tower, this one is a lot narrower with a large portion going outside of the tower and climbing up the sides of it. Meanwhile the interior parts of the tower don’t actually last for very long before going outside.

The towers on the other hand don’t look anywhere near as well set up as the ones I placed in my own tower. Probably because the demons have never played video games before. So they don’t know as much on how to best place towers and the like.

Although I’m sure the Demon Lords and other smarter demons would do rather well despite that.

Also, it looks like the flying demons are limited to only flying through certain portions of the ‘map’ with little invisible barriers blocking certain areas. So they can skip some traps and portions through flying, but they can’t just fly around the entire tower to make it to the top and break the core.

The void creatures at this point are still within the tower. But to my surprise, the moment I try to focus on those void creatures, I somehow become able to see through the tower at the creatures inside.

Interesting.

The void creatures are on the second floor of the tower right now, with about one more floor above them until the tower reaches the outside portions.

Considering that the floors of the tower are a lot narrower than my own though, this won’t likely take very long for the void creatures to break past the tower’s defenses and enter the exterior parts. Especially considering that the other competitors are finally starting to send void creatures of their own at the tower.

At least, judging by the much larger number of void creatures beginning their climb up the tower. Some of which are Class II.

Also, I can’t help but admire those towers and the defenders. Because they’re doing quite well when taking into consideration the fact that they’re attacking Class I and Class II equivalent void creatures.

From what I can tell, the defenses that cost a half a point are Class 0 equivalent, the ones that cost two points are Class I, and the ones that cost five points are Class II equivalent. With the ones costing ten points as being Class III equivalent in power.

All a decent chunk expensive than the void creatures we’re sending at the tower, but at the same time, the defenses are mostly permanent. With the exception of the monsters.

They will be reused on every creature that passes by.

Oh, and the makeshift walls too. There were some of those offered along with the traps, but I didn’t really use them much.

Not very many good spots to place them in my tower, unlike this one.

I watch for a few more seconds before going ahead and spending my points on several Class 0 void creatures, a few Class I void creatures, two Class II void creatures, and a Class III void creature all in a single batch. Then I simply sit by and watch them all move forwards with intrigue.

The best way from what I’ve seen to beat a defense in a tower defense game is to use clumped together monsters, or void creatures in this case, with a mixture of strong and weak ones. Generally to have the weak ones take the hits and attention away from the strong ones as they all pass by the stronger towers. Then the strong ones will be set to move on through the tower after having passed by the difficult parts.

Assuming they don’t have their defenses spread out, of course. But this tower has most of its defenses on the interior floors, with only some traps and a single layer of defense at the end of the tower’s exterior area.

And it helps in this case that the Class III broodmothers give birth to a bunch of weaker void creatures to buff up that little wall around them.

Although I can’t help but notice that the babies are far weaker than the purchased Class 0 void creatures. Which proves that they are, in fact, babies.

Not a hard thing to figure out if you try.

That babies would be weaker than adults.

After my little force gets taken down along the way, I go ahead and send another, slightly altered force of void creatures now that I’ve gotten a bit more of an understanding of the monsters themselves. And slowly but surely, along with the assistance of all the other competitors, the void creatures make it through the tower all the way to the core before shattering it.

Then a large number flashes above the tower stating that a little less than four minutes had gone by before they lost, following which another tower appears with a different surroundings.

And the process starts all over again.

This is fun.
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One competitor goes after another, and each one does about the same as the first, give or take. Some last for four minutes, others for six minutes.

I’m pretty sure some of them even pretty much do just the bare minimum in defenses so that they can take with them the extra points from this competition, apparently deciding they’re going to lose before even trying. Which isn’t a bad idea for them.

After about six competitors go, Aria’s turn arrives, and I find myself smiling when I see her tower.

Aria’s tower is a very strange one. It’s almost entirely on the outside of the tower with very few parts inside of it. And all across the tower are quite a few traps meant to send the void creatures flying off of the tower and into the lava surrounding the tower. Meanwhile the strongest actual damaging traps and towers are at the bottom of the tower in the single interior floor, meant to deal a lot of damage to everything that enters inside.

A rather good setup with a good tower as well.

Void creatures enter through the first floor, taking a significant amount of damage from the towers and traps before entering the exterior parts of the tower where they are constantly being pushed off of the tower as they make their way up. Then they join the new void creatures down below that are entering the fray to get attacked by those same powerful defenses within the interior floor. Further eliminating large numbers of the creatures before the process repeats.

And while the numbers do end up building up like that, the exterior tower traps not serving to push down all of the void creatures, the ones that remain end up being stopped by the second round of powerful defenses at the top of the tower. Defenses that are more than just towers and traps this time.

She has Class III equivalent monsters stationed at the top right at the entrance to the interior, blocking it off in the process. Meanwhile quite a few towers and traps are set up at the entrance as well, meant to fire at the void creatures fighting against the monsters.

Something that is only really possible thanks to there not being any friendly fire in this competition. All towers don’t deal any damage to your own monsters.

Honestly, I can’t help but feel impressed by her tower. And I don’t send void creatures of my own at it, because I want her to succeed.

Plus I just want to focus on watching the show. Because this is more than a little fun to watch.

It’s obvious she spent some of her own points on this tower, making it as extravagant as possible.

Since defeating void creatures gives points, she’s racking in quite a bit. More so than even getting first place would give her, and probably quite a bit more than she spent on the tower in the first place.

A rather impressive return on investment.

Time passes as the little loop that is her tower defense continues. The void creatures lose quite a few of their number before passing to the exterior part with the frontrunners injured and the ones behind them fine. Then they gradually get pushed off of the tower as they climb until they’re all back at the bottom, joining with the greater numbers there to get blasted by the defenses once more, letting the process repeat itself.

The strategy of someone well trained in tower defense games.

I nod my head, proud of getting Aria just as into gaming as I am.

Which would probably have Tar saying something snarky in response, but he’s not here, so too bad for him.

The process continues repeating as the backlog of void creatures at the start grows larger and larger with all of the void creatures being sent back to the start significantly filling the tower down there. And after it reaches a certain point, it becomes too much. So much so that the void creatures – especially the flying ones – finally manage to make it past the traps on the exterior of the tower.

Then they’re held back by the monsters at the entrance to the top part of the tower, with more and more of the void creatures being sent flying down the tower thanks to the delay.

I watch the counter above the tower climb higher and higher, past all of the other competitors who have gone before now and all the way to the fifteen minute mark.

Only for the other competitors to begin sending more and more void creatures to attack her tower, apparently deciding that she’s a real threat. Enough that some are spending their own points.

Ah, the power of video games.

It’s wonderful.

I hear a certain Fae King pointing out the fact that I’m not sending any void creatures – something I didn’t realize he knew – but I simply ignore him.

Hmm, I wonder why I ever felt any sort of fear or mystery from that fae?

The immature Fae King aside, it takes a few minutes before the void creatures finally manage to push their way through the last of Aria’s defenses and make it to the roof of her tower, destroying her core. Which in the end leaves her lasting for about eighteen minutes and thirty-four seconds.

Over three times as long as anyone who had gone before her.

“It looks like Competitor Aria Knight has shown her true potential with this competition,” King Oberon declares, sounding interested and impressed. And the roars of approval coming from the audience appears to agree with him. “Not in direct combat, but in strategy.”

I can’t help but smirk, feeling happy for Aria’s success. Meanwhile the girl in question reappears with all of us and smiles at me with a wave.

Then everyone returns their focus to the next tower that appears. One that actually belongs to Anthony.

The void creature-human hybrid guy.

And his tower isn’t much worse than Aria’s. Now, it’s not on her level, but it’s interesting enough and much better than the demons until now.

It also takes defense in an entirely different direction from hers.
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Unlike with when I first met the man, Anthony currently has a few flickers of black scales on his right cheek, the back of his neck, and on his shoulders and knees. Meanwhile a couple of his strands of hair have the appearance of black tentacles instead. But only if you look very closely. So close that you’re practically almost seeing the DNA level.

Something most people can’t see with their naked eye.

The competitors here aren’t most people though.

Other than those changes, his eyes are also inverted. The white that used to make up the outer parts of his eyes is now black, and the pupils in the center of his eyes are now white. With his irises having turned a radiant and rather eerie purple.

Personally, I don’t pay much attention to other people. Never have, likely never will. Except a few important people, of course. Like Aria, Amelia, Leonidas, Gramps, Belle, Arthur, Mom, Dad, and the members of my old team. But I’m pretty sure I did hear word of rumors going around about Anthony.

And they aren’t nice rumors.

In fact, he’s actually in a similar but also different situation that I was a while back. Where I was outed as a hybrid of a human and the people or creatures humanity was fighting.

Because while it isn’t completely public knowledge yet, a lot of people know that Anthony is part void creature. And more and more people are beginning to know about it as the rumors spread.

Honestly, I wouldn’t be surprised if Anthony and his Association were doing it on purpose. Spreading the rumor slowly instead of telling everyone all at once.

Just to spread out the blow of the PR impact.

The main issue and difference between me and him though is that I had already put in quite a few contributions to Earth before being outed as a part demon. I also have a mother who is one of the Knights of Humanity and who tried taking most of the blame onto herself.

Anthony on the other hand doesn’t have any of that. And his contributions to Earth aren’t all that well known.

He’s mostly known as a Guardian who did well in the Interschool Tournaments, and has contributed to Earth by defeating a lot of demons. But that’s really it.

Nothing particularly special.

And from what I understand, his parents themselves were the ones who conducted the experiment on him. Although I don’t know any more than that.

I’m not even sure if he was forced into it or not. He may have been, or he may have gone along with it.

So when someone is outed as being part void creature when we’re currently facing a calamity of void creatures invading and devouring the universe? A lot of people don’t take it well.

Especially when not much is really known about void creatures.

I think some people are actually rallying for locking him up, simply because they worry the Voided Overlord might be able to control him.

Although I get the feeling King Oberon’s lecture about the void creatures earlier might reassure some of them. Particularly the part about void creatures not having any intelligence, including the Voided Overlord.

After all, Anthony certainly has intelligence.

None of the demons seem to care about any of this though, considering the cheering coming from the demons in the audience. But I guess demons are just inherently different from humans in terms of society.

They are raised in a demon-eat-demon world, and their Princess is part human. So ignoring a part void creature probably isn’t a problem for them.

The humans did go a lot quieter though. But the demons outnumber the humans in the audience by a significant portion, so it’s not too noticeable unless you’re trying to spot it.

I turn my attention away from the audience back to Anthony again while frowning.

Maybe… should I pay more attention to other people? I’ve never particularly cared much about them. If I pass by someone in trouble and it doesn’t inconvenience me, I’ll help them. But if I can’t help them, then it’s not really my problem to worry about. Or if it inconveniences me.

It’s just how I’ve always been.

But would it really inconvenience me to see if I can help him at all?

I purse my lips at the thought before shrugging, deciding that I could try talking to him after this whole tournament is over. Just to see if I can help.

If he pushes my help away though, then I can at least say I tried.

He seems jovial enough, so I doubt he’s taking this too badly anyways.

Putting his hybrid nature aside, his defense strategy is quite good. The tower itself is built a bit more like my own, but without any exterior parts. Instead, there’s the first five floors, each with no center to the floor and a single large room with the gaping hole at the center and random holes on the pathway around the center.

Anthony put in a lot of slowing and binding traps that are meant to keep the void creatures in the center while towers and monsters of all kinds bombard the ones in the ‘pit’ with their attacks. Meanwhile the upper floors are all about pushing the monsters back down into the center pit, with walls set up to force them into going right next to the pit for the traps to knock them into. Back into the pit.

And just like Aria, at the very end of the tower, he has another array of defenses set up. Albeit not as strong as Aria’s, with more of his defenses set up at the pit.

Overall, a really good strategy. But in the end it doesn’t do as well as Aria’s way of going about the tower defense strictly due to the flying void creatures. Since his traps and defenses are focused mostly on the ground bound ones.

Especially the slowing and binding traps.

So unlike Aria’s eighteen minutes and thirty-four seconds, he made a clean sixteen minutes.

Which is still a lot better than the demons who went before the two, so nothing to complain about.

I wouldn’t be surprised if he got a lot of points in return as well.

Also, something I’ve noticed up till now.

Neither Aria or Anthony upgraded their defenses much with their points. Only upgrading the monsters at the end of the tower, along with some of the traps. And otherwise not upgrading any of the other defenses.

Makes me wonder why.
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The other competitors go by just as quickly as the first ones did, with the human competitors doing better on average than the demon ones. Which isn’t really saying all that much since the demon competitors outnumber the humans by a significant number. Not to mention that only around half of the remaining humans did better than the demons, likely having played tower defense games themselves.

Eventually it reaches the top rankers, beginning with the lowest ranked Knight, Purple.

And she does… terrifyingly well. She does better than Anthony, and I can’t help but reevaluate her because of it.

Is she a gamer and I never knew about it? Or did she just cheat with her divination?

Either way, she still loses out to Aria by about twenty seconds, even if she dethroned Anthony for second place.

Then after Purple is Black, who does just a little worse than Anthony. Still far better than the other demons and humans, but not good enough for the top three.

Next up is Red. And Red… I’ll just move on.

After Red is Blue, who does okay. Not top three though. A bit worse than Anthony.

Didn’t realize he was such a good tactician. Since I would be shocked if he actually played video games.

When I entered his tower before he didn’t even have electricity, much less video games.

After Blue is Vorgrim. Who does even worse than Red, which is saying something.

Two peas in a pod.

Although if either of them ever heard me saying that I’m pretty sure they’d try to pick a fight.

Next up is Xyvandra, who does better than Red, Vorgrim, and Black, but worse than Blue.

Then Amelia goes. And I would be disappointed if she does badly, considering how many games I’ve played with her by now. Even if most of those games were me dragging her around since she insisted on playing with me.

She did eventually get more into them herself though. Which was nice.

Always good to have a gaming buddy after all.

What she would think about me calling her a buddy, I’m not sure.

Once she arrives in her tower, I do feel mildly impressed with what she’s made of it. The tower itself is actually very similar to my own in structure, although she placed traps in a different way than I did.

She seems to be going the monster spawner route. More expensive traps that repeatedly spawn monsters to be used in the defense of the tower, with a maximum number of monsters available. Meanwhile there are defenses and traps set up around those monsters to target any void creatures that get locked in combat with said monsters. And the monster spawner and defenses duo setup is at pretty much every entryway and exit within the building.

Lastly, the exterior parts of the tower have the same pushing traps that my tower has, along with a single teleportation trap at the very end right after the last set of monster spawners.

One that probably sends the void creatures back to the start or something.

No one really used the teleportation traps much. Probably because they are expensive.

King Oberon says something about him being surprised that Amelia has both brain and power, but I ignore him to watch the tower. And I’m pretty sure most of the other competitors are doing the same.

Unlike with Aria though, I do participate in trying to take down Amelia’s tower. Because we’ve already played tower defense games like this together before. Ones where you’re playing against another player and need to defend and attack the towers.

Also, while I consider Aria my family, my feelings towards Amelia and Leonidas aren’t that far yet. I’d say I consider them good friends at this point. Not really parents.

Gramps is different though. Gramps is Gramps.

I glance up to find said Gramps glaring down at the current tower, proving that he still dislikes Amelia just as much as before, curse or no curse. But when he notices me, he smiles and waves, so I just give him a nod and turn back to the tower again.

Come to think of it, if he’s been here this entire time, what happened to the moving the planet thing he was doing before? Did he just give up? Or did he move it far enough away?

Maybe he just trusts me to deal with the void creatures now?

Not really sure. I should probably ask him later.

Also, I think after the tenth competition would be a good time to finally deal with that last issue on Tartarus. Or issues, I guess.

I still need to wipe out the curses completely. Since, while I cleared the Sins curse from the demons alive on Tartarus right now, newborns are apparently still being born with the curse. Newborns I need to clear of the curse.

So to fully erase the curse, I need to use Bane of Corruption on a ritual scale.

Then there’s the technology curse as well. Which I never actually figured out how to remove, since I don’t have anything directly linked to the curse like the demons were.

Maybe if I search into the planet itself? Or something belonging to the Emperor who cast the curse?

Actually, maybe Gramps himself?

Guess I could just ask Gramps about it. He would know more about it than I could likely figure out on my own.

And it would certainly make things simpler, that’s for sure.

My attention returns to Amelia’s tower when some of the other demons begin sending a bunch of Class III equivalent breeders at her tower while surrounded by other weaker void creatures.

Hmm. One other issue with this competition that leaves the higher ranking competitors at a disadvantage.

The demons, who know nothing about this sort of game, learn from the previous competitors how to attack the towers. Which makes things harder.

Part of Aria’s success is also because she went so early on. Before the demons could figure anything out.

I continue watching Amelia’s tower while also sending my own void creatures at it all the way till the tower finally falls, leaving her beating Anthony and taking his place at third, but still losing to Purple. Something that still surprises me.

And next up after Amelia… is Leonidas.

Time to see how that old man will do.

I can’t help but grin from the anticipation.

This’ll be interesting.


Chapter 67

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

The Warden’s Defense



Scarlet

Almost immediately upon his tower appearing, I find myself rather shocked. Because Leonidas actually did almost the exact same thing with his tower as Belle did with hers.

Except that his tower is even better suited for this sort of strategy than hers was.

Belle ended up being placed at about seventh overall, but that was largely because of her little obsession. Since I know she’s very obsessed with only defending a certain way. Kind of like how Aria defended, actually. With a large focus on sending the void creatures or whatever she’s defending against in a tower defense game flying. Winning via pushing them around into traps and the like, or off of environmental hazards.

But her setup, which was fully focused on that, wasn’t very good for her tower, which didn’t have that many environmental hazards to begin with. Which I’m sure she was rather upset by.

Leonidas’s does. And I’m honestly shocked that he would go with a strategy like this.

I was kinda expecting a brute force method. Not a slow but sure method like this one.

Leonidas’s tower honestly seems to have been made strictly for this strategy, actually. So maybe that’s why he went with it. It’s almost like the tower was shouting at him to go about it this way.

It’s completely filled with hazards like lava, poison pools, and places to drop void creatures from.

In fact, I’m a little jealous of it.

That said, regardless of his good strategy and tower, he still doesn’t manage to beat out Aria’s time. Although he almost beats Purple’s time. And he does beat his wife’s time.

Which ends up leaving the top three at Aria placing first, Purple placing second, and Leonidas in third.

And if I’m being honest with myself, I doubt I can beat Aria’s time.

I might be able to beat Purple’s though.

So without wasting any time, I immediately begin flying around my tower once my turn starts. Meanwhile the other competitors don’t waste any time starting their assaults, going all out from the start.

Which may not necessarily be a bad thing for me, considering the setup of my tower.

I watch as the void creatures begin making their way through the traps in the surrounding rooms before they reach the center room with a good chunk of damage done to them. Then they all get launched into the lava at the center of the first floor’s central room. Lava that is set up to deal a lot more damage to the void creatures than it probably should, just for the sake of the competition no doubt.

For this room I have monsters stationed at the exit of the room with quite a few traps of all kinds and towers with the express purpose of pushing the void creatures into the lava. Traps to slow or bind them so that another trap can push them into the lava, other traps that just massively push them in, and some traps that even shoot out harpoons that latch onto them and begin pulling them into the lava from the other side of the room.

Meanwhile, as my points begin going up, I spend some of them on upgrading the monster spawners at the end of the room, following which I upgrade some of my traps on the floor above this one. In the central room of the floor.

Specifically the ones meant to send the void creatures flying back down to the first floor.

That said, I also make sure to upgrade some of the defenses against flying void creatures, even though the ones the other competitors are sending haven’t arrived just yet.

And as I do all of this, I make sure to keep an eye on the void creatures passing through the first floor.

I repeat this process for a little while until the void creatures finally start inching past the monsters spawned by the spawners and enter the next floor. At which point they are met with the upgraded defenses and fall back down to the first floor, many of them dying by the lava.

So far so good.

Then trouble comes in the form of dozens of breeders entering my tower at the same time, creating an army of spawn from them. And it’s not just breeders either, but also a bunch of flying void creatures alongside them.

I grimace at the sight of the spawn just rushing the defenses on the first floor and wasting them when they would’ve been far better used against the breeders. But I don’t let it get to me, because it takes too long for them to pass through, giving the defenses time to reset for those that are meant to push them into the lava. And once they do reset, at least a third of the breeders are sent into the molten depths of the lava.

The rest make it to the second floor while the spawn distract my monsters though.

But they also get pushed back down on the second floor, making me let out a breath of relief.

Unfortunately for me, the competitors don’t give in that easily and begin sending more void creatures at me. Proving that they’re rather set on knocking me out of the running in this competition.

Which is rather rude, but I’d probably do the same in their shoes.

That said, it’s also giving me quite the number of points racked up. Points that I then spend on upgrading the second floor defenses again before moving on and upgrading some of the top floor traps.

I also realize that upgrading the towers now isn’t a great idea, with the exception of a few towers. Because their upgrades don’t help much at all. Just deal a little bit more damage.

But the main issue here is that most of the towers are already killing in a single blow, with the competitors all focusing on rushing the towers instead of using powerful void creatures to attack.

The set of void creatures available to send is just built for a rush strategy after all.

I grit my teeth slightly as I focus all I have into managing my defenses.
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Somewhere on a Planet several dozen light years away from Tartarus

Screams echo throughout the world as the many nations try as hard as they can to fight back against the void forces invading their world. But no matter how hard they fight, they continue to lose more and more people against the void creatures. And they don’t manage to gain any visible ground on them as the swarm keeps growing, blotting out their entire sun from sight.

And right when all hope seems to be lost, every last void creature near the planet suddenly stops moving with a thin layer of blood coating each one of them. Then they all pop, sending a black liquid with their insides all filling the bubbles of blood that remain. Only for even those bubbles to move out into space where they are then sent straight into the sun.

Everyone on the planet grows incredibly confused, but not a single person amongst the many demi-human races calling the planet home, not even a single nation can manage to figure out what had just happened.

Meanwhile the cause of the void creature’s death can be seen appearing on another planet not too far away from the first, where Arkaz simply kills all of the void creatures there with a wave of his hand.

