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Chapter 1.

Amber focused on the taste of iron in her mouth. The outside world was tuned out. Only the sound of her heartbeat and breathing accompanied her as she ran forward, the aching of her muscles nothing but a small distraction in her mind. All her thoughts focused on the single task at hand — running.

Other people were resting, even the coach who was present had advised her to take a break just a few minutes ago, but she could keep going. She was sure of it.

Her vision narrowed as she ran, her breathing grew steadier, and the muscle aches disappeared. The sound of her footsteps disappeared from her ears as time passed.

More, she thought. I need to keep going.

Amber's eyes focused on the upcoming turn on the track, but she realized her vision was hazy, and a feeling of sickness overwhelmed her. She nearly stumbled, barely managing to come to a stop through hasty and awkward steps.

She went off the track, looking at the grass with nausea as her coach called out to her in worry.

“Are you alright?” Her coach arrived next to her. “I told you you were overdoing it.”

“I’m…” Amber took shallow breaths. “Fine…”

The coach shook his head. “Why do I have to look out for you?” The man sighed. “You should go home and get some rest. I know you’re practicing for the upcoming marathon, but at this rate, you won’t even get to run in it.”

Amber forced herself to stand up and face the coach. She wanted to argue, but upon being met with a glare, only a sigh left her. He’s always overly concerned. She knew that if she tried to stay, she’d probably be forcibly removed from the premises.

“Alright, alright, I’ll go rest,” she relented.

Amber headed to her student apartment. She was used to training alone, but this time she had been using her college’s track and field premises. And, of course, the man had butted in. She didn’t know why he cared. Given he had invited her to join the team in the past more than once, she had a feeling that it was more than simple care, but she never bothered to think about it too much.

The bus ride was uneventful, though her messy appearance did get her a few glances. All Amber could think about was the encouraging words of her peers and the people who had seen her run.

She was a good athlete—though, apparently, not good enough to push herself that hard.

It was all she could think about until she got to her apartment and opened the door. It was messy and unorganized. Clothes lying around, half-open blinds letting some sunlight in, and her makeup strewn across various furniture. To some it might’ve been off-putting, but to her, it was the place she felt most at ease.

She walked past the living room, plopped onto the bed, and looked at the dimpled ceiling, her breathing now calm.

The city is much more fun to run in… though at this hour it’s kind of impossible to do so; too many people, Amber thought. The track was boring, but her only choices were that or the park. Maybe the park would’ve been better. Still, she wanted more. She wanted to have slopes or inclines, to have uneven ground with holes, to worry about getting blocked by the occasional bystander.

She wanted to see how fast she could run, how effectively she could do it, how to surpass the things that hindered her⁠— she wanted more. Of course, she couldn’t realistically run when there were crowds of hundreds of people, but still…

She had always wanted more.

To feel the limits of my body, to see how far I can push myself before I give out, and to keep going after that.

Amber grinned. That’s what gave her life and exhilaration in this boring world. She wasn’t particularly interested in her college studies. She wasn’t even sure if she liked finance, but here she was⁠, studying and rotting away. Until she got to her daily practice anyway.

She couldn’t remember when she started to feel this way about pushing herself, though maybe it had always been with her. Life had always seemed kind of boring, and it wasn’t like her parents were present to guide her or anything. She never met her dad, and it had been years since she had spoken to her mom.

Still, for as long as I can, I’ll keep pushing my limits. Amber closed her eyes, phone in hand. It’s what I love, after all.

And slowly, she drifted off to sleep, exhaustion overtaking her body.

Today’s practice had been fun for her.

* * *

Amber abruptly awoke from a wet lick, the sound of water dripping on her ears. She looked up only to see the moonlight pouring from a circular stone window, the stars twinkling in the distance. Her face felt wet, so she wiped it with her forearm before looking the other way.

Where… am I?

She was sitting at the end of a stone hall on a small ledge above the ground. A channel of shallow water ran across the entirety of it, two sidewalks along with doorways lined the walls, there were weird symbols etched as decorations, and there were even statues⁠—

A croak got her attention as she turned to her right and saw a medium-sized frog next to her hand. A dream? The frog licked at her hand, and she giggled for a moment before she yelped from a sharp pain. Blood dripped as she saw the barbed tongue of the animal retract. Her heart skipped a beat, and she immediately backed off in a haste, crawling back in a hurry as the animal hopped in her direction with croaking sounds as if hellbent on coming in her direction.

Panic immediately settled into her mind.

No, this can’t be a dream—

Her back hit the wall, and she found a head-sized rock, grabbing it with both hands. She quickly lifted it as the frog reached her. She sucked in a sharp breath. With a croak, the frog licked at her clothes, and Amber slammed the rock upon the creature. It squealed, but she struck it again. And again. And again. She kept slamming until the thing was all over the ground in a gross sight of gore. For a moment, she wanted to throw up, but a bell-like sound startled her.

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 2].]

[You have reached level 2. 5 stat points awarded.]

[New Class! You have now met the requirements for one class.]

Amber looked at the words at the bottom of her vision, both notifications making her pause. Her eyes read the text, over and over, and she found herself completely confused.

I’m eligible for a class? the thought crossed her mind. Was she in a video game? No⁠, it all felt too real. She stared at her bleeding hand and her blood-stained forearm. She touched her face, only to feel the warmth of her blood and a slight tinge of pain.

She turned back to the notifications.

Just what is going on? What do you mean meeting requirements for one class?

As if prompted by her words, a new notification appeared.

[You have met the requirements for the class ‘Warrior’ ⁠— Slayed your first monster.

A warrior is someone who stands on the front-lines and fights with or without weapons. They are physically inclined and rely on their strength. The Warrior class is the most basic of them all.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied, and Warrior skills will become available on future level ups.]

Amber read through the notification, and after a single moment, she became even more confused.

That was a monster…?

She looked at the splattered frog ⁠— a gross sight ⁠— then at the dank and barely-lit hallway.

Am I even on Earth anymore?

Finally, after a moment of hesitation, she accepted the class, not knowing what else to do.

[ You have gained the class: Warrior

Vitality +5

Strength +5

Dexterity +5

Endurance +5

Intelligence +1

Wisdom +1

Natural recovery has increased by 20%. ]

Amber looked at the text, and aside from the word videogame, nothing else came to her confused mind. It all was too real. She stood up and decided to take the now frog-stained rock with her, finding⁠ it infinitely easier to carry all of a sudden. She even felt light. That, however, didn’t stop her from feeling a bit nervous.

It’s due to the class, isn’t it? Amber tried to think rationally. It gave me points… for various attributes… So now I'm stronger…?

She stepped down the ledge and onto one of the walkways, taking in her surroundings. The first thing she did was take note of a circular room at the end of the hallway, a large monument at the center with statues of people. As she continued, she peered into the first doorway she reached, seeing a room with a broken-down chair and pieces of wood scattered across the floor.

The sight of the dusty, ancient room just added to her conclusion that she definitely wasn’t on Earth anymore.

She moved forward, hearing the flowing water next to her and occasional dripping from the ceiling before looking into a different room. This time there was no chair, but there was a desk with a broken-down oil lamp. It too was all covered in dust. Finally, she moved forward and reached the clearing she had noticed earlier.

It was big and also… dark. Amber tensed, taking in the sight around her.

Flanking the hallway there were two statues, one on each side. One depicted a warrior raising an ornate sword towards the ceiling, and the other some sort of robed person doing the same but with a staff instead. Amber blinked⁠— the weapons they were holding seemed to be shimmering with some kind of energy, though she couldn’t reach them let alone see them properly. Each statue was several meters tall. There were also statues at the entrance of every hallway that went into the room.

Still, wouldn’t a weapon in this place be nice? she thought, still holding onto the rock. That frog had been absolutely terrifying, and a stinging pain was starting on her face now. Just… where the fuck am I?

Finally, she turned to the center of the room, where all the canals from different hallways pooled in a circle around the center-most monument. On it multiple statues resided, all of them with shimmering weapons. They seemed easier to reach than the other ones, so maybe…

But before she could take another step forward, a croaking sound interrupted her, making her immediately tense up again.

Amber immediately turned and saw a frog at head-level. It was standing at the feet of the statue next to her. Her heart skipped, and she immediately took two steps back. The frog’s tongue flicked out, missing her. She was already raising the rock with shaky hands as she met the animal’s beady eyes⁠. A notification flashed for a moment, and then she slammed the rock down upon it, using all her strength.

The animal squealed, immediately dying from the impact as Amber resisted the urge to throw up. She then looked at her notifications.

[Scraper Frog. Lvl. 3]

[New Basic Skill! You have learned Identify ⁠— level 1.

Allows you to identify an entity and their level.]

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 3].]

Identify?

She heard two croaks, and she turned, a pit now forming in her stomach. A frog jumped from the hallway she had come from. Amber stared at it for a moment before it jumped towards her. She flinched and immediately took action. She rushed the monster and slammed her rock upon it, wincing.

A notification came along.

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 2].]

Then, more croaks echoed across the room, making her even more nervous but she only saw a single frog to her right. She quickly slammed the rock down after it took a jump towards her, this time freezing a little less.

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 4].]

[You have reached level 3. 5 stat points awarded.]

She turned only to see two more frogs jumping in her direction. Fuck⁠— She backed off, but one still managed to get on her. She swatted at it with one hand before slamming the rock upon it. The other jumped and licked at her forearm⁠, grazing it— Amber yelped and slapped it away with strength she didn’t know she had. The frog hit the wall with a loud thud as she hastily stood up and was faced by four frogs jumping in her direction.

Amber backed away as the amphibians chased her down; her heart was rushing from the increasing danger⁠. Looking past them, more and more frogs were coming. For a moment, she felt like shutting down, but she knew⁠— she just knew⁠— that this wasn’t a dream. She would die if she didn’t run.

But four frogs were blocking her. Still, she had to run. She shook her head and rushed. Grabbing her rock, she used it to slam one of the frogs before slapping another one out of the air. She got another level-up in the process.

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 4].]

[You have reached level 4. 5 stat points awarded.]

The two other amphibians licked at her pants, tearing them and making her wince in pain. But she ignored them, running past them and towards the other hallways, looking for an exit in a panic.

She chose to ignore as many frogs as possible, only attacking the ones that jumped towards her, occasionally needing to slam some with her rock as hundreds of frogs now chased after her. In the process, she leveled up again and received other notifications.

Eventually, she escaped.

* * *

Sometime later, Amber found herself a room with a chair, a table, and a door. The room also had engravings on the wall. There were no monsters, and she was on a different floor altogether. She was sitting down on the wooden chair as moonlight poured from the nearby window. She was gritting her teeth from her injuries. They were painful and stung as if needles were poking into her wounds. She was tired, she was confused, and a part of her was angry at what she didn’t understand.

“Why the fuck are there so many frogs!?” she asked at no one in particular in a hushed whisper.

After a few minutes of letting her emotions out, she took a look at the notifications she had missed, deciding she had to.

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 2].]

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 1].]

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 4].]

…

[You have reached level 5. 5 stat points awarded.]

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 5 as a Warrior you have learned Heavy Swing ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown used to swinging your deadly heavy rock down upon your foes! And now, you swing even harder, armed or unarmed.]

She didn’t know if the text was poking fun at her or not, but she found it stupid. Still, she moved on to the next and final notification.

[New General Skill! You have learned Toxin Resistance ⁠— level 1.

You’ve been attacked by a horde of deadly frogs and lived to tell the tale. Poisons and other toxins are slightly less effective on you now.]

Her sadness turned into a chuckle from the sheer stupidity of what she read. It was all ridiculous. And yet, it was thanks to the floating notifications and the Warrior class that she had survived. Even if she was injured now…

Still… where am I? Why are there skills and levels? she wondered, slightly frustrated. Though, I guess I’ll need them to survive…

Amber shook her head and stood up. She approached the window, dragging the chair along with her. She had no idea of where she was. The stars almost seemed familiar, but when she stood on top of the creaking chair to get a better view, she paused. There were two crescent moons, and they were facing each other almost intertwined, making a weird inverted ‘S’ shape.

Then there was an expansive forest and large mountains in the distance. It was a beautiful and yet alien sight that made her feel… alone.

She almost started to tear up again but focused on at least determining if she could leave this place. She was quite high up in the sky, so she leaned farther and peered out. Only to see she was dozens of meters above ground. Looking up, the building continued⁠. She was in some sort of… tower.

She stepped down from the chair and reached for her pocket.

Even now I want to deny it. I want to tell myself that this is all a bad dream… She touched her wounded forearm and gritted her teeth from the pain. But this is reality.

She grabbed her phone, which was still there, but, of course, it didn’t have a signal or anything of the sort. Finally, she turned to the engravings on the wall and realized that⁠ they were very crude drawings.

She struggled to make out the figures, but it seemed as if they were worshipping something, some kind of blob-ghost-looking thing. Was the tower some kind of temple? Though what kind of temple has deadly frogs…? Apparently, the ones in this world do… Her mood took a nosedive instantly.

Still… she just had to get out and figure out how to return home—if she even could.

It all started with going to the bottom of the tower. Past the frogs, past whatever other monsters she may encounter, and past… well, everything.

Finally, the reality of the situation fully dawned on her, the stinging pain still present across her body.

She was trapped. And she needed to find a way out.


Chapter 2.

Amber had been here for close to two weeks according to her phone, though considering she hadn’t turned on her phone since then, she was definitely past the two-week mark. And during this time, she adapted to her environment, and also began her journey to leave the tower; experiencing several life-or-death encounters in the process.

This should be the right route to avoid that thing.

Amber slowly descended the stairwell, reaching the floor and carefully avoiding a slightly cracked tile on the ground. She turned only to see an unassuming hallway, much like the one she had been living in. Though this floor was much different. She took slow and methodical steps, careful of what she was stepping on⁠. Just when she was about to reach an intersection, she took another step, and the ground clicked.

Amber hurriedly retraced her steps as a volley of spears hit the wall she had just been standing next to, impaling it and leaving an echoing sizzling sound.

So not all the plates are cracked. She frowned and then tensed, feeling the vibrations on the floor. She immediately turned, and a wall behind her exploded. She caught a glance at the gargantuan beast that had just entered. Dozens of spears flew at it but bounced off its rugged skin. It resembled a bulky animal, akin to a rhinoceros but it had numerous horns on its head. And it was a familiar monster to her.

[Lesser Horned Juggernaut. Lvl. 27]

It’s back.

Without hesitation, Amber bolted as the monster unleashed a roar and chased after her. Each of its meaty steps made the ground and walls reverberate. Amber didn’t care for traps as she triggered all the spears in the hall⁠. The monster was faster than her, and Amber was going to get caught, but she quickly used one of the skills she had learned in the past few days⁠— Body Bash!

She felt a burst of speed as she reached the stairs and immediately rushed up the steps⁠— the Lesser Horned Juggernaut hit. The side wall of the tower nearly exploded with the impact. The monster tried to chase up the stairwell, but thankfully, it was stuck down there.

Amber stood at the top of the stairs, looking down at the Lesser Horned Juggernaut as it roared at her. Then she sighed and turned around, beginning to make her way back to the floor where she rested. Right now, she was at the edge of the frog floor.

While she did miss her home, strangely enough she didn’t feel that lonely or even bored. Sometimes, she wondered about that quite a lot, but now wasn’t the time.

Shaking her head, she stood under the sunlight of a window, feeling the warmth of the sun upon her face. At times, she’d admire the landscape outside. It was a nice motivator for her to leave this place.

That said, she hadn’t spent the two weeks she had been here relaxing. Instead, she had figured out how the System worked—or game system as she first called it.

She had grown much stronger since her first day here. Obtaining Two General Skills and another Core Skill. First, was the Core Skill.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 10 as a Warrior you have learned Body Bash ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown used to evading your foes! And now, you can charge at them, with your shoulder, with a shield—hell, even your body will suffice!]

The skill looked lame at first sight, but she quickly figured out that she could just use it to either charge or actually bash, though neither of the actions needed to be against something. So the movement it provided had proven to be invaluable for her. However, it had a small cooldown window⁠, just like Heavy Swing did. The former had a slightly longer window than the latter between uses, though both were short.

Then, there were the two General Skills she had attained. Both she got after surviving a floor with stone golems.

[New General Skill! You have learned Keen Senses⁠ — level 1.

You’ve barely survived the traps around you and deadly golems. You are now more aware of potential dangers and attacks.]

The skill was self-explanatory, but it had helped with her survival as much as the other General Skill she had received.

[New General Skill! You have learned Fast Recovery⁠ — level 1.

You’re barely surviving sleep deprivation—the worst of all your bodily injuries. You now recover faster, whether it is from poison, illness, injuries, or even tiredness.]

Of course, her skills had also leveled up during her exploits⁠. Amber smiled to herself before a croaking sound got her attention. She turned only to see six Scraper Frogs charging at her with ominous and terrifying hops⁠.

The sight would’ve terrified her two weeks ago. Now, though…

[Scraper Frog. Lvl. 7]

[Scraper Frog. Lvl. 6]

[Scraper Frog. Lvl. 4]

…

It just made her smile. Amber immediately rushed at the frogs, and with a kick, one went flying, hitting the wall and instantly dying with a small splatter. She stomped at another frog, her now increased strength pulverizing half of its body. Two of the monsters jumped at her, but she caught them in mid-air ⁠— one in each hand ⁠— and slammed them against each other. She turned to the other two frogs, only to see them hopping away. Though, given how relentless their chase was in the past…

Amber smiled and ran after them, kicking one of them and grabbing the other before slamming it against a wall near a broken statue.

A myriad of notifications appeared, which she almost ignored, but one, in particular, caught her attention.

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 7].]

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 6].]

[You have defeated a [Scraper Frog. Lvl. 6].]

…

[You have reached level 14. 5 stat points awarded.]

Level 14. That means a new skill soon. She smiled. Every 5 levels she seemed to get a Warrior Core Skill, so she expected the pattern to follow.

She turned to the dead frogs and sighed, beginning to remove their legs with an angled stone she found nearby. It was her food. The raw and gross food she had been forced to survive on.

She sighed. “I never expected to be this collected in a situation like this.”

She was sure a normal person would be depressed, they would cry and feel helpless, but Amber didn’t feel that way. The lack of human interaction surprisingly didn’t bother her much either. She had felt a bit depressed at the start, but now, all she wanted was to get out.

Unfortunately, the Lesser Horned Juggernaut was an absolute fucking menace and incredibly territorial. It was the only monster on that floor, and she didn’t know when she’d be able to kill it. Going past it was not an option, given she had tried it numerous times.

“Still, it’d be nice if I could use a weapon against it,” Amber idly commented as she approached the broken statue nearby—or more importantly the weapon next to it.

There, on the ground, a sword lay. Her finger touched the handle, and she was immediately cut, blood dripping. She clicked her tongue and shook her head before wiping her hands with a dirty cloth she had found a while back. After giving the sword a longing look, she took the frog legs back to her hideout. All she could do right now was take things one step at a time.

Back in her hideout and seated on her chair, she distributed the five stat points she had been given. In the end, she gave two to strength, and the other three went into vitality, dexterity and endurance.

Amber looked at her status.

[Name: Amber | Level: 14

Class: Warrior | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Stats:

Vitality: 40

Strength: 30

Dexterity: 30

Endurance: 26

Intelligence: 15

Wisdom: 15

Free Core Skill Slots: 8 | Core Skills:

[Heavy Swing - Lvl. 6], [Body Bash - Lvl. 4]

General Skills:

[Identify - Lvl. 1], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- Lvl. 2], [Keen Senses - Lvl. 3], [Fast Recovery - Lvl. 4].]

Some of her stats had almost tripled—or in the case of Vitality quadrupled—since she had come to this world. She had done the math to figure out her base stats sometime ago. Almost all of them were 10 or above, except for Vitality which started at 9. In the end, the way she decided to invest her attributes was to favor Vitality. Mainly because she didn’t want to die, but she had also found out it helped injuries recover faster even before obtaining Fast Recovery, so it hadn’t been a bad investment.