This really is a more efficient method than moving Tartarus away.

Ever since the Fae Tournament began, Arkaz has been going from planet to planet, slaughtering all of the void creatures that are heading in the direction of Tartarus and Earth.

Since the only void creature he has to fear is the Voided Overlord, Arkaz truly has no reason to just run away from the void invasion.

All he has to do is delay their approach until his granddaughter is strong enough to defeat the Voided Overlord herself. And until that day, he can continue slaughtering the void creatures that begin approaching their planets.

He is still the contracted partner of King Oberon after all, and so long as his partner allows him to, he can teleport anywhere he wants. So long as he knows where it is.

Unfortunately he never knew where exactly Earth was before, nor would King Oberon allow him to simply use the ability meant for protecting the universe to slaughter a planet. But now that he’s using the ability to protect instead, his long-time partner isn’t even restricting it anymore.

And of course, as he’s teleporting from one planet to another, slaughtering the void creatures invading them, he keeps a livestream open to watch his granddaughter’s beautiful performance in the tournament. Because none of the other competitors matter. Except maybe his son.

She seems to be doing well.

Arkaz can’t help but smile as he slaughters the void creatures.

Unfortunately, his granddaughter seems to have the same mental disposition of not showing her emotions or even understanding them very well that he and his son have. So he rarely ever gets to see her looking and acting genuinely happy.

Which is why he’s always been extremely curious about this ‘video game’ thing she goes on and on about sometimes. One of the few things that makes her show off her emotions freely.

He still remembers the one time that she ended up talking about video games while they were having dinner at the palace. How her wide smile and quite literally glowing eyes shocked every demon in the room including himself.

And how he recorded it just for memories sake. Not that he’d tell her about that.

She’d probably tear it apart. So that’ll be my secret.

He pauses for a second as he remembers some of the demon servants in the castle doing the same thing without her noticing.

Our secret.

He continues slaughtering void creatures.

From what both Scarlet and his contracted partner tell him, this current competition that she is competing in is extremely similar to a video game on Earth. Except that in video games, they generally play it on some sort of ‘computer screen’ which Arkaz has only seen through the portals.

Maybe she’ll spend more time with me if I play these ‘video games’ with her when she removes the technology lock curse? I could ask her to bring some over to Tartarus for us to play…

The Demon King ponders over this very serious topic as he continues slaughtering billions, even trillions of void creatures while saving more lives than he’s killed in his own lifetime despite not really paying any attention to those he’s saving. Or how a rare few of them that managed to catch sight of him floating above their world begin to worship a wolf god made out of blood only shortly after he leaves to go to the next planet.

Just from what he sees in the livestream, he thinks he could possibly find these ‘video games’ entertaining to at least try. But he’s always been curious about the technology on Earth, so this wouldn’t be a first.

If the Demon King is being honest with himself, he really wants his planet to get that technology. It’s been something he’s wanted for a very long time. Being able to see the levels of technology possible through peering through the Fractures and Gates but not being able to actually use any of it.

Even his own son has been able to try out their technology a little before. During his brief time on Earth.

Arkaz’s own personal feelings for his granddaughter aside, he also feels incredibly grateful towards her for saving him and his people from his curse, and soon to be saving his world from the technology curse. He hasn’t been able to think as clearly as he is now ever since getting that Curse of Pride those thousands of years ago.

And the last time he was this happy was when he and his wife had Leonidas.

Arkaz begins humming with a smile on his face as he continues killing more void creatures while not taking his eyes off of the livestream.
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Time for a Nap



Scarlet

The rest of my tower defense goes along the lines of what I expected. I last all the way till I reach third place, beating out Leonidas in the process, at which point the competitors appear to grow so anxious that they start spending massive amounts of points just to bombard me with more void creatures. So many void creatures that they have to have been spending their own personal points as well.

Guess they just really didn’t want me getting first. Or even second.

So the seventh competition ends with Aria in first place, Purple in second, and me in third.

And I can’t help but notice the smug look on the Fae King’s face after we’re all teleported back to our towers.

Well someone’s rather immature for a king.

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that,” Tar comments, having returned again now that we’re done with that competition.

Good. You do that.

Anyways, did you have fun watching?

“That I did,” Tar answers, sounding slightly amused.

Our conversation is interrupted when the Fae King goes through his usual grand announcement of the competition winners. And this time I actually pay attention other than automatically waving at the audience. Simply because Aria won the competition this time.

After he finishes the announcement, he moves on to the next matter at hand.

The last competition of the day.

“Now, for the climax of the day!” King Oberon declares while flapping his wings and flying straight up towards the center of the stadium right as the description of the next competition appears. “We will be starting the Knockout Round!”

Knockout Round

Description: All of the competitors will be placed within one large arena and given five imaginary marks on their body for each of the ten rounds of the competition. These marks will act as targets for each competitor, and every competitor will be urged to shatter the marks of others. Every round will last for five minutes, and everyone who has not erased the mark of another within every minute of the five minutes will obtain a random corruption on their person at the end of each minute.

Rules: Anything goes. Those who have all five of their marks erased will be eliminated from the round, forcing them to wait until the next round to participate further.

Goal: Survive until the end of the Competition without getting all of your marks erased.

Rewards: All competitors will accrue points for every round of the competition they last through. Bonus points will also be awarded for every mark a competitor manages to save by the end of the competition.

“This competition will involve ten different rounds, each of which lasting for five minutes,” King Oberon declares with a grin on his draconic face. “Every competitor will receive five runic marks on their body every single round that they must defend from other competitors. And by the end of the competition, each competitor will receive five points for every mark they still have on their person!”

I narrow my eyes slightly while crossing my arms.

Hmm. Sounds interesting. And that bit about obtaining a random corruption…

A grin stretches across my face at that.

This’ll be fun.

“Of course, just to make sure everyone fights each other, every minute that you spend without shattering someone’s mark accrues you a new corruption,” the king continues, sounding just as excited as always. “And some of these corruptions,” he begins before glancing at me with a smirk on his face, “can kill in a single instant.”

Hey, Tar?

“Hmm?” Tar hums in response while landing on my shoulder, making me adjust my clothing there to make my Red Plague clothing move around him.

Do you think he may be forgetting about my immunity to corruption?

Tar doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before the smug look on the Fae King’s face suddenly crumbles.

Did you just tell him.

“No idea what you’re talking about,” Tar casually responds without looking at me.

Uh huh.

He flies off of my shoulder, letting my jacket and shirt reform over the part of my shoulder he was sitting on immediately, making it so that my shoulder doesn’t get exposed.

I look back up at the Fae King who looks like he’s trying not to sulk right now.

Hmm. Okay, yeah, I’m glad I was able to see his reaction.

If he found out when I was already in the competition then I wouldn’t be able to see it.

“Right!” Tar says immediately, sounding rather amused and joyful about this.

So you admit you told him.

He goes silent again.

I lightly chuckle at that as King Oberon continues talking about the competition, “Unlike the previous competitions, there is no ‘winning’ this competition. Only points awarded for having marks, with the corruption serving as a motivator for competitors to break others’ marks. Just in case some of them decided to laze around and do nothing during this competition.”

Why do I feel like that last part was directed at me?

Actually, why does it feel like the Fae King is purposefully targeting me with his bullying? This is just unfair.

“Scarlet…” Tar begins, only to sigh and mutter, “Never mind.”

What?

“It’s nothing,” he says from the void.

I frown for a second before shrugging. Then I look around the stadium again, only to find Cynthia with the little sphynx cat that I left her and Allen with before.

Such a cute cat.

Then I find myself teleported into some sort of dark forest.

And after searching for a few seconds around me for life sources, I let out a sigh and begin floating up into the air while creating a little lounge chair made out of Red Plague beneath me. All with a massive bubble spanning a couple dozen meters in diameter filled with Red Plague as I just relax.

No one should be able to bother me in a bubble this large. Not even Amelia or Leonidas.

Now then. Time for a nap.
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Good Riddance



Allen’s Office on Earth

Allen lets out a sigh as he looks at the livestream screen floating in front of him, where he finds Scarlet just floating in a bubble of Red Plague high above the arena. And when any of the competitors try to break past the bubble, they end up failing miserably, their attacks being devoured near instantly the moment they enter the bubble of Red Plague. Then any of the Red Plague that their attacks managed to erase is replaced without pause.

Why must she do the most ridiculous thing she can think of whenever she’s given the chance…

He shakes his head at the thought, deciding that she can do whatever she wants since he’s not the one cleaning up the messes afterwards anymore. And he’s pretty sure no one is able to kill her now anyways.

She’s become stronger than her own birth parents after all.

The only one Allen can see defeating her is the Demon King. And Allen really can’t see that doting grandfather ever raising a finger to his granddaughter.

Although… every time Allen sees said doting grandfather, her feels a chill down his spine. He’s still not sure why though. The man never so much as looks at him, and Allen’s sure he’s not afraid of him.

Odd…

Allen lets out another sigh, only to glance at the entrance to his office when the changeling servant working for the Silver Association walks in carrying some more documents for him to look over. And the changeling is still in its demon appearance, not having taken on any new forms since Scarlet brought the changeling and dropped it off at Allen’s office, only to most likely forget it ever existed.

Certainly something she’d do.

After dropping the papers off at Allen’s desk, the changeling bows once and leaves the room to go do other chores around the base.

It initially took the Association members some getting used to, but they all eventually grew used to the changeling. Although Allen is pretty sure Scarlet still doesn’t even remember its existence, much less know that it’s working at their base.

She doesn’t exactly visit often after all. And when he does see her, it’s mostly when he visits her, or when she goes to their house. Not the Association base.

He’s not really upset about this though. He knows she’s an adult and very busy, and she’s not the only one. Allen’s just as busy after all.

Although he does wish that she would remember some of the things she dumps on him from time to time.

With that thought, he glances down at the sphynx lying around in the corner of his room. A demon his adopted daughter had turned into a pet and given to Allen to take care of.

Come to think of it, she has a house of her own now, so can’t she take care of little Rue?

Allen considers that thought for a few seconds before deciding to go ask Aria at some point what she thinks. Since Aria lives with Scarlet, if Aria wants to look after the level one thousand demon cat then he’ll ask Scarlet to take it.

He nods his head at that thought, making the sphynx glance at him and tilt its head.

The cat demon still hasn’t shown any real intelligence beyond just a simple cat despite being on the edge of Class IV to Class V, which Allen finds ridiculous.

Just the fact that a little pet cat is strong enough to kill him makes Allen feel rather uncomfortable.

At least for the changeling, Allen is stronger than the thing by a large margin.

Allen glances back at the livestream again when he sees one of the humans competing in the competition suddenly flying up to the orb of blood. But everyone else at this point is already ignoring Scarlet, acting as if what she’s doing is just perfectly normal now. Which seems to be making the Fae King sulk.

This one human though – a man who Allen actually recognizes as a Rogue, not a Guardian – tries to force his way through the Red Plague orb. And Allen can quickly tell that this man doesn’t intend to stop with just hurting Scarlet.

The look in his eyes is the look of someone trying to kill.

Allen tilts his head slightly before shrugging, deciding that it doesn’t really matter.

From what he remembers, this Rogue is a level 1712 Rogue, and is the highest level Rogue on Earth.

He’s probably unhappy about the war ending. And he wouldn’t be the only one, considering what I’ve heard about the Rogues since the end of the war.

But unlike this one, the others don’t have any chance at even getting close to Scarlet. Meanwhile if they don’t try attacking her during this tournament, the Rogue likely knows he’ll never be able to do anything.

And yet…

Allen can’t help but feel awkward just watching the guy attempting to force his way through the orb of Red Plague. And then that awkwardness turns a little serious when the Rogue finally goes all in and actually makes it about half of the way through the Red Plague.

Only for him to run out of mana and end up swallowed entirely by the Red Plague that instantly causes glowing red cracks to cover his body before everything shatters, leaving him to turn into nothing but red ash. Then even that red ash is absorbed into the Red Plague surrounding Scarlet as the orb of Red Plague returns to its previous calm.

As if nothing had happened.

Silence fills the stadium for a few seconds before King Oberon declares, “Well, now we only have forty competitors.”

Allen raises a brow.

I understand that the Rogue’s contracted partner wasn’t hurt through that, but really? That’s all he had to say?

The Fae King just moves onto commentating on the other competitors.

It really is all he has to say. Wow.

Allen continues watching for a few more seconds before shrugging himself and reaching for the paperwork that the changeling had brought in while muttering, “Good riddance, I guess.”

He was a Rogue after all.
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A Broken Curse and the Weight of the Years



Scarlet

I frown as I cross through the Gate to Tartarus, still feeling rather annoyed by the fact that no one bothered to wake me up after the competition ended.

“Well, you literally slept through the eighth competition of the tournament…” Tar points out, but that doesn’t make me feel any better.

Someone could’ve at least woken me up. Instead I ended up sleeping another two hours in the middle of that damned arena after the competition had already ended. So now I’ve wasted an entire two hours of my free time for the evening.

Tar lets out a sigh, apparently deciding not to say anything else.

It’s not my fault the Fae King was sulking over my method of winning the Competition. And it’s also not my fault that your grandmother never considered someone who was immune to corruption of all kinds when she was making this tournament.

The tanuki just sighs again, so I let out a huff as I begin flying through the air towards the Demon King’s Castle. And the moment I arrive, I join the hundreds of dukes and duchesses there alongside the Demon Lords and Gramps himself at the center of a massive ritualistic circle.

“Are you ready?” Gramps asks me, and I immediately nod my head.

“Yes,” I answer. “I am.”

He nods back and focuses on the ritual circle as he says, “Activate the skill with your intent in mind and the ritual circle will do the rest for you.”

“Understood,” I state while walking to the center of the circle, surrounded by hundreds of demons above level 1700, along with the Demon Lords and the Demon King. And after coming to a halt directly at the center, I spread both of my arms out and close my eyes.

Then I activate Bane of Corruption while thinking about the Sins curse on the demons.

Almost immediately, I feel a massive drain appear on my person, followed immediately after by the feeling of Greed, of Wrath, of Pride, Envy, Gluttony, Sloth, and Lust all attacking me at once. As if the curse was fighting back against me. And just as quickly, a flood of absolute power from the hundreds of demons around me, enough mana to fill an entire damned planet all at once, pushes back at the Sins, clearing my head immediately before any damage can be done.

The power doesn’t stop there though, instead pushing against the Sins more and more until they leave my body, and I can trace the Sins to their source.

And I very quickly realize what the source is.

The bright red moon hanging high over Tartarus almost all the time.

All of the power from me and the demons immediately charges straight after the power of the Sins into the moon, making explosions ring out from high above me. But I can’t see anything since my eyes are closed and I’m too focused on the ritual. So I can’t tell what’s going on other than the explosions of power I sense coming from high above me.

Time passes as the power of the curse fights with the power of hundreds of incredibly powerful demons until, eventually, all of the power of the curse finally gives in and fades away. Like the snapping of a string.

And the very moment it does, I feel breath rushing into me as I realize I had forgotten to breath, making me drop down to my knees while panting in exhaustion. Meanwhile silence fills the air around me.

Once I feel strong enough to lift my head, I find the other demons having all collapsed unconscious, with the exception of the Demon Lords and Gramps.

But even those five look exhausted, with the Demon Lords all on their knees just like me.

The only one who looks fine is Gramps, and I can still see some sweat formed on his face as he grins at the sky.

Even he found this taxing, if nothing else… just how much mana did that take?

At this rate we won’t be able to break the other curse today.

Then again, I’m not really in a rush to permanently rid Tartarus of the technology curse, so I guess that’s okay.

They can wait another day or two after all. It won’t kill them.

Also, what’s Gramps looking at?

“Look for yourself…” Tar says, making me glance up at the sky before blinking in surprise.

“Huh…” I mutter when I quickly find what he’s looking at.

The moon.

It’s no longer blood red.

The moon is now just a regular color again. Just like the moon on Earth.

Wait, wait, wait, the blood moon had nothing to do with the Fractures after all?! That’s what everyone’s assumed. That the moon was blood red because of the Fractures.

But if that’s not the case…

I stare up at the beautiful moon hanging high in the sky for several minutes, not even looking down after I feel Gramps putting his hands on my shoulder as he too looks up at the sky.

“Thank you, Scarlet,” he says as he stands there behind me with his hands on my shoulders. Then I feel him resting his chin on my head with some drops hitting my face, making me glance up to find Gramps crying. “Thank you so much…”

After a second, I smile at him and then reach for one of his hands with my own as I continue looking up at the no-longer-red moon.

It’s sweet how much he cares about his people.

His past actions still aren’t something that should be forgiven, but he did them for his people. And it’s been thousands of years since he did them, not counting the further bad actions he did against Earth.

I think he’s been punished plenty already just from having to live mostly alone for thousands of years like this. Constantly tortured by the Sin of Pride, by his own actions, and by the past.

While others may certainly disagree with this, that’s how they feel. And they’re free to feel that way. Even free to hate him and try to punish him for it if they want.

But I think I’ll just enjoy this moment.

I lean my head into his chest as I look up at the moon with him. And at some point, I think Leonidas joins us. Although I’m not quite sure since I didn’t pay attention to who joined in on the hug.

A calm and peaceful silence fills the area as everyone takes in the sight of the moon.

Of a Tartarus not stained with the crimson light akin to blood.

And of their home without the curse.
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The Tenth Competition



Scarlet

To my pleasant surprise, and apparently King Oberon’s displeasure, the ninth competition is a very simple one, and very similar to a competition that we’ve already had a little while back.

This competition is to hit a wall as hard as you possibly can. But unlike the last time, where we could only use our physical strength, this time we can use only our magical or mental strength. Mental being for those mental attackers amongst us. Meaning that one mental attacker. Seeing as there aren’t any more than that single one amongst the forty-one competitors in this tournament.

“Forty competitors,” Tar says, making me frown in confusion. “You killed one yesterday.”

I blink at that before tilting my head, still confused.

“While you were asleep in the eighth competition, a Rogue tried to assassinate you,” he says rather nonchalantly.

And you didn’t think to wake me up… why?

He just gives me a mental shrug through our bond from his place in the void as he answers, “He was already dying by then.”

Oh.

Well… that’s awkward.

He hums in agreement.

I stare ahead as the other competitors all approach the wall and take their turns hitting it with some rather powerful magical attacks. And the one random mental attack.

The one mental attack being from Xyvandra. Considering how the other mind eaters were all too lazy, so apparently the fae royals avoided contracting with them.

And this time around, Amelia scores above Vorgrim and Xyvandra, and even slightly above Leonidas. Which is a very interesting surprise.

I knew she was powerful, but I didn’t realize her magic was that powerful.

Then again, her magic is null magic. Enough said.

Well, anyways, I continue waiting for the others to take their turns before stepping up to the wall as the very last person. And after stopping about five meters away from the wall, I begin to float up into the air before turning my entire body into Red Plague and spreading out. Then I send all of the Red Plague making up my body in a constant loop, going faster and faster as I pick up more and more speed.

All while making sure not to splash any on the spectating competitors and thereby killing them, of course.

Once I feel I’ve built up a sufficient amount of momentum, I begin activating one skill after another to boost my attacking power. And just because the rules don’t ban attacking the other competitors, I go ahead and activate Power Drain as well just to drain them of some of their life force and mana to put into this attack as well.

Because why not go big?

Then I release everything all at once, slamming into the wall… and shattering it to pass through the wall and straight out of the stadium through the sky.

“And there she goes!!!!” King Oberon declares as if commentating on one of those old world baseball game sports things. “A homerun straight outta the park!”

After that I get too far to hear him anymore, only barely managing to stop myself before awkwardly beginning to fly back down towards the stadium. Which, I’ll admit, takes longer than I would’ve preferred.

Actually, now that I think about it, why does the Fae King even know about baseball?

Tar stays silent.

Please tell me the King of the Fae hasn’t been snooping around on Earth’s old world sports recordings.

“The King of the Fae hasn’t been snooping around on Earth’s old world sports recordings,” Tar says, making me sigh with relief. “Father’s been copying them and showing them to all of the fae for entertainment.”

That almost has me stopping midflight right when I’m almost reentering the stadium. But I manage to continue, albeit with a very judgmental look sent towards the Fae King.

Also, I never actually learned what my points were for that. Other than the fact that I won the competition.

The king continues speaking once I’m back at my tower with my arms crossed and a scowl on my face. But he doesn’t really explain that, making me believe that he already did the usual spiel while I was flying back.

“And now we are finally moving onto the last of the combat competitions!!!” King Oberon declares, making the audience go wild with shouts and cheers of excitement. “We have the tournament!”

As soon as he says that, the rules of the next competition appear above us.

Knockout Round

Description: All of the competitors will be randomly paired together for a tournament with four rounds. The first three rounds will each be elimination one versus one rounds, with the fourth and final round being a battle royale between the last five remaining competitors.

Rules: Anything goes. Anti-death clause is allowed. Competitors may surrender if they so choose.

Goal: Win the tournament.

Rewards: All competitors will be awarded with twenty-five points for winning the first round, fifty points for winning the second round, one hundred points for winning the third round, and three hundred points for winning the tournament as a whole. These rewards are cumulative.

“There will be no more combat focused competitions after this one!” King Oberon declares, his wings spread out to his sides. “It is the peak of the combat competitions and will grant the most points out of all of the competitions so far, just like every other tenth competition within the Ascension Tournament! Now are you ready!?”

The roaring of the crowd immediately hikes up a notch.

“Aaaaarrrrreee yoooooouuuuuu reeeeeaaaaadyyyyy!!!!” King Oberon repeats himself, and the crowd immediately goes absolutely berserk.

Wow. Someone’s certainly getting into this.

“Yep,” Tar mutters, sounding slightly embarrassed for his father.

But the crowd doesn’t seem to feel that way, so…

“Then let us begin!” the king continues while waving his wings once more, replacing the rules with what looks like a large tournament bracket but with silhouettes instead of people’s faces in each of the brackets. “How about we make each matchup a complete surprise until the actual battle?”

The crowd continues to roar their excitement. Excitement that only seems to be building with this little cliffhanger he left them on about who is fighting who.

“Now, to start things off…..” the Fae King says as the very first bracket on the top left corner of the screen moves to fill the entire screen, pushing the rest away. “It’s time to reveal our first two fighters!”
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The Battle of Mini Void and Kraken



Scarlet

As soon as the Fae King finishes speaking, bright flashy lights begin to shine from the screen with the lights in the universe going dark. Which sound weird, but is exactly what happened. Almost like he just straight up turned off the sun or something.

An act that makes me realize just how much control he has over this universe.

Certainly a humbling thought on how powerful he is.

“The Fae King has moderation privileges over the System as a whole, which comes with a lot of bonuses,” Tar says, “one of which is the teleportation ability we’re trying to get.”

Interesting.

And only moderation? Not ownership or admin rights?

“The only one with ownership of the System was its creator, my grandmother,” Tar says, his voice getting quieter as we both watch the blank slots for the two first combatants flicker with equally bright lights as those around them. “And since she passed away, no one has control over the System, other than some minor moderation privileges that the Fae King has.”

That doesn’t sound very safe for those in the System. To just have the System going on its own, doing what it wants.

“Grandmother put in plenty of safety measures to make sure it wouldn’t go berserk, so it should be fine,” Tar concludes, sounding confident.

Or rather, as confident as someone saying ‘should’ can be.

As if the lights weren’t enough, some music begins playing across the universe that has me raising a brow.

Then it all stops at once the moment the two silhouettes turn into pictures of two competitors.

My eyes narrow when I find Aria as one of the two. Meanwhile the other is actually Anthony. Which makes me wonder if it is pairing people up based on equal power for a more balanced tournament. Seeing as those are two of the weakest competitors in the tournament.

“And we now have our very first competitor pairing!” King Oberon declares before his eyes flare, and I find myself floating high in the sky over some sort of dueling arena themed with water and what look like sea monsters floating in the middle of some sort of void with a faint purple mist over the water and monsters surrounding the arena. Likely representing the two people fighting, since one uses void and death magic and the other a special type of water and kraken magic. Same as her father. “Let’s welcome Aria Knight and Anthony Wilson!!!!”

The crowd immediately begins their applause and cheers, although most of them seem to be cheering for Aria. If not all of them.

Which makes perfect sense to me.

Aria is adorable in every way, is related to me, and has already made a name for herself in previous competitions during the tournament. Meanwhile Anthony is mostly just known as the void hybrid. Which isn’t something you wanna be known by when being invaded by the void.

The Fae King lets the applause continue on for a little longer before he raises one wing and shouts, “Begin!”

And as soon as he says that, both Aria and Anthony rush at each other.

I can’t help but glare at Anthony though. Because while Aria is at the end of Class II, Anthony is at Class III. And he’s not at the start either. He’s in the middle of Class III.

So he better not fucking hurt her.

Actually, come to think of it, Aria doesn’t talk about her skills much, nor does the media try capturing her on camera since she’s so young… I actually don’t know most of her…

My thoughts trail off when I see Aria sending her hair out, turning it into blue and black tentacles, some of which separate from her head before regrowing, with the separated parts turning into a bunch of large squids. Meanwhile a massive amount of water flows out from her skin to cover the arena, giving said squids a perfect battling ground.

Huh. Kinda forgot she has Blue’s etched skills.

On the other side of the field, Anthony actually isn’t bothering with breathing in the water. Which is probably some sort of mutation of his, especially considering that I’m pretty sure the void doesn’t have air to breathe in the first place.

He’s also glowing with a pitch black light, similar to the void creatures. Which means he’s starting out with the void magic, not using the death magic yet.

Unlike with Aria, I do know what he’s capable of. I’ve fought him before after all, even if the last time we fought was back when we were only Class II. And the skill of his that I remember the most is the one that basically made him temporarily immortal until he eventually grows completely crippled after the usage of the skill. Taking in all of the damage without actually showing any damage on his person until the skill runs out and it all hits him at once.

From my understanding of the void creatures that I’ve fought, along with the ones during that tower defense competition, void magic is all about devouring. Whereas null magic erases something from existence, void magic devours it, empowering itself. But it takes more mana to devour something than to erase it, and when it is devoured it can also lead to issues with the one devouring it. Like if they’re not strong enough to keep it, it could burst out of them. Like a popped water balloon.

I watch as the black light spreads out to form several black figures around Anthony, some of them humanoid, others not. Some aren’t even animalistic. Some are just plain giant mouths or even large masses of mouths.

Which is just plain creepy.

And without hesitation, both sides send their little forces at each other, making the squids – or I guess I’ll just call them krakens – clash with the… void things.

The crowd goes absolutely wild, especially when it’s shown that Aria isn’t actually overwhelmed by Anthony despite their level difference.

Etched skills really are powerful.

Both Aria and Anthony look like they’re having fun too, so I guess I won’t have to beat Anthony up after all.

“Lucky him,” Tar comments rather dryly.

I ignore his tone and nod my head.

Yes, he should feel lucky.

Tar snorts.

I ignore him again as I continue watching the battle.

To be honest, I’m rather curious about if Aria has a chance of winning this.

That would be cool.
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The two continue clashing against each other, using magic alone at first. Then magic and physical attacks, which – to my and everyone else’s surprise – Aria doesn’t lose at. And after proving that they’re equally matched in term of physical strength, probably because Aria’s magic has a large focus on physical strength unlike Anthony’s, they both back away and begin the next part of their little battle.

Anthony begins to glow with the light of both void magic and death magic, whereas Aria glows with multiple different shades of blue light. And right after she begins glowing, her body begins to heal any wounds she had received in seconds.

I’m pretty sure I saw it before, but Aria’s physical capabilities are rather high. Most likely because her and her father’s magic is largely focused on krakens and transformation, alongside the healing aspects of it. Meanwhile I think I remember hearing that Anthony’s capabilities were more like Amelia’s. With a large focus on magic without as much physical focused capabilities.

So the sight of them having relatively equal strength isn’t too surprising. What is surprising though is their relatively equal magic along with it.

But that changes when he starts to use his death magic alongside the void magic. The healing she is undergoing quickly begins to fall apart and redo itself over and over again, leaving Aria gritting her teeth in pain as the two continue fighting.

Now though, the tides have turned. She is on the losing end when the death magic begins to cause necrosis all across her body, only for said necrosis to heal up thanks to her healing or regeneration.

And the sight of it leaves me clenching my fist so hard my claws pierce into my palms.

Maybe I’ll be having that talk with Anthony after all.

The blood from my palm drips, but I make sure to catch it and put it back into my hand before it can mess up whatever magic the Fae King is using to keep things together.

Aria and Anthony’s fight continues on for a while until eventually, Aria loses. And I almost lose my patience.

“Calm down, you know she wouldn’t want you stepping in or doing anything,” Tar points out, making me take a deep breath. “Especially since this is a duel.”

You’re right.

I must not go kick him in a place he’ll feel it next week.

“I’m pretty sure if you kicked him, he’d die,” Tar comments with more than a little dark humor. “No, I’m serious.”

Okay, maybe not humor.

Maybe I can kick him really gently? Like, just nudging him with my toe?

“No kicking him,” Tar scolds while shaking his head from his spot floating next to me.

A pity.

Doesn’t stop me from glaring at him when he returns.

Anthony himself seems to shiver, likely from my glare, but by the time he looks at me, I turn my attention back to the Fae King, who is currently revealing the next pair of duelists. Which are actually Belle and some random demon. One that is at Class IV, the same as Belle.

But their duel doesn’t really last long, considering that Belle’s a defensive Guardian. Her skills are mostly mental barriers and the like. So her strong suit, while is pretty good at leveling, isn’t the greatest at a one on one duel.

So she is eliminated rather quickly, letting the next pair go up next.

And then the next after them.

And the next after them.

Eventually it ends up being a rather interesting duel, to say the least.

A duel between a Knight of Humanity, and a Demon Lord.

One between the Red Knight and Vorgrim.

An ironic twist if there ever was one.

This time the duel arena is nothing but some sort of scorched wasteland surrounded by black flames all around them. Likely because they both have the exact same magic, even if the Demon Lord’s level is higher along with his capabilities. Both of which give him a clear edge.

Honestly, this battle isn’t even a question of who will win. It’s a question of how long it takes Vorgrim to win.

Noah, the Red Knight of Humanity, couldn’t last against his son, even if Satan was powered up by the Demon Moon at the time. There’s no way he can take on the man’s even stronger father.

To my surprise, neither of them move once the duel begins. Instead, they both just stand there staring at each other. And Vorgrim is a hell of a lot calmer than I’ve ever seen him before.

Then again, he no longer has his Sin of Wrath driving his anger forward. So it makes sense.

Gradually, the excitement in the stadium begins to die down as the audience realizes they’re not fighting. And soon enough, all I can hear are whispers and mutters around the stadium.

Finally, Vorgrim speaks, “Noah Walker, Red Knight of Humanity and one of the people who was responsible for my son’s demotion. I am here to pay back a debt owed by my clan to yours.”

Not too surprising. He’s always been a bit of a-

“I forfeit this duel.”

-hothead… what?

My eyes widen in shock, meanwhile the whispers grow more numerous across the stadium. But to my surprise, a collective roar echoes out, making me look around to find each and every oni within the stadium raising a clenched fist to the air as they let out a roar of support.

I turn back to Vorgrim as he continues speaking to the equally shocked Noah in front of him, “It was because of my son that you were very nearly killed, and even though it was war, the slate needs to be wiped clean.” He bows his head to Red once and straightens up again. “This is the Oni Clan way.”

Right. I forgot about their obsession with honor. A rather ironic obsession considering their old Wrath.

“I’ve heard their honor came about because of their Wrath,” Tar says as we watch Vorgrim and Red vanish from the arena with the victory going to Red. “It came about from them wishing to restore their clan’s honor whenever one of their own lost themselves to their Wrath.”

That makes me think of how apparently Vorgrim’s father volunteered to help in the subjugation of Vorgrim not too long ago. Before I removed the curse.

Honor, huh?

Interesting.
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The crowd soon returns to normal again after Red is sent back up with us again. Then the next two duelists are revealed.

And just like the last two, these two get the crowd riled up the moment they’re seen.

Both the humans and the demons.

And also just like the last two, these two have a history.

The Blue Knight of Humanity and Xyvandra both appear in an arena located in some sort of underground cavern filled with both water and bugs, with some sort of massive squid that looks like a kraken from video games occasionally swimming around the arena. However, the arena itself, unlike the rest of the cavern, is completely dry. Other than the occasional dripping water.

The Lady of Devouring and the Blue Knight of humanity. Two people with a history of when Blue accidentally woke her up and had his emotions eaten in response.

Overkill? Probably.

But she was under the Sloth Sin at the time. So I wouldn’t be surprised if that was the Sin’s doing.

In fact, she may even apologize like Vorgrim did. Who knows?

Just like with Red and Vorgrim, the two just kinda stare at each other for a while. I think. It’s hard to tell where Xyvandra is looking, considering that she has a biological layer of natural armor over her face most of the time. And you can’t really see her eyes.

Blue eventually bows his head and says, “I apologize for my rudeness the first time we met. I hope you can forgive me.”

Then they both go silent as the audience goes wild with his apology. Although some seem to be rather upset that another duel might end up being nothing but a surrender instead.

Now, will Xyvandra apologize back to him? She did go overboard with what she did after-

Xyvandra’s head armor retracts to reveal her bug-like compound eyes as she looks at him. And after a second of silence, cracking sounds begin to echo from her body and she begins to transform.

Nevermind. She is absolutely not apologizing.

The Lady of Devouring gradually transforms into a massive bug standing at eight meters in height with four incisors sticking out around the round mouth at the front of the bug, each as sharp as a blade. She has six long legs, with a very thick carapace and two wings concealed partially underneath carapace armor on her back.

Overall, she’s a giant and dangerous looking bug.

Blue seems to be considering forfeiting for a moment, but then I feel a shiver when I hear Xyvandra’s voice coming from the large bug, but through some sort of telepathy that I’m sure connects to everyone in the stadium, “Forfeit if you must, but if you truly wish for forgiveness, fight with all you have, little kraken.”

Alexander looks surprised for a moment, but he quickly makes a decision and begins his own transformation.

And soon enough, the battle turns into a battle of giants. One being a massive bug, the other a ten-meter-tall kraken with deep blue scales and glowing bluish red eyes.

“Now we have ourselves a real battle, folks!” the Fae King shouts, sounding more than a little excited. “For a second there I thought we’d have another forfeit! But I can’t tell you how glad I am that didn’t happen!”

King Oberon begins to give a sort of play-by-play of the events of the battle, but I just sorta tune him out to focus.

The fact that Xyvandra called him ‘little kraken’ likely means she doesn’t see him as a worthy opponent at all. Which, in hindsight, might very well be true. She is about a hundred levels above him and is a mindeater, so I don’t think he has a chance.

A chance or not, Blue quickly begins spawning a bunch of smaller krakens all around them while filling the arena with water. Meanwhile Xyvandra just kinda sits there without a care in the world about being submerged underwater. And when the krakens get within a few meters of her in an attempt to attack, they just kinda collapse with no warning, the lights fading from their eyes as I sense their life energy vanish.

And right after their life energy vanishes, I notice Xyvandra’s sheer presence just feeling… I don’t know, stronger somehow. It’s kinda hard to tell what this feeling is.

“It’s because you use mana and she uses mental energy,” Tar explains to me. “You’ve sensed this before, but those with mental energy have a sort of presence that you can sense, instead of the mana you can sense emitting from magic users. It’s basically the same thing.”

Oh. Interesting.

Wait, so she’s taking their mental energy? Do we without mental type magic even have that?

“You do,” Tar answers with a nod from where he’s floating next to me. “But what she’s devouring isn’t their mental energy.” His eyes narrow slightly as Blue’s do the same. “She’s devouring their minds completely.”

My mouth forms an o at that.

Lady of Devouring.

The Devourer.

Got it.

Yeah, that would make sense.

But wait, why would that kill the… oh. It’s because they’re just magical constructs of Blue’s that they died from it, right?

“Yeah,” Tar answers with another nod.

Doesn’t that mean…

“Yep,” Tar says, sounding rather dark despite the upbeat word choice. “If Xyvandra wanted to, she could’ve easily made Blue nothing more than a walking vegetable when they had their altercation on Tartarus all those years ago. But instead, she just took away his emotions. Emotions she eventually gave back to him, even if it was because you asked.”

I focus on Xyvandra at that, feeling more than a little surprised by her now.

Guess she wasn’t completely heartless after all.

Sure it’s cruel to take away his emotions and then slowly return them to him, but it’s not as cruel as turning him into a walking vegetable would’ve been. Just devouring his mind entirely.

I might have to rethink how I look at her now.

Blue seems to throw everything into his physical strength as he rushes at Xyvandra, only for her to suddenly use some sort of… strange skill. One that makes my mind just blank out for a moment, following which an incredibly powerful wave of power flows off of her, surrounding Blue entirely and then devouring him whole. All stuff I can only sense with my senses, unable to look at it directly with my eyes for some reason.

And when I’m finally allowed to look again, I find Blue lying on the ground, his mind having been devoured as well.

Good thing he had the Anti-death clause active.

Also, maybe I should take back what I just thought about Xyvandra.

She’s scary.
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Unlike with the previous competitions of this tournament, everyone chose to have the anti-death clause allowed. Except myself, of course. Since it’s nearly impossible for one of these people to kill me.

Plus I absolutely have to win this. I need that ability to teleport to any planet across the universe if I’m going to be hunting the void invasion for levels.

Although I’ll probably enable it for the very last round. Just in case.

I glance to the side as Blue reappears near us, perfectly fine and just as he was before entering that battle. Then I focus on the arena again.

And the next duo who appear on the brackets is Leonidas and some random dude. A random dude who doesn’t last five seconds before the battle ends.

Boring.

Next up is Amelia and some other random dude.

Which ends up being the same as the battle before it.

Also boring. Also just a few seconds in length.

Then comes Black’s duel with Purple.

That duel isn’t even worth talking about since Purple isn’t a combat specializing contractor at all. So Black wins that one rather easily.

A few more boring duels occur now that all of the top hitters other than me are taken out, following which I finally find my time to shine. And to my surprise, I end up facing against Satan.

“I forfeit,” he says the moment we appear in the arena, making the humans in the crowd boo him. Although the demons don’t. They actually seem to approve of his actions for some bizarre reason.

I grumble to myself about the unfairness of that surrender option when I reappear above the arena, which makes Tar laugh.

After my ‘duel’, King Oberon starts talking about the second round of this competition beginning. And immediately after that, the brackets are shown in their entirety, moving the winners up to the next position on the brackets. Then the previous level of the brackets are knocked off the screen with the screen growing larger to show the second round.

Unfortunately, I’m just paired up against some random person I have no idea who is.

That said, since I was the last duel in the first round, apparently I’m the last duel in the second round as well. Also, I’m rather interested by the fact that this bracket didn’t immediately follow the bracket lines. It kinda makes the entire setup a little fake looking.

I wonder who set up these brackets?

My eyes move to look at a certain Fae King who looks pleased with himself.

Putting the Fae King’s obvious manipulation of the brackets aside, the first duel of the round actually looks pretty interesting. It’s between Red and the leader of the Arachnae Clan. An arachnae who is actually around the same level as Red.

This may just be the most even fight so far in this tournament.

Arachnae are known more for stealth, kind of like Black. Whereas Red is clearly known for his firepower. Literally.

And while the arachnae – whose name is Octavia Marcella Morgana – is still stronger than him just on account of her being a Clan Demon, her lack of specialization in combat will balance the playing field out a little bit.

Honestly, I’ve never met the leader of the Arachnae Clan before. And I also heard that this is a newly selected leader, having just taken over from her father.

Then again, I never met her father either. The arachnae barely ever visit the Demon King’s castle, much less the Castle of Ruin in the Bloody Duchy. So I never really got a chance.

I barely even met any arachnae at all, actually.

Most arachnae love to stay in their underground caverns, unlike the ghouls who also live in the caverns on the Northeastern continent but don’t mind leaving them.

Actually, I’ve heard recently that the Northeastern continent has become a much nicer place to live nowadays thanks to the Sin curse being gone. Now thievery and murder is a hell of a lot less common there, and a lot of the cities are starting to crack down on thievery since it’s no longer being driven largely by their Sins.

Before now, Envy always drove them to stealing, whereas Gluttony drove them to, well, killing and eating other people. A rather… gruesome culture in general.

Gramps only allowed what was going on because apparently, their Curse would just blow up if they tried suppressing it. It would grow worse and worse with every passing day until whatever atrocity they committed was far worse than what it would’ve been before.

Envy and Gluttony certainly do have a way of gradually building up more and more as time goes on after all.

Rather detestable sins, those two.

Then again, I’m just glad I don’t have to see those terrifying succubus giving me those stares anymore…

I shiver a little at the memory.

And that’s not including the kitsune.

I’d just rather not talk about them.

Tar snorts at my thoughts that have gone entirely off track while the Fae King has been blabbering away about stuff I don’t care about.

Eventually though, the second round of the tournament finally begins, and both Red and Octavia are teleported into an arena. One filled with hellfire and poison.

Not a very pleasant looking place, to be honest.

Black flames quickly jump up all around Red as he prepares, a grin on his face. Meanwhile Octavia – whose humanoid form is that of a beautiful woman with long white hair and lovely purplish green eyes wearing a flowing black cloak – simply steps forwards while different types of corruption leak out of her skin, forming puddles across the ground she’s walking on. Corruptions ranging across pretty much every color, but most of which being green, purple, or black, making a very distorted rainbow on the ground with a focus around those colors. Then the corruption begins to form little spiders that walk around on eight legs surrounding her.

Spiders of corruption. Interesting.

Then Octavia herself begins to shift into her true form. That of a massive, black spider.

And the crowd goes absolutely wild when both she and her little spiders rush towards Red while he too rushes towards her with his black flames coating his entire body and his fist raised to strike.

Finally! A good fight!
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The battle proceeds at a quick pace with the spiders and the black flames clashing in the middle of the arena, breaking apart to fill the entire arena with various different poisons and black flames. Which leads to damage from both sides.

Except that the arachnae has an advantage in that she is immune to corruption, whereas Red is not immune to his own hellfire.

So he ends up getting burnt by his own hellfire and poisoned while she only gets burnt.

Either way though, they both grit their teeth to hold in their screams.

That said, since they’re both being damaged directly via their realities, I’m not sure how much longer this battle will last. Reality damage is a touchy thing after all, and we don’t know if the Fae King can reverse their reality damage.

He can’t reverse mine after all.

Either way, both the arachnae and Red continue fighting, trading one blow after another, each holding themselves back from screaming. Although, while Red isn’t immune to his own magic, he does have a significant resistance towards it. So it’s not doing anywhere near as much to him as it is her.

So I guess his weakness isn’t as big as I first thought.

Time passes and most of the demons in the crowd – which make up most of the crowd in general – cheer for the arachnae, Octavia. Meanwhile the humans all cheer for Red.

But in the end, the arachnae comes out on top, winning by finishing him off with a stab to the heart, filling his heart with some sort of corruption. Proving that even if humans and demons are at peace now, demons are still superior in power just by nature.

The next duel of the second round is between a couple duke demons. And after that, a couple more duke demons. Then a duke and a duchess.

More and more demon versus demon duels.

Until, finally, some more interesting duels occur. The first being Xyvandra versus Leonidas.

Only for that duel to turn out not so interesting after all when everyone realizes Leonidas is immune to mental attacks.

Not really something you expect of a blood lycan. Considering that we’re weak to mental attacks.

I honestly didn’t realize he was immune to them myself. Then again, I’ve never seen him face someone with a mental type magic before.

“It’s most likely Blood Dominion’s doing,” Tar points out.

Oh, right. I almost forgot about that skill.

Well, anyways, the battle basically turned out to just be Xyvandra smiling at him before closing her eyes and letting him tear out her throat.

Not sure why she didn’t just surrender, but whatever.

Probably a Demon Lord pride thing.

Then comes Black’s duel against a demon, to which he actually wins somehow. Mostly through hiding in the shadows and repeatedly dealing sneak attacks against the demon. Something that’s only possible because said demon apparently didn’t have any sensory powers.