Aside from that, she leveled her physical attributes, barely touching Intelligence and Wisdom. She did put some points in order to not leave them behind in case she needed them, but aside from magic, she wasn’t sure how they helped her.

Maybe if they are high enough I can nullify whatever curse is on the weapons of the tower? she wondered.

Well, it wasn't something she would know ⁠— she was a Warrior, not a Mage or whatever. And so, Amber ate her daily meal, intending to go terrify the frogs down below to get water from their floor after.

* * *

Now satiated, Amber made her way to the floor above her hideout. The floor of rocky-friends, as she had named it. She wandered through the spacious halls. Light was plentiful on the floor with numerous windows to the outside and bright light fixtures along the ceiling, there were also a lot of piles of rubble. About thirty seconds after stepping on the floor, one of the piles moved, and she smiled.

[Stone Golem. Lvl. 12]

“Highest level of the floor, eh?” The golems seemed to be anywhere from level 5 to now level 12. The sight made her smile, and she immediately rushed the golem.

A sane person would think twice about punching rock, but she⁠ didn’t⁠. Heavy Swing.⁠ Her fist collided with the torso of the golem and cracked it. She dodged a strike from the golem, and a short second later, she used Heavy Swing again⁠. The torso of rock began to crumble, but it wasn’t enough as the golem tried to slam both hands onto her.

Amber side-stepped and delivered a final Heavy Swing⁠, shattering the rock for good. The monster fell on the ground split into two, and Amber punched its two halves.

This floor had been nothing less of a miracle for her, it was how she had gotten so strong⁠— though while she said that now, she had nearly died a couple of times in the past. Still, at present time, it was just great.

She continued pummeling the golem, and about ten seconds later, she got the notification.

[You have defeated a [Stone Golem. Lvl. 12].]

Before, the floor had had a lot more golems, but now, they weren’t so plentiful.

Amber shook her head and carried on.

* * *

Amber killed golem after golem. Finally, she arrived at a room with three golems. All three attacked her at the same time, but with some clever usage of her Body Bash skill, she took out all of them. One had its leg broken in a single hit, but the other two proved to be much more durable as it took multiple minutes for her to render them immobile, but now…

She looked at the writhing masses of rocks and got to work to finish the job. She was mostly unscathed, only having a bruise on her arm.

Finally, almost half an hour after entering the room, she had defeated all three golems.

[You have defeated a [Stone Golem. Lvl. 10].]

[You have defeated a [Stone Golem. Lvl. 7].]

[You have defeated a [Stone Golem. Lvl. 9].]

To her surprise, she leveled up. Though the surprise didn’t last long as she realized that the new Core Skill she had acquired was… useless at the moment. At least her other Core Skills had leveled up.

[You have reached level 15. 5 stat points awarded.]

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 15 as a Warrior you have learned General Weapon Mastery ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown used to touching weapons! And now, you can use them with some proficiency—if they aren’t cursed anyway!]

[Heavy Swing has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

[Body Bash has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

Amber sighed and looked around the room and realized she was bored. It was… odd. She should’ve been focused on her survival, on what the safest route was, but the thought of doing that made her slightly apathetic. And so, she had a change of plans. She wouldn’t continue hunting down the golems, but instead, she would hunt down whatever was on the floor above.

If she could anyway. She hadn’t explored it yet after all.

And so, she headed to the floor above.

* * *

It’s empty.

Or it was mostly empty. She had gone through the outer part of the floor, and now, she was at the center where a large circular area resided. Four statues were placed, one in each of the cardinal directions. They looked like warriors and yet only a single one had a weapon—a long sword that seemed to have an extra guard on the blade itself, near the handle.

The weapon looked fancier than the ones she had seen previously, but aside from that, the room looked very unassuming.

Amber took a step forward and shivered.

[Keen Senses has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

In a single moment, the room was enveloped by a translucent dome⁠. Amber tried touching it, only to be cut. She clicked her tongue. It was just like when she tried to hold any weapon in this place. Then, the shifting of stone made her turn as she saw all four statues begin to move.

[Stone Guardian. Lvl. 16]

[Stone Guardian. Lvl. 18]

[Stone Guardian. Lvl. 17]

[Imperial Stone Guardian. Lvl. 20]

This is a lot more serious than I thought.

Amber raised her arms to fight, a bead of sweat running down her forehead. She wasn’t stupid; it was a trap. And, unlike the other ones, this one was probably going to kill her. One of the Stone Guardians rushed her. It was fast but not as fast as her⁠.

Here goes nothing⁠— It punched, and she ducked before hitting its chin with a Heavy Swing-enhanced uppercut⁠. Amber winced in pain as the statue stumbled back.

It was hard.

Still, she didn’t falter and took the window of opportunity, punching the statue again on the torso, and following up with another Heavy Swing hit⁠. The stone cracked slightly as the three guardians arrived, forcing her to use Body Bash to get out of the way before she was cut down by the sword.

The Imperial Stone Guardian seemed to be leading the charge, which was troublesome because it had a weapon. Still, she couldn’t give up.

She took whatever chances she could get to hit the other Stone Guardians, slowly figuring out their weaknesses as she fought back. She gained several bruises and a cut on her arm in the process as she found the heads to be the most vulnerable.

She ducked and punched a Stone Guardian in the face, the cracks on its head spreading farther, making the monster back off⁠. She then ducked, a sword swing barely missing her.

Amber gritted her teeth. If my level 15 Core Skill was actually useful⁠… The Imperial Stone Guardian attacked again, and she had to roll away, the ground shattering behind her from the strike. She stared at it wide-eyed for a moment. The strength of the monster did not match the result. Is the sword that strong?

She looked at the Imperial Stone Guardian preparing its sword in a stance. It had been trying to kill her this entire time, but it was the first time she saw its full capabilities.

If she got her hands on its sword then…

She dodged another sword swing, and it struck one of the Stone Guardians for the first time, nearly cleaving its arm off. Amber quickly saw an opportunity, and with a hit of Heavy Swing, the arm snapped off, flying across the room. She bashed away from danger and grabbed the arm. It was a much better weapon than her fists.

She turned, only to side-step as a slash from the charging Imperial Stone Guardian, barely evading the blow. She took a step back as the monster slashed again, nicking her shoulder. She grunted but backed off again as it did another follow-up slash. This time it completely missed, and she swung the stone arm using Heavy Swing.

The attack hit, and the Imperial Stone Guardian nearly lost its balance. Amber charged, pushing it into another guardian. The two fell like dominos, and she took the chance⁠, slamming the arm against the monster’s fingers using Heavy Swing⁠. The first hit cracked them, and the second completely broke the sword away from the monster.

She lunged for the sword and barely grabbed it as a stone guardian rammed into her.

The air was pushed out of her lungs, and she flew across the room. She yelped in pain, hitting the barrier as her back was cut. Amber took a few deep breaths, then slowly stood up, sword in hand as a constant pain spread through her hands. She was bleeding all over, and yet she couldn’t help but smile.

She could keep going. Her plan had succeeded. She couldn’t ask for anything better.

Two Stone Guardians came at her, and she swung at one⁠. The sword carved part of the stone, and she was forced to dodge. She clearly lacked the strength. Amber swung again, the pain in her hands getting worse in the process. Shallow cuts were beginning to appear on her forearms, seemingly from holding it.

For many it would’ve been the end of the road, but Amber felt like she could still do more.

She shifted the grip on the sword, choosing to grab it by the blade. She had seen a video on the internet a long time ago. One of the guardians charged in her direction. 

How did swords deal with what they couldn’t cut? They used the guard⁠—

She swung with a Heavy Swing, and the sword’s guard pierced into the Stone Guardian's head and dug part of the rock away when coming out. The monster stumbled back.

Amber smiled. It was infinitely easier than using her fists.

She charged, swinging, again and again, until the guardian went down. Each of her strikes hit the head with deadly force, the Weapon Mastery she had gained instinctually guiding her.

She moved to her next target but paused when she noticed a glow enveloping the Imperial Stone Guardian, and two Stone Guardians appeared out of spell circles.

So I have to kill the Imperial Stone Guardian first?

Amber immediately switched targets and rushed to kill the strongest monster. The Imperial Stone Guardian managed to block hits, but it still got slowly worn down. Amber also killed the guardians that came her way, her blood filling the room. At first it took thirty seconds, but it grew faster as she began to use the cross-guard of the weapon and even the blade. All the injured Imperial Stone Guardian could do was watch and try to summon more monsters.

Her Heavy Swing leveled up, and she became more and more focused as everything distracting was tuned out. Whenever she leveled, she’d distribute her points. Amber was grinning the entire time.

This was it⁠.

Now, she was glad she had leveled up her Vitality so much, otherwise, she would’ve died long ago. No⁠— she was glad the entire place existed. The entire tower pushed her to do better, to grow and be more efficient⁠— better, faster, stronger.

She broke the arm of the Imperial Stone Guardian, then shattered its leg, and it fell down before her as she smiled wildly. Then she used Heavy Swing upon its head, shattering it at once with the sword. Thuds came from all across the room as the Imperial Stone Guardian died, and Amber let out a deep breath before she collapsed on the ground, notifications flashing before her.

[You have defeated a [Stone Guardian. Lvl. 16].]

[You have defeated a [Stone Guardian. Lvl. 17].]

[You have defeated a [Stone Guardian. Lvl. 18].]

…

Was she dying? She couldn’t even tell as her body grew numb, but she still continued going through all her notifications.

[You have reached level 16. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 20. 5 stat points awarded.]

[New Class! You have now met the requirements for three classes.]

Classes? Prompted by her thoughts, three windows appeared; however, her eyes quickly skimmed through the first two and landed on a single one. Because of how much it stood out— because of how much better it was than the other standard Classes.

[You have met the requirements for the class ‘Cursed Berserker’ ⁠⁠⁠— You have surpassed your limits time and time again, all under the effects of a curse. Against all odds, you have survived.

A Cursed Berserker is a Berserker who stands ahead of all, fighting on even against the supernatural. They will not stop until their target is dead. They will not stop until they have surpassed their limits, time and time again. The Cursed Berserker is a class that is only seen once a century.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Berserker skills will become available on future level-ups. Current Skills may see change.]

Amber inwardly beamed, barely managing to accept the class before she passed out.


Chapter 3.

Amber didn’t know how long she had been unconscious, but when she awoke, her entire body was sore. It felt as if she had fallen down a rocky cliff—if that was even an apt descriptor. Everything hurt. She couldn’t even remember what she had been doing to end up in such a state.

“Where am I…?” she groaned, looking at dried blood all around her.

She then paused, seeing the broken Stone Guardians, and the memories of her previous battle came back to her. For a moment, she thought she was insane for doing all that, but when she remembered how she had felt during the fight, the thought instantly vanished. It was a bit hard to admit, but this temple⁠—this tower—fulfilled her. It made her feel truly alive. It wasn’t in bursts like with running, it was all the time.

Amber closed her eyes for a moment, relishing in her feelings before finally remembering what happened when the battle ended.

She was going to die…

But then she accepted her class, and now she was alive, even if extremely sore. Finally, after a couple of breaths, she decided to look at her notifications. The first one was from accepting the class itself.

[ You have gained the class: Cursed Berserker

Vitality +15

Strength +10

Dexterity +10

Endurance +10

Intelligence +5

Wisdom +5

Natural recovery has increased by 40%.

Body enhancements are 100% more effective.

Wounds heal three times faster out of battle. ]

“Woah,” she couldn’t help but gasp. “That is quite… insane. Though… what is a body enhancement?”

Amber wondered for a second. The name was kind of self-explanatory, but at the same time, she didn’t really have a skill that did any of that. Finally, after a moment of thinking, she decided to look at the rest of the notifications.

[Fast Recovery has leveled up from level 4 to 7.]

[Fast Recovery ⁠— level 7, becomes Quick Recovery ⁠— level 7]

[New General Skill! You have learned Quick Recovery⁠ — level 7

You’ve barely survived a group of statues. This is an upgraded version of Fast Recovery, helping you heal from your wounds and injuries slightly faster.]

That was nice, though aside from probably needing like four hours of sleep at this point, she didn’t really know how to quantify it. After a moment, she continued through her notifications.

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from level 1 to 5.]

[Keen Senses has leveled up from level 4 to 6.]

[Body Bash has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[New General Skill! You have learned Supernatural Nullification.

As a Cursed Berserker, you’re immune to the Supernatural. You are the Supernatural.]

[Core Skill was delayed due to pending Class.]

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 20 as a Cursed Berserker, you have learned Cursed Momentum ⁠— level 1.

You’ve fought with momentum, not daring to stop. The longer you fight, the stronger and more durable you become. If you are affected by a curse, you will apply it to your target. This skill reaches its peak after fifteen minutes in battle, increasing your stats by 100% (50% before class bonus).]

Once more, she couldn’t help but pause. Not only was the fact that Core Skill was part of her new class sheer luck, it also seemed strong. She just needed to determine what counted as ‘in battle’ to see if she could abuse it. Not only that but she had Supernatural Nullification⁠— she didn’t understand what it was, but she had a vague idea.

Her breathing quickened, and the soreness in her body was now but a distant thought⁠. Even the fact that she was in a room surrounded by dead stone monsters wasn’t on her mind. All she cared about was looking at her status.

[Name: Amber | Level: 20

Class: Cursed Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Stats:

Vitality: 65

Strength: 55

Dexterity: 45

Endurance: 36

Intelligence: 20

Wisdom: 20

Free Core Skill Slots: 6 | Core Skills:

[Heavy Swing - Lvl. 8], [Body Bash - Lvl. 6], [General Weapon Mastery - Lvl. 5], [Cursed Momentum - Lvl. 1]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify - Lvl. 1], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- Lvl. 2], [Keen Senses - Lvl. 6], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 7].]

It’s so much better.

She wasn’t quite sure about having more Strength than Dexterity, but in the end, she had ended up placing two whole level-ups during her fight towards that. The stone statues had been hard. But she was happy. She was incredibly happy.

Amber smiled and tried to stand up, only to wince in pain. She was still injured. However, after a minute, she was finally on two legs, even if she wobbled a bit. Her clothes were⁠ incredibly torn by this point. She had been wearing running shoes, pants, and a plain white shirt, which were now stained with dirt and blood.

She thought about washing them but quickly shook her head⁠— she’d think about that later. Right now, there was only one thing on her mind, and that was the vague idea of what Supernatural Nullification was and what it did. She turned and found the long sword she had been using to kill the golems. It was still wreathed in a magical cursed aura.

Amber limped towards it and stared at the sword. Then, taking a deep breath, she slowly leaned forward and touched it with her finger⁠— nothing happened. A smile spread across her face as she held onto its grip without problem. The joy she felt at that moment was comparable to receiving a surprise birthday present.

She found that she was able to lift it without issue, so she examined it. It was long enough to reach her shoulders, which she found slightly ridiculous. She ran her hand across the entirety of the blade. Even though it was huge, she kind of liked its size. No⁠. She loved its size.

With a smile, Amber limped to her hideout, deciding to recover from her injuries before doing anything stupid.

* * *

Eight hours later, she was surprisingly back to normal⁠. That said, she didn’t know how long she was passed out before that, but it didn’t really matter. There was actually only a single thing that mattered to her, and that was testing her skills.

With a smile, she went to the floor above the Stone Guardians in the hopes of finding something of similar strength⁠. To her surprise, she found just what she was looking for.

The floor she was in had salmon-colored floors and walls and plenty of light—just like the floor of rocky-friends. It was also spacious, and that would be perfect for her battling needs. However, what was most important were the monsters it held. Amber smiled deeply seeing seven statues in the large hall before her. They seemed like decorations, but Identify told her otherwise.

[Stone Guardian. Lvl. 16]

[Stone Guardian. Lvl. 17]

[Stone Guardian. Lvl. 16]

…

They were the exact same thing. They were the perfect target for her to test her skills on. But just when she was about to take a step forward, she paused.

“Does self-inflicted damage count as ‘in battle’?” She paused and decided to run her fingers on the edge of her sword.

After a couple of moments of doing the same thing and spreading blood all across her blade—wincing numerous times in the process⁠—she realized that it, in-fact, did not count as “in battle”, which was a sad realization. Taking a breath and wiping her hand and sword with the cloth she had, she turned to the golems inside the wide room.

“Well, at least I have you all.” She grinned and readied her sword, this time not holding it by the blade. Then, she stepped forward.

All at once, the seven statues triggered and turned towards her, but she was faster than them. In a single second, she reached the first one, already swinging her sword down upon it with the use of Heavy Swing. If the statue had a face, it would’ve been one of horror⁠— the sword hit and cleaved through its head before bringing it down with a booming sound.

The Stone Guardian died just like that.

[You have defeated a [Stone Guardian. Lvl. 16].]

Amber blinked, and a moment later, she felt a small surge of strength course through her body. She was now considered “in battle”. Immediately, she turned towards the next rushing guardian and swung her sword towards its side with all her strength, using Heavy Swing.

The monster blocked, and its arm was almost severed⁠, the cut going about two-thirds of the way into its appendage.

Just like the Imperial Stone Guardian.

Amber narrowed her eyes and stepped back. Her strength was the same as the Imperial Stone Guardian now, but… that was without Cursed Momentum. A smile festered on her face as she decided she wanted to see what happened when the fifteen minutes passed. And so, she engaged in a leisurely battle against the Stone Guardians, the ruckus seemingly bringing over an Imperial Stone Guardian.

* * *

Amber quickly took down the last Stone Guardian with a kick that shattered its leg and then a series of quick stomps to destroy its head. She had killed all seven of the guardians and made sure to take her sweet-ass time while doing so, because⁠—

She deflected a sword swing from the Imperial Stone Guardian that was in front of her. She waiting for the skill to build up⁠, and she could just tell that in a few seconds, it would reach its peak⁠.

[Imperial Stone Guardian. Lvl. 21]

It’s even stronger than the one I fought, too.

Amber smiled and ducked below a swing from the Imperial Stone Guardian, and her skill reached its crescendo. She had her sword pulled back ready to strike, and for a second, she took in the moment. Her muscles were flowing with strength, her body felt hot, and even though she wasn’t pushing her limits, the payoff from doing so last time filled her with joy.

And she slashed⁠—

Heavy Swing.

Instantly, the sword broke through the monster, almost through brute force alone as its upper half was thrown into a wall, its legs skidding across the ground. Bits of rock flew in the air as Amber’s eyes grew wide. The sword that the Imperial Stone Guardian held clashed against the wall with a dull ringing sound.

Amber blinked, and notifications came. She saw all of them.

[You have defeated a [Stone Guardian. Lvl. 18].]

[You have defeated a [Stone Guardian. Lvl. 19].]

…

[You have defeated a [Imperial Stone Guardian. Lvl. 21].]

[You have reached level 21. 5 stat points awarded.]

[You have reached level 22. 5 stat points awarded.]

She had leveled already. Without hesitation, she placed seven attribute points into Strength, and then the other three in Vitality. For a moment, she couldn’t help but smile. She was strong, much stronger than she had ever imagined. She felt super-human. Not only that, but she would continue to grow stronger. Heavy Swing and General Weapon Mastery had gained a level from the fights as well.

Amber looked at the fallen stone corpses of her enemies and smiled.

She didn’t know what awaited her in her mission to get out of the tower, but she was ready for it. That said, she sighed and looked down at herself. “I really need to take a bath.”

* * *

She had decided to take a bath on the frog level ⁠— by this point, the frogs were absolutely terrified of her and fled upon seeing her, so it was actually quite peaceful. She made sure to wash her clothes and the rag she had found, and now, she was washing her body. She had hardly changed since coming to this world, except for some scars on her hands and forearms⁠— her back probably had scars, too, but she couldn’t see them.

Amber looked at her reflection. She was smiling. She had brown hair and amber eyes. It was relatively average, though in this world⁠—whatever it was called⁠—she found she didn’t really care about her appearance.

Still… She frowned. I have to return, don’t I…?

When she first came here, she truly wanted to return, but right now, it was more like a duty in her mind. Her peers would probably be worried, but she was sure she’d fade into a distant memory with time. And her mother had kicked her out two years ago and hadn’t spoken with her since. However, even then she felt some sort of weird sense of duty? It was strange.