So it couldn’t actually tell where he would attack from.

It genuinely didn’t matter that the demon was stronger than him in that match.

And I’m honestly surprised by how far Black is going in the tournament competition. Considering that he’s a stealth focused Guardian.

Not really the type you’d assume would make it far in a tournament.

Then Amelia comes in and wipes the floor with the demon she faces, quite literally erasing them from existence without batting an eye. Which is probably only something she can do because everyone’s condition is reset between every round. Otherwise she wouldn’t have the mana to do that every round.

It’s kind of pitiful to watch a duel start and immediately have one of the two competitors vanishing in a flash of white light without them being able to react though.

And a little terrifying.

Human or not, Amelia is a monster among monsters.

“Like mother like daughter,” Tar mutters, making me narrow my eyes at him.

The tanuki looks away as if the sky above us suddenly became incredibly interesting.

Uh huh.

The duels continue, but there aren’t any interesting ones after that. Just my own. Which isn’t interesting either since I’m up against a random demon noble who I wipe out just by turning into my quadrupedal beast form and tearing them apart.

I feel a little bad for the demon who I tear apart, but they seemed to have expected that outcome. So everything’s fine.

And right after that, the brackets for the third round of the tournament competition arrives.

Only for absolutely everyone to go ballistic the moment they see one of the pairings within it.

The very first pairing, in fact.

Both of the competitors appear in the arena, King Oberon not delaying it whatsoever and clearly showing his own excitement. And the arena itself seems to be a boiling blood lake surrounding a completely white and plain arena, with white particles in the air above the blood.

“And here we have it folks!” King Oberon shouts, his excitement practically pouring into his voice as the wild screams of the audience fills the stadium. “One of the battles everyone has been waiting for, both demon and human! Even a certain Demon King!”

I glance up to find Gramps genuinely looking interested in this battle.

Although when he sees me looking up he simply waves at me. And, to my surprise, vanishes only to reappear right next to me, startling me and the other competitors here.

He nods his head with a smile and looks down, apparently deciding not to talk.

So I do the same, focusing my gaze on the two people down in the arena.

Two people who likely haven’t fought for years. Who are both symbols of the absolute strongest in their respective worlds, other than Gramps, of course.

Both practically royalty in a way amongst their species.

Gramps and I watch silently as Amelia stands with her hands on her hips and a wide grin on her face while staring at her husband across the arena from her.

It’s the battle between the White Knight of Humanity and the Blood Lord of the Demons.

The Bane of Magic versus the Blood Calamity.

And I can’t help but feel excited for it.
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Under everyone’s eyes, Amelia begins to float up into the air with white light shining all around her. Meanwhile Leonidas does the same on his side of the arena but with red light and blood around him.

And faster than I’m sure a lot of the audience can even see, the two rush straight at each other, with the Demon Lord quickly throwing all sorts of weapons made of blood at her while trying to use multiple skills on her person. But every last one of the attacks he uses vanishes the moment it gets within a couple meters of her, the woman grinning at the lack of surprise on his face.

I’m sure his direct skills aren’t doing anything either.

Because I know exactly what that white field around Amelia is.

That’s her Bane of Magic Title-Bearing Mythic skill.

A skill that negates all magic within the field.

Leonidas grins and mutters, “Guess we’re doing this, then?”

His wife just smiles and gives him a little salute as she says, “Yep.”

Then he transforms into his beast form and lets out a roar to the audiences absolute excitement. And the duel quickly turns into a game of chase as Amelia flies around the arena, negating any magic used around her while repeatedly sending bolts of null magic out at him that she manifests right outside of the field.

I’m not entirely sure how she’s flying in the middle of her field, but I wouldn’t be surprised if she had some sort of control over everything in it somehow.

But this little game continues for quite a while, showcasing the biggest differences between her and a blood lycan.

Blood lycans specialize in both physical strength and magical power. Meanwhile Amelia only specializes in magic.

As for their magics… a blood lycan’s best power is their regeneration. Meanwhile Amelia has a massive amount of mana with the ability to negate other people’s magic.

So the battle quickly becomes one of attrition.

To see if her mana can outlast his regeneration or not.

Unfortunately for them both, they each know each other’s skills. So there aren’t any surprises between the two.

And I also know that, unlike Leonidas’s Title-Bearing and other Mythic skills, Amelia only has one she can use. Since the Title-Bearing Mythic skill she has attached to her White Knight of Humanity Title can’t be used against Leonidas.

Amelia just doesn’t have the mana to use it.

The skill erases someone from existence.

And even if she had the mana, I’m pretty sure she wouldn’t use Erase on him. In fact, I’m absolutely certain she wouldn’t.

The skill erases the person’s existence entirely. Which messes with everyone’s memories as well, acting like they never existed after that point.

Time magic is a bit of a taboo in terms of changing the past, so it only affects a certain time before now.

So her erasing him for example wouldn’t erase me from existence due to him being my biological father. But it would still screw everything up.

Not to mention that she loves him. She wouldn’t risk the anti-death clause not working for her skill.

But all that aside, she literally couldn’t use it even if she wanted to. Its mana cost is dependent on the one she’s erasing and how powerful they are in comparison to her.

And Leonidas is still stronger than her at the end of the day in terms of pure brute force power.

Their duel continues, with both of them clashing repeatedly, Amelia striking him with her null magic and Leonidas punching and clawing at the attacks. And throughout the entire battle, not a single person can take their eyes off of them.

More than a few people in the stadium even mention under my powerful hearing that they can’t even see the two of them. That they’re nothing but blurs in their vision due to how fast they’re moving.

But all things come to an end eventually, and this battle is no different.

After Amelia reaches somewhere around half of her mana left, she suddenly flares her Bane of Magic field straight at Leonidas, startling him before she dissipates it after he enters it, canceling any buffs he had. Then she rushes in and uses some sort of skill that shines so brightly that I’m blinded along with pretty much everyone else in the entire stadium.

Several seconds pass with no noise whatsoever. As if whatever she just did completely erased all sounds all around us.

Finally, the light begins to fade, and I open my eyes again to find a shocking sight.

Amelia standing alone, visibly exhausted in the stadium with no Leonidas in sight. Following which she is teleported to the rest of us at the same time as Leonidas appears.

And silence fills the entire stadium.

The silence doesn’t last long before everyone begins to question what the hell just happened. And to be honest, I can’t help but agree with them.

But instead of questioning it out loud, I just turn to look at Gramps with a brow raised in question.

He chuckles and answers my unasked question, “Amelia appears to have obtained a new mythic skill, and she used it to surprise Leonidas in their duel. But if you want to know what the skill actually does, you’ll have to fight her yourself.”

I stare at him with more than a little surprise on my face.

Excuse me, sir, I thought you hated Amelia…

He doesn’t say any more. Just returns to the spot he was above the arena before, next to his fae partner right as said partner begins talking about what just happened. Which is to say that he didn’t see what happened either.

Surprising.

After that duel, the others are rather boring in comparison. Including my own.

Eventually we all finally move on to the final round of the tournament.

And the five competitors in the final round include me, Amelia, Black – surprisingly – and two Noble demons. A duke and a duchess.

Neither of whom I recognize.

Kind of ironic that none of the Demon Lords or the other Knights are here but two random Noble demons are. But that’s because they were all pitted against each other.

Anyways, King Oberon begins to explain the final round of the tournament competition.
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“Just as stated in the rules, the final round will be a battle royale between the five remaining competitors!  And the first, second, and third place positions will be based on who is left standing last!” King Oberon declares as every other competitor is suddenly teleported away from the arena, in the sky near where King Oberon and Gramps are. “The five competitors will be placed inside of a large map made for this competition. The map itself will be filled with monsters all above level one thousand seven hundred, and the competitors will have to make their way through the monsters to find and defeat each other! Those defeated by the monsters will be eliminated from the competition.”

He snaps his fingers, making the five of us appear floating high above a large map. One with multiple different biomes to it.

At the very center of the map is a large volcano that doesn’t appear to be currently active, meanwhile there is nothing but forest all around the volcano, and mountains surrounding those forests. Really tall mountains that act as a sort of barrier separating the arena and what’s not part of the arena.

Everyone quickly begins trying to memorize the map as King Oberon continues, “But don’t forget about the hidden little secret in this map! Because there is one! And you really don’t want to miss this not-so-little guy.”

As he says that, I can’t help but notice some movement coming from the volcano’s crater. But I can’t see exactly what it is. Just that it’s hidden very deep down in the lava, that it’s very massive considering the size of the ripples it’s sending around, and that it isn’t likely being hurt by the lava.

Some sort of massive fire-breathing lizard is my guess. That’s what a video game would do for a boss like that.

Although I am rather curious about what its level is. Especially considering that I see quite a few monsters down there that are already around level two thousand.

So if they’re that high already, and King Oberon is warning us about the big one… what level is it?

Level 2200? 2300? Maybe even higher?

Surprisingly, the first thought that comes to mind isn’t to avoid it at all costs.

“Scarlet, that’s probably not…” Tar begins to deny my thoughts, only to seemingly remember how powerful the Red Plague is. “Just… don’t die, please.”

Meh. It’s fine.

If I die to the beastie then I’ll just respawn afterwards. I have anti-death clause activated for this competition after all.

Honestly don’t think anyone has it disabled. Not a single person.

For most of this entire tournament, in fact. With the exception of a few non-combat competitions and the ones where enabling it wasn’t allowed.

Like the Tower Defense. Wasn’t much point in activating it there when we weren’t even in danger.

Would just be a waste of points if they did have it enabled in those competitions.

But for anyone who’s made it this far in life, to this level? No one’s gonna risk their lives fighting in a tournament. Especially not against allies, and not while the void invasion is coming.

Would be stupid.

Just a waste.

“Says someone who killed a competitor in your sleep,” Tar points out, but I just cross my arms.

That wasn’t a waste. And he killed himself.

I had nothing to do with his decision to jump into my barrier.

Tar snorts at that, but I just focus on the volcano as the Fae King keeps talking, “Just like with the previous duels, surrender is an option, and so is the anti-death clause. Every competitor will be placed on different edges of the map, and this time they’re allowed to see the map beforehand.”

Now that he mentions it, the map is basically like a five-sided star.

I focus on studying everything I can about the map while we’re still up here. And I see the others doing the same.

But I make sure to continue listening as I do so, since he’s still explaining things, “Also, one thing to note is that no one is allowed to fly above one hundred meters above the ground. If you do, you’ll be struck by lightning and sent crashing back down to the ground. So keep that in mind.”

That doesn’t sound like fun.

Studying the map we’ll be on makes me realize a few things rather quickly. One, it’s rather large. Something I didn’t really need to study it to see. So large that it’d take a normal human being weeks to walk through it. Although that’d just be minutes to fly through it for me at my level. Two. There are a lot of monsters on the map. And I mean a lot. Of. Monsters.

Tens of thousands, all scattered around the map. Maybe even hundreds of thousands. Enough that if they were let loose on Earth, it’d be the apocalypse. Especially considering that they’re all at a minimum level of 1700.

Which means that it’s not a good idea to go rushing around at top speed. Especially since I see some areas that look like traps and ambushes made by the monsters.

Also, the monsters seem to grow stronger the closer you get to the volcano at the center of the map.

“However, I feel I should mention that there is a nice point reward for finding and slaying a certain hidden beast,” King Oberon adds before quickly rushing to say, “Now let’s begin!”

Wait, a reward? How much?

I don’t get an answer to my question as I quickly find myself being teleported straight down into the map on one of the corners.

Okay, now I’ve gotta kill that beast. Not only would it give me who knows how many levels, but it’ll give a point reward too?

How could I just ignore it?

“You realize he’s trying to get you to kill it, right?” Tar points out, and I just shrug.

Yeah, probably.

He wants me to succeed in this and win anyways, doesn’t he? He wouldn’t have helped send me to fight the void creatures on that other planet if he didn’t.

So he most likely wants me to take advantage of the monsters in the competition as well. Even if the way I go about the rest of the competition seems to upset him a little.

“A little?” Tar comments, but I ignore him as I proceed through the forest.

Time to hunt.
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I quickly begin making a beeline straight towards the center of the map, having my Red Plague spread out and devour everything I sense around me. Whether its wild animals, monsters, or plants, everything is turned to naught but red ash.

Of course, I make sure to check ahead of the Red Plague for other competitors. Because I’d rather not devour them.

Especially Amelia.

And thanks to my slaughter of hundreds of powerful monsters, my level gradually begins to increase. To the point that I almost catch up with Leonidas’s level in the early to mid nineteen hundreds.

Which is rather nice.

As I fly through the trees, leaving a large trail of red ash in my wake, I glance at the monsters I’m devouring. Unlike the void creatures of the Tower Defense tournament, these are all random monsters from old world mythology on Earth. A rather odd choice considering that Titania supposedly died before the System reached Earth.

Makes me wonder if there’s a connection there.

But I find several things like griffons – a large creature with the body, tail, and back legs of a lion, and the head and wings of an eagle with its talons on its front legs – drakes – large, scaled lizards with wings – wendigos – pale creatures with glowing red eyes that basically eat anything they see – and more. And as I get further into the forest, the monsters’ levels just continue to rise without any sort of limit to be seen.

I make sure to keep an ear out for the other competitors during my trek though, and from what I can hear, most of the others are rushing at each other instead of towards the center. Which makes some sense, considering that the only benefit they’d get from going to the center is the points.

That said, one of the others is going to the center and not towards the other three.

Amelia.

Ironic.

I fought Leonidas earlier on in the competition and now it looks like I’ll be fighting Amelia.

Meanwhile the other three will be duking it out amongst themselves on the outskirts of the map.

The question though, is whether I’ll be able to make it to the center and kill the hidden monster before Amelia gets there.

And the answer is a rather simple one, to be honest.

She’s slow.

Much slower than me.

Wouldn’t be surprised if I finish dealing with the beastie before she arrives.

And at that point I’ll be able to just overpower her with brute force since my level should be high enough. Assuming that new mythic skill of her doesn’t somehow manage to cripple or kill me that is.

Because that would be annoying.

I am rather curious about if it’ll be able to break past my Red Plague armor though.

Also, I’m not sure if Amelia can erase the Red Plague if it starts infecting her like Leonidas could. So I might have to be careful not to let it near her.

Which would make the battle even harder for me.

Before all of that though, I want to deal with that hidden monster.

So I continue rushing as fast as I can towards the center of the stadium, spending hours just to get there because of all of the monsters I have to deal with, not to mention having to make sure my Red Plague doesn’t just run rampant in here. And as I get to the edge of the forests, I find the area covered in nothing but ash. Just ash all the way from the forest’s edge to the volcano.

With some volcanic rock and more lava mixed in closer to the volcano itself.

Meanwhile the monsters here seem to be more fire and lava focused creatures. Like draconic creatures and large flaming birds and the like.

None of them seem to be dragons though. Just small drakes. And I can tell they’re drakes because they’re just skinny little things and don’t seem to be able to breathe fire.

Well, that and the identify calls them drakes.

I kill them too though. Devouring them all whole with the Red Plague that washes in like a wave, covering a large part of the already-ash-covered-wasteland surrounding the volcano. And without missing a beat, I continue on to the volcano, passing by higher and higher level monsters along the way.

The monsters reach such a high level that they’re in the two thousands.

So far the strongest one I’ve seen has been a large phoenix at level 2041. Stronger than anything on Earth.

But the monsters seem to stop growing stronger after that. And by the time I reach the top of the volcano, near the crater, I’m already level 1971 myself.

A higher level than any of the Demon Lords and the second highest level person in the System.

Not that it matters much to me since this is the last real battle in this tournament.

I still need to reach Class VI if I want a chance at defeating the Voided Overlord after all. So this isn’t a high enough level.

Not yet.

After reaching the top, I slow down and withdraw all of my Red Plague into my body. Then I gracefully land on the ground and walk over to the edge of the crater, looking down into the boiling lava down below. And at the large ripples moving about.

The ripples continue as they are for several seconds, not showing any signs of change. So I go ahead and spread my Red Plague around before pointing down at the crater, making a flood of Red Plague pour down into it, mixing with the lava. And immediately after doing that, glowing red mist begins to rise into the air that I quickly absorb. Because Red Plague in a steam form sounds dangerous to others.

And after doing this for a few minutes, the ripples suddenly stop completely.

So I stop pouring down Red Plague.

A few seconds pass in silence before the lava begins to bubble.

Looks like it’s coming out.
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Arkaz watches as bubbles begin to rise from the lava, and without taking his eyes off of the volcano’s crater, he asks his contracted partner, “Just what did you put in there anyways?”

King Oberon stops commentating for a moment with a glance at his contracted demon before focusing on the volcano’s crater himself. And after a few seconds of not saying anything, he answers, “Let’s just say your granddaughter will get a kick out of this.”

The Demon King narrows his eyes at the Fae King, only for the Fae King to add, “She will also need this to ascend. A gift from my mother.”

That statement has Arkaz’s eyes widening in shock.

She what?! Wait, does that mean-

His thoughts are interrupted when the lava begins bubbling more and more, leading the spectating crowd to go absolutely wild. Meanwhile all of the monsters spread across the arena itself appear to grow agitated, following which they quickly move away from the volcano.

As if they’re all afraid.

Including the level two thousand two hundred monsters.

And for something to frighten a monster at that level, there’s no way Arkaz would mistake it for anything else.

A loud roar echoes from the volcano. One that shakes the very reality they’re in.

“Watch out for this one,” King Oberon says, sounding slightly wary himself. “Mother barely caught it before stuffing it in here herself. Don’t want it breaking out of the reality within the arena and attacking the crowd.”

The Demon King sends his contracted partner a shocked look as he shouts, “Are you mad?! You’re making her fight it alone?!”

Oberon shrugs his draconic shoulders, shaking his wings up and down. “Well, yeah. No one else would survive. And it’ll be let loose by the System after this tournament anyways, with no one to stop it other than her.”

As if the battle was scripted somehow, large pillars of lava begin to shoot up out of the ground, soon blocking off the territory of the volcano from the other four competitors. Including Amelia, who was nearing the territory herself but now has no way through.

Even when she tries using her null magic to break her way through, nothing results from it.

Because the magic creating the barrier of molten lava pillars is far stronger than her.

Arkaz almost rushes forwards to stop this now, but he quickly realizes that he can’t. And he’s not the only one, as he sees his son trying to do the same.

Neither of them can enter the reality without the original owner’s permission.

And that owner is not King Oberon.

“Oberon, explain,” Arkaz growls out to his contracted fae. “Is she really dead?”

King Oberon frowns for a second before answering, “Yes, mother is dead. But she did leave her will in the System until her task is complete.” He focuses on the volcano’s crater again that is shaking so badly that Scarlet had to fly up into the air. “Her task to feed a perfect mana core to your granddaughter.”

Arkaz’s eyes narrow, rage filling his mind for a split second until he quickly calms down again.

The only way for a being to reach Class VI is through their catalyst after reaching the cap of the Class, just like every other Class. But something no one else other than Arkaz and his contracted fae know is that there is another catalyst other than Class V Fracture Cores.

“With the peace between the humans and the demons attained, the Fractures will slowly come to a stop,” King Oberon explains. “This means that there will never be enough cores for a catalyst to reach Class VI.” His eyes never leave the crater as he talks. “Mother knew this, so she went and found a catalyst herself. A creature living on its own in the core of a secluded planet thousands of light years away.”

A creature Arkaz knows well as the creature who almost killed him during his first outing into the universe after he reached level 2500. Before he had many of his mythic skills and Titles.

Back when he was weaker.

“Oh, don’t worry, it’s not the same one you fought,” King Oberon adds, hearing his contracted partner’s thoughts. “This one is a hatchling she found before her death and sealed away the moment it reached adulthood.”

That makes Arkaz calm down a little as he turns back to the arena again.

None of the viewers have any idea of what’s going on, instead just cheering at the incredible sight of the lava within the volcano suddenly erupting and spraying over the entire area within the lava pillars.

Their cheering vanishes entirely when they see the monster that is left behind after the eruption.

The creature is massive, standing at over two dozen meters in height, and it has a long body, with two large wings and glowing crimson eyes. Its scales are pitch black and its mouth filled with razor sharp teeth, occasionally emitting pitch black flames through them. Clearly recognizable as hellfire to the viewers.

“An ultimate species amongst those born within the universe,” King Oberon continues, his voice now echoing once again through the entire stadium. “A creature captured by Queen Titania before her death and sealed away for this very competition. But one forever locked from reaching Class VI due to some inherent limitations that even the universe itself can’t remove.”

The massive creature opens and closes its mouth while rising to its full height and spreading its two massive, draconic wings.

“A dragon,” King Oberon finishes with glee in his eyes. Meanwhile the smoke and steam from the eruption finally begins to clear to reveal Scarlet floating in the air without any damage to her.

Then the massive dragon and young woman simple stare at each other, the two’s gazes locked in place.

And the moment the audience attempts to identify the beast, screams begin to fill the stadium. Screams of fear.

Arkaz does the same, making his eyes narrow when he sees the result.

<-[Dragon – Level 2500]->

“Scarlet!” Two voices scream out at the same time. One from within the arena and one outside of it.

Both from Scarlet’s biological parents.

Meanwhile another pair of voices are drowned out within the crowd from Scarlet’s adopted parents.

Lastly, Arkaz just grits his teeth, clearly understanding that no one is able to break into the arena to do anything.

“It’s all up to your granddaughter,” King Oberon says amidst the newly found silence of the stadium. “No one can interfere now.”

Arkaz understands that perfectly well. No one can break past the reality of the arena other than potentially his granddaughter and the Red Plague.

So the battle between the Apex Predator of the universe and the Apex Predator of Earth is about to begin.
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Huh. Well then. This is not what I was expecting.

I stare at the massive fucking dragon that’s currently standing in the volcano while staring back at me. And after a few seconds, it begins to flap its wings and fly up into the air, following which we float on opposing sides of the crater facing each other.

Hmm. Yeah, this’ll be harder than I thought.

Tar.

“Got it,” he says without any hesitation. “Good luck.”

Then he vanishes. Because even he can be hurt by my Red Plague, and if the battle gets bad enough, then it might even spill into the void where he usually watches.