Maybe it had to do with her not-so-close friends or missing work-shifts at her weekend grocery store job, she didn’t really know.

She lay back in the water. “I’ll think about it later…”

* * *

Amber took a day to prepare to face the Lesser Horned Juggernaut, and finally, she was ready.

She took a deep breath and stared down a series of steps. Part of a wall lay at the end, rubble all around. She was as ready as she could be. She made sure to grab different weapons from all the statues she could find and slung them in random pieces of cloth she scavenged all around the tower, making a makeshift sling of weapons. Now, she was armed. She had the sword with a double-guard, a normal sword, two daggers, and a mace. She would’ve loved to carry more, but she was concerned about mobility.

She was much stronger now.

She had considered finding a frog and forcing it to attack her⁠ to abuse Cursed Momentum, but she decided against it. She didn’t want a cheap victory, not against this thing. After a second of hesitation, she went down the steps. Her footsteps were as light as she could make them.

Amber stared at the destruction surrounding the floor. It had rooms and hallways, however there were puncture holes all over the entire level as if a train had rammed through them. She held onto her main and favorite sword. Then, finally gathering her courage, she hit the sword against the ground, a loud clang resounding across the room.

The floor began to shake as she raised her sword. She had more than a chance against this thing now. In fact, she was confident she could kill it with the help of her class⁠.

A wall before her exploded, and Amber smiled, seeing her adversary finally revealing itself.

[Lesser Horned Juggernaut. Lvl. 27]

The rhinoceros-like monster immediately locked eyes with her and charged. Amber waited a moment and Body Bashed out of the way with a lunge⁠. The monster hit the wall next to her and tried to turn, but she already had her main-sword raised⁠—

Heavy Swing!

She slashed down with all her strength and tore a gash into the monster. The Lesser Horned Juggernaut let out a screech as Amber backed off. The counter on Cursed Momentum had just started, but she planned to end the fight before the fifteen-minute mark hit. The monster turned to her with burning eyes and charged. She dodged out of the way.

It was fast, but it took time to build its speed. It was something that Amber exploited with a wide smile, cutting into the monster and punishing it for its mistakes. She noticed that sometimes, some of her slashes would create other cuts⁠. At first, she was confused, but then she realized Cursed Momentum was applying the weapon’s curse to her attacks—something that made her even happier.

After repeating the process a dozen times, Amber thought that maybe she wouldn’t even need to use her other weapons. However, that feeling didn’t last long as the monster unleashed an angry shriek as it stopped charging at her.

Instead, it was just looking. Its blood was dripping on the ground from the shallow cuts on its body, and it was the only indicator to Amber that time was still flowing. She frowned. The effects of Cursed Momentum would disappear after about a minute of not fighting—based on her interaction with the skill earlier. She couldn’t afford to wait the monster out, not when she had about half of the skill’s bonus already anyway.

There was a second of staredown before Amber made a decision⁠. She had thought about killing the monster in such a way earlier, but it was too dangerous. Now, though, she had no choice.

She threw her sword to the ground and grabbed both daggers from the makeshift sling before tossing the rest of her weapons to the ground. Then, after taking a moment to gather herself, she rushed towards the monster.

The Lesser Horned Juggernaut waited a second, but then it rushed at her. Amber smiled, stopped in her tracks, and then⁠ jumped. She twisted in the air and landed on the monster’s back, immediately stabbing down with the daggers. She stabbed both at once using Heavy Swing, the skill affecting both as they dug deep into the monster’s flesh.

The Lesser Horned Juggernaut roared in anger as it hit the wall, sending a reverberating shock through her body. Amber felt her entire spine and neck ache from the shock, but she still held her daggers in as the flesh of the monster began to be cut by the curse of the weapons. Not only that, but she also stabbed it again every chance she got with one of the daggers.

Amber clung tightly to the monster’s back as it went on a rampage, breaking through walls and other parts of the floor. Debris constantly pelted at her, causing her to grit her teeth, but with each passing minute, her grip grew stronger. The monster rammed against the walls and even tried to jump to hit Amber against the ceiling, but it couldn’t.

She kept on stabbing and letting the monster suffer from the curse until it entered a panic and toppled to the ground. Amber winced from pain, her leg crushed, but she still kept stabbing the monster, rending the daggers across its flesh. Finally, it perished from the myriad of stab wounds lining its back.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Horned Juggernaut. Lvl. 27].]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

[Heavy Swing has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

[You have reached level 23. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 25. 5 stat points awarded.]

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 25 as a Cursed Berserker you have learned ⁠Passive: Berserker’s Body — level 1.

You’ve embodied what it means to be a Berserker, and now you can physically be one, too. You feel half of the pain you’re supposed to feel, and your body is 30% stronger. (15% before class bonus).]

The skill immediately took effect as Amber felt a surge of strength across her body, but that wasn’t all. She instinctively knew the Core Skill affected her Vitality, Endurance, and Dexterity, too.

With a smile, Amber distributed her attribute points, this time not putting it all in Strength but choosing to spread it across her relevant stats. Then she moved onto getting her leg out from beneath the hulking slab of meat that was the Lesser Horned Juggernaut. Managing to do so in under a minute, Amber smiled, standing in the middle of the broken tower floor.

She had triumphed, and even though she had bruises all over from the monster’s relentless charge, she had won against the very thing that had terrified her for multiple days.

It was just great. No⁠, it was amazing.

With a grin, she continued her task of leaving the tower.

* * *

She rested after killing the juggernaut, and the next day, she descended the floors, killing anything she could and running from the things she couldn’t, leveling up three more times in the process. Finally, she reached the last floor she was planning to explore that day.

It was dark, almost too dark. There were vines and water dripping from the ceiling. It almost seemed devoid of rooms as well. It was… odd. She stepped into the darkness, and a few steps in, she shivered as she saw a pair of slitted golden eyes looking at her from within the darkness.

Identify didn’t show any result, but then a blue light appeared behind her—as if someone turned a flashlight⁠. Amber’s danger senses blared, and she tried to back away, only to hit something. She turned and saw the non-descript form of a man surrounded by light. It was the blob-ghost-looking thing from the murals and⁠—

[???. Lvl. ???]

She couldn’t see its level, nor what it was.

“Greetings,” it said. “Now, tell me: what are you doing in my tower?” 


Chapter 4.

Amber immediately backed away. All her hairs were standing on end, and every single one of her survival instincts told her to accept her death. Running was an impossibility; moving her body was incredibly difficult. Even Cursed Momentum activated as she took another step back, and the being before her smiled.

“Oh, how long has it been since I saw one of your kind,” it⁠— he spoke, an ethereal quality to his voice. “Not just a Berserker but a Cursed Berserker.”

The being took a step forward, and the ground cracked. Amber stepped back.

“You know, that class. It was last seen about three centuries ago. It’s a rare one, especially with how the world favors mages more than ever due to some,” he tilted his head, “developments.”

Amber continued to try to back away from the figure, but he followed at the same walking pace, the ground continuously fracturing in his wake. The being’s blue light illuminated the once dark and dreary room.

“It’s so strange really.” The being smiled. “I mean, you intruded upon my tower in a blink.” It opened its hand, mimicking an explosion. “Poof, just like that. Came into existence. A phenomenon I have never seen before, but not only that, you have an extremely rare class. Isn’t that interesting?”

There was a silence before it continued.

“Isn’t that right?”

Amber swallowed, still trying to back off. “I-it is interesting…”

Then he vanished.

“Glad you agree.”

Amber squeaked as she collided against the figure. She turned and was forced to look at its almost expressionless face⁠— with no eyes, and no hair, it just had a mouth. Like a mannequin of light.

“So… well, I’d like to run some tests. To see if I can keep pushing you and get you an even rarer class. Of course, you’ll most likely die.” He smiled. “But maybe if you have something interesting to tell me, I’m willing to reconsider. Perhaps how you snuck into my tower?”

Amber at that moment, realized she could reason with him. So, after a breath, she spoke.

“I do not know how I invaded this space, but I can tell you the things I know,” she said as steadily as she could. “All that I know,” she corrected in a whisper.

“All that you know?” The being raised its brow-bone. “What could you possibly know that I don’t?”

Amber chewed her lip. If it had been looking at her this entire time, then it probably knew about her phone⁠—hell it probably knew that she was from another world⁠, except… he didn’t so much as ask about any of that or even allude to it? Amber wasn’t completely sure, but she had a feeling that the being hadn’t been watching her the entire time; otherwise, he’d know just how lost she was based on her own mutterings.

She hesitated but ultimately spoke.

“I’m sure we can figure it out if you listen to me. Maybe you’ll figure out how I got here in the first place from listening…”

The being immediately frowned. An oppressive aura filled the room as Amber instinctually shivered, and the being⁠ stepped forward⁠ and slapped the air to the right of her. A booming sound echoed in the room along with the following of wet objects hitting different parts of the room. Amber saw a chunk of flesh fall at her feet.

“Lowly monster, thinking you could interrupt my conversation when I made you.” The being scowled. “Even if you had been level 200 instead of 100, the result would’ve been the same,” he said in annoyance.

Amber blinked, and the being turned to face her. This time, his mood was evidently much worse.

“I’m listening, human. What’s the most outlandish thing you can possibly tell me that will pique my interest?”

She hesitated. Would me saying I’m from Earth be enough. Is there something else I can tell him⁠? No⁠, I don’t have anything else⁠—

“Well?” the being asked with a sharp voice, taking a step forward.

Amber took a breath and squeaked. “I’m not from this world.”

The figure paused. Even his light seemed to flicker for a moment. She couldn’t tell if she made him confused or something else, but⁠—

“Interesting!” he exclaimed. “That is the most outlandish and ridiculous thing someone has ever said to me! Do you have a way to prove your words?”

Amber hesitated but nodded. The figure paused for a moment, his demeanor seemingly turning more serious.

“Very well, then we shall talk.”

He turned and clapped. A moment later, the darkness of the room was purged by fixtures of light that appeared all around the floor. The moss and plants growing immediately disappeared; however, what caught Amber’s attention wasn’t any of that. It was the monster that had been in the room.

She stared at it. It was less than a meter away from her, and it had clearly been wanting to attack her— its legs were facing her, standing to her side. However, the rest of the monster was… it was a blood splatter that went to the end of the room, and chunks of flesh and bone lay lining its path.

Level 100…? Died just like that…?

Her mind paused, but the rumbling of rock made her turn as two stone chairs emerged. The being gestured at her.

“After you.”

She gulped, uncertain of the future.

⁠* * *

Amber sat there, looking at the ground as her mind raced. She was afraid of what would happen to her, she was afraid of everything, she didn’t know what the being before her even was. Still, she had to talk, all to spare her life.

“I can see the gears turning in your head,” the being said, crossing his legs. “If you truly aren’t from Vir, then I’m sure I have knowledge you’re interested in. So, let’s trade. Relax, I won’t kill you. It would be no fun for the tower master to interfere, after all.”

She paused for a moment before nodding. “So this world is Vir?” She was met by a small nod. “My world is called Earth. It’s… vastly different to Vir.”

“Different how?” the being asked, raising its brow-bone.

“There are no monsters for instance.” She closed her eyes. “Nothing like Scraper Frogs or Stone Golems, no Juggernauts or anything. All we have are animals.”

“Interesting, but there is a tiny problem with your information.”

Amber paused as the figure rested his head on the palm of his right hand.

“How am I supposed to believe what you are saying if you don’t have any proof? I’m sure your claims would hold a lot more weight if I had been observing you, but the truth is: I only observed you when you arrived, then assumed you’d die, so I stopped looking. And now, your rapid descent has caught my attention again. So: you said you could prove it. Honor your word.”

She blinked hearing his words. Taking a very deep breath, she reached for her pocket. She took out her phone and held the power button for what felt like ages. The being watched with interest and then⁠ the screen turned on.

“That thing is not magic.” The being frowned. “An artifact from your world?”

“A phone, or a cell phone or… smartphone?” Amber hesitated. “They get called lots of things. But I’ll tell you all about my world as I said, and using my phone, I’ll try to show you some of it. However, before that I do want to ask: who are you, or… what are you?”

The being smiled.

“I’m a Primordial Spirit.” There was a pause as his non-existent gaze met hers. “A god.”

Amber paused and nodded, deciding to trust the Primordial Spirit’s claims. She blinked and realized that the being was now leaning over her shoulder, looking down at her phone.

“Go on, show me your world.”

* * *

Amber began by showing the spirit pictures from her gallery. Some were of food, others of notes from her school. Some were of places around her neighborhood and animals, and yet even though they were mundane things, the Primordial Spirit was incredibly interested, asking questions along the way. Of course, sometimes Amber struggled to explain concepts of Earth in great detail at times, but the spirit didn’t seem to mind as it kept asking questions.

“You said there was no magic. This device you call ‘cell phone’. How does it work?”

Amber hesitated. “It’s very complicated, but it runs on electricity.”

“Electricity?” The being seemed confused. “Isn’t that basically Lightning Magic?”

“Not magic. It’s what you see in thunderstorms. While I don’t understand how it works, through centuries of combined efforts, humans created something like the cellphone. A device that can do complicated mathematical equations, communicate with loved ones across oceans, store memories in the form of pictures, and do myriad other things,” she explained.

“You did say that…” The Primordial Spirit appeared seated in front of her. His chair skidded on the ground until their legs were almost touching. “You even said humans went to the moon.”

“I did. Apparently, this cell phone is numerous times more powerful than the computer that achieved that,” she explained before deciding to correct herself. “In its ability to process problems I mean.”

“All of this is… hard to believe, and yet you have proof,” the Primordial Spirit said, pinching the bridge of his nose. “And you tell me that without magic, humans rule the world?”

His tone was one of disbelief.

“Yeah…”

“How did you all kill the gods?” he asked in a whisper. “They wouldn’t have allowed everything you did. Was there some sort of agreement?”

Amber paused, and then after a moment of hesitation, she answered his question. “There are no gods.”

The Primordial Spirit paused. “... There are no gods?”

She shook her head in response.

She couldn’t see his face, but for a moment, she imagined the face of a child hearing something ridiculous. She couldn’t tell if it was sheer disbelief or something else.

“So you’re telling me humankind conquered their planet and even their moon, created weapons of mass destruction, tamed nature itself, and harnessed its lightning, all without the help of gods?”

She solemnly nodded, and the Primordial Spirit leaned back, staring at the ceiling in disbelief, before leaning forward and nodding furiously.

“That’s it, I’ve decided. I want to see it with my own eyes. Let’s go to your world; take me there, Amber.”

Amber blinked. “I was actually hoping you could tell me how to go back.”

And then, there was silence.

* * *

“I may be a god, but I’m not omnipotent. While I can certainly tear a rift into space and go to a different world, the chances of ending up on Earth are near zero,” the Primordial Spirit said after some time, breaking the silence. “There might be other Primordial Spirits that may have an answer for you, however.”

Amber nodded slowly. She was slightly disappointed the Primordial Spirit had no clear answer for her⁠.

“I will say that, you can return to your world. Just not right now, and not any time soon,” he said, shaking his head. “I will, however, say that I appreciate all this information you’ve given me. It brings me great joy, Amber.”

“Right…” She processed his words. “How do you even know my name?”

“It’s in your status,” the Primordial Spirit answered simply. “But no gods, huh? That is interesting. So how did you end up here. Tell me about that.”

Amber nodded and began regaling her tale, mostly about her last day on Earth and her experiences in Vir.

* * *

“Can’t say your circumstances differ from what I’ve heard about creatures of other worlds. Most of the time they just appear here, out of thin air. Though, I’ve lived for millennia, and I’ve heard of only a handful of others coming from another world. So, you are quite special, Amber.”

“Right.” She shifted. “Thank you for the information, but now, I’d like to ask questions.”

“Of course, I’ll answer anything you want to ask.” He smiled. “You’re quite the interesting individual. It would be shameful of me to not answer your questions.”

She couldn’t tell if the Primordial Spirit was being serious or not, so she chose to ignore what he said and instead asked the first thing in her mind.

“How can I understand what you’re saying?”

“Good question. The System has given you a hidden translation skill for English to the general language of the world—Virian. Of course, you won’t understand old languages for instance.” He waved his hand.

Seems legit. Amber nodded.

“What is your name, and why does this tower have murals worshipping you?”

In response, the spirit gave her a deep smile. “I cannot tell you my name, but I can answer the second question. This is my tower. Once upon a time, before the stars began to fall on this plane, we Primordial Spirits were truly worshipped. We still are, of course, but now we are like beings of myth.” He waved his hand dismissively. “In the past, before the Era of Gods, we were what every being turned to for help. This temple is but a remnant of the past.”

He gestured at their surroundings.

“Of course, some Primordial Spirits still reside in their towers; most of them are quite isolated from civilization.”

“They reside in these towers because they don’t want to be disturbed?” Amber raised her brow.

The Primordial Spirit laughed in response. “No, the reason depends on the Primordial Spirit. As for my reason? You’ll figure it out. It’d be no fun to tell you.”

She wanted to roll her eyes but decided to ask something else. “Why did beings stop turning to Primordial Spirits for help? And what did they need help with?”

“They needed help in dealing with monsters. The twisted creatures of Vir whose sole purpose is to kill. Mutated things born from the negative emotions and the released mana of all species.” Then he turned serious. “As for why they stopped turning to us? The answer is simple: we grew bored of helping, so we gave them the tools to help themselves.”

“The tools to help themselves?” she repeated the question, rather confused.

“We gave the rest of the world classes; we gave everyone access to the System.”

Amber paused and watched as the Primordial Spirit seemed to appear annoyed. She had a feeling that if she asked more about that, she wouldn’t get any more answers. So, instead, she focused on learning more about the world in general.

* * *

The Primordial Spirit refused to answer most of her questions about the System, instead choosing to just give her a smile and telling her to find out. He was quite the eccentric being, but she didn’t actually mind, instead gaining other kinds of information including her location. Apparently, she was on the continent of Sarliane, and the kingdom the tower was in was called Lorisdil, though the spirit did warn that some information might be outdated.

Amber learned about magic, about mana, that there were things such as dungeons and even ancient civilizations that had long perished. And she also learned why the world apparently favored mages now.

“At first, it’s not noticeable, but at higher levels, the disadvantages become glaring. Mages unlike Warriors don’t have to walk a path that has already been paved. At some point, the requirements to become stronger become locked behind knowledge.” He shook his head before giving her a look. “Unless you’re talented, that is.”

“What do you mean?” She raised her brow, now alarmed.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” He smiled.

“You’re unbearable.” Amber finally sighed and paused. “W-wait⁠—”

And the Primordial Spirit broke into howling laughter. “A human has said I’m unbearable?” Amber felt herself growing pale as the spirit kept on laughing before finally managing to look at her. “You are quite something. Honestly, that is true. That’s why I built all of this for myself, to placate my boredom. And that’s why I like you! Entertain me more, mortal⁠, no⁠— Amber!”

She scowled. “I’m not a clown.”

“Clown?” he asked, confused.

“Jester, fool; I’m not your entertainer.” She frowned.

“To some extent, yes, but I suppose that was disrespectful.” He tilted his head. “You are interesting. That is all.”

“Right…”

After that, Amber kept on trying to gain insight about the world of Vir, but unfortunately, all the Primordial Spirit could provide were tales of old that he evidently wasn’t too keen on sharing. Admittedly, she didn’t care too much about legends of old either. At least, not at the moment. He also didn’t seem to know about worldly stuff like currency. She, however, did ask about what his level was, but much to her annoyance, he answered with: “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Finally, exhausting the conversation, Amber decided to make a request to the Primordial Spirit. Making sure to word it in a way that was pleasing to his ear. 

“Since this is your tower, and I’ve given you valuable information, could you hear my humble request? From a mortal to a god.”

He raised his brow. “Your information was entertaining, I don’t know about valuable, though I suppose some of the technology could be replicated here,” he said before shaking his head. “Anyway, I like you enough, so I’ll hear you out. What do you want to ask for?”

“Since you’re the ruler of this tower, I have a simple request.” She took a breath. “Could you⁠ help—”

“No,” he answered, cutting her off.

Amber blinked as the Primordial Spirit continued with a smile.

“My answer is: No, I won’t help you leave my tower.”


Chapter 5.

Unfortunately, the Primordial Spirit had denied her request. And so, she had no choice but to keep on her mission to descend the tower.

In her resting times, she thought about the life she had left behind. Now that she had learned that her return would take a very long time, she focused on ruminating. Amber was sure that people wouldn’t miss her too much. She did have best friends in the past, but they kind of drifted away after she moved away to college. She assumed she was just a distant memory for them. All her thoughts helped her move on from things, and to some extent, it helped her feel liberated.

However, when she wasn’t resting, she was fighting.

Amber screamed, her body filled to the brim with strength as she took down a gigantic spider. Her sword pierced through the tarantula with blue limbs. Then, using all her strength, she used Heavy Swing, still holding her sword. Her Cursed Momentum had reached its peak, and with her inhuman strength, she swung the spider against the wall.

The sword carried its momentum and cut through its hard body all at once, coming out of the other side as its acidic blood spewed into the surroundings from receiving a fatal injury.

A moment later, it died.

[You have defeated a [Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 32].]

The rest of her notifications came. To her surprise, Heavy Swing had leveled up after all this time.

[Heavy Swing has ranked up. Heavy Swing is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from level 2 to 3.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from level 2 to 5.]

[Body Bash has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Keen Senses has leveled up from level 7 to 8.]

[You have reached level 29. 5 stat points awarded.]

[You have reached level 30. 5 stat points awarded.]

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 30 as a Cursed Berserker you have learned ⁠Cursed Stomp — level 1.

Discombobulate your enemy and inflict them with the curse you bear! Destroy them and make them suffer! This skill uses mana.]

Amber was slightly off-put by the barrage of notifications, but she was glad to see so many of her skills leveling up. Not only that but she had gotten a new Core Skill, though it seemed to use mana, so she decided to put two points into Wisdom and Intelligence from one of her level-ups just in case. Then, she tilted her head.

“Second Rank…?” She took a breath from tiredness. “What does that mean?”

“It means a qualitative change,” a voice replied.

Amber turned only to see the Primordial Spirit standing in the doorway looking at her and clapping his hands.

“Excellent fight, by the way. Though you may want to get all of that blood off you as soon as possible.”

She looked down at herself, her exposed skin was sizzling though the blood didn’t seem to actually corrode her clothes for whatever reason. A stinging pain was present all over her body, as well. In the end, Amber just shook her head and sat down on the ground, her body aching from the fight.

“I’ll be okay. It’s a good way to level my Toxin Resistance.”

Her response seemed to get a laugh from the Primordial Spirit, but she didn’t care and instead decided to ask him a question.

“What is a qualitative change in this case? For Heavy Swing I mean.”

He shook his head. “You should’ve gotten a notification about it.”

Amber blinked and realized that⁠ she had indeed missed a notification amongst the deluge of messages. One she quickly read.

[Heavy Swing has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown used to swinging down your deadly heavy rock upon your foes! And now, you swing even harder, armed or unarmed.

2nd Rank ⁠— Cooldown is halved, and the swing strikes 30% harder.]

“Oh, that is nice.” She paused for a moment before hearing a skittering sound behind her. She turned only to see another Sapphire Spider scurrying towards her.

[Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 32]

Her fight versus the earlier one was tiresome, and it was her first time fighting the monster, but Cursed Momentum was still very much active and fully stacked. She also wanted to test the newly improved Heavy Swing that she had been given.

“You should probably back off and recover first,” the Primordial Spirit advised.

Amber immediately shook her head. “This is the perfect chance to test Heavy Swing.” She got up from her resting spot with a smile. “And the perfect target, too.”

The spirit sighed, and she charged as the monster shrieked. It immediately tried to shoot acid at her, but she deftly evaded and then paused⁠—there was a skill to test, too. She had a vague idea of how to use it, and it felt weird⁠—almost like shifting her weight but different. It was like she was guided to it.

Amber stomped. She felt a drain on her small mana pool, and the ground shattered⁠. The spider nearly tripped, and she saw her opportunity. She charged and raised her sword⁠ upon the fallen monster⁠—

Heavy Swing⁠—

It cleaved through two legs as the monster screeched, falling once more to the ground. Amber carried the slash and twirled before using her skill again⁠—

A Heavy Slash-enhanced hit struck the Sapphire Spider’s thorax, cleaving it in two before Amber followed up with a flurry of swings, most enhanced with Heavy Swing at this point as the monster kept on fruitlessly screeching in pain. Its blood sprayed everywhere as toxic fumes spread into the room.

But she didn’t care, and with a final swing, she split the head of the monster open.

[You have defeated a [Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 32].]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

[You have reached level 31. 5 stat points awarded.]

She blinked, panting from exhaustion. The two fights had exhausted her a lot and yet⁠—

“That was infinitely easier.” She was in disbelief. The halved cooldown was a quantitative change for her. And Cursed Stomp had greatly aided her in stunning the monster, too. In the end, she couldn’t help but smile wildly. “This is just great.”

The Primordial Spirit nodded at her. “You don’t cease to impress me.”

“Thanks for the compliment.”

“Yeah.” The spirit nodded. “But seriously speaking, do heed my advice about the blood. Or at least prepare yourself to wash it as soon as possible. That acid gets stronger the longer it stays on your body.”

Amber frowned. He felt a bit like a buzz-kill, but ultimately, she decided to heed the Primordial Spirit’s advice.

* * *

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

The Primordial Spirit seemed to visit her whenever it felt like it, though it happened once a day at the bare minimum. Plus, she could ask him very important questions.

“Do you mind?” Amber asked with annoyance standing next to the canals of water. “At least turn around so I can wash myself.”

“What makes you think I’d care about such things⁠—especially you, a mortal.”

She continued to stare at him until he turned around, mumbling something about her being strange. Finally, she felt okay enough to begin taking a bath, though as she did so she made sure to question the Primordial Spirit.

“What’s so rare about my class anyway? I understand that Warriors aren’t as popular, but the System said it was once-a-century.”

“Well, most people aren’t insane enough to fight while bearing a curse.” The Primordial Spirit shrugged, looking at the hallway in front of her. “Not only that, but most people aren’t insane enough to get the Berserker class to begin with. Not everyone is a battle maniac.”

Amber scoffed. “I’m not a battle maniac, I just like pushing my limits. If knitting pushes my limits in a more fulfilling way, then you’ll see me knitting.”

“So you’re going to be a Knitting Hero of Vir? As an elderly lady?” the spirit asked, evidently amused.

“Yes,” Amber answered simply.

He shook his head with a chuckle. “Anyway, to answer your question. It’s a simple one really. The System sees potential within you. Such classes are only offered to those with potential. Those that may change the world of Vir. Perhaps they’ll usher a new era, perhaps they’ll bring an age of darkness, or perhaps they’ll topple us in power. Your feats aren’t extraordinary yet, but the System is sure they will be. And for what it’s worth: I’m sure they’ll be extraordinary, too.”

Amber blinked, surprised at what the spirit thought.

“That or you’ll die in the process,” he added, and she snorted.

* * *

“So instead of cutting yourself, you’re burning yourself,” the spirit commented, standing at the entrance of the floor.

“Well, as much as I’d like to rush down the floors, I should probably use this chance to get stronger⁠— Ouch!” Amber winced, lifting one of her bare feet from the burning floor.

“You know, in all my time alive, I've seen maybe less than ten people that are as insane as you. Didn’t you say you enjoyed pushing your limits?” He raised his brow. “Are you sure it’s that?”

She nodded. “Right now, I’m also testing my pain tolerance. After a certain point, it just becomes like a cold feeling⁠; its uncomfortable, but I can almost forget it’s there.” She thought for a second. “I think that’s kind of interesting.”

The spirit seemed to pause. “Right…”

* * *

Amber had acquired two more resistances from her exploits and training: Elemental Resistance and Physical Resistance. The Primordial Spirit did tell her she was missing Magical Resistance —apparently, Elemental Resistance seemed to help with magic but not completely. It wasn’t something she fully understood, but even then, she was proud of her current status.
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Finally, with a smile, she stood before the stairs of the next floor, ready to descend. The current floor she was in, for some reason, had only held two spiders.

“I don’t really get it. You don’t want to help me but follow me around?”

“Well, life as a god is quite boring, so I hope that answers the question.” He shrugged.

“I guess.” Amber also shrugged.

She was slightly annoyed about not getting help, however, she had actually grown to enjoy the Primordial Spirit’s presence. He was fun. Eccentric but fun. She didn’t know how much she missed socializing⁠ until now.

“Oh, by the way, what would you do if I jumped out the window?” she asked.

The Primordial Spirit paused. “I’d drag you back in of course. Thinking you can leave my tower in such a way without my permission?” He scoffed.

“Maybe,” she replied tentatively.

The Primordial Spirit snorted.

Amber smiled. The Primordial Spirit was nice and almost a friend, while she wanted to tease him she kept it at that. And so, she descended the steps to the next floor.

The floor wasn’t visible until a couple of steps in, and it didn’t seem to have windows or much light. Instead, she saw a dark chamber with shallow moats, almost as they were there for decoration. At the center, there was a large platform of stone with two bridges for access, and standing right in the middle was a two-meter-tall knight.

[Knight of all Mortals. Lvl. 40]

It was almost ten levels higher than her.

“And so you’ve arrived at a lesser boss. Isn’t that fun?”

Amber stared at it for a moment before smiling. “That it is. Though I’m not stupid. I’ll certainly run if I’m outclassed.”

“So you do have a brain,” the Primordial Spirit commented as Amber continued descending.

The stairs ended at the bridge, and the passage to the next floor was evidently at the other bridge. The setup would’ve been a bit bothersome if the arena wasn’t almost the diameter of a football field. And so, she chose to not worry about the water potentially being acid.

Amber reached the foot of the bridge as the Knight of all Mortals seemed to almost lie dormant, waiting for its next opponent. She eyed the sword it held. It resembled hers except its blade was a pitch black.

“An upgrade?” she wondered out loud.

The Primordial Spirit sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. “You know, the weapons were cursed so people wouldn’t steal them, but here you are taking them and tossing them around as if they were trash. They are quite high-quality, you know?”

“They aren’t trash, it’s just that my sling was worn down, and I couldn’t take them with me,” Amber explained, hefting her sword over her shoulder. “That said, this one is the most useful, but I do test others to see if there are better ones.”

With that, she stepped towards the slumbering monster. All she had now was her main sword and a dagger as backup. The Primordial Spirit didn’t give a response as it also followed along. Finally, when she was about two-thirds of the way across the bridge, runes began to light up on the knight’s armor. They started at each of its extremities, slowly rising up with a harrowing red color before they reached its head, where two orbs began to glow.

Amber readied herself, but the monster simply raised its sword and stood on guard. She stared at it for a moment, befuddled before it clicked. It was a knight. Whether it was waiting for her to step into the ring or attack, she didn’t know. But she charged forward with a smile, wielding her sword. The Knight of all Mortals too charged in kind.

They immediately clashed swords, and Amber gritted her teeth as she was pushed back⁠. She was clearly outmatched when it came to strength, even with the slight boost that Cursed Momentum provided right now, but she was faster than it, and she also had other things. She raised her foot and⁠ stomped.

Cursed Stomp broke the ground, and the knight faltered. She deflected the sword away and immediately twirled, starting a strike. She used Heavy Swing, and the knight got hit on the clavicle⁠—a heavy clank resounded as the monster was sent stumbling multiple steps back.

“You know, the floors of your tower don’t really make sense to me. Why was there a level 100 monster randomly⁠? Why is there a lesser boss now after who knows how many floors?” Amber asked, charging forward.

She immediately slashed with Heavy Slash as the monster hadn’t seemed to recover its poise, but it⁠ parried. Amber was thrown off balance, and a slash came her way, one she barely dodged by falling and rolling away from the knight.

“Well, each Primordial Spirit designs their tower in a way that is perfect for their needs. You should know my needs by now.”

“Entertainment?” Amber asked as she clashed swords with the knight again.

“If this was a game, you would’ve won with a perfect score,” the spirit said with a pleased tone. “The floors in this tower are erratic because it’s fun. At first, it looks normal, but the higher you go, the weirder it gets; luckily for you, you are descending. The level 100 Waragon was just the start of what I’m talking about.”

She scoffed as Cursed Momentum ticked, granting her an increase in strength. She wasn’t pushed as far now, and she could see a gash on the metal armor. It seemed that, thankfully, she wasn’t going to need to wield the sword by its blade. This made her smile. Then, she tried to push the knight with all her strength as the monster pushed back.

Amber immediately stepped to the side, and the monster ended up stumbling forward, then she struck its head with a Heavy Swing-charged slice⁠—the head of the monster flew across the room, and for a moment, she relaxed⁠. It should’ve been dead⁠, but her eyes widened as a sweeping strike came for her neck, one which she quickly ducked under.

She ended up having to block and continuously back off from the headless monster.

“Piece of advice for you: not all monsters are the same. Some may not even have an actual weak-point,” the Primordial Spirit said before chuckling. “You can guess which this one is.”

She didn’t answer as she used Cursed Stomp on the beast again. The knight immediately was thrown off⁠. Scratches appeared all over its armor this time around, and she used it as a window of opportunity. She used Heavy Swing, hitting the monster on the sword arm. Her sword cleaved right through its wrist as the sword clattered to the ground. Then she followed up with a plethora of Heavy Swing-enhanced attacks. The monster was forced to back off as it kept having to block her swipes, but she didn’t stop, the sword constantly tearing through its armor.

“Interesting, but it’s not a lesser boss for nothing.”

On cue, the monster tried to lunge towards her, but Amber managed to back off in time, and then the monster started to punch. She had to duck and attack in a much more passive manner, and this continued as she slowly managed to wear down the knight. More and more shallow gashes appeared all over the monster until its runes began to glow brighter⁠. Then, it caught her sword and pulled.

Amber held onto it, and the monster threw her across the room. She immediately hit the wall. The shock made her cough as her insides rearranged. The now half-stacked Cursed Momentum helped her to not sustain heavier damage. She fell, hitting the water—that thankfully was just water—and the knight jumped down, following after her.

Amber hurriedly grabbed her sword again, and this time, she decided to change the way she used it. Deciding to trust General Weapon Mastery, she grabbed the secondary-guard and the blade almost like a staff. Making sure she could easily manipulate it, she used the blade of the sword to block the knight’s attacks. Sometimes she stabbed, and sometimes she swung, puncturing the knight with the guard.

The battle dragged on as Amber accrued some punches and bruises from the fight, but the more Cursed Momentum built up, the more she pushed back until finally, it reached its highest point, and Amber knew it was over. She immediately backed off and regripped her sword in a normal way, then uncaring for what the knight might do, she rushed, slicing using Heavy Swing.

The knight blocked with its forearms, and⁠ they were sheared right through. Amber smiled and carried the momentum from the previous swing into another Heavy Swing-laced swipe, cleaving through its arms. Then its torso was torn apart with the subsequent swings as the monster finally fell over.

Dying for good, it heralded the start of a barrage of notifications.

[You have defeated a [Knight of all Mortals. Lvl. 40].]

[General Weapon Mastery has ranked up. General Weapon Mastery is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[General Weapon Mastery has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown used to wielding the weapons you come across! And now, you can do it better. What? It’s a mastery skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— Weapons feel 30% lighter in your hands.]

Amber blinked. The description was amusing to her, but the 2nd Rank effect seemed underwhelming, except when she thought about it, it was actually quite great. That meant she’d have even faster strikes with her swords or even be able to wield a gigantic greatsword without as much effort in the future.

With a smile, she continued down her notifications, leaving the water and moving towards the sword the knight had wielded.

[Heavy Swing has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 2 to 3.]

[You have reached level 32. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 35. 5 stat points awarded.]

New Core Skill. Amber smiled as she grabbed the sword. And a new sword.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 35 as a Cursed Berserker, you have learned ⁠Curse Battery — level 1.

You passively store the curses affecting you, and you can unleash thirty minutes’ worth of them upon touching an enemy. You store 3 minutes per hour.]

“Battery?” she asked out loud.

“I figured I should give you something related to your world,” the Primordial Spirit said with a smile. “Don’t worry, the skill is actually better than the one it could have been.”

Amber paused, looking at the smiling spirit. Her mind whirled in confusion before she remembered what he had said when they first met. He was a god. She was stunned for a second before nodding.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welc⁠—” The Primordial Spirit stopped and then looked straight at the ground.

Amber briefly felt confused before the spirit spoke once more.

“People have stepped into the tower,” he said, his tone hard to read. “Intruders.”


Chapter 6.

“Intruders?” Amber asked. “Are they common?”

“No, my tower is one of the isolated ones from the world,” the Primordial Spirit replied, shaking his head. “Intruders aren’t very common, and well, don’t worry about it. It’s not like we’ll see them any time soon. Though these people looked well-equipped, so it should be fun.”

“Right, I’ll hide when they come I guess,” she said awkwardly.

The Primordial Spirit seemed to be staring at the ground, so instead, she used the time to distribute her attribute points⁠—or that was what she was going to do before the spirit looked at her.

“Amber, you have too much Endurance for your level. It’s not as useful as you think. It’s the least important stat of all the physical attributes,” the Primordial Spirit explained. “I mean. Have you ever collapsed from true exhaustion⁠—”

The ground in front of the Primordial Spirit exploded. Amber was blasted away, her almost-dead Cursed Momentum immediately refreshed. Her mind blared as she watched a veiled figure with gigantic crimson gauntlets suspended in mid-air. Then the man turned towards the spirit and punched.

She didn’t know what kind of skill that was, but the spirit caught it with one hand anyway. A shockwave spread across the room, making Amber take a step back as the ground behind the spirit broke apart from the force of impact. Amber gaped at the sight, and the spirit spoke.

“As I was saying. For a Berserker, the most important stats are definitely Vitality and Strength, so try to prioritize those,” the Primordial Spirit finished explaining before pushing back with his hand.

It seemed like a simple push—it didn’t even seem to carry that much force—and yet⁠ the veiled figure streaked and hit the wall of the tower. A loud bang resounded along with a tremor inside the tower. Amber had barely managed to parse what the Primordial Spirit had said. She still listened, but the sight before her left her in awe of the spirit’s power.

He was too powerful.

Still. Amber couldn’t make sense of what had just happened. Why did a man randomly show up and try to attack the Primordial Spirit? Was it something common? Were Primordial Spirits hunted in today’s time? She had so many questions that she didn’t have answers to, and just when she was about to ask the Primordial Spirit a question, a person flashed into the room.

They wore a red robe, crimson, and yet they looked mostly unassuming, except for the fact that it was covered in swirling energy. A hood covered their face, and Amber was only able to see the displeasure their mouth held as they pointed a metal staff at the spirit. There were two crystals at its tip, shining with a golden light.

“Explode.”

A boom broke through Amber’s ears, and next came a cone of orange along with a deep rumbling. Amber covered her eyes at the blast, and the temperature within the room rose tenfold as she felt her skin sear, blistering from the heat as she squealed in pain⁠ before it was gone in a single moment.

Then, there was a brief period of silence as Amber opened her eyes only to see: destruction. The entirety of the room was carbonized. The water was gone, and black painted the ceilings, floors, and walls, except… Where she stood and where the Primordial Spirit stood, both spaces were completely untouched, a perfect circle surrounding them.

Amber stared in shock. The Mage was nowhere to be seen now, and the Primordial Spirit seemed displeased.

“I see that you two have chosen death. Not the first time people get the twisted idea of wanting to die to a Primordial Spirit, but know that your death won’t be painless.”

Amber gulped at what he said. Not only could she feel the truth in his annoyance-laced words, but she also had never felt the murderous intent of the Primordial Spirit or anyone’s really. It was suffocating. It wasn’t aimed at her, and yet she struggled to breathe. And then, the spirit craned his head at the ceiling.