And now, with Tar gone and a massive wall of lava blocking the other competitors from interfering, I finally let a full-blown grin stretch across my face. I even let out a laugh, probably shocking more than a few of the viewers.

My blood feels like it’s boiling right now. Like it wants out.

Like it wants to eat the fucking dragon in front of me.

And what self-respecting Warden wouldn’t let their ward eat? It’s only natural after all.

So I let the Red Plague out, near instantly filling the sky with nothing but Red Plague. Just glowing red blood for as far as the eye can see. Which, for the dragon, can’t be very far.

To my surprise, the dragon – who I can see through my blood since it’s my own blood – suddenly begins to glow with a dark black light. Then black flames erupt all across its body, fighting back against the reality devouring plague with its own reality devouring hellflames.

What shocks me more than the dragon’s ability to fight back at all though, is the sight of the black flames actually competing with the Red Plague without just instantly being devoured.

A sight that proves just how much stronger this dragon’s hellfire is compared to Vorgrim or Red.

The dragon rushes through the sky full of Red Plague before raising a claw and striking me faster than I can respond, sending me flying through the sky until I crash into the ground. And when I look back at the creature, the only signs of damage on it from its strike is some small black mist rising from its body, proving its blood to be black, along with the slow deterioration on its claws that doesn’t last long. Deterioration from my Red Plague blood it cut through.

Then, just as quickly as the claws deteriorated, they regrow without the dragon even looking at them.

My grin grows even wider.

It’s about time I found something that could put up a real challenge again, even against my Red Plague.

I’m not holding back this time around.

The Red Plague I’ve already released suddenly flashes once, then twice, and finally a third time. Then it all rushes back towards me and converges into my body. But it doesn’t end there as I quickly begin growing larger and larger, using the condensed Red Plague in my body to increase my mass to match the dragon’s. And, of course, I make my clothes grow too. A benefit of them being made of Red Plague.

Something I’d realized during my void creature hunt. I can deform and reform my body in any way I want so long as it’s my body. So long as I don’t create new parts and the like.

But the skill never specified a size that I had to reform myself at.

Both the dragon and I end up reaching incredible heights in the middle of the black flame and glowing red blood covered wastelands around us, with the large pillars of lava still blocking anyone from getting near.

Then I go ahead and push things further by transforming into my quadrupedal beast form, leaving me standing at almost two dozen meters in height, with black fur streaked with crimson, glowing crimson eyes, and razor sharp claws made out of pure metallicized Red Plague.

I raise my head before howling at the sky once and lowering my head again. Meanwhile dozens upon dozens of creatures made out of my Red Plague blood albeit diseased even further with a slightly grayish tint to them appear all around me. The creatures more often than not look like malformed wolves, but with no flesh. Just blood. Although some of them are even made out of metallicized Red Plague blood.

And they’re all ranging from the size of a normal wolf to several meters in height as they all howl or growl at the dragon who is currently looking around at me and them.

Of course, I also feel the massive boost from both Blood Thirst – which I made sure to max out before arriving here through the wonderful help of the monsters on the way – and Apex Predator. And blood soon begins to rain down from the skies above the volcanic region filled with Red Plague that kills off the area around us even further.

The first time I’ve used Rain of Blood with Red Plague for a while now, since the last time I did it I had to quickly stop. Because it began to try devouring the entire world.

Which, even if it was an empty world with no one on it, wasn’t a very good idea.

This time around is different. The Rain of Blood version of the Red Plague is weaker even if it can devour a planet, so it shouldn’t break the reality around us. And the others are all far away from the lava pillar by now, with the exception of Amelia who seems to be attempting to break through it. With no luck.

And, last but certainly not least, I begin to drain the energy, power, life energy, mana, whatever I can that isn’t life force out of every being within my range. Whether that’s competitors or monsters.

I just drain it all while watching the dragon, who, to my surprise, appears to be waiting for me to finish my preparations.

How kind of it.

Looks like dragons really are arrogant in real life too. Not just in games.

“Let’s play,” I growl out loud using that odd non-speaking speaking thing that blood lycans can do while transformed.

And immediately after saying it, both me and the dragon rush towards each other, one limb raised to clash.
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The moment our claws meet, a shockwave is sent out all around us, sending the lava flying into the air before the sonic boom echoes across the entire arena. Meanwhile I find myself surprised by the fact that the dragon still matches me perfectly in strength. As if the two of us are equally powerful.

Seriously? Even with all of my boosts? How is it this strong? I should be stronger physically than a level 2500 so long as it’s not Gramps, who has a boatload of mythical skills… unless the dragon is stronger than level 2500 in reality?

Also, something I didn’t consider before, but if this thing does kill me with its hellfire… flames that can devour someone’s reality… will I actually end up dead? Didn’t really consider that the hidden monster might have a reality attacking magic.

The dragon and I repeatedly clash back to back, sending multiple shock waves out all around us. And I’m certain that the crowd watching us right now must be going wild with excitement.

But I can’t focus on anything but the dragon, because every last strike from it feels stronger than anything I’ve ever faced before.

We continue clashing back and forth over and over again for so long that I begin to lose track of time. And throughout this battle, neither of us take all that much damage. And the damage I do take ends up healing right away thanks to Lycan’s Regeneration. With the dragon not taking almost any damage at all, its scales proving to be too powerful for even my Red Plague to devour beyond mere scratches when I make contact.

I’m sure I’d be able to do more damage if the Red Plague had more time to devour it, probably be able to devour its scales whole in fact. But that’s the problem.

This damned dragon is faster than me, and it’s about my equal in terms of strength. So I don’t have the time to do that.

Even with all of my boosts, with me draining its life energy and mana, and even me trying to boil and nullify its blood. But I quickly realize through the fight that the creature seems to be immune to pretty much all skills below epic rarity. And even with epic rarity skills, they’re a lot less effective than they’d normally be.

It’s almost like the thing is resisting anything of System origin.

Honestly, at this point I wouldn’t even be surprised if someone told me this thing wasn’t in the System at all.

We continue clashing back and forth for a while with the dragon releasing hellflames from multiple parts of its body every time I try to strike at it with missiles made of Red Plague. And each and every time, the two very nearly cancel each other out. Proving that hellflames are really one of the only matches for the Red Plague. Well, at least, when the owner of the hell flames is sufficiently stronger than me.

Seeing as the Red Plague’s strength is still tied to me. Or at least, the Red Plague I’m carrying’s strength.

The Red Plague planet approaching isn’t.

After we continue clashing over and over again for who knows how much longer, I finally jump back, surprising the dragon as I land back on the ground, our battle having been taken outside of the crater at some point. Then I do something I haven’t really tried before. I concentrate a massive portion of Red Plague in my mouth, condensing it more and more until it’s just a brightly glowing orb of Red Plague.

The dragon, as if knowing exactly what I’m doing, suddenly begins to do the same thing. It flies forwards and lands with its hind legs while keeping its front ones in the air as a ball of black flames suddenly begin to build up in its mouth.

But unlike the dragon who is using its mana to accomplish this, I draw in some of the Red Plague that has been multiplying all around us during our battle into my attack as well.

Then we both release our attacks in the form of two pulses shooting straight at each other. Mine a glowing red flow of blood while it’s a black jet of flames.

When the two attacks clash in between us, they send out another shockwave. But this shockwave is filled with both hellfire and Red Plague as it shoots out all around us, tearing up the terrain and sending lava splashing into the air.

We both ignore the lava as we push harder and harder, putting more and more Red Plague and hellfire into our attacks that ends up spraying all around us from their points of collision.

The dragon finally sets its front legs down, pushing its head closer towards me and making the pulses push back towards me a little.

I don’t take it sitting down though as I draw in all of the Red Plague that’s splattered around us and begun devouring the surroundings before pulling it into myself and recycling it into the attack as well, pushing the pulses right back at it.

Both pulses continue wrestling back and forth, spewing out the extra to the sides and tearing the surroundings to a bloody pulp. Literally, in the case of my Red Plague. Before said pulp turns to ash at least.

Throughout the battle I make sure over and over again to kill a monster on the other side of the arena with some of my Red Plague that I scattered there for revival purposes. Just to keep up my stacks of Blood Thirst.

And as our attacks continue to clash in between us, I begin to lose my patience.

So, since the wall of lava is still surrounding us, with no one on the other side for hundreds of kilometers, I finally activate two skills I’ve been saving.

Both skills using Red Plague for the first time in my entire life.

Both Bloodborne Apocalypse and Blood of Ruin.

My eyes narrow as the dragon’s begin to widen.

Let’s see if you can take this.
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Immediately after activating the skills, the regular orb of blood and lines in the sky begin to appear for the Blood of Ruins skill, except with the glowing signs of the Red Plague mixed in with the ruined blood. And in addition to that, my own blood begins to shoot out like bullets, firing at everything nearby.

Unfortunately though, there aren’t any monsters nearby to drain blood from for use in the skills. Other than the dragon, that is.

Out of nowhere, the dragon’s eyes flash with a brighter black light, surprising me as we continue our pulse attacks on each other.

Then the entire dragon is set ablaze with black hellflames. And it’s not just the dragon either. Quite literally everything around us that can be burned starts burning, only to be put out by my Bloodborne Apocalypse. Including my own body, making me grimace as my regeneration fights off against the hellfire. And my Red Plague blood fights off against any damage to my own reality.

On the other hand, the dragon finds itself barraged on all sides by both my Bloodborne Apocalypse and the Blood of Ruin slamming Red Plague and other plagues into it in a chaotic and ugly mix.

Both the dragon and I roar out in pain, somehow forcing out even more Red Plague and hellfire from our mouths to add to the chaos around us. And ever so slowly, the hellfire begin to burn away at the edges of my reality. But it’s not just me. I can sense that the dragon’s own reality is slowly starting to get devoured finally, with its scales finally dissolving into red ash and letting the Red Plague past it.

The Red Plague that misses both of us ends up tearing apart and devouring as much of the arena as possible, even devouring the hellflames that aren’t near us in the process.

Right when it’s looking like I’m going to be coming out on top of this though, the dragon’s entire body stiffens up and all of the glowing red lines across the dragon’s body begin to converge into one point before turning a bright, glowing black. Then a strange black orb can be seen making its way out of the creature’s body before flashing once.

My eyes narrow at the orb, but I can’t lower my head to look at it otherwise the dragon’s pulse attack will hit me.

An instant later I wish it did hit me when the orb suddenly glows brighter and flashes once more, sending a wave of hellfire outwards that burns absolutely everything near us including myself, the Red Plague, and even the damned dragon.

I can’t even scream as the fire burns through my reality.

All I feel is pain for longer than I can keep track of. And when the pain begins to grow progressively worse, I latch onto sheer instinct, grabbing hold of all of the Red Plague near me. All of the Red Plague in my body, in our surroundings that is currently fighting the hellflames, and even all of the just blood in the arena outside of some familiar sources, not being Red Plague in their cases.

Then I yank it all towards me, ignoring the System Messages about killing a bunch of things as I draw all of the blood in the arena towards me. Not even caring as I kill other competitors since I’m not using the Red Plague and I know everyone in this tournament has the anti-death clause active.

Throughout the process I hear several dinging sounds akin to System Notifications, but I ignore them too.

Even as I feel a strange sense of control just instinctively shoot out of me to cover the arena, I still ignore it, unable to see a thing through the hellflames.

Instead, I just direct absolutely all of the blood, Red Plague and otherwise, straight at the hellfire explosion I’m at the center of.

My Red Plague and the regular blood fight against the hellfire for ages, just slowly pushing back against it until I can finally breath again, feeling myself collapsing to the ground with more System Messages in my head. But I still raise my head to look in front of me, just to find the damned dragon still alive.

Although the thing is pretty much just bare exposed and burnt and devoured flesh without any scales left, or much fight left in its eyes. And it’s lying on the ground with very little strength left by the looks of it, with that strange core from earlier having been wedged inside of its chest again.

I look down to realize that I’m naked and back in my lycan form, so I quickly rush to put Red Plague clothes back on with however little strength I have. Before the Red Plague and hellfire clear enough for others to see.

Since I really don’t want to be seen naked across the entirety of Tartarus and Earth.

I look up again, still barely able to move as I realize the Red Plague and hellfire covering us still isn’t clearing. I also notice a strange red tint to the air.

That’s… weird.

But the dragon is still alive. And it’s starting to push itself to its feet as well, even if it’s weak right now.

So I do the same, left in nothing but a single cloak since it’s all I can manage right now.

My mana is almost empty. I’m damn near anemic from the blood I used. And I swear I see the air itself starting to crack. Albeit very slowly.

Guess the hellflames and Red Plague are finally getting to be too much for the reality itself.

Not that it matters at this point.

I use up some of my last remaining mana to transform my arm back into that of a werewolf while covering my claws with some remaining Red Plague.

The dragon, panting in exhaustion itself, covers both its fangs and foreclaws with some embers of hellflame.

And for the last time in this fight, we rush at each other.
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All Across Tartarus and Earth

Everywhere across both planets, every last human and demon can be seen looking up at the screen hovering hundreds of meters above the ground, stretching for hundreds of meters in the sky. And on that screen, they all see the sight of a young woman seemingly at the age of twenty-one or twenty-two years old rushing across a completely devastated land of blood, ash, and black flames at an enormous dragon. Meanwhile the dragon rushes straight at her in return.

Both the dragon and the woman are covered from head to toe in wounds, with the girl loosing glowing red blood that leaks out of her deep crimson and tattered cloak, and the dragon missing every last one of its scales and entire chunks of its arms with one wing completely torn off of its body.

All of the viewers, whether human or demon, hold their breath as the two immensely powerful beings clash, sending a shockwave out from their contacting claws despite how weakened both of them are. But, to the horror of everyone watching, the clash ends up sending powerful tremors throughout both of their bodies, tearing them apart.

Blood spews forth from both dragon and girl, spraying everything around them as they repeatedly clash back and forth, ignoring any and all injuries they’re sustaining.

Soon the woman ends up losing her left arm. Then the dragon loses its own arm.

The woman’s shoulder is completely ripped out by the dragon’s jaws that manage to lock around it, with the woman returning it by ripping off the dragon’s remaining arm by the loose strands remaining of it.

And one attack after another, both dragon and Warden tear each other apart.

All the way till they both collapse on the ground.

But even then, the two continue their barrage of attacks.

And after the viewers watch this horrifying show for several more minutes, watching the hellflames burn away at the Warden’s reality while the Red Plague devours the dragons own, they all show shock at the sight of the dragon finally letting out a roar and sending one last wave of hellflames at the Warden. At the same time as she uses up the last of the Red Plague in her body to pierce into its head to destroy its brain.

But not before the hellflames cover her already broken body, blocking it from the sight of the viewers.

The dragon collapses, its mouth hinged open as if trying to let out a silent roar but being unable to. Then the black light finally fades from its eyes.

No one cheers though.

Because the black flames finally begin to fade, revealing nothing in their place but black ashes.

The remains of the Warden of the Red Plague.

Silence fills both planets and the stadium watching the fight for several seconds until screams begin to rage across both planets from the people. All of whom know very well that death by hellflames is not revivable even through the anti-death clause.

But some people still manage to cling onto hope. Just waiting for the Warden to reappear above the arena like all the other slain competitors with the anti-death clause enabled.

Their hopes are crushed when even after an entire three minutes pass, no one appears.

Horror fills even the King of the Fae’s face as the Demon King simply stares at the arena with a blank look on his face. Meanwhile the Prince of the Demons immediately transforms into his beast form and tries to break out of the arena to attack the Fae King, who he believes to be behind all of this.

And he’s not the only one as many of the demons in the audience and even the competitors, along with some of the Knights of Humanity begin to attempt to rush towards the Fae King.

However, unbeknownst to anyone, a few tiny drops of blood begin to slowly – ever so slowly – move towards the center of the arena.

None of the competitors notice this, neither do the viewers.

The only one to notice this is the Demon King, who raises a fist and sends his Blood Domain throughout the entire area and takes control of the blood within everyone’s body to stop them in their tracks. Then he continues to watch the three tiny drops of blood moving towards the center of the battlefield.

Everyone goes silent, just watching the Demon King. Only for them all to turn their attention to the arena again as people begin to realize something.

There is only one competitor left in the arena, the White Knight of Humanity, yet, the competition hasn’t ended yet.

So everyone tries to search through the arena for another, but only a rare few manage to spot the three tiny droplets of blood beginning to near each other at the center of the arena.

But what everyone notices is the sight of the dragon’s corpse beginning to shift and make crunching sounds.

The viewers all hold their breath before a large red and black core bursts out of the dragon’s corpse and begins to move in the direction of the three gathering droplets of blood.

Many of the viewers in the stadium try to begin speaking, only to find themselves unable to thanks to the Demon King still controlling their bodies. So they just watch in silence.

The silence stretches on for nearly three entire minutes until it happens.

All three droplets of blood finally merge. And after merging, they begin to duplicate themselves. First once, then twice.

Then they repeatedly duplicate until everyone now notices the droplets of glowing red blood.

After a tense five minutes, the blood duplicates enough to make a small pool of it, following which the pool begins to merge into what appears to be a humanoid body made out of nothing but glowing red blood. And soon after that, the ‘body’ starts solidifying into an actual human body.

Tears begin to flow down the face of many of the viewers, both in the stadium and out of it, at the sight of the Warden of the Red Plague, Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, lying down on her front without a shred of clothes on her body while submerged almost entirely in Red Plague. To the point that no one can see the majority of her body beyond her shoulders and up.

Finally, the large dragon’s core stops moving right above her as she slowly struggles to raise her head and look at it, her black and red hair flowing in the blood around her in the process.

Then the core turns into a crimson light before shooting straight into the woman.

And with one last quirk of the girl’s lips, her head drops to the ground, unconscious, and the smoke around the arena clears up completely, the System recognizing her as having been defeated now that she’s unconscious.

Before anyone can so much as react, the Demon King vanishes from his spot and reappears right next to her before carefully wrapping her in his own cloak made out of his own blood metal, and picking her up. Then he vanishes again, leaving the viewers all stunned.

The shock doesn’t last for long though as everyone immediately begins cheering, filling Earth, Tartarus, and the stadium all with a roaring cheer so loud that some people within the stadium swear days later that they went deaf from it.
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The Demon King’s Castle

Arkaz feels panic as he rushes through his castle before stopping in the medical ward and placing Scarlet directly on a bed. Then he begins looking over her body himself as all of the healers in the castle rush over there without even needing to be told. Regardless of if they were in the tournament universe or not.

And the results he finds while searching leave him feeling conflicted. Very conflicted.

The physical wounds from the battle are all healed thanks to the System’s automated healing post-competition round. But the damage to her reality is still there.

Which is why she is still out cold right now.

However, at the same time, the damage is slowly being healed. Something that shouldn’t be possible when entire chunks of your reality, your very soul, are burnt to cinders.

And while that’s good, Arkaz doesn’t know if the method that she seems to be naturally healing it is good. Because the source of the healing doesn’t appear to be her own body. But rather, the Red Plague itself.

Not to mention the core she absorbed that seems to be nourishing her reality.

“She’ll survive, and stronger than ever as well,” Oberon states, but Arkaz just glares at the Fae King the moment he appears in the air. And for the first time since Arkaz can remember, he raises his voice.

“Don’t you ever do something like that again,” he roars, frightening every last demon within one hundred kilometers of the castle. “Or I will erase our contract.”

What pisses Arkaz off even more is the sight of his contracted fae acting like he had already expected his reaction.

“I’m sorry old friend, but I will do what must be done for the universe’s survival,” the Fae King says while bowing his head once and vanishing again.

Arkaz glares at where the Fae King vanished from, only to immediately turn all of his attention to his granddaughter when she lets out a light groan, just lightly brushing some of her hair out of her face. He doesn’t even notice when both Amelia and his son barge into the room and join them. Nor when the adoptive family members of his granddaughter enter the room as well, all clearly showing terror at the sight of the Demon King himself.

He ignores all of it.

And if he’s being honest, the sight of the core in his granddaughter’s body making her stronger pisses him off even further.

Because it’s a sign that Oberon was right in some sick and twisted way.

Arkaz drops down to his knees and leans over the bed, just holding his granddaughter’s hand as he has flashbacks of the last time she was injured like this.

Although the last time wasn’t as bad, and she didn’t have ways to heal herself.

He can tell that she’ll most likely be unconscious for a couple of weeks. Meaning she’ll be missing the first four teamwork competitions of the tournament.

And she won’t be very happy about that when she wakes up. But with the points she got from that dragon, she won’t have to worry about it. Since they more than make up for not participating in four competitions.

Time passes in silence as Arkaz refuses to leave his granddaughter. First one day. Then two. Then a full week, followed by a second week. And he’s not the only one who won’t leave her side as both Amelia and Leonidas skip the tournament competitions as well to stay with their daughter’s.

Even the adoptive parents that Arkaz has been annoyed with for a long while now stay, making him irritated by them a little less for the loyalty they’ve shown to her.

From what Arkaz can hear, seeing as the tournament is still being broadcast live high above the castle, Oberon ended up leaving the tournament’s commentary to his sister entirely. Simply because neither the demons nor the humans wanted to hear a word he was saying after what happened with Scarlet.

Meanwhile Scarlet’s contracted fae – Tarankar if Arkaz remembers correctly – left after the second missed competition to go participate on his own in the second two.

Which Arkaz understands, since he knows Scarlet would be a little upset if he didn’t compete in any of them.

A faint smile stretches across Arkaz’s face as he reaches over to play with some of his granddaughter’s hair, wondering when the last time he’d done something like this was. If he’d ever done something like this.

Normally Scarlet still avoids making physical contact with others as if on instinct. It’s just when she’s conscious of it that she lets people touch her and isn’t very bothered by it.

Like an instinctive reaction based on past pain.

Arkaz looks up to find Amelia doing the exact same thing that he’s doing on the other side of the bed, surprising him for a second. But after staring at the woman for a few seconds, he lets out a sigh and glances at his son, who is currently staring intently at his daughter from beside Amelia.

Meanwhile the two adoptive parents are sitting at the end of the bed staring, simply because the space on either side of Scarlet is filled right now.

Eventually Arkaz lets out another sigh and begins to get up, prepared to give up his spot to them just for a little while. Since they did spend all this time worried about her.