“There is one of you at least.”

The celling exploded. Amber watched with wide eyes as the man came down, swinging both gauntlets at once upon the Primordial Spirit, a swirling mass of flames around him. The Primordial Spirit blocked by lifting one arm, and as the man hit⁠ it, the ground exploded. Amber fell onto the ground as debris flew all around her, and a torrent of flames blasted downward.

The entire room was covered in a crimson deluge of molten rock as it melted through the stone itself, and yet Amber was unscathed. She remained protected by a spherical blue barrier, one that kept the floor before her intact. Outside of it was now a molten mass of magma that was quickly cooling down. Nothing of the original room remained after the series of attacks.

Nothing but the floor the spirit is standing on…

Amber gulped. She couldn’t even comprehend how he had emerged unscathed from that chain of attacks, and yet there he was. Untouched. Would she one day be able to withstand something like that? She didn’t know, but right now, she found herself admiring the spirit’s power. The power of a god.

The attackers were strong, but they hadn’t managed to touch the Primordial Spirit. Amber looked around for the attackers, but they were nowhere to be seen. A moment later, she felt a prickling feeling all around her skin. She looked down only to see her fine and almost hard to see hairs standing on end. Even her head hair was beginning to rise. Then, she saw the crackling of electricity on the ceiling. First was a small strand, then multiple, and they all began to slowly pulse. There were strands of lightning gathering at a single point, and the female Mage appeared, slamming the butt of her staff onto the ground.

“Fallen Down!”

Like a smite from the heavens, a beam of blue light fell upon the spirit. Amber gulped as it seemed to shatter the rock above and below, unleashing pure destruction. And yet, once more, a blue barrier protected her as she just stared.

A moment later, the brawler appeared next to the mage woman. Amber couldn’t hear what they were saying, but she managed to use Identify on them, and she gulped.

[???. Lvl. ???]

[???. Lvl. ???]

[Identify has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

“Amber, do you think you could lend me your phone after this? I understand it’s out of battery, but I’d like to study it,” the Primordial Spirit asked.

Amber blinked and saw the ray of lightning vanish from a pulse of blue energy. Almost like a magical EMP. Even the heat from the ground vanished in a single moment. It was something that she couldn’t even comprehend. And from the looks of it, neither could the two attackers as they took a step back.

“Amber?” the voice from the spirit broke her reverie.

“Y-yes,” she stammered. “I-I’ll lend you my phone.”

He smiled. “Good, let’s go grab it after I’m done with this. Though, I’ll take my time. I’m quite upset, after all.”

The brawler gritted his teeth before rushing towards him, punching. “Don’t ignore us!”

The Primordial Spirit ducked under the punch⁠, and a blast of air exploded behind. Even the wall of the tower exploded into the outside world, revealing the ample forest outside. Amber blinked as she saw the Primordial Spirit punch the man in the stomach. A dull boom resounded like the shooting of a pistol. Then again, and again⁠—

The brawler was forced to back off in pained steps as the Primordial Spirit approached almost in a boxing-like stance. Then, he began to exchange punches with the brawler. Amber watched as he landed an uppercut on the man’s chin before continuing with a flurry of punches to the man’s stomach⁠. She could’ve sworn she heard a crack amongst the sound⁠—

“Slice.”

A beam of electricity came from the staff of the mage, and the Primordial Spirit slapped it out of the way. The beam was deflected and punctured a hole into the outside world, before the Primordial Spirit took a step forward and kneed the brawler. The man spat blood before he went flying, hitting the staircase of the floor. Amber then turned to see what the mage would do, only to see their figure flying through the air⁠ before also hitting the stairs.

“I assume the lands where you two are from, you both got called champions,” the Primordial Spirit said, drawing Amber’s attention. He was slowly walking towards the intruders. “You two got acclaimed as heroes, as god slayers perhaps, but you are nothing but flies in my eyes. Neither of you understand what it truly means to be a god.”

His voice caused the surroundings to tremble as he finished his sentence. Amber stared for a moment before he smiled.

“I’ll show you what it means to be a god.”

Amber shivered, and the Primordial Spirit clapped his hands. In a single moment, they were all teleported to a different floor of the tower. It was akin to a jungle filled with trees and prowling monsters. It almost felt like a new world, except for the fact that the walls of the tower were still visible.

“A god is⁠—”

The scenery shifted to one of stars, galaxies, and the vast cosmos, almost like an illusion that made it feel as if they were suspended in the vastness of space. Then it shattered⁠ like glass as a gigantic claw broke through it, and Amber shivered as she looked up only to see a gigantic black-scaled creature, one with wings and slitted eyes. It raised its head, and flames poured from its maw. They were iridescent, shimmering with the colors of the stars themselves, something of divine nature. The mere sight made her despair, and not too far away from her, the two intruders were shaking as well.

“All-powerful.”

The dragon breathed⁠ before a gigantic claw stomped it from the sky, breaking its bones in a visceral manner, killing it instantly.

“All-mighty.”

A roar echoed as the Primordial Spirit stepped towards the claw as it vanished like an illusion.

“But, more importantly, everlasting.”

They landed back on the floor they were first in—the completely destroyed battlefield. Amber stared for a moment as she now saw the two people lying near the center of the room. The Primordial Spirit pointed his finger at them.

“I suppose it’s time to put an end to this. You two are unworthy of torture, after all.”

A moment later, a myriad spell circles formed at the tip of his finger. All Amber could do was watch. Not only was the Primordial Spirit incredibly adept at hand-to-hand combat, but he was also an incredibly capable mage. It wasn’t something she could understand, nor something that made sense to her, but he was a god.

That was the power of a god.

She gulped, feeling the mana shift in her surroundings as it began to become visible, gathering at the tip of his fingers. Meanwhile, the two figures were drinking some kind of liquid from glass bottles. They immediately stood up, and the brawler vanished. He appeared behind the Primordial Spirit and started punching. It was blocked just as easily, and yet the shockwave was twice as powerful as before. The mage raised her staff.

“Primrose Chain.”

Amber saw multiple places in the air shine before they exploded. Both attacks were immeasurably more powerful than the ones they had used before, and yet Amber knew it didn’t make a difference. The barrier that was protecting her hadn’t changed. She closed her eyes. Neither of the two intruders were a match for the Primordial Spirit⁠—

A clapping resounded through the chamber. Everything cleared, and standing less than two meters away from her was a man dressed in black. He wore odd-looking clothing with a cape, his head was hidden by a black helmet devoid of any specific features except for a vertical slit, and under his right arm there was a black staff. It resembled a gigantic thorn, crooked and ugly.

The man finished clapping. “Magnificent, but it is time for me to intervene.”

The Primordial Spirit was looking at him. Amber couldn’t quite read his expression, but based on her experiences with the spirit and his body language, she knew this person wasn’t good news.

“Dargon, the twisted Space Mage, are you tired of looking for my kin in the Great Desert? Is that why you’re back? The ruin explorations yielded no results? Well, I can't say I’m not happy about that.”

The man chuckled. “As rude as ever I see. Is that your way of greeting an old acquaintance?”

“Acquaintance? Yes, I suppose coming for me in an attempt to force me to pass down techniques and enlightenment makes you one. Though last time you were alone, and now you are back with minions at your side.”

“Let’s just say I’ve found a few like-minded people,” the man said, happiness evident in his tone. “Now, the Arcane Council desires your knowledge. Or, more specifically, they wish to extract it from you.”

“Ah, you found a bunch of unhinged people like you that want to become gods.” The Primordial Spirit smiled. “Well, good for me. With you here it might be a bit dangerous, but more importantly, I get to kill you. Your tricks won’t work a second time, you know?”

The man said nothing in response, and the Primordial Spirit turned to Amber:

“Do you think I can keep your phone?”

Amber blinked. “Sure?”

The man gave her a glance but said nothing before turning back to the Primordial Spirit.

“I never thought you’d fancy such a weak mortal,” the man said thoughtfully.

“Amber, you have permission to leave my tower. Just jump down. You’ll survive.” He nodded.

For a moment ,she paused. Couldn’t he teleport me out? No, it was clear to her the Primordial Spirit could definitely do that, it just didn’t want to⁠—

“Well, it’s not like her presence matters in all of this.” The man raised his staff, this one shining in purple instead. “Destroy.”

The space before it ruptured. Amber saw reality crack, black lines forming on the air itself as the Primordial Spirit’s mouth twisted in great displeasure. It felt as if the world was screaming, and the barrier that was protecting her cracked.

The Primordial Spirit clapped his hands, and all the magic was wiped away by a wave of his own magic, much like the one she had seen before. Then, the two other intruders attacked, and the man raised his staff that glinted with purple light.

“Amber, run, and put all your points into Vitality when you jump,” the Primordial Spirit said. There was a small tone of urgency in his voice.

She immediately nodded and dashed towards the hole between floors, ignoring what was happening in her surroundings. At that moment, she noticed a purple light flashing. The man was aiming his staff at her.

“I can’t let you get away, can I?” She could almost feel him smiling through his voice. “Supernova.”

Purple engulfed her. Amber saw a blue barrier appear before her, this one thicker⁠, stronger, almost a completely solid blue. It immediately cracked from the boom she heard outside, and then⁠, it fell apart. She was still running, and when everything cleared, she saw that there was no tower floor anymore. All the walls led to the outside. Still, she ignored the fact and managed to reach the hole, placing her points into Vitality as she was told.

She slid down and managed to look up as she saw the tower falling. It collapsed on top of itself as the Primordial Spirit let out a laugh.

“Now, I don’t need to hold back!”

She saw a flash of blue above, then she saw the floors she had been rapidly descending. She saw a forest, another floor that looked like it was made out of gold, some that looked average, some falling water, and even one that resembled a bath. But most passed too quickly. Then, she looked down and⁠—

She hit shallow water.

Amber screamed in pain as she felt her legs break from the fall. A moment later, she felt her bones begin to rearrange. She still had the sword she had taken from the Knight of all Mortals, and with it, she tried to stand up as she received a notification.

[You’ve received a simple blessing: Your fatal injuries have been healed.]

Her bones seemingly snapped back into place, and Amber let out a painful grunt, then using the sword, she started limping away. She knew that the Primordial Spirit wasn’t too keen on giving away things—he would even throw fits when she picked up the weapons around the tower⁠—so she appreciated his blessing, just like how she appreciated the System advice he had given her despite refusing during their first encounter.

As for giving her a better blessing? He probably didn’t consider it necessary.

In the end, she considered him a friend. It was ridiculous to think her first friend in this world was a god of all things. But she liked him. It kind of hurt her that there wasn’t a proper farewell, but she understood the circumstances didn’t allow for one.

Amber shook her head, finally managing to limp out of the water. She looked back at the tower and saw the broken floor dozens of floors up, and she noted how the rest of the tower was floating.

A smile spread across her face before muttering a small goodbye under her breath and turning away.

“Goodbye, Amber,” his voice replied. “My name is: Ax’thra the Primordial Spirit.”

She paused and nodded, smiling.

“Goodbye, Ax’thra.”

“May we meet again.”

Another explosion went off on the exposed part of the tower, and Amber knew that it wasn’t safe for her to return again. Not for a while at least.

So, she ventured into the forest, limping and determined to find civilization. 


Chapter 7.

By the end of the day, Amber was fully recovered, due to being out of battle. She searched far and wide before finding a cave to pass the night in, making sure that she was far enough from the tower. Even though she kind of expected it, she found herself slightly depressed now that she was alone with her own thoughts again.

She had left her home unintentionally. While at this point she knew she’d say no if given the option to return, she still felt bad for leaving those that were in her life without saying anything—bosses, professors, distant friends. She at least wished she could’ve left a note or something that explained she was living her best life.

Perhaps, she never left her life. Perhaps there was some sort of doppelganger in her place. The thought gave her some comfort—and a small amount of existential dread.

If she returned, what was she supposed to say? Hey, I was in this world called Vir, and I met a Primordial Spirit. He was super fun to talk to! Oh, he’s a god by the way.

She didn’t really know how to deal with those thoughts, and she supposed they were fruitless. She felt guilt over something she didn’t cause. Deep down, she was glad her mother had basically wanted nothing to do with her after she chose to move for college. Otherwise, she’d probably feel worse. Perhaps she’d return eventually.

Now, she was truly alone. The Primordial Spirit was no longer there for her. Maybe that was why she got so many negative thoughts all at once. She was living her best life here in Vir.

Was it fucking painful? Absolutely! It was incredibly painful. Was it gross? It was. She had actually murdered frogs until she got desensitized to the entrails. But was it fun? It was the best. Amber loved every single second when she got to push her limits, and she wanted more. She didn’t have any grand delusions like she was meant for this world—going to the bathroom sucked.

But, she did feel like she was much more suited to fighting monsters than fighting taxes. She was glad she got to experience this.

As for her mother? Amber figured she’d be fine. She had gone two years without saying anything to her, after all.

Though, if her acquaintances knew, she hoped they’d be happy for her. Amber wasn’t too sure since the concept of fighting monsters probably seemed horrifying, but multiple people advised her to do what made her happy. And pushing her limits is what made Amber happy.

That’s enough thinking for today.

With a small smile, she fell asleep as a heavy rainfall started over the forest.

* * *

At first, Amber had been wary of the Arcane Council chasing after her, but as the days passed, she felt more at ease, except for the fact that she was starving. There were plenty of monsters in the forest that she could kill, even fish to try to capture, but she was quite horrified by the idea of eating raw meat. She had done it with frogs, but after she got to the floor with burning ground, she had cooked everything. Here, starting a fire might draw the monsters of the forest she had to avoid or the intruders from the tower.

So, since she wanted nothing to do with raw meat, she decided to eat berries from a bush⁠. If they were poisonous, she’d probably be fine with her current Toxin Resistance level.

After a second of hesitation eyeing the orange-colored berry, she ate it. Nothing happened for a moment before a small stinging sensation spread to her throat. Cursed Momentum didn’t activate given it was technically a self-inflicted injury, which also meant her class bonus of recovering three times faster was active.

A minute later, the stinging was gone.

If she was honest, the berries tasted quite good. So, she stuffed her face full with them whenever she encountered them.

* * *

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

…

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

Two more days passed as she continued traveling through the forest, mostly eating nothing but berries. Identify called them [Osthus Berries] but gave no further information than that. She thought about Identifying her sword, too, but just before she could do that, a deep roar echoed through the forest, and she saw a large monster rushing through the trees.

One tree after another fell as she hid inside a bush. Identify told her what she already knew.

[Great Drake. Lvl. ???]

The forest was prowling with two types of monsters. Some were level 10 to 25, and others were monsters she couldn’t Identify. There was no inbetween. While she didn’t know what level something needed to be in order for Identify to show questionmarks, she didn’t want to fuck around and find out. That was an easy and quick way to die.

She might’ve been insane, but she wasn’t that insane.

And so, she hid inside the bush for close to half an hour before she decided that it was safe enough to travel again. While she could’ve tried to kill a bunch of level 25 monsters to try to level up, she was a lot more focused on finding civilization. The forest seemed ever-expansive, but Amber simply continued in one direction, following a river downstream.

* * *

Of course, she couldn’t always avoid the monsters that were way too strong.

[Ruthar Bear. Lvl. ???]

The gigantic bear with patches of different-colored fur roared and rushed in her direction. Amber immediately made a break for it, except⁠ it was too fast. She found herself weaving and sharply changing directions with Body Bash to keep the stupid bear off her tail. She would’ve loved to turn around and fight it, but she didn’t want to mess with what she didn’t understand.

The bear was certainly not as strong as the intruders of the tower, but Amber was quite sure it could tear her apart. She slid downhill, running from the frenzied bear. The trees blurred around her, and a familiar figure came into view.

[Great Drake. Lvl. ???]

The drake turned in her direction—a wingless dragon with green scales. It roared and immediately sprinted toward her. Amber did another sharp turn to avoid the pair of chasing monsters, and⁠ roars of anger began to resound. She spun only to see the Great Drake and the Ruthar Bear going at each other’s throats. The drake breathed fire upon the bear as it charged right through and clawed⁠ at it, ripping a deep gash onto the drake. They clawed at each other, and then the drake pinned the Ruthar Bear down, breathing a deluge of flames into it.

The bear bit⁠ back, ripping into the drake’s maw through the fire as both beasts cried out in anger. They disengaged for a moment. The bear was singed all over, and the drake was bleeding from its maw, and yet a moment later, they started fighting again. Trees were quickly felled as collateral damage from their fight.

It was brutal.

Amber was watching from a safe distance, but she knew it wouldn’t be safe for long, so she left. Though she made sure to note that the monsters were territorial. Something to remember for future encounters.

* * *

Thankfully, her day had ended on a peaceful note. And now, in the very early morning, she ate more berries. They tasted good. They had a bittersweet flavor she couldn’t get enough of. She also took the chance to finally use Identify on the black sword that she had taken from the Knight of all Mortals.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Sword of all Mortals ⁠— Superb Quality

This sword bears the Curse of Laceration, cutting any being that comes in direct contact with it, dead or alive.]

She also inspected the dagger, and much like the sword, it was also Enchanted Grade and bore the Curse of Laceration. However, it was only High Quality. She couldn’t really tell any information in regard to their metal or anything, but she supposed that was alright. She knew the sword of the knight was better than the sword of the Imperial Stone Guardian, and that was enough for her. It did say ‘Superb Quality’, after all.

“I wonder how Ax’thra is doing,” Amber thought out loud. “I’m sure he’d have quite the laugh if he knew I missed him. Hopefully, my phone didn’t get destroyed during the fight.” A sigh left her.

If it did, she didn’t know how she was going to make the spirit pay, but she would. Or at least, she would be sure to give him an earful. Still, she found herself thinking about the Primordial Spirit quite a lot. She felt a bit silly for worrying, but she still did. He may have been a god, but he was her first friend in this world too. As for friends on Earth? She did have some, but they somehow didn’t feel as close to her as Ax’thra did.

“Well, maybe I’ll meet other Primordial Spirits in the future?” She had a feeling that wasn’t the case, and if she was honest, she didn’t care for that either.

In the end, Amber wasn’t the most social person, so she wasn’t exactly looking forward to meeting other humans, but she did figure it would help her ground herself a bit. It was a fantasy world, so maybe seeing something familiar would help her think more rationally? Find goals? Feel better? She didn’t really know, though she did have a goal even now.

To push my limits…

Perhaps, that was enough. She felt quite free, after all. Maybe she just wanted to meet a human for the sake of meeting one, morbid curiosity about how they lived, how their experiences were, that kind of stuff. There was so much to discover in Vir, after all.

Maybe I can search for ruins from ancient civilizations?

The Primordial Spirit did mention some of them had deadly monsters within them. So that could be a long term goal for her. Well⁠—

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

Amber smiled, she was looking forward to leveling Toxin Resistance to 2nd Rank. Perhaps that could be her short-term goal aside from finding civilization. Amber tossed another berry into her mouth.

She didn’t know how long 2nd Rank would take given the jump from level 10 to the next usually took longer than anything else—at least, from what she could tell. But, she still wondered what she would get. She had a vague idea, but she wasn’t too sure. Being able to tell whenever something was poisoned would be nice.

Amber had been traveling downstream for some time, and the Osthus Berries were plentiful everywhere she looked. Sure, sometimes she’d walk close to an hour without seeing a bush, but eventually, she’d find some. They made great snacks, and she found she was beginning to enjoy the leisure time in the forest. Sure, she had to run from the occasional monster that was way above her level, but aside from that, it was peaceful.

The weaker monsters surprisingly tended to glare at her rather than attack her. It was not something she had exactly expected, but it was something she welcomed. Of course, the monsters were still monsters and would attack if she got too close to them.

Hours passed, and mid-day quickly approached, and Amber found herself bored. She kept on eating the Osthus Berries, given they were pretty much on a never-ending supply, but aside from traveling, she didn’t have much else to do. In the end, she went close to a random monster that seemed interesting, starting a fight with it.

To make it interesting, she gave herself the handicap of not using her weapons, just her bare body. Not only that, but the monster was also higher-level than normal.