But as he’s getting up, he sees Scarlet’s eyelid twitch out of the corner of his eye and he stops immediately.

And judging by the others’ reaction, he’s not the only one who saw it.

Then she lets out a groan and her entire face twitches this time, making everyone lean forwards, holding their breath.

And, as if waking up from a long nap, her eyes slowly flutter open and she sits up in the bed, revealing the nightgown Amelia had put her in at some point without the others watching.

Arkaz feels a tear building up in the corner of his eye as he says, “Good morning, sleepyhead.”

She just tilts her head, seemingly confused for a second before muttering, “Morning…”

Then Universal Notifications begin to ring out to everyone.
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Scarlet

I find myself feeling… odd… when awareness returns to me. Kind of like how it used to feel when you’re really groggy after having slept for waaaay too long.

But I’m not really given very long to think about what’s going on or push past my grogginess, because soon enough a wave of System Messages appear in my vision.

{Level 2500 Dragon defeated and devoured.}

{Three thousand Skill Points are awarded for defeating a legendary creature.}

{Two thousand Skill Points are awarded for reforming your reality after it’s almost completely erased.}

{One thousand Skill Points are awarded for more than five mythic skills.}

{Five hundred Skill Points are awarded for dying more than once and reforming.}

{Five hundred Skill Points are awarded for killing a creature of two hundred and fifty or more levels above you without help.}

…

To my surprise, the messages about points continue on and on and on until I eventually end up with over ten thousand Skill Points. Then the level-up messages begin to flow.

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 2214. Ten Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

…

{Congrats, you have leveled up to level 2321. Ten Free Points have been awarded to you and your stats have been updated.}

And finally, after the level-up messages, the universal and regular notifications start appearing.

Starting with an achievement-locked mythic skill that I’ve been wanting to have for quite a while now.

	System Notice
User has completed all of the necessary achievements in order to unlock a Mythic Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Being a descendant of the Demon King.
By having Blood Manipulation.
Having used blood magic to kill a being at least two hundred and fifty levels above you.
Being over level one thousand nine hundred.
By having at least three mythic skills.
User may now purchase the Mythic Skill Blood Domain whenever they wish.



I blink at that as the people around me talk, but I still feel too groggy to really pay attention to what they’re doing. Then the next one appears.

	System Notice
User has completed all of the necessary achievements in order to unlock a Mythic Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Being a descendant of the Demon King.
Having Blood Life.
Having been killed and restored from less than five singular drops of blood.
Being over level two thousand.
having at least three mythic skills.
Having been killed by a being two hundred and fifty levels or more above you.
User may now purchase the Mythic Skill Blood Immortal whenever they wish.



A faint smile stretches across my face as I instinctively open my Skill Store and purchase both of the mythic skills. Then I go ahead and check the next notifications.

	System Notice
User has completed all of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Reach Class V while under twenty-five years of age.
Defeat a being two hundred and fifty levels above you without any assistance.
Have the Apex Predator Skill.
Defeat a being two hundred and fifty levels above you with or without assistance.
By having slain a dragon.
As this is a Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill, you will be given the skill at no charge.



So many notifications… so sleepy…

	Rejoice, user Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, for you have earned the Transcendent Skill known as Dragon Slayer. And along with it, you have been assigned the Title of ‘Dragon Slayer!’
This skill is a direct upgrade of the skill ‘Apex Predator’ and will replace the skill. However, the user shall retain the Title Apex Predator.
Dragon Slayer:
It grants the user a 100% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves by at least fifty levels. It grants the user a 75% boost in stats when fighting a creature at a higher level than themselves by at least ten levels. It grants the user a permanent 50% boost in stats no matter who they are fighting.
These bonuses do not stack together with each other.
All hail the Dragon Slayer.



Dragon… Slayer?

I suddenly feel a rush of power entering my body, making my eyes shoot open as I wake up fully. Most likely the result of my new… transcendent… skill?

What’s a transcendent skill?

Wait, it said it was one of those redacted skills, or, rather, a new one. So I guess the redacted word was transcendent.

Another notification appears, making my eyes narrow slightly, now fully awake.

	System Notice
User has completed all of the necessary achievements in order to obtain a Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill.
The achievements they have completed include the following:
Reach Class IV while under twenty years old.
Defeat a being one hundred and fifty levels above you without any assistance.
Reach Class IV within a year of having been initiated into the System.
By being the descendant of the Demon King who is the original etcher of the skill ‘Blood Domain’ or having obtained an inferior version of the skill yourself.
By having both blood magic and null magic or being descendant from a user with them that has etched their skills.
By defeating a Class V being while still not being Class V yourself.
By having the mythic skill Blood Domain.
As this is a Title-Bearing [REDACTED] Skill, you will be given the skill at no charge.



Now that’s the one I remember seeing before. And I was right about it being an upgrade to Blood Domain.

	Rejoice, user Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, for you have earned the Transcendent Skill known as Ruler of Blood. And along with it, you have been assigned the Title of ‘Ruler of Blood!’
This skill is a direct upgrade of the skill ‘Blood Domain’ and will replace the skill.
Ruler of Blood:
It grants the user perfect control over all blood, whether it be the creation, erasure, manifestation, or manipulation of it.
All blood will be under your control.
All hail the Ruler of Blood.



And immediately after getting that terrifying skill, I feel a sense of awareness of everything around me. And along with it, an understanding of all the blood in everyone. Every last person nearby.

I feel like I can create blood at will. Real blood. Not just manifested blood.

I can also erase the blood or manipulate the blood of anyone near me. Although I can also tell that some of their blood is harder to mess with than others.

Like the Demon King who I now realize is still holding my hand, with Leonidas holding my other hand, Amelia hugging my head, and Allen and Cynthia both with a hand on one of my legs each. All of whom are crying, not even saying anything anymore while they’re doing it.

A smile stretches across my face at the sight, and I tighten my grip a little on Leonidas and Arkaz’s hands as the universal notifications finally start coming in.

One after another, all the way till it ends up hitting around a dozen fucking notifications.

Probably spammed everyone and confused the tournament competitors during their compe..ti..tion…

I stiffen up as I remember the competition, only for Arkaz – who apparently calmed down at some point during the notification spam – to say, “You’ve missed four rounds of the competition, and your fae missed two.”

That calms me down a little.

Better four than the rest of the tournament.

It also means that I wasn’t unconscious for as long as I expected I would be.

I feel very conflicted about having missed the competitions, but eventually I settle down again at the thought that I should hopefully be able to… oh, wait, these aren’t combat competitions. So my new powers won’t matter…

Fuck.

Well, rest in peace my points…

“Congrats on the three thousand points you got for killing the dragon by the way,” Leonidas suddenly says, making my head snap towards him as my eyes widen.

Huh?


Chapter 88

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

Return



Scarlet

Before I can ask anything about what he just said, I hear the Fae King’s sister’s voice echoing out from the screen that is in the sky.

“Well, well, well, it looks like our resident Dragon Slayer is finally awake!”

My eyebrow twitches for some reason.

Huh. I don’t like Nyx.

No idea why, but I just don’t like her.

“After missing out on four Competitions, she’s still the top ranking competitor of the tournament,” Nyx continues, sounding a lot less motivated than her brother when he’s commentating. “But will she be able to keep that lead after coming back?”

Well, at least I’m still at the top.

“Just a little warning for our resident royals, if you don’t return to the tournament grounds within half an hour, the next competition will begin without you,” Nyx says, making me almost glare up at the ceiling.

Yeah. I really don’t like her.

Wait a second…

I frown as I look at the people around me.

Allen, Cynthia, Leonidas, Amelia, Gramps, Belle, and Arthur.

Did they…

“They all stayed with you for the entire time you were out,” I hear Tar say out of nowhere, right as I feel something plop down on my head.

I don’t even have to look up to know that it’s Tar.

But what he said…

“You all… stayed?” I ask while looking around at them. “While I was out? Even with the tournament…”

They all smile at me and nod.

Both Gramps and Leonidas pat my head, meanwhile Amelia and Cynthia hold my hands. Leaving Allen to answer, “We couldn’t leave. Not while you were unconscious.” His eyes don’t leave me as he speaks. “None of us would ever leave when you’re in that state.”

I feel a pinch in my chest where one of my hearts are. And along with that pinch, I feel tears beginning to flow down my face as I smile.

All of them reach forwards to hug me only to bonk their heads. And Arthur and Belle, who are standing at the foot of the bed, begin to laugh at what just happened.

In the middle of all of this, I begin to laugh as well. A full belly laugh as my voice rings out through the room, surprising them all.

Then I lean backwards, using my hands stretched behind me, my elbows on my pillows, to hold my weight as I tell them all, “I love you guys.”

Pure shock stretches across their faces, but I’m not done as I look at Allen and tell him, “Dad, thank you for taking me in.” Then at Cynthia. “And you too Mom.” And while those two are still shellshocked, I turn to Amelia and Leonidas and say, “And while I still don’t like what you did in the past, I can at least understand why you did it. And I do appreciate the results that have come from it.”

Both of them start crying, which makes the corner of my lips quirk upwards.

I turn to Gramps and tell him, “Thank you, Gramps, for everything you’ve done for me since I came to Tartarus. And for stopping the war.”

He continues patting my head as he says with a sad and slightly guilty look on his face “I’m sorry for everything you’ve been put through, sweetie… I… I’m sorry for everything.” He glances at Amelia, Allen, Cynthia, Belle, and Arthur. “Sorry to all of you as well.”

Now I’m not sure if the others are more shocked about what I said or what he said. Because now they’re all staring at both of us instead of just me.

“For the war, for the killing, for all of the humans that were killed over the years…” Gramps continues while looking me directly in the eye, briefly glancing at Amelia and meeting her in the eyes as well before turning back to me again. “And again for not keeping Oberon on a short enough leash.”

The others all share glances amongst each other, but right as Amelia is about to respond, Nyx’s voice echoes from the screen again.

“Can you hurry up? I want to start this competition if you don’t mind.”

My eye twitches again.

Then I ignore her and float up into the air simply by controlling the blood in my body directly before patting Gramps on the head with a grin on my face.

“Don’t worry, Gramps,” I tell him, “while what you’ve done can’t be forgotten and won’t be, you’re still Gramps.”

His eyes widen and begin to fill with tears. But I don’t give him or the others a chance to say anything as I tell them, “Let’s go finish things up.”

Tar, take me to the tournament stadium.

“Roger that!” he exclaims, sounding amused.

Then I find Tar and I traveling through the void until we arrive at the entry square of the universe. And immediately after that, Tar vanishes to go to the void as I float myself up into the air and shoot straight up and over the stadium, stopping high in the air once I make it to the center of the stadium.

All of the people in the stadium begin to cheer my name or one of my Titles. Meanwhile the other competitors all look up from their many towers scattered across the stadium’s arena.

I feel a rush of adrenaline and excitement at the sight of the millions, even billions of people scattered across this stadium and the other four stadiums surrounding it. With those other stadiums having a screen showing what’s happening in this one at the center of their arenas.

Hmm, I wonder… just how powerful is my Ruler of Blood skill?

Just how powerful is a transcendent skill…

And I’m apparently not the only one to wonder, since people begin chanting it all across the stadium. In fact, even Nyx looks slightly curious as she watches me without a word.

So I spread my arms out on both sides of myself, and immediately latch onto that new sensation that I can feel.

Then I flood the sky with blood, blocking out the light entirely.
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I float right up next to the large screen, which is currently showing just me as the entire sky above me is covered by a literal ocean of blood, giving everything a red tint as the sunlight shines through the blood. And it’s not just the sky I cover in blood. I make a massive cage around the entire stadium just from blood. Not materialized blood, but real blood.

Within the massive amounts of blood everywhere, I proceed to create creatures out of the blood. Creatures that begin swimming through it, occasionally peeking their glowing crimson eyes out of it to look at the crowd down below.

Then I make a large throne made out of pure blood metal and sit on it with a smirk on my face before directly taking control of the blood of every last person in the stadium that I can take control of. Which is most of them. All but Gramps basically. And Nyx.

“I am the Ruler of Blood, the Warden, and I am back,” I announce, still grinning.

I hold everyone still for a few seconds before erasing everything I just manifested in an instant and letting go of everyone, making a wave of gasps echo throughout the stadium.

Then the gasps are replaced with roaring cheers as I float downwards towards the tower that’s located at the very center of all of the towers. The one meant for the current top ranked competitor.

Nyx stays silent for longer than I was expecting, simply giving the others who were watching over me time to arrive. And once they do arrive, she finally says, “Now that the showoff and her family are back, let us begin with showing the rules for the fifteenth competition of the Fae Ascension Tournament.”

As if nothing had just happened, she snaps her claws, and the rules appear high above the stadium for all to see.

System Quiz

Description: All of the competitors and their fae will be placed in a booth inside of a large hall, where the tournament host will be asking ten questions about the System.

Rules: Anything goes. Anti-death clause is allowed. Either the fae or competitor may answer. However, each one may only answer once per question, giving each team of competitors two chances to answer every question.

Goal: Answer the most questions correctly and first.

Rewards: All competitors will be awarded with ten points for each question they answer correctly. Meanwhile the top three teams will be rewarded with one hundred points, seventy-five points, and fifty points apiece. These rewards are cumulative.

I stare blankly at the mention of a quiz as Tar lands on my shoulder, apparently having discovered that my new clothes are made out of metallicized Red Plague rather than normal Red Plague. Albeit softened metallicized Red Plague so that it doesn’t feel like I’m just encased in metal. Which is safe for him to touch without me having to move it from him.

“This round of the tournament will be a quiz,” Nyx says, making me more than a little irritated. But I guess I should’ve expected this. Considering that it’s not a combat competition.

None of the remaining competitions are combat focused ones.

Which makes my new powerups a little awkward since I won’t be able to use them.

“I think this round is rather self-explanatory, so let’s just begin,” she says, startling me with her abruptness before I find myself appearing in some sort of two-part booth with a buzzer in it.

“That’s just how my aunt is,” Tar says. “She’s been doing that for every round now. Probably because she doesn’t want to be doing this.”

Very different from her brother.

And for some reason, the fact that I actually like that about her gets on my nerves even more.

“Why do you dislike her so much?” Tar asks, sounding rather curious.

I’m honestly not sure. It’s just that something about her feels… off. Like it’s fake. Like she’s fake in general.

I didn’t feel this way until after I woke up from that short coma, so maybe it’s just me not feeling at my best right now or something?

Something just feels wrong about her.

“Hmm,” Tar hums for a second before saying, “well, let’s just focus on the tournament for now.”

Right. Good plan.

Unlike most of the competitions of the combat side of things, this one lets us hear the audience. Even though we can’t see them.

Although when Nyx begins to talk, the volume of the audience decreases as if someone was pressing a button on a remote, “Everyone will have five minutes after I ask each question to answer. No one will be able to hear each other’s answers other than the audience. And the audience will be muted until after you answer during each round. If you don’t answer during the round, you don’t get your points. Simple as that. Now let’s start.”

I blink at that before frowning.

Then Nyx glances around at each of us, the sounds of the audience slowly going away until it’s dead silent in the hall. And with a monotone voice, she asks, “Why did the Fractures initially appear?”

Wait… huh?

Is that even a System question?

One of the other booths lights up, making me glance over. But I can’t tell what they’re saying as their face becomes blurred when I look, and not a single word they’re saying comes to me.

It sounds like they’re wrong though considering the red light that shines from their booth before it goes dark again.

Is Nyx also muted during this time?

Well, whatever.

Why did the Fractures initially appear… was it the hypothesis both the humans and demons came up with?

Another light flashes from a different booth this time, only to go red again soon after before going dark. Meaning another team got it wrong.

If it were as simple as a public hypothesis that pretty much everyone here should know, then they’d have gotten it right by now.

And… this is a quiz over the System.

Then does that mean the System was involved in the Fractures somehow despite the evidence pointing otherwise?

“I… don’t know…” Tar mutters.

If it’s true, that would be… hmm.

Is this quiz really just to quiz us?
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“By now I’m starting to question what the real purpose of this ascension tournament is,” Tar mutters, clearly understanding what I’m saying. “First it’s the void creatures from the Tower Defense competition. Then the dragon core you absorbed. And now a quiz that seems to be asking questions that aren’t known to the public. Or anyone, really.”

Yeah.

Not sure entirely what you mean by that dragon core though. Not that it matters right now.

Tell me about the core later, okay?

“Sure,” he says.

But the Fractures… maybe it’s similar to the hypothesis but different? That the System initiated the Fractures in preparation for the void invasion?

“Maybe?” Tar answers. “Wouldn’t the others think of that too though?”

As if on cue, another team buzzes, and another team gets it wrong.

Then maybe instead of the System initiating the Fractures in preparation for the void invasion, it initiated it in preparation for the Voided Overlord?

No, that’s not really much different.

Another team buzzes, and right as I’m expecting them to get the usual red glow, they glow green instead and a spotlight shines on them. The team in question actually being Leonidas and his fae Elara’s team.

My eyes narrow before I decide to just go ahead and try out my answer, buzzing myself before answering, “The System initiated the Fractures in preparation for the void invasion.”

And I find the red light immediately shining without Nyx even saying anything. Then our booth goes dark again, with Tar’s buzzer being the only one still glowing with a very faint light.

Damn. Wasn’t correct.

“Wait, what if…” Tar mutters, sounding like he’s figured something out.

Go ahead if you think you’ve got it.

He hesitates for a moment before reaching out with his paw and tapping the buzzer, making the light shine again before he answers out loud, “The System drove the universe into beginning the Fractures to prepare for the invasion.”

This time a green light shines on us, giving me a very pleasant surprise.

Nice job!

“Thank you,” Tar says while sitting up straight with a little pride on his face. A posture that has me almost laughing.

But I hold myself back as I begin to wait for the rest of the time to go by. A process that actually takes the entire five minutes, since about a fourth of the teams, in the end, don’t manage to answer the question correctly. With one team not even using up both of their guesses.

“Out of forty teams, twenty-nine managed to answer the question correctly, so you will all be given ten points,” Nyx answers in a monotone voice. “And by the end of the competition, whoever answered correctly first the most across the ten questions will win first place. So please do try to answer quickly.”

Hmm.

The audience is going wild right now, although a lot of it seems to be about what was just discovered. That the System did technically start the Fractures originally.

“To be clear about that last question, the System did start off the Fractures, but it wasn’t the System actually behind making the Fractures themselves,” Nyx answers a lot of the competitor’s unasked questions. “All the System did was initiate a process that would’ve started the moment the void invasion began. But that would’ve been too late, so I had the System give a little push to the universe to start the process early.”

I frown at her words. Not what she said, but how she said it.

Just something about it feels odd.

But I don’t get much time to think on it before she goes ahead and asks the next question, “Moving onto the next question. What magic runs the System?”

I frown.

Huh?

Everyone’s booths go dark again as we’re all left to answer the question.

It doesn’t take long before someone tries to answer though, following which a red light shines on them and their booth goes dark again. Proving that they got it wrong.

Hmm. And how exactly are we going to know the answer to this?

“Well, all fae use spirit magic,” Tar answers. “But the Fae Ruler has the power to use every type of magic. So if I had to guess, the one who got it wrong likely guessed spirit magic.”

Okay, that sounds like a good hypothesis. But then how are we supposed to guess which magic makes up the System… especially due to how powerful the System itself is. Just what singular magic could… make something… like that…

Wait a second.

“What is it?” Tar asks, looking up at me from his seat next to me.

I share a glance with him before staring at the buzzer for several seconds.

Hey, Tar?

“Yeah?” he asks.

Do you remember Amelia’s father? And, of course, Denise?

“Yeah- oh, wait, you’re referring to their magics, right?” Tar asks, quickly catching onto what I’m putting out.

Yep. My grandfather on Amelia’s side of the family has that special magic called eclipse magic. Which is both destruction and creation magic. And Denise has her inferno magic, which is both fire and ice.

So I’m betting that the magic composing the System is also like that. Where it’s more than one in a single magic.

In which case, we just have to-

Tar presses the buzzer, surprising me before he answers, “Eclipse magic.”

And just like that, his buzzer turns green and the spotlight shines over us, marking our answer as correct.

I awkwardly stare at the buzzer in front of me for a few seconds before glancing at Tar, who once again looks proud of himself.

Eventually I just start petting his head while focusing on the other competitors.

Guess it makes sense that the System would have creation and destruction magic…

Although, that does make me wonder.

Just what sort of magic do you think Titania specialized in herself, if she specialized in one? Was it eclipse magic as well?

Or something else?
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Neither Tar nor I end up getting any real ideas about what Titania’s main magic was before the next question comes around. And then the next. And the next.

After the first couple questions, the rest feel like they go by a lot faster. And each one is something that is not common knowledge already.

A question about how old exactly the System is.

One about where the idea for the System came from, which turns out to actually be another world that is more advanced than Earth in technology.

Another question about what’s powering the System. One whose answer shocks everyone as it’s not just the life energy of those killed within the System.

It’s a dragon’s core and the Farshore itself.

The fae’s realm.

Then there’s the question of how void creatures are classified by the System.

That they’re actually given a unique identify result to mark them when they aren’t from a corrupted Fracture. And that they don’t give EXP to those who kill them.

And the seventh question is how long ago Titania first thought to create the System. Which no one manages to answer correctly, since as it turns out, it was so long ago that Gramps wasn’t even born by then. The oldest living demon or human.

According to Nyx, it was when Titania first learned about what was happening in the void with the void creatures.

Almost three thousand years ago.

The eighth question turns out to be about whether or not the void creatures have skills. Which is a simple yes or no question, so pretty much everyone gets that one. Since it’s just a process of guessing. What with everyone having two tries to answer it.

With the answer itself being a no.

And the ninth question is actually one about administrator and moderator rights for the System. One only Leonidas answers correctly. Because the only person on Earth or Tartarus with moderator rights is Oberon, with Gramps having some benefits as well. And no one at all having administrator rights.

The answer turns out to be the ability to tap into the System’s own power to teleport anywhere in the universe. With limits, that is. Limits that apparently stopped Gramps from just teleporting over to Earth and killing everyone.