[Murkwelf. Lvl. 28]

She quickly found herself fighting the monster, getting slashed here and there but pummeling the monster nevertheless with her bare hands. The monster’s claws weren’t able to even scratch past her skin, so she found she was still bored. However, there was a certain high that came from stacking Cursed Momentum, so she just fought it until fifteen minutes passed.

The last minute passed, and she punched. Her fist broke the snout of the beast, before a second one fractured its skull and killed it. It resembled a werewolf more than anything, hunched back, bipedal, sharp claws, and wolf head. It had red fur, too.

Amber stared at it for a moment before shaking her head, and at that moment, she heard a scream, with more quickly following. They sounded human. It made her heart immediately skip a beat, and she rushed downhill in the direction of the noise. With each passing second, the noises became clearer until the forest seemed to clear to an open plain where she spotted a series of wagons next to a road.

There were people screaming, hiding behind the wagons as a number of warriors fought a series of small monkey-like monsters that had sharp claws and serrated teeth. The warriors were⁠ dying. The monsters seemed frenzied as they charged forward, and there were dozens of them.

[Simia Insani. Lvl. 30]

[Simia Insani. Lvl. 31]

[Simia Insani. Lvl. 32]

…

Amber steeled herself and charged forward, deciding she’d use her new skill.

* * *

Thieney couldn’t believe his bloody luck, their route only passed by the dangerous Arthra Forest for an hour at most, and yet the goods they were transporting had attracted a whole damn pack of Simia Insani monsters. They were strong, and fast, but more importantly, the monsters were insane, having a reputation for not stopping till their victims were disembodied.

He gritted his teeth. This was way above his pay grade as an adventurer. He was a level 30 Tank Warrior, and most people were weaker. Considering the route they were taking, their levels were actually considered overkill, and yet⁠—

Thieney used Shield Strike on a monster, swiping it away and into the ground. Then he swung his sword, injuring another. Things were bad. Really bad. He took in the state of the battlefield and watched what was happening. The monsters hadn’t gotten to the merchants just yet, but it would happen soon.

He gritted his teeth as he saw a fellow adventurer die, and two Simia Insani immediately began to claw at his corpse. The wretched things didn’t know when enough was enough. Was it some kind of fruit that the caravan had that had drawn them in? He had no fucking idea, and why would he? He wasn’t even a mage. A mage of his level would get paid double and be let in on a lot more details.

Speaking of mage.

Thieney saw their mage be tackled to the ground, the woman screaming as three Simia Insani piled onto her. For a moment, he was about to close his eyes, but then he saw a shadow blur onto the battlefield. A woman had arrived. She looked average except for her strange and torn clothes, and she wielded a double-guarded sword that did not fit her size.

For a moment, he was shocked, but it was just another warrior⁠. Then, the woman punched one of the Simia Insani that was attacking the woman. In a single moment, hundreds of lacerations burst out across the monster. It collided against the one next to it, and in a cascade effect, all three monsters burst with blood, dying in an instant.

Thousands of cuts filled their bodies altogether, and all Thieney could do was just stare.

What?

He saw the woman turn and slice with her black sword only to cleave one of the Simia Insani in half, then spinning, she killed another. For a moment, Thieney was shocked, but two of the monsters then jumped onto the woman. It was as good as over⁠. He watched the woman fall as she reached for her pocket and pulled out a dagger.

She drove it into one of the monsters, and it screamed, lacerations spreading across its body even without being attacked. The same thing. Thieney didn’t understand what was happening, and his shock only increased as he watched the woman snap the neck of the other monster with her bare hands.

She stood up and dashed as a one-sided massacre of the monsters began, her sword cleaving two more monsters into pieces. Over half had died in mere seconds, and the rest were taken care of just as brutally. Only three people died after she arrived, while the Simia Insani were rapidly killed off.

The last of the monsters she held by the head as it clawed at her arm, doing nothing but scratching her skin. For a moment, it seemed like she was just observing it until⁠ lacerations spread all over the body of the last monster, and it eventually died from blood loss.

When the battle finally ended, and the adrenaline rush wore down, Thieney had only a single question floating in his mind.

What the fuck did I just witness?

Was it a mage? Was it a warrior? He had no fucking clue, but one thing was for certain.

She was fucking terrifying.


Chapter 8.

It was the first time Amber saw death. The death of a human anyway. Animals, the frogs, the monsters, they all felt so far fetched, so far removed from reality that she didn’t quite register what it meant. But now, it was different. Looking down, she saw the lifeless eyes of a man she didn’t know. His stomach was carved out, entrails splattered everywhere.

Part of her expected to panic and lose her mind when it eventually happened. She was in the world of Vir, after all. It was clear that death was common—far too common probably. It would’ve been foolish to think she’d never see someone get killed. Did she expect it so soon? No, she didn’t.

But here she was, staring at death.

Another part of her expected her to hyperventilate, perhaps get cold feet over the whole ‘pushing herself to the limits’ thing. Maybe even miss her home; wish desperately she could return to Earth. Something. But she never expected her reaction to be this.

She felt pale as if a pit had formed in her stomach. Her mood was ruined. It felt as if she had made a grave mistake, and yet the man had actually been dead before she arrived. It all felt wrong. Logically, she knew she couldn’t have done anything to save the man. While there were people she could’ve saved amongst the few that died, she didn’t feel that much different towards their deaths.

She looked at a corpse in the distance.

There was a woman who died after she tried to save her, and it didn’t make much of a difference.

They all gave her a feeling of wrongness. Perhaps it was due to being from Earth? Death wasn’t a common thing to experience, and her dad had died before she was born so it wasn’t something she had to exactly grieve past not having much of a father figure for some time.

In the end, Amber didn’t understand her own reaction. A sigh left her. She still felt a heavy weight on her heart even when no longer looking at the corpse.

“Hey, did you get injured killing all those monsters?” an adventurer called.

She turned only to see a man in plated armor, which almost appeared bulky. He had a somewhat large shield that was covered in blood, but thankfully, he seemed uninjured. Slightly pale perhaps, he looked to be thirty or older.

[Warrior. Lvl. 30]

A warrior?

“I didn’t,” Amber answered, closing her eyes. “Not past minor scratches anyway.”

She had been lucky that Cursed Momentum was fully stacked when the attack happened. Otherwise, the fight against the Simia Insani would’ve gone slightly differently, perhaps a lot more hard-fought for some time. Maybe more people would’ve died, she didn’t know.

“Uh, I see, that’s… uh… good?” the man said awkwardly after a short silence before looking away. “Oh, that’s your dagger. Let me get it for you.”

Amber paused seeing the adventurer going for her weapon. “Don’t touch it, I’ll get it myself. It’ll cut you.”

“It’s fine, it’s just a dagger.” He smiled, reaching it. “I know how to handle a knife myself⁠— Ouch!”

He yelped, shaking his hand in pain as blood dripped onto the ground. Amber felt a little bad as she approached and grabbed the dagger herself, putting it away. This was met with a very confused look from the adventurer.

“How⁠—? I mean, I touched its handle, and it cut me⁠.”

Amber wanted to reply something like ‘I told you so’, but given her current mood, she couldn’t bring herself to do it. So, instead, she gave him a shrug.

“I don’t know.”

Moments later, she was approached by some very grateful people. They weren’t dressed like adventurers, nor did they hold weapons. From her conversation, she was able to glean they were merchants. She was immediately invited to join the caravan and offered payment for her employment. Something she immediately took.

For her services, she was paid a silver coin in advance and promised three more upon reaching the city of Laria. She didn’t use the opportunity to ask questions to learn about the world, but instead, she used it to ask the traders what they were doing and other things, mostly learning they were transporting preserved meats, seeds, and a bunch of monster parts.

To be honest, the conversation was mostly to occupy her mind rather than learning anything useful. So after thirty minutes, she ended it and took a seat in one of the wagons, not bothering to help with moving bodies and burning them.

* * *

“Not too used to seeing death?” the adventurer from earlier asked her.

The caravan was now starting to move again. None of the goods were damaged, and only three people had died in total, which Amber supposed was good.

“I’m not.” She sighed. “It’s the first time I’ve seen someone die.”

The man paused, his eyes growing wide. “At your level? It’s your first time seeing someone die?” It seemed like he couldn’t believe it. “That… How? I guess it’s not that rare if you only hunt monsters alone…”

“It doesn’t matter how.” She shook her head.

“Right, I’m sorry for reacting like that,” he said, getting on her wagon. “It was… very insensitive. You will get used to it in time, I’m sure of that.”

Amber just nodded in response. She wasn’t quite sure of what to say to the man. She just felt depressed, but that was about it. Still… To think my first encounter with other humans is just me being depressed. A small chuckle left her, which earned her a very puzzled look.

Amber thought about it for a moment.

“What was your first experience like, and well… how did you get over it?”

The man seemed to frown at the question before looking down the road. “I personally choose to accept that the deaths of strangers are inevitable, but the deaths of my friends, the deaths of my family? I don’t think I ever got over them,” he answered, looking ahead with a stoic face. “My brother died protecting me from bandits. I returned only to see his corpse left at the side of the road.”

Amber gave him a look, realizing she was just being selfish. “I’m sorry for making you relive those memories.”

The man shook his head. “It’s fine. I just mean to say that, deaths are an inevitability. Monsters attack us, and we defend ourselves. Sometimes, we are the heroes who defend against the darkness, and sometimes… well, the darkness wins. Today, we are the heroes.” He nodded to himself.

“I see.”

Amber decided to not dismiss the thought as she pondered it for some time. It was a logical argument, much like the one she already had. Still, thinking of everyone fighting monsters as heroes slightly helped her. Of course, she still felt off, but she felt better.

She tried to imagine what Ax’thra the Primordial Spirit would have said. Honestly, she wasn’t very sure. It was such an alien thing to imagine a god trying to comfort her. It almost felt more realistic to imagine him mocking her in regard to how she felt, even though he wasn’t cruel.

Finally, after a few more minutes of contemplating, she turned to the man and offered her hand.

“Thank you. I’m Amber.”

He blinked and answered in kind, doing a handshake. “Thieney.”

“Thieney?” she repeated, confused. “Is that a common name around here?”

“More or less. Met one or two in the past.” He shrugged. “First time meeting an Amber, though.”

“Huh, I see.”

After that, the conversation ended as they looked towards the road. The caravan was traveling at about jogging speed for Amber, which she didn’t mind. Horses seemed to be pulling the carts, so that was another familiar sight to her, one which actually made her hopeful.

Vir shares similarities with Earth, but it is also distinctly different, she thought. Perhaps that’s not so bad.

* * *

After brooding for another hour, she finally slapped some sense into herself. She was achieving absolutely nothing by being depressed, so instead, she turned to her notifications.

[You have defeated a [Simia Insani. Lvl. 31].]

[You have defeated a [Simia Insani. Lvl. 32].]

[You have defeated a [Simia Insani. Lvl. 34].]

…

There were a lot, but she had been rewarded for her efforts.

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

Curse Battery had leveled up, and honestly, she was glad given the long charge time. That said, the skill had been strong, essentially killing three enemies in a single hit. Since they had touched each other, the Curse of Laceration had spread across all of them. It was… really nice.

She inwardly thanked the Primordial Spirit before turning to her level-ups.

[You have reached level 36. 5 stat points awarded.]

[You have reached level 37. 5 stat points awarded.]

She had received two levels for her efforts, which she greatly welcomed. Amber made sure to distribute the attribute points she had received before looking at her status.

[Name: Amber | Level: 37

Class: Cursed Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Stats:

Vitality: 103

Strength: 71

Dexterity: 62

Endurance: 46

Intelligence: 22

Wisdom: 22

Free Core Skill Slots: 3 | Core Skills:

[Heavy Swing - 2nd Rank Lvl. 2], [Body Bash - Lvl. 9], [General Weapon Mastery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Cursed Momentum - Lvl. 5], [Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 4], [Cursed Stomp. - Lvl. 3], [Curse Battery - Lvl. 2]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- Lvl. 10], [Elemental Resistance - Lvl. 3], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 3], [Keen Senses - Lvl. 8], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 8].]

For now, she’d keep increasing Dexterity along with Strength, though if she got a useful movement skill that would change. Dexterity did help her with weapon wielding, too, but the main reason she kept on putting points into it was just to be more mobile.

Amber sighed and whispered to herself, “If only he was here so I could ask him for some of his thoughts.”

“What’s that?” the adventurer, Thieney, piped up.

“Oh, I was just thinking about a friend. I haven’t seen them in like a week and a half, and I miss them already.” She smiled. “Maybe he’d have a laugh if he knew that.”

“I’m sure he’d appreciate it.” Thieney chuckled. “Were they a good friend?”

“Hm…” Amber pondered. “I’m not sure? They were mean at times, frustrating at times, and condescending at other times? But also helpful and a good company?”

“So a mixed bag.” He nodded. “Personally for me they sound like an unbearable person.”

His reply made her suppress a chuckle.

She nodded. “That’s right, he’s unbearable.”

Thieney was yet again seemingly confused by her words. But Amber didn’t mind. Instead, she watched as the man thought about some things. For some reason, he was interested in small talk with her, which Amber used to gain some information.

“So, as you can probably tell, I’m not from these parts.” She gestured at her torn and ravaged clothes. “You should tell me more about things. Sell me on the kingdom of Lorisdil. What’s it like around these parts, culture, what to expect, etcetera.”

“Lorisdil?” Thieney blinked. “We are in Cytel, otherwise known as the Kingdom of Prospects.”

Outdated information…

“Right, sell me on Cytel, the Kingdom of Prospects,” Amber corrected herself. “Anything I should be aware of?”

He pondered long and hard before nodding. “I don’t know how it is in your land, or even in other territories, but after using Identify on you, I can tell you’re a Warrior.” Amber nodded. “And that is why I must warn you. Usually, us Warriors get treated significantly worse than Mages. Something to keep in mind. Beware of being seen as disposable.”

She nodded. “I’ll keep that in mind.” That matched with Ax’thra’s information. Finally, after a moment, she spoke. “I’m pretty fucking clueless, so if you could point me to the library when we reach the city, it would honestly be really useful.”

Her brutal honesty seemed to shock the man, and his expressions changing before he replied.

“Huh, I’ll make sure to do that.” He paused before nodding. “That said, it would be pretty lame if I just gave up on explaining things, so I’ll explain what I do know.”

Amber nodded at that and listened intently.

* * *

She had learned some useful things, such as the one to one hundred exchange for coins. She also learned the man was—as she had guessed—an adventurer working for the Guild. A widespread organization that acted more like a mercenary board, having requests for the purging of monsters and helping with other tasks. Given it was a widespread and public organization, requests for killing people outside of actual bounties for wanted criminals was, of course, out of the question.

She also had asked about how people usually healed, which was met with incredible confusion. Thieney explained that Healers could help, but otherwise, their best friends were potions. He went on to warn her about potion poisoning. When she asked him if resistances helped with it, he just shook his head.

“It’s not actual poison, it’s something different… deeper, more attached to your being, like some sort of curse.”

His explanation had certainly caught her attention, but she wasn’t about to reveal her super rare class. To some extent, she was actually relieved that Identify for her just said Warrior and nothing else. The Dargon guy had attacked Ax’thra just for information, so just based on that alone, Amber figured that it was best to keep a lot of her information to herself.

Finally, when the sun was setting, they saw the city. The City of Laria. The caravan had encountered no further battles after she had saved them, which was a small relief for her. She didn’t want more people dying on her first day of meeting other humans.

After they passed the gates, everyone disembarked, and she received the rest of her payment. Now, she had a total of four silver; the coins looked mostly unassuming, having engravings of a castle on one side and the portrait of a man on the other.

They were at the entrance of the city, and Amber couldn’t quite see anything just yet, given she was amidst all the carriages. But just as she was about to leave, she was met by a blonde-haired girl. Her stomach was exposed, blood marring her torn and now rather open robe. She had a weird expression on her face.

[Mage. Lvl. 31]

“I don’t know how to express it but…” The woman hesitated before bowing deeply. “Thank you so much for saving my life.”

Amber blinked, remembering the battle⁠. It took her a moment before she realized it was the woman who was being eaten on the ground. Her mind bounced around for a long while before a feeling of relief washed over her.

“So, you’re alive.” Amber smiled deeply. “I really am glad.”

The woman nodded hurriedly. “I really thought I would die back there… so, again, thank you.”

She bowed once more, this time gently, and at that moment, a large part of the weight Amber felt was lifted, though the woman wasn't aware of that as she continued.

“If there is anything I can do to repay you, please do let me know.”

“You being alive is enough, but I will if there is anything.” Amber offered her hand, and they shook.

It would be a bad idea to not use this favor, after all.

The woman smiled, stepping back. “My name is Liz. Let us meet again, Warrior.”

With those words, she departed. Amber was left bewildered for a moment before she was approached by Thieney, who seemed almost shy.

“Hey, I can show you around the city tomorrow, but I wanted to make you an offer before I depart, Amber,” he said, hesitating.

Amber blinked. “What is it?”

“Well, there is a nearby dungeon that I was planning to explore with a team the day after tomorrow. You see, there is an uptick in undead activity. It’s an abnormal thing. And to be honest, I’m concerned for the wellbeing of Laria. This is actually where I grew up,” he explained somewhat awkwardly.

“Right, so you’re asking if I want to come along?”

“Yes, but not that. I’d like you to become an adventurer so you can come with us. I know it’s a sudden decision, but to reassure you, we are only investigating, not clearing the dungeon⁠. The undead being present is actually a big deal, so it’d be a reconnaissance mission more than—”

“Sure,” Amber interrupted.

Thieney blinked. “Sure? It’s a big decision to become an adventurer⁠— well, I suppose you can always just… stop being active and retire the next day? Still, it will cost you coin, which from what I gleaned you don’t have a lot of⁠—”

“Then I’ll only accept if you pay for my registration. Do that and I’ll go with you to the dungeon.” Amber smiled. “Consider it a trade.” Plus, I get to fight— possibly push my limits, she added in her mind.

Thieney seemed shocked before nodding, proffering his hand. “That won’t be a problem, so we have a deal?”

“We do.” Amber shook it. “Before you go, could you point me to an inn?”

Thieney paused before nodding and giving her a few recommendations and general directions as well as the description of the buildings. He also made sure to add how bad the dungeon situation was. Apparently, undead weren’t normal in most dungeons, and they were related to demons in some way. She didn’t really get it, but it sounded like bad news. It was almost as if he was trying to make her reconsider joining?

In the end, she made sure to reassure him that everything would be fine before bidding him goodbye. The sun had set by the time their conversation ended.

Thieney is a good guy, Amber thought while heading to the inn. He approached me for my strength, but he seems to also care. Maybe all the chatting changed his mind?

She didn’t really know, but thanks to his directions, she found an inn. She didn’t admire the city, nor even pay any attention to it given it was hard to see at this point. She stood before the unassuming three-floored building—the cheapest inn Thieney had recommended—and went inside. After paying thirty copper, she found herself in a room.

Amber plopped down on the bed, letting out a groan of pure, unbridled joy.

“How long has it been since I used a proper bed? A fuck ton of time,” she answered herself, smiling.

She still felt a bit odd about the deaths today, but she had mostly accepted them now.

In the end, I saved someone that would have otherwise died. The merchants in Amber’s mind would have probably survived without her interference, but not the Mage that had called herself Liz. That small difference made everything so much more bearable for her.

A hero who won against the darkness, huh? That thought was nice.

Shortly after, she drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 9.

Amber didn’t really know what she dreamt, but she felt good when she woke up. She also felt dirty. The room she was in was rather basic and didn’t seem to have a bath or anything that even resembled one. So, gathering her belongings, she headed downstairs and ended up paying for a bath, which was another ten copper.

Finally, she was alone in one of the rooms behind the bar. There, she saw what was essentially a wooden hot-tub and also a rather dirty mirror, which she used to see her appearance. Her eyes immediately went wide.

“I look fucking homeless,” she whispered.

Her clothes were torn and incredibly dirty, and there were random gashes and things that indicated attacks as well as blood all over them. And her hair… her everything was a fucking mess, too.

Immediately, following the instructions from the innkeeper, she used the bath. Water came from some kind of artifact, and the hot-tub would heat up just by supplying mana into it. First, she washed her clothes, as much as she could anyway, and then she washed herself thoroughly. She also combed her hair with her fingers and removed all the filth. The whole process had taken about two water refills before she finally managed to just enjoy herself in the bath.

She stared at the wooden ceiling. Her sword and dagger were next to the entrance of the room. From what she had just learned, the bathroom experience maybe wasn’t so bad in Vir. Maybe I really am meant for this world? A chuckle left her as she shook her head. She enjoyed Vir and her current lifestyle, but as she had learned yesterday, there were things that she was still unprepared for.

She relaxed for a few moments before sighing.

“I just have to take it one step at a time. Letting strangers' deaths weigh on me is a terrible idea.”

The merchants didn’t seem to care too much, even though they had had a more direct responsibility toward their deaths. Of course, Amber didn’t exactly think she should be like the merchants and wash her hands from it no matter what, but ultimately, she had no part in what happened. And even if she did, she had to accept that people made their own decisions, so she couldn’t let it burden her too much.

Thieney invited me to that dungeon. If someone dies… She closed her eyes. I guess every adventurer probably accepts the possibility of dying.

Finally, she shook her head. There was no point in brooding. There were a myriad of better things she could be doing, like enjoying the bath, enjoying local cuisine, or even enjoying the city. Better yet, she could be getting new clothes.

“First, comes enjoying the bath.”

* * *

Amber had no clue how long she spent there, but she felt so damn good afterwards. She also noticed that her body had changed. She had now lightly toned muscles⁠—then again, she was basically a superhuman, so that much was expected. But she liked the changes, which put her in a better mood.

She decided against trying the inn’s food, even though she was starving, and instead, she left to pursue only the highest delicacies: street food. When she left, she found Thieney waiting for her. He no longer wore armor but instead casual clothes; his sword and shield were nowhere to be seen.

“Didn’t think you’d take so long to show.”

“You were waiting for me?” Amber blinked. “Wait, how did you even know which inn I chose?”

“Yes, and to answer your second question: yes.” He smiled.

“It was obvious.” Amber sighed.

“Exactly.”

Amber shook her head and watched as Thieney gave her a look.

“You look a lot less savage now. Thought that was just the way you liked to portray yourself.”

She shrugged. “What can I say? I have to look scary when meeting strangers, I’m just a frail lady after all.”

Thieney chuckled, and Amber smiled.

“I was hoping you could take me to get new clothes? As much as I like these, it’s obvious that they won’t really hold.”

“Hmm, I hear ya. I think I could give you one of my old sets of armor, and you could get it adjusted at a smith.”

Amber blinked. “Really?”

“Of course. I would’ve probably gotten quite severely injured fighting the monsters the other day if it weren’t for you.” Thieney smiled. “So, consider it a thank you.”

She nodded.

“But first, I should show you something.”

Amber felt confused as she was dragged by the hand, and a couple of minutes later, they stood near the city gates. Thieney turned to her and bowed lightly.

“Welcome to the City of Laria.”

Amber blinked. “I’m already in the city.”

“But did you really look at the city?” he asked. “Did you actually observe anything? Your eyes are practically glued to the ground from what I’ve seen.”

She blinked, and he gestured at the square, Amber’s eyes followed along, and she saw the sun cascading over the busy plaza. She saw crowds of people, easily thousands going about their business. She saw a large main fountain with a statue erected at its center. Protruding towers over the horizon. Buildings of brick with orange rooves. It almost reminded her of some historical cities on Earth.

It was beautiful.

“It’s so pretty.”

Thieney nodded. “I get that there isn’t much to glean from looking at random streets, but it’s actually quite beautiful, and I suppose I owed you a proper welcome.”

She nodded. “Thank you.”

* * *

Amber admired the city some more as they got the first order of business done. Thieney, as per his word, had given her a set of armor that looked surprisingly unscathed. After bringing it to a smith, he had quoted her one silver for adjusting it to her body, which Amber paid. While she didn’t feel like she quite needed armor, it was better safe than sorry.

The smith had then offered to sell her a sheath for her dagger and a scabbard for her sword for fifty copper, which she also bought. Amber wasn’t really sure if she got a good price for everything, but she would think about all that later.

Thieney had also given her some old pants and a shirt of his. They were oversized, but they did the trick.

“So, anything you need now, or should I take you to register to become an adventurer before going to the library?”

Amber looked at him. “Isn’t it obvious what I need?”

“Booze?” Thieney asked.

“No, I need food. Been eating damn berries for like two days now, and as tasty as they were, I need something with meat on it. And not raw.”

The man chuckled. “Who would eat raw meat?”

“I wonder who would be insane enough to do that.” She sighed. “So, any food stand you can recommend?”

“Sure, it’ll be my treat.”

She raised her brow. “You keep giving me stuff. I don’t want to bankrupt you.”

“Look at you and your fancy words, but it’s fine. Consider it kindness.”

In the end, she just nodded. She appreciated Thieney helping her around because she would be completely lost with it. On their way to one of the many plazas, Amber found herself admiring the ambience once more.

She had completely ignored it when she arrived in the city, but now, it was hard to ignore. The air felt earthy, refreshing even. There were a lot of people going about their business, even merchants trying to sell their wares. While it wasn’t a massive city, and was probably quite small by Earth’s standards, she found herself fascinated.

“If you like the city that much you could sign up with the guard,” Thieney commented.

“Do they get to fight strong monsters?” Amber asked.

“Rarely.”

She scowled. “I’m good then.”

The man gave her a look and shook his head. “Maybe it’s because you’re young, but shouldn’t you be worried more about your life?” He continued walking. “I mean, you look like a kid. Maybe recklessness has paid off so far, but who knows in the future.”

“I’m twenty.” She shook her head. “I’m capable enough to make my own decisions, and besides, I’m here for a reason, I can’t waste my time away not living my best life.” Otherwise, why even be here in Vir, she thought.

“Is that so?”

They stopped before a food stand, and she saw the man buy five skewers, each priced at five copper. Why so many? He took one and handed her the other four, making Amber blink.

“You said you were starving, so I figured I’d treat you with something nice.”

Amber blinked. She wanted to refuse, but the aroma was so pleasant that she just accepted the gift. Then, after a moment of hesitation, she took a bite. She felt the meat practically dissolve in her mouth with an almost sweet taste. It was heaven.

“How is it?”

“It’s really good!”

The man smiled.

* * *

Amber found herself seated at a bench, looking at the plaza as Thieney, her now guide, joined her. She was still eating the rest of her skewers.

“What kind of berries could you have been eating in the forest anyway?”

“Osthus Berries,” she said simply. “They were quite good actually.”

“Osthus Berries are poisonous. Are you sure?” Thieney asked dubiously.

“Yeah, they raised my Toxin Resistance to level 10. Pretty nice actually.” She nodded.

Thieney paused, seemingly in shock. “Yours is level 10 already… what? That… huh? What kind of life have you been living?”

“My life?”

Her words didn’t seem to make sense to the man as he kept muttering under his breath. Amber found the behavior weird. Sometimes she got looks of disbelief, and other times ones of shock from the man, before finally, he calmed himself down.

“I see. You should probably be more secretive about your skill levels, attributes, and all of that. It’s considered private information, but I appreciate what you shared.”

“Right.”

“Anyway, how about I take you to register as an adventurer before we go to the library?”

Amber nodded at that, and soon after, she finished eating.

* * *

Amber found herself in the Guild branch. It was a building that had several tables, a bar, a board with papers, and also a long desk with multiple receptionists. The atmosphere was rather rambunctious with music playing, drunk people laughing with each other, and others chatting.

Yeah, this is definitely not my kind of thing.

Amber looked around using Identify. Some people were level 20 or lower, some were around her level, and some were 50. One or two showed question marks. She wondered about their level, but ultimately, she ended up forming in line along with Thieney. A minute later, they stood before the receptionist.

“I’d like to become an adventurer,” she said simply. “My friend here will pay the registration fee.”

The receptionist nodded, though clearly confused. He was a man who seemed in his late twenties, with rounded glasses.

“Very well. Are you familiar with the Guild, or should I explain the basics?”

“Explain the basics,” she urged.

The man nodded once more, professionalism evident. “The Guild is essentially a service. You will register with us and obtain an adventurer rank relevant to your level. This rank determines what kind of missions you can take. The Guild, of course, takes a cut from every mission you take in order to maintain operations. The adventurer ranks are as follows: Level 10 is required for Bronze Rank, Level 20 for Silver, Level 30 for Gold, Level 50 for Platinum, Level 75 for Diamond, and level 100 for Mithril. You have to pay for a new badge in order to upgrade your rank. And if you feel deserving of a higher rank, you may ask the Guild to give you a test for a fee.”

“Right, what about those above level 100?”

“Special cases. There are badges above, but I don’t think those are relevant at the moment.” The man shook his head. “Any other questions?”

Amber thought for a moment. “I don’t think so. Can I get a Gold Rank badge then?”

The man blinked and looked at her before his eyes widened. “Of course. It’ll be ten silver.”

Ten? That’s a lot, no?

However, Thieney placed the coins without hesitation and whispered into her ear, “You know, hiring someone of your level for half a day like the merchants did yesterday would cost about twenty silver, but given how strong you are, it would be closer to thirty-five.”

Amber blinked. Oh.

“So you saw me getting robbed and didn’t say anything?”

“That’s why I’m being extra kind to you.” He nodded.

Amber shook her head, and the receptionist offered her a gold-colored badge, one with the symbol of a sword that probably meant Warrior. After thanking him, they left and headed for the library.

* * *

In the end, he is even helping me with this.

Amber saw Thieney bringing books to her. He had also paid the fifty-copper entrance fee to the library.

“Are you being this nice to sleep with me or something?” she finally asked.

The man’s eyes widened before answering in a whisper, “What? No.”

“Then?” She didn’t understand it, and at this point, it was beginning to bother her. Even if he felt guilty about watching her getting scammed, it shouldn’t have gone to this extent.

The man frowned and sat down. “Firstly, you got ripped off; secondly, you are strong; and thirdly, you remind me of my brother.”

“Your brother?” She blinked.

“Always seeking challenges, always pursuing higher goals, but also caring and sociable,” he explained, whispering. “I won’t answer more. This is all just me being nice. There is a chance we both die at the dungeon, so I might as well build chemistry now.”

“Right…”

Amber didn’t know how she felt about his response, but to some extent, she felt glad that she had been wrong. The man grabbed a book and opened it for her to see. It had the drawing of a very large map, almost an entire continent. Amber noted the text in the page essentially looked like English to her.

“Anyway, I’m not too great at reading, but I can at least explain what I know. We are here.” He pointed at the center of the continent where it said Kingdom of Cytel. “The kingdom goes from the center of the continent all the way to the south. To the north, there is the Luxo Mountain range. All I know is that it’s dangerous. Finally, west there is the Sacred Forest.” He pointed.

“Why is it called that? Also, I assume it’s not part of the kingdom based on the map?”

“It is not. The Sacred Forest belongs to the elves. Peaceful beings with great affinity towards magic. No one messes with them due to that. It could be said they are the strongest.” He shook his head. “I’ve heard rumors that beyond the Sacred Forest lies a land with no rules. Some republic.”

He pointed past the forest, where the map ended.

“Then, there is the east. The Great Desert.”

Amber paused, remembering what happened with the Primordial Spirit. Dargon had come from there. Her eyes narrowed.

“What is in the Great Desert?”

Thieney’s brows creased as he thought.

“There are a couple of things. There is the Grand City of Torl—it’s a commerce city and the only one in the entirety of the desert. It thrives because of where it resides.” Amber raised her brow, and he explained, “It’s situated atop a Grand Dungeon. Unlike normal dungeons, these ones haven’t been fully explored and hide great dangers within. They are considered something from an ancient era. Remnants of it. The Great Desert has bad mana density, which is terrible for mages, but near the dungeon, that isn’t present.”

She nodded. “How is it different from a normal dungeon?”

“Well, most dungeons are quite small. Even if they are big, nothing is as big as a Grand Dungeon. So, I suppose, size and complexity, plus, based on rumors, monsters above level 100 are commonplace deeper inside the Grand Dungeons. As for dungeons, they are just generally really mana-dense places where monsters appear.”

She blinked, getting another question in her mind.

“I was wondering, at what level is one considered strong?” she asked. “What skill levels are they at?”

Thieney paused. “Amber, did you crawl out of a hole or what?”

“Sure, let’s go with that.” She nodded.

Thieney blinked. “You… are completely clueless about the world, aren’t you? Were you raised in a remote village or something?”

“Well, I did tell you I’m absolutely fucking clueless.” Amber shrugged.

“I suppose you did.” He sighed. “I’ll try to fill you in.”

After taking a deep breath, he continued, “In regard to what is considered strong, that is a very difficult question. There are rumors of level 200 individuals. I know the city lord is over level 100 here in Laria. So, I suppose, over level 100 makes you strong. There are some adventurers that are said to be close around, too. That said, we are in a rather peaceful region of the kingdom. As for skill levels? I’ve heard rumors of 4th Rank being considered admirable.”

“Huh, I see. So the max rank for a skill or class level is not known.”

“It is not.” He shook his head.

I wonder what’s the max rank for a skill?

“How much do levels matter by the way?” she decided to ask.

“Well, it’s a mixture, but technically speaking, a level 1 with a 5th Rank skill could probably badly injure a level 100, so long as the skill does not scale with the attributes of the person.”

Amber nodded.

“Do you know anything about Primordial Spirits?”

The man thought for a moment before answering.

“Well, it is said they came from the stars themselves, and they are the rightful gods of Vir. It is said that they blessed humanity with the System—and, by extension, classes and power.”

She nodded. She had heard about all of that.

“However, it is also said that the world seeks to keep an equal balance between things, so from the core of the world itself, demons were born.”

She blinked. How come Ax’thra never mentioned it?

“Unlike Primordial Spirits, no sighting of a Demon God or something has ever been reported. However, it is said that the demons are the enemies of the Primordial Spirits, that they are meant to kill and destroy them. They seek to restore the balance of the world, or so the sayings say. The undead are very low-grade demons, but the thing is, demons haven’t been spotted in the continent of Sarliane in five decades.”

“So, that’s why we have to investigate.”

“Yes. Hopefully, we’ll identify the source.” Thieney nodded gravely. “I hope that helped in some capacity.”

“It did. Thank you.”

Amber then frowned. Is Dargon and his Arcane Council related to the demons? She wasn’t quite sure. She didn’t understand enough, and she certainly couldn’t go around asking about them, lest she wanted a target on her head.

“By the way, are the names of Primordial Spirits recorded somewhere or something?”

Thieney shook his head. “It is said that Primordial Spirits only give their names to those they trust. It is a sign of acknowledgment, of respect, and of friendship. Which is why their names aren’t recorded.”

Amber blinked before smiling. Now, she really wanted to see Ax’thra again.

“I see.”

“Of course, the odds of meeting a Primordial Spirit are incredibly low. It is said that they still visit their towers, but even though there is a tower in the Arthra Forest, it’s been empty for decades.” He shrugged. “A team checks it once a year. So if you want to try to meet one, it might be a very hard thing to do.”

“Right.” Amber nodded.

Then she looked at all the books on the table.

“Do you know about the monsters on the continent?” she asked.

Thieney shook his head. “There are too many to count, but perhaps an encyclopedia would be useful. However, for our dungeon that we are going to, it has mostly Dark Hounds and Fledgling Sapphire Ardrids.”

“The poisonous spiders?” Amber was shocked hearing something familiar.

“Fledglings of them, yes. They are around level 20 to 30, and their poison is considered rather weak, but we’ll still bring antidotes for the expedition. Actual Sapphire Ardrids are usually level 100 or more. I definitely wouldn’t want to encounter one.”

“Oh, huh.”

Why were the ones in the tower level 30? Amber found it confusing, but she had no one to answer her.

“Anyway, the Dark Hounds resemble wolves but have night-vision. They are between level 30 and 40 and hunt in packs. As for the undead, they have a supposed aura of decay that weakens their foes. So, we should be wary about that.”

Amber nodded.

“Anything else?” Thieney asked. “We’ll have to leave soon.”

She pondered before arriving at something she had wondered about. “How are equipment grades decided?”

Thieney blinked, rather confused by the question, but he still answered. “It’s pretty straight forward. There is Common, Enchanted, and Relic for grades. Common has nothing, Enchanted has a passive effect, and Relic has a passive and active effect. Like an ability you can use. These grades have nothing to do with the quality of the weapon, so an Enchanted Sword might be infinitely weaker than a Common Sword if the materials are noticeably worse. Then, you know there are quality markers.”

“Right, what are they?”

“Common, Rare, High, Superb, and Ancient.” He took a pause before adding, “The last one is not one I’ve seen. Quality will refer to the materials of the item. Generally, anything High Quality will sell for multiple pieces of gold.”

“What if it's enchanted?”

“Depending on the effect, dozens,” Thieney nodded.

No wonder Ax’thra was so annoyed about me throwing the weapons around.

“I see, thank you.” Amber smiled. “I learned a lot thanks to you.”

“If you want to thank me, you should tell me where you’re from to be so lost.” He chuckled. “Were you raised on a farm and never allowed to go out, so you escaped to finally have freedom?” he asked, evidently amused.

“That’d be a fun origin story, but to answer your question”—Amber gave him a mysterious smile—“I’m from a land so far away that I do not know if I’ll be able to return to it.”

Thieney seemed to pause but nodded, taking the books away. After that, they left the library, and he even saw her off at her inn. Paying for another night, Amber went to bed in peace. The sun was barely setting on the horizon, but she had to wake early in the morning.

She had enjoyed the day just relaxing, but she was already itching to go out and kill monsters.

Tomorrow, I’ll push my limits at the dungeon.

It was going to be fun.


Chapter 10.

The next morning, Amber picked up the fitted armor from the smith before meeting Thieney at the northern gate of the city. There, she met the team… or most of it. Everyone was pretty much ready to depart, already wearing their equipment. First was Thieney, their so-called tank, then there was a Healer named Emma, who was apparently close friends with Thieney, and then there was:

“Liz.” Amber nodded at her.

The woman’s eyes widened slightly, her golden hair brushed by the wind. “I didn’t expect to see you here, Warrior.”

“Amber. My name is Amber.” She sighed. “No need to be so formal.”

The woman seemed to hesitate before ultimately nodding. “I understand, Ms Amber.”

Well, that’s progress at least. She shook her head slightly before noticing that Thieney was coming her way.

“I see you got the armor. It fits you, I think. You look like a proper adventurer now.” He nodded.

Amber looked down at herself. She hadn’t bothered to pay it too much attention given she was in a rush, but it was rather nice. It had quite a lot of gaps, being lined with thick leather inside to allow for mobility. The armor mostly consisted of plates that protected her vital parts, having black leather elsewhere.

She tried to move in awkward positions and found that none of her movements were restricted. It also wasn’t stuffy or anything.

“It’s quite nice.” She smiled. “Thank you for the armor.”

“No worries. It’s the armor I used before I obtained my current class.” He nodded before reaching for his back pocket. “Here, have these.”

Amber blinked as she received three tubes. They resembled test tubes and had swirling red liquid within. Identify quickly told her what they were.

[Health Potion ⁠— Common Quality

An average health potion, it will heal deep cuts and mend bone fractures.]

“Huh, thank you. But don’t we have a Healer?”

“Well, there may be eventualities. Also, if you don’t use them, you can keep them,” he said simply before speaking with a serious tone. “However, do not consume more than one per hour unless you want to end up bed-ridden for a week after the effect wears off.”

“Is that the poisoning you mentioned?” Amber raised her brow.

She got a solemn nod in response.

“Common Quality potions won’t kill you, but a High Quality potion might if you do that, so best to exercise caution at all times and build the habit.”

Amber nodded, taking the advice to heart. That said, if she had to choose between being bed-ridden and dying, she’d choose the former every time.