They also get the ability to turn off System Assistance for anyone around them in terms of common through rare skills. Meaning only epic and higher rarity skills actually can be used on Oberon and Gramps so long as Oberon turns System Assistance off.

Meanwhile a third and fourth ability they get are the ability to personally create one transcendent skill after maxing out a single mythic skill for their contracted partner, and to initiate anyone into the System with or without a fae to contract them with.

That last one not really being an ability that matters much when most of everyone on Tartarus has a fae partner. What with Tartarus being the world that’s completely open to the fae to enter, Fracture or no Fracture.

I cross my arms with a frown on my face at that question. Because it really was biased with Leonidas being the only one who could possibly know any of that.

And that’s because whenever I asked Gramps about it a while back he just said he wasn’t allowed to say. So Leonidas had to spy on his father to figure it out.

An act that apparently doesn’t surprise Gramps, since I see him just kinda sitting in the corner of the hall. And he looks like he expected that.

Unfair.

Nyx completely ignores the disgruntlement of both me and a bunch of other competitors as she moves on, saying, “Now we only have one more question left. And this one is the most important question of them all.”

I blink at that, feeling a little surprised.

More important than all of the shocks you’ve given us up till now?

Wow.

“It’s gotta be big for it to top the others at this point,” Tar remarks, making me nod my head in agreement.

To my and everyone else’s surprise, Nyx’s form suddenly begins to blur.

Wait, what?

Then another black dragon just like her appears somewhere else in the hall that looks exactly like Nyx.

The audience immediately grows silent. And the silence stretches on and on as ‘Nyx’s’ form continues to blur.

After a few seconds of this absolute and rather eerie silence, ‘Nyx’s’ voice returns, “This last question is a rather… odd one. But at the same time, it may make a lot of you question what’s been going on this entire competition.”

My eyes begin to narrow as I try to rise from my seat, only to surprisingly find a powerful force pushing me down and keeping me in place.

I scowl at ‘Nyx’, who I’m really beginning to wonder if is actually Nyx. Especially considering the second Nyx who appeared.

‘Nyx’ goes silent again for several seconds before she begins to float up into the air, her form blurring more and more.

“Now, on to the question itself,” she continues. Meanwhile her blurred form begins to shrink down from the size of a miniature dragon to a much smaller yet still too blurry to tell what is size. “It’s a question about the creator of the System herself.”

Her form continues to morph and blur and shift until it finally starts solidifying into a surprising form. One that isn’t a dragon.

She ends up in a blurred form of a relatively human sized humanoid with what look like very thin wings from her back. But she’s still blurry, so it’s hard to tell.

“The question is,” ‘Nyx’ says before her form suddenly solidifies completely, no longer blurry as she’s revealed as what looks like a fairy. One with long and flowing red and black hair, red and black eyes, and two damn-near paper-thin wings fluttering behind her while she wears a pitch black dress. A dress that flutters in the air just like her hair. “When did the creator of the System die?”

The silence stretches on as everyone stares at her without making so much as a sound.

Huh.

Guess I know now why I’ve felt something was off about her ever since coming back.
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Everything goes dark again as the last round of the quiz begins, Titania not even giving us a chance to say anything. We can’t even hear the audience anymore as they’ve gone muted.

“Well, shit,” I mutter, not really sure what else to say right now.

“You can say that again…” Tar comments in return.

So I do.

“Well, shit.”

If Titania never died… then what about everything we’ve-

My thoughts are interrupted when a buzzer is pressed somewhere else, only for their answer to turn out wrong.

Which… is surprising.

Shouldn’t the answer be a simple, ‘she didn’t die’ or something? Since she’s right there?

More buzzers are pressed as people recover from their shock, but every last one is wrong.

Which leads me to believe that the answer isn’t that simple.

“She can’t be alive,” Tar answers while shaking his head with a dark look in his eyes. “The First Princess personally saw her die. So unless Elara is lying…”

Leonidas’s fae?

But fae can’t lie, so…

“That’s… not entirely true,” Tar says, making my head jerk around to look at him. “The current Successor and the Fae Ruler are both able to lie. It’s a bit of a secret perk of the positions.”

Oh. Well that’s… huh.

Then again, I guess it’s for the best that a ruler is able to lie. Otherwise the kingdom would fall apart.

Lies – no matter how much I hate them – are also shields in a way. Used to defend ourselves.

Mostly just the little white lies though.

That said, I get the feeling she did die. Since everyone else seems to be guessing incorrectly.

There’s a good chance she died and was brought back. Or maybe she died but left a clone or something behind.

And if one of those are the answers… do you know when she died?

“Yes,” Tar says before pressing the buzzer and answering in some sort of strange language that I’ve never heard before. Which… is confusing.

Then our buzzer glows green, confirming that Titania did, in fact, die.

And since that’s the case… what’s in front of us?

Titania simply smiles at us for a second before looking around at the next buzzer presser.

Tar, what was up with that strange language?

He awkwardly smiles at me as he answers, “There are still some things censored by the System. The censor will be removed if I become the Fae King, but for now, the date that she died seems to be a censored topic.”

Huh. That’s… counterintuitive considering what the rest of this quiz has been focusing on. The revealing of previously unknown information.

“Yeah, but there’s nothing we can do about it,” Tar says with a shrug while lying down on his raised seat.

True.

Anyways, the quiz had ten questions, and the winner is obviously going to be Leonidas. Since he already answered five of the questions first out of the ten. Meanwhile the other five questions were spread out across four people, with me getting two correct first, Xyvandra getting one, Amelia one, and Blue one.

With this one being one of the two I got first.

“At least you got second in this competition,” Tar says, sounding rather glum as he hides his face under his paws. “I only managed to get third and sixth places while you were gone…”

I chuckle at that and start petting the little guy.

It’s fine. Our lead is still solidified from the dragon.

We’ll also get more points from this one to begin bringing our lead higher again. Except when it comes to Leonidas that is.

Tar doesn’t say anything. Just sits there enjoying my head pats.

Eventually the competition comes to an end, and we’re all sent back to our towers. And immediately after the noise from the audience is unmuted, I hear an absolute roar coming from it. Just pure chaos from everyone in the audience. Regardless of whether they’re fae, demon, or human.

King Oberon makes his appearance above everyone, which only worsens things since most people still seem to be rather pissed at him. Meanwhile Nyx – the real Nyx this time – just kinda takes her leave again, apparently disinterested in what’s going on.

The chaos continues going on for a little while before Titania finally raises a hand before clenching her fist, making the sound cut off in an instant. But I can still see people moving their lips as if they’re talking. Until they realize they aren’t saying anything.

Did she just take away all of the sound in this dimension or something?

“I’ve given you all the knowledge you have been searching for about my System, revealed myself for the first time in millennia, and finished my duty towards the universe,” Titania declares, her voice echoing throughout the entire artificial universe we’re in. “What you see before you is a mere clone of the person who was Titania. My true body is no longer alive, leaving nothing behind but this body, which has a mere ten percent of the powers I once had.”

Oh. Okay, that kind of makes some sense as to why she wouldn’t show her face for so long.

I would be shocked if she didn’t have a lot of enemies. Not to mention those who would try to use her for her-

“I have also lost my administrator rights to the System with the death of my real body,” she continues, making the point I was about to think of rather moot. “So there has been no reason until now to show myself.”

She’s rather blunt and to the point.

Her gaze locks onto mine.

“Scarlet Art Asger de Archeron, as soon as you win this tournament, you will have everything you need to reach the height that is needed to protect the universe,” she says, a faint smile on her face. “And with this, my duties for the universe are fully fulfilled.”

And without another word, the former Fae Queen vanishes, teleporting away somewhere.

Leaving the stadium to erupt into chaos.

Again.
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Well, that’s certainly one way to end the first half of the ascension tournament.

After Titania vanishes, King Oberon quickly picks things up and shows the rules of the next competition. Which is some sort of test to see how well the fae and partner competitor pairs know each other. And it’s one competition that almost everyone does pretty closely on in terms of success. Although some a little bit better than others.

Surprisingly, me and Tar end up being almost directly in the middle in terms of how well we do. Probably because a lot of these demons are a lot older than us.

Of course, the audience never grows to the excited fervor it was at before. Both because Oberon is doing the announcing again, and because of what Titania did. Just dropped all of that info and vanished without a trace.

The seventeenth competition of the tournament is a maze that’s rather similar to the maze I did in the first ten competitions. What with the finishing puzzles to get to the next room thing. But this one our partner is our fae instead of someone else.

And there are no monsters this time around. Just a time limit that sends you back to a previous room if you don’t finish in time.

I ignore everything though and break through to the end again just like the last time.

To Oberon’s irritation.

He doesn’t say anything this time. But I see his eyebrow twitching, so I know he’s upset.

After the maze is the eighteenth competition. Which is just a single very difficult puzzle that we have to solve, with whoever finishes first being named the winner. And then second place, and third after that.

A puzzle that Aria actually wins, surprisingly enough.

I end up in third though.

Because Xyvandra gets second this time.

Meanwhile the nineteenth competition is another quiz. Just that this one focuses on anything fae, human, or demon related, with an especially large focus on the war between humans and demons.

And just like the last time, Leonidas wins this one. Except that I don’t even place in the top three this time. Instead second place goes to Xyvandra, and third is a tie between Amelia and Vorgrim.

Kind of unfair having those four who are all much older and actually experienced a lot of this history themselves in it.

Then we finally move onto the twentieth competition. Or rather, we stop for the day before doing it. Because we managed to fit every other competition after the fourth in a single day.

Certainly goes to show how much shorter these are compared to the combat competitions.

But King Oberon does at least show us the rules for the twentieth competition before closing things out for the night, not even bothering with the duels this time around. Probably because he just wants to leave by the looks of it.

He’s been a lot less enthusiastic since returning after Titania left.

Anyways, I look up at the rules before frowning.

Huh.

Interesting.

Tag-Team Elimination

Description: All of the contracted competitors will be placed within one large arena and given three marks. Each of these marks will count as lives for the competitors. Meanwhile the fae will all be placed each in a puzzle room of their own, where they will be required to complete puzzles until they reach the end of the puzzle room and escape. However, the competitor teams will be eliminated whenever the competitor loses all of their marks, and they will be given another mark for each mark puzzle completed by their contracted fae.

Rules: Anything goes. Those who have all of their marks erased will be eliminated from the round. All competitors are required to use the anti-death clause within this competition.

Goal: For the human and demon competitors, survive until the end of the Competition without getting all of your marks erased. For the fae competitors, complete every puzzle until the end of the Competition or until your contracted partner loses all of their marks.

Rewards: All competitors will accrue points for every ten minutes of the competition they last through. Bonus points will also be awarded for every mark a competitor manages to save by the end of the competition. Further points will be awarded for every puzzle the fae of the duo manages to complete. And the first fae to escape the puzzle room will be given three hundred points. Then the second fae to escape will be given two hundred and fifty points, and the third to escape two hundred points. Lastly, every duo that manages to keep at least a single mark until the end will be given one hundred points.

Very interesting.

That tournament relies on both the fae and the human or demon to win. The fae to actually win the race, and the human or demon contractor to survive so that their fae can win the race.

Of course, the contractors can also just go around hunting the other contractors, killing all of them so that they won’t be able to win.

But… I honestly can’t help but feel excited for this competition.

Because it’s my first combat oriented competition – for me at least – that I get to compete in after my lovely little powerup.

A powerup that includes attacks that don’t require my Red Plague, and are therefore safe to fight others with.

Without permanently erasing and then eating them, of course.

“Guess you haven’t gotten your battle-fix yet in this tournament,” Tar comments, making me turn my head to glare at him as we both stand on our tower.

It’s not my fault I haven’t been able to test out my powers yet on someone else. Anyone would want to test out a transcendent skill after getting one.

“Scarlet…” Tar mutters, sounding exasperated for some reason. “You’re in the level 2300s and you have Dragon Slayer now, which gives you a fifty percent bonus to your stats. Do you think anyone here would survive even being punched by you now?”

I stare at him without saying a word for a while.

Oh.
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After we’re all dismissed for the night, I quickly go back to Tartarus. Then I float myself up above the Demon King’s Castle right around the same time that Gramps himself arrives right next to me.

“You ready?” he asks. “You’re not still tired from the competition or your coma, right?”

I smile wryly at that as I answer, “Yeah, I’m fine. Better than fine even.”

Actually, in terms of brute force power, I might just be stronger than Gramps now. Maybe.

Of course, brute force power or not, he’d still win just because of his experience and versatility.

And I haven’t tried nullifying someone else’s blood directly with Ruler of Blood yet.

“Be careful all the same,” he says while patting me on the head. An action that has me trying to push his hand away.

He just smiles at that thought as the other dukes and duchesses of Tartarus all arrive around us. And without hesitation, they begin setting up the large ritual circle in the air directly beneath our feet. A circle just as large as the previous one that we used to rid them of the Sins Curse.

Gramps and I just float in silence for a little while before Leonidas and the other Demon Lords all join us, including The Reaper, Lucius. A man who I actually haven’t seen for a little while now.

Mostly because he has no fae partner, so he’s not in the tournament.

He also nods his head with a smile on his face while looking at me. The very first time I’ve ever seen the man with a smile before.

I can’t help but smile back a little bit as I think about everything he’s been freed from. Since he has had it worse than most.

Having to live for thousands of years constantly feeling like he’s starving. Constantly feeling the urge to eat those closest to you, and even random strangers. And constantly having to fight that urge to the point of depression and seclusion.

I even heard that it was one of the reasons he cut off his contract with his fae. So that he would be left alone, since even having his fae partner near him made him have to fight the urge to eat her artificial form.

But now he’s free from all of that.

It’s no wonder he would smile now after thousands of years of suffering.

Gramps looks happy at seeing his old friend slowly returning to his former self as well.

Kind of reminds me of a much worse version of what happened to Blue. In a way. A different way, but a way.

They both started losing themselves or lost themselves completely and are coming back to their old selves now.

Anyways, The Reaper himself finishes up the last bits of the ritual circle before all of the other demons gather in a circle, leaving me alone in the center to begin using Bane of Corruption. And this time, when I activate the skill and search for the technology curse over Tartarus, I actually find that I don’t even need the aid of the ritual to destroy it.

Because my Red Plague rushes out and devours the curse itself, feeding the plague in the process.

Which kind of leaves the other demons rather surprised when my Red Plague shoots out of me in a beacon upwards before spreading out to cover the entire world, devouring the little invisible barrier around it. The barrier causing all technology above a certain point to blow up.

And just as quickly as the process started, I draw all of the Red Plague back to the point the little beacon of Red Plague is shooting up at before it all goes back down inside of me.

Then I open my eyes with a smirk, feeling the power entering my body. The power of that curse now devoured.

A curse that gave me a few level-ups.

I take a few seconds to enjoy the power boost before focusing on Gramps as he floats up to me. And to my surprise, he asks, “Did it work?”

Wait, he can’t already tell?

“Well, this curse wasn’t an active one constantly affecting the populous, so it’s likely he could only feel it when it was activating,” Tar points out. “And there aren’t exactly people trying to bring Earth tech to Tartarus on a regular basis to test it.”

Ah. That makes sense.

“Yeah, it worked,” I tell him with a nod. “Curse was eaten.”

He looks relieved for a second, only to pause as he mutters, “Eaten…?”

I don’t bother answering that as I glance to the side to find Leonidas leaving the circle alongside the other Demon Lords. And after almost immediately realizing where they’re going, I follow after them, with Gramps coming shortly after me.

It doesn’t take long for all of us to arrive at the nearest Fracture, where Leonidas just kinda grabs a random Class III demon and shoves them through, telling them to grab something technologically too advanced for Tartarus.

We wait for a few minutes since the demon seems to have surprised the people there until they get a full explanation from it and he comes back with a random TV remote.

A remote that doesn’t explode after entering Tartarus.

All of the demons nearby begin to cheer with more than a little excitement at the sight of the thing. Meanwhile Gramps just pats me on the head again, to which I try to push his hand away.

No pats.

This morning was an exception.

The cheering demons grow more and more rambunctious, and soon enough some other demons arrive from the castle mentioning something about a party they’re starting there. Which proceeds to move all of the demons here to the castle where food and drink are being served, demons begin dancing together, and overall, a lot of merry-making is being made.

Something you don’t really see on Tartarus normally.

But I guess not having the Sins to deal with makes this place a lot nicer.

I just head to the edge of one of the balconies before looking up at the moon with a smile on my face.

One thing after another. Just one thing. After another.

And I’m almost done with everything I’m prophesized to do.

So now I just need to do two more things.

Win this tournament.

And defeat the Overlord.
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I only spend another hour at the party before floating away from the castle to go test out my new transcendent skill. And I can’t help but think that floating like this is rather fun.

Before when I tried floating using a mixture of Blood Manipulation and Blood Transformation, I always felt rather uncomfortable. Kind of like I was very lightly tugging on my own blood. And even when I used Warden of the Red Plague it felt like my own blood was fighting me. Because it was. Since it was the Red Plague.

But now? Now I have absolute control over all of the blood in my body and can easily control it so that it’s perfectly comfortable.

Which in and of itself is a really good benefit.

Once I get far enough away from the castle, to the point that I can only barely see it from where I’m at, I go ahead and begin trying to create as much regular blood as I possibly can beneath me. Only for waaaaay too much to appear right away as if trying to make a damned river in seconds. So I cut it off almost immediately before awkwardly watching as the blood river begins flowing down in the direction of the ocean, quite literally forming a river.

Hmm. Well, that’s awkward.

I’m just… uh… gonna go over somewhere else.

Yeah.

Good idea.

I quickly fly for a few minutes until I’m far from the river of blood that absolutely has nothing to do with me.

Tar snorts in my mind, having apparently left the party himself to check on me.

But I ignore him.

Then I focus upwards instead of downwards and begin to repeat that same process of making blood. But this time it’ll go up into space instead.

So, with that in mind, I go all out.

And immediately regret it when a damned ocean’s worth of blood shoots straight up in a massive fucking geyser the diameter of Gramp’s freaking castle. Something that is bound to be… rather noticeable from the castle.

Or, rather, from possibly anywhere on the planet.

This side of the planet at least.

Out of curiosity though, since it can’t really get much worse than it already is, I continue pushing to see just how much I can create.

And pushing.

And pushing some more.

But it never stops as the sky begins to grow dyed red from the blood just kinda filling space outside of the planet.

“You should probably stop,” Tar suggests, and I agree.

So I stop.

By now though, space is already filled with several oceans of blood. Real, unmanifested, blood.

Hmm.

You think I can act like I don’t know what happened?

“Nope,” Tar answers right away. “You can try erasing the blood though.”

Oh, right. Forgot I could do that.

So I float upwards before closing my eyes and focusing on the blood I created. Then I just will it to be erased and open my eyes again to a clear sky.

Right. So now do you think I can act like I don’t know what happened?

Tar doesn’t answer.

Rude.

Anyways, I quickly change locations again. Before any of the people I sense heading there can catch me.

And after arriving at another new spot, I go ahead and try my next little experiment. On some low level, non-sapient demons this time.

An experiment that works perfectly well, to my surprise.

But I guess I shouldn’t be surprised, considering that I took control of everyone in the stadium to keep them from moving.

This time though I’m fully controlling every movement this little Class I demon is making. As if I’m controlling a puppet or something.

I have it dance around for a little bit before letting it go and finding a Class II non-sapient demon to do it to. And it works just as well with the Class II.

So I go find a Class III non-sapient demon and it works on them as well.

It takes a bit longer to find a Class IV non-sapient demon though since those are far rarer. And in the end I have to head to the North-eastern continent to find undead at that Class.

But it works.

Unfortunately there aren’t any Class V non-sapient demons to test it on.

So I make my way to a random secluded location to continue testing other things. Like creating things out of blood and controlling them to move. Whether it’s little animal shaped blobs of blood, sharpened weapons of blood, sharpened weapons of blood I turn into blood metal, or anything I can think of at this moment.

Everything works.

This skill really does just make me an absolute ruler of blood, doesn’t it? Like some sort of god of blood.

That’s cool.

I proceed to do quite a few more tests ranging from directly ripping the blood out of non-sapient demons before putting it back into them, compressing the blood to form something akin to a high pressure water spray for blood. Very high pressure. To the point that it tears a hole straight through metal with ease. And even creating thousands of weapons made of blood metal in the air that I swing around like crazy.

My last test though is what’s most interesting.

Healing people with the skill.

Just creating blood in their body or outside of their body to replace the lost cells in an injured creature.

At this point I wouldn’t be surprised if this one skill lets me do anything any blood related magic skill can do. Almost at least. There are still some that aren’t directly manipulating blood after all.

Like Bloody Thorns and Blood Thirst for example.

And speaking of those skills, I go ahead and begin upgrading my most used legendary and mythic purchased skills to their max level of fifty using the massive stockpile of skill points I have built up.

A wide grin splits across my face at the thought of what’ll happen now at Bloody Thorns’ level fifty version when someone hits me.

Or how powerful I’ll be with Crimson Overdrive.

I raise my fist before looking at it, then at the ground, then at my fist again.

Well, no time like the present to try it out.
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The instant I activate Crimson Overdrive after shooting it up over a dozen levels in one go, black and crimson energy immediately covers my fist. Yes. Black and crimson. Not just the normal crimson.

Rather surprising.

Then I get a bigger surprise when I slam my fist into the ground and a massive crack emerges going down farther than I can see.

I awkwardly raise my fist while standing up straight again and staring at the massive fissure I made. One that is so deep I’m pretty sure I can see some red light down at the very bottom that might just be lava.

Uh.

Oops?

“It might be for the best that you test your new strength off world,” Tar suggests as we both just kinda stare rather awkwardly at the red light. A light I’m pretty sure is actually growing brighter ever so slowly until I finally see lava rising. But fortunately for me, the lava stops rising about halfway through the fissure. Which means I didn’t break into the core of the planet or something. “Yeah, you should just go test yourself on a nearby planet.”

Right. Sounds like a plan.

I quickly make my way away from the massive fissure that I’m sure no one will notice before floating up into the sky. Higher and higher until I flat out leave the atmosphere and continue flying through space, having to adjust mentally to not breathing again. Just like when I was hunting the void creatures before this entire tournament began.

Except this time it’s easier because of Ruler of Blood. A skill that’s quickly becoming one of my favorites.

Not sure which I like more at this point. Ruler of Blood or Warden of the Red Plague.

Probably the Warden of the Red Plague since it lets me directly devour the realities of others, raising my level in the process.

Anyways, I continue floating through space for a bit, making sure to keep Tartarus in my sight so as to not get lost in space. Because that would be both awkward and not good.

Eventually I stop at a random asteroid far enough away from Tartarus before enhancing my fist as much as I can with Crimson Overdrive and then slamming it straight into the asteroid while also enhancing my fist with the Red Plague in it and creating a drill of blood metal over it.

And the instant my drill-covered fist slams into the asteroid, it cracks straight down the middle. The tens of thousands of meters long asteroid.

Just plain split in half in a single punch.

Hmm.

Yeah.

Probably for the best that I avoid using my full strength on Earth from now on.

Makes me wonder if Gramps is capable of this and possibly more, since his level is higher. And he’s far older and likely has even more physical enhancement skills than I have.

Hmm.

I glance back towards Tartarus before shrugging to myself and turning back to face a different asteroid. Then I create a bunch of blood and wrap the entire asteroid in it before moving the thing around a little.

This is kinda fun.

I continue experimenting for a little bit, doing whatever I can think of. Whether that’s moving the asteroids, shattering them, crushing them, devouring them with Red Plague to see if it benefits me any. Which it doesn’t really do much.

After finishing up with my experiments, I begin playing around with my strength, trying to adjust it so that I get the hang of it. A process that takes me a couple of hours to do.

Then I begin to float back, only for Tar to comment, “Please tell me you’re not just gonna leave this mess out here to possibly crash into Tartarus one day?”

I pause before turning around and waving my hand, sending a massive wave of Red Plague out to devour all of the asteroids. And without pausing, I turn back around and begin making my way back towards Tartarus again.

“Ya know, you’re acting rather calm despite this… immense power you’ve gotten over the years,” Tar suddenly points out about halfway through my trip.

That almost has me pausing in place, but I continue moving regardless.

Well, I guess it doesn’t really matter how strong I am so long as I can deal with the Voided Overlord.

Then I can finally make my dream come true.

I can feel Tar’s surprise through our bond as he asks, “Wait, you have a dream? Why haven’t I heard about this?”

That has me sending him a raised brow, the tanuki sitting on my shoulder like always.

You don’t know? I just want to live in peace and be able to relax.

He stares at me for a moment and mutters, “Oh. That’s not what I expected when you said you had a dream.”

I face forwards again with a shrug.

Meh.

It’s what I want.

A peaceful life where no one bothers me. Where I don’t have to deal with idiots attacking me, with demons attacking Earth, with the universe coming to an end.

One where I can just play video games or read. Where I don’t have to, well, deal with idiots at all, really.

“Hmm,” Tar hums for a second before I feel his tail thumping against my back. “Yeah, I guess that fits what I’d expect of you.”

Yep.

I am me after all.

That makes him snort right as we begin reentering Tartarus’s atmosphere and descending downwards towards the central continent.

After a moment of silence, I mutter out loud, “Ya know, Tar?”

“Yeah?” he asks while glancing at me from my shoulder.

“I’m glad I met you,” I tell him with a smile on my face.

He just smiles back.

Then a peaceful silence falls between the two of us as we both slowly descend towards the ground.

Only to find Gramps standing in front of his castle staring up at us while tapping his foot with a frown on his face.

Uh, he doesn’t look happy.

“Ya think?” Tar asks, his voice echoing in my head.

You think it’s because of the fissure?

“Probably,” Tar answers with a nod.

Then… any chance I can act like I have no idea who or what caused it?

“Nope,” he says without any hesitation.

Well, shit.
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“The final round of the team competitions will now begin,” King Oberon declares as the audience goes wild once more in the morning of the next day of the competition. “To begin, the competition will start with just the fae solving the puzzles, with the contractors only entering the combat arena half an hour into the competition.”

As soon as the king says that, all of the fae amongst us vanish and reappear down in a massive cube. One separated into forty different sections, each meant for one fae a piece. And each filled with more puzzles than I can count.

Good luck Tar.

“Thanks,” he says as he immediately gets to work on the first puzzle. “You too.”

Meanwhile all of us contractors are left floating high above the cube as an arena begins to form all around the cube itself. One filled with dozens of different terrains with the terrains alternating repeatedly.

And then we’re all left watching the fae progress through the puzzles for a while.

At some point, I glance at the audience, noticing that they’re all a lot more enthusiastic today than they were when we left off last night. Which is probably for the best.

Guess taking that break over the night before the next competition was all they needed.

Of course, there are still quite a few people who are rather obviously upset and glaring at Oberon, who also still looks less motivated. But it’s a lot better now than last night still.

I let out a sigh before returning my attention to the fae again.

From the looks of it, Leonidas’s fae is in the lead by a decent margin. Then there’s the second and third ranked fae, and so on. In fact, most of them are going almost by their position in the line for the throne. With only a few exceptions.

Tar himself is around tenth place right now.

Which means I’m gonna have to do some cleaning up to catch up. But it makes sense, since Tar is actually in the younger half of the fae royals.

And this competition is about intelligence and wisdom, along with hand eye coordination and just skill in general.

Something developed from age and not just talent.

I watch him for a little bit longer before my mind returns to last night, when I saw Gramps upset with me for the first time. His being worried in the past not necessarily counting.

Although he’s still a softie since he just ended up scolding me a little and warning me not to destroy the planet or flood it. Then he returned to the party, apparently having already fixed the damage with some of the other demons who have earth magic.

It was rather unexpected just how nonchalant he was about it, even if he was still a little upset.

At least, until Leonidas explained to me that he’d done the exact same thing once a while back. Almost split the world a while back.

Anyways, the fae continue working on their puzzles, making me wonder just how many are filling those enormous rooms. All the way till the puzzle box thingy with the rooms suddenly begins lowering into the ground with the arena extending straight to the center.

Then King Oberon declares, “Thirty minutes have passed so all of the contractors will be sent to the arena. You will begin with three marks, and new puzzles will now appear in the puzzle rooms. Marker puzzles that will give the contractors of whichever fae completes them a mark upon completion. These marks will all count as lives for the contractors, and the Anti-Death Clause is mandatory in this competition.”

At the same time as he speaks, I find myself teleported to a random location within the arena.

But the king’s voice continues even as I’m standing in a random taiga biome, “When a contractor loses all of their lives, both they and their fae will be taken out of the competition, with their score locked in place where it is.”

Mostly just stuff we learned in the rules yesterday, with some differences.

“Now, beg-” King Oberon starts to say, only for a loud crashing sound to echo through the entire arena making me and every other competitor look up to find Titania appearing again with an indifferent look in her eyes.

Eyes that quickly lock onto my own as she speaks, raising her voice to echo throughout the stadium, “Wolf of the Blood Moon, you better not hold back in this round. I have set it so that the System will directly protect the realities of every competitor in this one round since it’s the final combat round.” Her eyes narrow, completely ignoring the silence of the audience. “Use the Red Plague as you wish. It will not permanently kill anyone this time.”

I blink in surprise, not expecting that at all.

Not having to hold back…

Now that I think about it, the reality of this arena looks a hell of a lot more… I’m not sure how to describe it, but it looks a lot more powerful and solid than before. And it’s not just the reality we’re in, but the people. I can sense a strange power coating them.

The question though is if I can trust her.

Also, what does she mean by the ‘Wolf of the Blood Moon’?

Out of nowhere, Titania appears in front of me and cuts me, taking my surprise as an opportunity to do it. Then she somehow pulls the blood through the air and splatters it on a random nearby contractor, making them scream in pain. But I can see that it didn’t actually damage his reality at all. Almost like the reality damaging part of it was held back somehow.

My eyes narrow in on Titania as she stops to float right in front of me.

“Scarlet, show everyone the power of the universe’s defender,” Titania says, keeping her voice low despite how it’s reverberating throughout the entire stadium and arena. “Show them the power of the Warden of the Red Plague. And of the Wolf of the Blood Moon.”
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“Don’t worry, I’m using the remaining stockpiled energy in the System to do this,” Titania adds after noticing Scarlet’s distrustful look. “No one will be able to negate the Red Plague again after this.”

And after saying that, Titania immediately teleports to a spot high in the air above the arena. A spot where she will wait. And where she will watch.

As the Wolf of the Blood Moon is truly sired.

Where she earns her name.

Then, just as Titania foresaw all those years ago, the Wolf of the Blood Moon, Warden of the Red Plague, Dragon Slayer, and the other Titles she’s gathered, floats up into the air, a faint grin stretching across her face. Meanwhile the other contestants all focus their gazes on her.

But Titania can already see the droplets of blood beginning to appear all across the entire arena. And in mere seconds, the droplets all begin to shoot towards the sky of the artificial arena, forming a sphere. One that grows larger and larger every second.

Soon enough the audience grows speechless as the torrents of blood mixed with some of Scarlet’s own Red Plague rush into the massive sphere, making it grow so large that it’s begun to dwarf the people below.

So large that in just a few minutes, it grows to the size of a small moon.

One emitting an eerie crimson glow.

Then Scarlet transforms into her quadrupedal wolf form and lets out a vicious sounding howl that leads to some of the contestants’ ears bleeding. Blood that quickly joins the moon.

And Titania watches with a mixture of terror, awe, and relief as the Wolf of the Blood Moon tilts her head downwards, her glaring radiant crimson eyes searing their way into everyone’s minds while the blood moon above her begins to fall.

After a brief pause, all of the contestants immediately begin focusing on attacking the blood moon. Including the Demon Lords, Knights, and all of the other contestants. Except the Wolf of the Blood Moon’s cousin, who has an orb of regular blood around her, protecting her from any attack.

But none of the attacks leave a dent in the falling blood moon. In fact, Titania sees the moon growing larger from their attacks merely feeding the Red Plague within the moon.

And by now, the White Knight of Humanity’s Title-Bearing Mythic skill called Erase is unusable on her own daughter or her skills thanks to the level gap that has grown between them. Leaving the White Knight unable to do anything as all of the blood she nullifies is replaced just as quickly with more blood.

“Behold! Every denizen of Earth and Tartarus! The Warden’s Reign has just begun!” Titania declares with so much emotion in her words that she feels tears begin to run down her face. At the prophecy finally beginning to reach its climax. A prophecy she has risked so much of her life for. “Behold the power of the Wolf of the Blood Moon!”

Then the blood moon finally crashes on the arena, instantly annihilating everyone and making all of the contestants reappear in the arena again. All except Aria, who is still in the arena unharmed.

An arena filled to the brim with an entire ocean of glowing red blood. Which leads to all of them being killed again soon after except for the Knights of Humanity and the Demon Lords, who all manage to fly out of the ocean of blood.

Then the ones who didn’t escape the ocean reappear for a third time, and die for a third time before appearing above the arena itself with their fae next to them, all showing their own shock.

But the Wolf of the Blood Moon doesn’t finish things there. She proceeds to appear right in front of each of the Knights of Humanity before eliminating them without so much as giving them time to blink, tearing them apart in moments.

And she does it a second time after they reappear, making them appear outside of the arena again as well. All showing their own shock.

By now the audience is split between cheering so loudly their voices have gone hoarse, and staying completely silent out of terror.

Terror at the sight of a new being who may even be on par with the Demon King himself.

Or even stronger than him.

At this point, all three of the Demon Lords in the arena just stare at Scarlet as she returns to her lycan form and floats in the air in front of them, a confident smirk on her face. Then she raises a single hand and clenches it, taking control of the blood in the Demon Lords’ bodies before tearing them apart from the inside out.

With the sole exception of the Blood Calamity, who manages to stop it through his own Blood Domain.

So after she does this once more to the other two Demon Lords to deal with their last mark, the Wolf of the Blood Moon is once again left floating alone in the air next to the Blood Calamity.

With her cousin casually floating far away from the two in a bubble of blood.

“This is the power that’s necessary to save the universe,” Titania declares, her voice echoing throughout the stadium over the cheers. “It’s the power I spent the last two millennia working towards creating. And even this power is not enough to deal with the Voided Overlord.”

Her words silence the audience as everyone focuses on her, not paying attention to the very short battle that occurs through pure brute force between father and daughter in the arena.

“In order for us to have a chance to save the universe,” Titania continues, her gaze never leaving the Wolf of the Blood Moon as she defeats her father in the arena twice, leaving her all alone there other than her cousin who she is still protecting. “The Wolf of the Blood Moon must reach Class VI.”
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Scarlet

After my little show of power wipes out all of the other contractors, I’m left in the arena alone with Aria while our two fae companions go at a leisurely pace completing the puzzles. And I can’t help but wonder how the audience is reacting right about now.

Are they bored? Or maybe amused? Frightened even?

Either way, I just continue playing chess with Aria using makeshift pieces of blood metal as we float in the air on a platform also made of blood metal, sitting on blood metal chairs.

And Aria doesn’t look even the least bit surprised by my display of power. Even Amelia and Leonidas didn’t look surprised.

Probably because they were there for my scolding from Gramps about not destroying the world.

I rest my elbow on the blood metal table with my cheek on my hand, wondering how long the rest of this competition is going to take.

Also, Aria is surprisingly good at chess. Each match has ended in a draw so far.

While the two of us continue playing one chess game after another, Tar and Aria’s fae continue completing puzzles. And eventually, once they finish, King Oberon awkwardly announces that it was the only competition for today. That the third portion of the Ascension Tournament won’t begin for another week.

Leaving us with the rest of the day off for the most part. Also with a large lead in points over the other competitors in the tournament since most of them only had the first thirty minutes to complete puzzles before they were eliminated. Whereas me and Aria had several hours.

We were also told that it won’t be broadcast like the rest of the tournament.

It’s private to just the fae, with the humans and demons not being allowed to see it. Not sure why, though. Since he never explained.

Anyways, after that, Tar and I return to Tartarus. But I don’t join the celebration that the demons put on at the castle. Instead I fly straight to a cliff within the Battlefield of Blood and Ruin. A battlefield that has gotten a lot less populated after the Sins curse was removed.

There are still demons here though. Even if those demons all quickly flee when they sense me appearing nearby.

As if running away from some sort of monster.

Although the sapient ones – which don’t number many amongst them – kneel down around the cliff without a word. Until I wave at them in dismissal, and they all bow once before leaving as well.

Then I just lie back with my hands on the scorched ground behind me and my legs dangling over the edge of the cliff. And Tar appears before floating to land in my lap.

“It’s been a long journey, hasn’t it?” Tar asks amidst the silence.

Yeah. It has.

And everything after this point for the tournament is up to you. You do know that, right?

Tar nods his head from my lap as he answers, “Yeah, I do.”

How do you feel about it?

He doesn’t say anything for a while. So I just look up at the full moon in the sky while giving him time.

To think that it’s only been a few years since I was trying to get into a university…

I smile as I think back on everything that’s happened since. Some of which hasn’t been very enjoyable, and an equal amount – probably – that has.

And everything I’ve managed to do, even if it was under the guidance of a prophecy I still don’t know the events of…

“I think…” Tar begins, breaking me out of my thoughts as I look down at him again. “I think I might struggle a bit against my elder siblings.”

Don’t worry.

I pat him on the head while raising my head to look at the moon again.

We have such a large point lead on the others that I’m pretty sure you’d have to try to lose for us to lose.

Just try your best and I’m sure we’ll be fine.

Tar lets out a sigh and mutters, “I hope so.”

I continue petting him on the head for a few moments before replacing my hand behind me again and returning my gaze to the moon.

We sit in silence for a while. Just with the breeze blowing past us and the moon shining down unbidden. With the only sounds being that of the party that I can still hear from the castle on the other side of the battlefield thanks to my hearing.

But the peace is soon shattered when a very familiar noise echoes out across the battlefield. A noise I have never heard on Tartarus before.

Just on Earth.

And along with the shattering sound appears strange cracks in the air. Black cracks instead of the red ones on Earth. Meanwhile the moon for some reason obtains a strange black glow to it.

I shoot to my feet, my eyes widening in surprise.

“What the hell?!” I shout out loud as Tar floats into the air next to me. Then Titania and Oberon both appear next to us, looking up at the black moon themselves.

And both of them look just as surprised as Tar and I.

“This…” Titania mutters, “wasn’t in the prophecy…”

Prophecy? The one the Fae King mentioned?

My focus quickly returns to the black Fracture cracks in the sky, only to find various glowing black Fracture cores appearing all around the battlefield.

Cores that immediately start spawning void creatures all over the place.

I float into the air and create thousands upon thousands of spears of blood that I send into the void creatures and the cores, slaughtering them by the masses. Breaking each Fracture without much trouble when the cores are destroyed. Just like the Fractures on Earth. And out of the corner of my eye, I find Titania and Oberon both staring in stunned silence.

As if this was fully out of their expectations.

“Grandmother, what’s going on?!” Tar exclaims, snapping Titania out of it as she turns to look at me and him.

Then she turns to look up at the moon again and mutters, “I don’t know… these corrupted Fractures have appeared all across the universe.”

My eyes widen at that.

She meets my eyes again and finishes, “It’s almost like the Voided Overlord has somehow taken control of the universe’s own defensive measures and is using it to send its minions throughout the universe.”

I turn to look at the black moon high in the sky.

Well… shit.

This is bad.
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February: The Rise of the Winter Wolf Book 7

March: Dungeon from the Void Book 5
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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!
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My current most popular series on Amazon,

The Rise of the Winter Wolf

What would you do if your entire life was suddenly changed at the drop of a hat?

The entire population of the world that you were born into suddenly transported to another planet along with the rest of the intelligent inhabitants of the Milky Way Galaxy.

A strange System talking to you about abilities and levels without a care for your opinions.

Thousands of monster spawning dungeons placed around the new world without a care for the new inhabitants.

And if those weren't bad enough, a forced invitation for one thousand random individuals to compete in a livestreamed competition within a dungeon with the rank of Administrator as the prize.

You don’t know?

Well, it’s actually pretty simple.

You survive.

Our story follows Wolf Adler as he, along with every other human on Earth, are faced with a strange blue box filling up their vision, warning them about an upcoming reappropriation of every being of sufficient intelligence to a new planet for the initialization of some sort of System.

Will he perish in this new world? Or will he thrive?

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 5 books in the series with another coming in a month!

The Undying Magician

How would a true immortal with average talent in magic fare within a world where magic is everything?

In the world of Aria, only a small fraction of the population are classified as magicians.

These magicians are able to use magic through the manipulation of the mana they are born with and are the core of the military strength within every nation.

However, one nation in particular uses magicians to an even higher extreme than the others.

This nation is known as The Republic of Arcania.

The largest power in Aria.

Our story follows Nathan Fox as he graduates from high school and is sent to the Arcane Academy for his required training as a magician before he eventually serves his ten year term in the military.

Nathan has been a true immortal ever since he got a semi-magical disease that makes any damage done to his body instantly reverse itself, bringing him back to his top form on the day that he became an immortal.

Death is an impossibility for Nathan. But there are worse things in the world than death.

And if the power-hungry magicians of the world were to learn of Nathan's true immortality?

Then he might just experience those things for himself.

Nathan must navigate his way through the military academy without giving away his secret. But when the entire world falls into chaos due to a revolt by the most powerful beings on the planet, how will he keep his secret safe?

That has yet to be foretold.

About the series: Join Nathan as he navigates his way through a dystopian world, whether that's inside of a magical academy, in a land of the dead, or fighting wars against other magicians. As he hides his immortality until it's no longer needed, grows to learn the loneliness of immortality, and learns more and more about magic and his own disease.

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 3 books in the series!



Then there’s two Amazon series that aren’t quite as popular but are getting up there,

Eternal Winter’s Reign

Alexander North: A regular second lieutenant in the Terran Empire’s military until the apocalypse starts and he finds himself no longer being human.

It’s year 8019 on the Universal Calendar, and the Terran Empire is only continuing to expand its influence.
The artificial symbiont technology created by the Terran Research Union is being sold to the higher ups in the military, granting them powers beyond human beings; the Economic branch of the Empire is beginning to expand further into the other nations of the Universe; and the military only continues to expand into the Arctic Empire’s land, bringing the war closer and closer to an end.

However, all of this comes crashing to a halt when the Eternal Winter spreads across the entire universe and changes the laws of physics themselves.
No longer can people use guns; no longer can they use electricity; and no longer can they use fire.

But the worst of the storm is from the glowing blue shards filled with a strange energy that mutates any creature it enters into a mindless monster whose natural instinct is to kill.

How will Alex cope with his newfound changes as the only infected soldier in his base to not fully turn into a monster?
Will he die to the other monsters? To the soldiers?
Or will he thrive?

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 2 books in the series!

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

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

The Calling of Wrath

What happens when a medieval world of swords and steel is invaded and forcefully introduced to a System of levels and magic?

It was just another ball.

Princess Cassandra thought she could deal with it.

She just had to pretend for half an hour to actually care about the attending nobles before her father would let her leave, as usual.

That is, until the sky started glowing blue and strange text appeared in front of her face, mentioning something about a System.

Even that she could deal with.

After all, it’s interesting, right?

Regardless of how… bizarre… it is, it’s still something new in her rather boring life.

But being kidnapped by planar invaders from some planet called Earth after a literal glowing heart flies through a portal in front of her and disappears in her chest?

That might be a little too much.

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 1 book in the series with another book coming in the next couple weeks!



And last but not least, my first ever series,

Dungeon from the Void

A strange new dungeon, only having recently left the void; a destructive new element, never-before seen by the inhabitants of Midgard; and a half-elf mercenary on the search for a peaceful life. 

Within the world of Midgard, most people struggle just to survive. 

However, a daring few fight within places known as 'dungeons' to get stronger so that they may make a place for themselves within this cruel world. 

These few are known as cultivators. 

Our story begins with a young dungeon core as he enters the world of Midgard for the first time. 

This dungeon core, one bound to an element known only by the strongest people within the world, starts his new life outside of the void within a secluded mountain range, far away from any kingdom. 

How will the world react to this new dungeon core and his extremely dangerous element? 

That is yet to be foretold. 

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 4 books in the series! 
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