“And finally, they’ve arrived.” Thieney looked into the distance.

There was a warrior in armor similar to Amber’s who had no shield, and the other person seemed to be an archer of some kind. Amber used Identify on them.

[Warrior. Lvl. 35]

[Archer. Lvl. 32]

Then she turned to look at Emma, the Healer, and Liz.

[Healer. Lvl. 28]

[Mage. Lvl. 31]

The team seemed rather capable to Amber, though this was her first time adventuring so she had no idea if it was good or not. The Healer being the lowest level kind of made sense to her? Maybe they got less experience? She wasn’t too sure. Finally, the other two people arrived.

The warrior was named Jaylon, and the archer’s name was Lorsan. After brief introductions, Thieney explained why Amber was joining the investigation team. Lorsan seemed to not really care, but Jaylon seemed to have a problem with the fact that she wasn’t an established adventurer or anything.

“We can’t bring her along, she’s inexperienced. We might die trying to save her, or she’ll bring unknown dangers to us,” he argued.

“Well, I trust her with my life,” Thieney said simply. “Liz does, too. She even asked to join the team this morning because Amber was present.”

That is news to me. Amber looked at Liz who averted her gaze.

“So, if you have a problem with it, then between you and Amber plus Liz, I think you should be the one going.”

The warrior’s eyes widened before he huffed towards the gate. The archer said nothing, and Emma looked relieved, while Liz just looked at the warrior in annoyance. Thieney seemed a bit disappointed? Amber couldn’t really tell, but she decided to talk to him anyway.

“You mentioned chemistry, but there is hardly any chemistry going on here.”

“I said between me and you.” He shook his head. “I also figured you could bond with Emma and Lorsan. Liz came out of nowhere, but I wasn’t going to turn her down,” he explained.

“And Jay-whatever?” Amber asked.

Thieney closed his eyes. “Well, he was very insistent on wanting to join this mission, so I acquiesced back at the guild this morning. He is casual acquaintances with me and Lorsan, so I figured it wouldn’t be much of an issue. But I was wrong.”

“And you can’t force him to leave, I assume.”

He nodded.

Amber turned to look at the team waiting by the gates.

Hopefully, it's not too annoying.

Shortly after, they set off.

* * *

Hours passed as they traveled, following Thieney along the road. It was uneventful, and the sun was now rising. There wasn’t much talk due to the tension in the air, and aside from awkwardness, Amber actually didn’t mind it too much. Instead, she just enjoyed herself in the ways that she could, mostly just observing nature.

It was rather interesting to her to see the strange-looking birds or the occasional fox-like monster darting through the surroundings. Because, well, Earth had none of that, and she didn’t hike all that often, so it was a nice thing.

Hopefully, everyone has moved on from my disappearance, Amber thought. If time is one to one, the break probably already started.

Once more, Amber wondered how her acquaintances and distant friends would react to her current life. Maybe they’d tell her to break a leg literally, but the most likely reaction would be horror. If she was honest, should they somehow find out her predicament, she didn’t expect them to understand. Her mother hardly understood her obsession with running years ago, but then again, most people didn’t.

Still, I’m sure that if everyone knew, they’d eventually accept that I’m happier this way.

In the end, she was happier in Vir.

She smiled, looking ahead only to see a bush with rather familiar berries. Osthus Berries to be precise. She immediately went off the road and towards the bush, much to everyone’s confusion.

The healer immediately spoke up. “Don’t⁠—”

“It’s fine,” the annoying warrior interrupted. “Let her find out the consequences.” She had already forgotten his name by now.

The poison? Amber found it confusing. It was pretty much free Toxin Resistance levels, but she supposed she didn’t mind.

She picked all the berries she could find before she returned to following the group. Emma immediately approached from behind, but before she could say anything, Amber began to eat. The woman seemed stunned before she hurriedly spoke.

“Let me heal you⁠—”

“It’s fine. Useful for Toxin Resistance. Besides, they taste nice,” she explained.

“You are eating them deliberately?” the healer asked in shock.

“Yeah, of course. Do you want some?”

She shook her head in response. Liz seemed amused, Thieney just nodded, and the archer seemed curious and even asked for one, but the warrior? He snorted in annoyance. After a couple of minutes of walking, the archer, Lorsan, finally decided to eat his berry.

“It’s pretty good, but I can feel my throat constricting. It will probably asphyxiate me in a few minutes,” he said simply. “However, I can commend your unconventional training methods. Emma, do you think you could heal me?”

The healer approached and touched his back with her hand as a small golden light appeared. The archer just nodded, and after a few seconds, she moved away.

“Waste of mana,” the warrior snorted.

“It’s fine. As a magic user, I have a skill to drastically recover mana out of battle. I assume that’s the case with Emma, too,” Liz said.

Emma nodded in response and was met with a displeased grunt.

Is he just out to get me or what? Amber wondered.

* * *

In the end, I can’t stop thinking about it.

Amber was thinking about Liz, more specifically what she had said about recovering mana. Because, well, if mana could just be wasted, couldn’t Amber gain Magical Resistance at last? Training it would probably be annoying, but she needed to at least have the base one. Besides, she also wondered how it felt to be blasted by magic.

And so, she made her decision.

“Hey, Liz.”

“Yeah?” the woman turned, confused. “What is it?”

“I was wondering if you could hit me with your magic until I gained Magical Resistance, given you’ll probably get your mana back by the time we get there.”

“We are pretty close at this point, but I don’t think it will be a problem,” Liz agreed. “Do you want to take off your armor or…?”

The warrior strode up to them, looking at Liz. “Why are you even indulging her recklessness? We should focus on the mission at hand. Also, what if you injure her too much?”

“I’ll probably be fine. We can try very weak magic at first.” Amber waved her hand dismissively before glaring at the warrior. “What the fuck is your problem anyway? It’s clear I’m not going to recklessly die given my level.”

“My problem is that you will get us fucking killed because you clearly have never been to a dungeon. You are probably way too used to fighting monsters. What if we get attacked by bandits? Do you know how to deal with human opponents? Do you know how to disarm traps?”

“I guess not?” Amber raised her brow. “I don’t see how that will get you all killed, though⁠—”

“My point is your lack of general experience. You are way too laid back.” He scowled. “So, I think I’ll teach you a damn lesson myself.”

“A lesson?”

The man took numerous steps back; the whole group was watching them now. And then, he unsheathed his sword.

“Fight me, Amber. If you win, I’ll leave you the fuck alone, but if you lose, then you’ll return to Laria and gain some proper adventuring experience.”

Amber blinked.

Thieney stepped forward. “This is just a bad idea.”

“Why not?” the warrior whose name Amber had forgotten asked. “We have Emma, a healer, on standby. Plus, Amber hasn’t refused.”

Amber took a breath before reassuring her companion. “Thieney, it’ll be fine.”

I wonder how the Curse of Laceration affects other people. There was a healer present, so Amber wasn’t too worried about going too far or anything. She was actually looking forward to it. After all, she was about to find out how she compared to the average warrior. Her class was very rare as Ax’thra liked to emphasize, so how would it compare with a more normal one?

I want to see.

Amber smiled and drew the Sword of all Mortals, Emma stood tensely, Thieney shook his head, and Liz’s eyes widened for a moment.

“Wait, that sword is Enchanted⁠—”

“You better put up a good fight!” The warrior rushed, swinging his sword at her.

Amber blocked and felt her arms tremble from the impact. Cursed Momentum became active, and the man’s eyes narrowed.

“I suppose you should be able to do at least this much.”

She smiled and allowed the man to do all his attacks.

I want to see what he can do, Amber thought. First, he did a feint, which she caught switching the grip on her sword and deflected. The man advanced, his sword glinting in an orange light as he swung down. She blocked it, feeling the attack’s power higher than ever. But it wasn’t something that impressed her. The man finally took a step back and stomped.

The ground shattered, and Amber blinked, seeing a notification.

[You have resisted Stomp’s status effect due to Supernatural Nullification.]

That was supernatural? Amber wondered as the man stepped forward with his shining sword, his attack speed nearly twice as fast, but she just smiled. She had seen enough. Now, she was going to attack.

With a smile, she used Cursed Stomp. The ground shattered, and the man’s eyes widened before he yelped. The leather parts of his armor were torn, while the metal ones received scratches all over.

Amber dashed forward with Body Bash and swung upon the man who managed to block the sword through gritted teeth. The two weapons clashed, and a second later, the man yelped again as a gash was torn on his leg. The man screamed as an aura enveloped him. He deflected her sword and pushed back, the injuries seemingly not debilitating him as much.

Amber grinned, feeling an increase of strength from the man, too. She wondered whether to use Curse Battery, but it might be a bit too much. Instead, she focused on blocking, wondering how long she could build Cursed Momentum for.

Minutes passed, and the warrior wasn’t able to land a single attack. For some reason, he wasn’t able to use his other skills during the use of it? At least, he didn’t.

At about the six-minute mark, the aura wore off, and the man collapsed to the ground, kneeling through gritted teeth. Amber smiled and kicked⁠. She felt her boot crack some bones as the man was thrown back a meter, clearly unconscious.

“And it’s over.” Amber smiled. “That was pretty fun.”

So, that’s how I compare? She felt happy about the results. While the skills the warrior had were interesting, she actually really liked her class and how it worked. It almost felt like magic, even though none of her skills were actually magical except for Cursed Stomp.

Emma was already tending to the fallen man in a hurry. Thieney seemed to be in shock, but Liz was the first one to approach, her tone odd.

“I knew you were strong given what I heard from the adventurers in the caravan,” she said. “But I never thought you were this strong.”

Amber shrugged. “I didn’t know how strong I was compared to a normal warrior, though I’m sure there are other people my level that could very easily defeat me.”

There is always a 9-year-old better than you. Amber inwardly nodded to herself.

“It’s still really damn impressive,” Liz said. “I’ve seen a lot of rare classes and nothing like this. No wonder you were able to kill the Simia Insani pack so easily.”

Amber felt a bit awkward, but instead of doing that, she decided to take a page from Ax’thra the Primordial Spirit’s book.

“That is true. I’m pretty damn impressive.”

Liz blinked and then chuckled. “I have a question for you.”

“Before that.” Amber met her gaze. “How did you know my weapon was Enchanted Grade? Did you Identify it?”

The woman laughed. “One cannot use Identify on objects being wielded by someone. So, no, I could just see the mana flowing through the weapon.”

Amber nodded at the response, and the woman smiled at her.

“So, for my question: Amber, what’s your class?”

Amber blinked before grinning. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Liz nodded. “I would, yes.”

She blinked, looking at the smiling blonde mage. “Huh…”

The woman ate an Osthus Berry in response and moved to check on the fallen warrior. After a few moments, Amber supposed she should do the same. Now, the entire team was gathered around the man.

It took a couple of minutes, but eventually, the man was healed and began to cough before waking up. He sat upright and turned only to see Amber, and the man immediately blanched.

“I-I’m sorry for doubting you. I-I⁠—”

“It’s fine, let’s just forget about this.” Amber sighed.

The man nodded. He seemed almost… fearful? She didn’t know how she felt about that, so she backed off and let the man recover. The healer, Emma, looked slightly tired—something that Amber didn’t expect. So, a healer cannot heal all that much? It probably had to do with her level, but it was something to keep in mind.

Finally, after a couple of minutes, Thieney nodded once the team was ready to depart.

“Let’s go to the dungeon. It’s less than an hour from here.”

* * *

A hoarse laugh echoed in a dimly lit room. Ruk had once been a normal man, a normal adventurer, a normal summoner, but now? Now, he had changed. He had been reborn. His once human arm was now partly red as if an infection was spreading, but he knew that it was a blessing. A blessing given to him by someone.

He didn’t know where that person had acquired it from, but he had called himself Oracle, and he had but a single request in return for power.

“Help me destroy the City of Laria, for it shall be our base to start a new era.”

As soon as Ruk saw the Staff of Demons, he pledged his loyalty and engaged in a soul-binding contract. And now, he had access to power he never had before. He laughed, twirling his staff.

“Summon.”

Multiple harrowing spell circles appeared, a sickly purple light illuminating the room as a dozen undead warriors and archers rose from the ground. Then, he turned to a corpse-filled area of the room. There were about a hundred Dark Hounds present. The mana density in the dungeon was perfect, and now, with the essence of the dead monsters, he could finally begin.

“It is time to begin the summoning ritual.”

Rok smiled before speaking in a whisper.

“It is time to summon a demon.”


Chapter 11.

Amber reached the dungeon about an hour later and found herself staring at it. Its entrance was akin to a half-buried temple, and it was dilapidated. Not exactly what she expected, but she hadn’t really known what to expect. The air seemed different, almost denser, but she wasn’t sure if she was imagining it or not. The dungeon, according to others, looked pretty normal so far.

Their archer had gone in to scout, but after not finding anything unusual, they all went in. Amber had been slightly worried about the warrior since he seemed scared of her, but the man had immediately composed himself after they ventured in. Amber didn’t know if three years of experience made him a veteran or something, but she found herself impressed by how easily he had been able to shove his fears to the back of his mind.

They all moved like a team. Thieney was at the front, along with Amber, at her own insistence. The warrior, Jay⁠— as Amber had decided to start calling him ⁠— was behind them. Then, behind him was Liz and the archer, Lorsan. And at the very back was Emma, though she still stuck close enough to the group to be able to be saved should anything happen. It was surprisingly straightforward. Amber had also found out the dungeon was called the Dark Den via a System notification upon entering it.

All things considered, she was a bit nervous, mostly because she didn’t know what to expect. Thieney was carrying a torch at her side, illuminating the path forward. The walls were rock and so was the ground, though sometimes it was replaced by dirt floor and tunnels that branched off.

“So, shouldn’t there be monsters by now?” Amber decided to ask.

She expected to be told off or something, but Thieney nodded. “Indeed, it is strange. There have been no traps either… so far.”

“I hear something,” the archer said, lifting his bow with the same hand that held the torch. He had already nocked an arrow. “Seven monsters, two small ones.”

Amber immediately readied herself and looked into the darkness. She could now hear the monsters, and Thieney immediately called, “Ranged attackers, focus on the spiders, the rest on the Dark Hounds.”

Amber smiled, and a second later, the monsters came into view. There were five quadruped monsters, akin to wolves with dark fur but standing tall enough to reach Amber’s lower ribs. They were much bigger than she expected. The spiders, on the other hand, were about the size of a person’s head.

[Fledgling Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 30]

[Dark Hound. Lvl. 33]

[Dark Hound. Lvl. 32]

…

It’s my first time fighting in a group, she thought.

Amber didn’t exactly know how to approach it, but she had already long surmised that she would be much better at disrupting groups of monsters than she would be at protecting or holding her ground. She was essentially an offensive vanguard. And she was planning on fulfilling that role.

With a smile, she stepped forward and used Cursed Stomp. The ground shattered, and all the Dark Hounds were caught in the attack. Lacerations burst all around with an echoing of yelps. Thieney seemed to pause as all the Dark Hounds were stunned ⁠— shocked in their spot and Amber rushed forward; this didn’t feel all that different to doing it alone.

Then again, I’m kind of acting on my own. She grinned and arrived at the first Dark Hound, swinging her sword down upon the neck of the monster. The Heavy Swing-enhanced strike quickly arrived, cleaving deep into the neck of the monster with a mighty crack that caused it to squeal in pain. The monster went limp, and she moved to the next Dark Hound.

A strike of lightning flew above her, hitting a spider and chaining into the other, followed by two quick arrows that impaled both into the wall, unleashing pained screeches. Amber smiled, and changing the grip on her sword, she used Heavy Swing on the next hound, hitting its head with the guard of the sword. A crack resounded, and as easily as that, it died.

The rest of the monsters fell just as quickly, disposed of in less than a minute as notifications soon followed.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 30].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Dark Hound. Lvl. 32].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Dark Hound. Lvl. 34].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…

Amber frowned at the sight but didn’t comment on it. She supposed getting less experience made sense, though she certainly found it to be disappointing.

After resting for a minute to recover, they set off once more, venturing into the dungeon.

* * *

Amber’s sword beheaded a Dark Hound and blood splattered, making it the last in the group of monsters.

[You have defeated a [Dark Hound. Lvl. 33].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 30].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Dark Hound. Lvl. 31].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…

This was the third group of monsters they had fought, and Amber was quite sure she would’ve gotten a level up by now if she was here alone. However, she tried not to think about that. They had been in the dungeon for an hour, and their group seemed more confused than anything.

“There are fewer monsters than usual maybe, but…” The warrior started. “There doesn’t seem to be undead?”

“And yet, there are reports of them in this dungeon,” Thieney said simply. “We must continue our investigation. Our team should be strong enough to clear this dungeon.”

He was met by a nod of agreement. That was until the archer perked up and raised his bow.

“Light steps, shambling, slow. Undead possibly.”

Amber raised her brow as she saw two red lights in the darkness shuffling towards them. Then, the enemy appeared in her vision. It appeared to be a skeleton wearing a helmet and crude armor. He was holding a sword as a black miasma seemed to cling to his body.

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 38]

So, that’s an undead… Amber felt that not all undead were the same, but it reminded her of the types of monsters necromancers summoned in fantasy novels. Skeletons or rotting corpses of different beasts.

They all raised their weapons, and a streak of lightning hit the skeleton. The monster didn’t let out a sound as part of its white bones cracked. Instead, its eyes flashed, and it charged forward with a burst of speed. Amber rushed to meet it and clashed swords. The strength was rather lackluster, but Thieney called out in a panic.

“Switch with me as soon as you start feeling weak!”

Amber raised her brow but nodded in response. She then pushed against the skeleton before using Body Bash. The monster was shoved back, and a cut appeared on its white bone. The undead nearly stumbled as Amber sliced her sword sideways, Heavy Swing accompanying it.

Her attack shattered the left arm of the monster burst and sent it crashing against the wall. It tried to stand, but an oddly shaped arrow struck it, cracking its sternum before it bounced back to its sender. Amber, of course, didn’t let up, also slamming her sword upon the undead’s sternum with yet another Heavy Swing-enhanced strike. It shattered in a single moment as the monster let out an almost silent scream, but she just kept on attacking it until it eventually died.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 38].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[Heavy Swing has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[You have reached level 38. 5 stat points awarded.]

Amber smiled at her level ups but immediately turned to the dead skeleton. The miasma it was exuding was now gone.

“So it’s like a golem?” She frowned. “I’ll see if breaking the skull kills them like the Stone Guardians, I guess.”

Thieney stepped forward and gave her a look of concern before looking back at the undead.

“The undead are indeed here. Let’s keep going.” 

They all nodded.

* * *

Shortly after, they killed two more Lesser Undead Skeletons and Amber used the opportunity to confirm that their head was indeed their weakness.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 36].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 37].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

However, as they were resting to recover the little stamina and mana expended, everyone heard the archer’s bow tense as he spoke.

“More undead approaching. Three this time.”

There was a pause before everyone nodded, getting ready for battle.

“Hopefully, the source of them is not too far from here,” Thieney said as the first undead came into view.

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 35]

Amber immediately rushed forward and ducked beneath the sword swing of the undead warrior. She already had her sword ready to strike as she used Heavy Swing. The attack went under the rib of the monster and hit its spine, shattering it, pieces of bone splintering everywhere. The monster fell to the ground, evidently alive as it stared at her.

It’s best to incapacitate them before finishing them off if they are in groups, Amber thought.

Then, as the other two undead arrived, the walls began to rumble behind them. Thieney called in a panic.

“Everyone, get back!”

Amber’s eyes widened as multiple undead emerged from the ground around the group. She was confused, but the sound of footsteps brought back her attention as she blocked the sword attack of an undead. Then another monster rushed to attack her from behind.

Cursed Stomp.

At that moment, both undead trembled ⁠— shook. Cuts appeared all over their bones, and Amber shifted her sword before slashing— Heavy Swing. The sword cut through the neck of one, and its head went flying into the darkness as a notification resounded in her mind. However, Amber paid it no mind as she charged at the other.

It was barely recovering as she brought down her sword like a cleaver⁠, breaking its skull through its helmet with Heavy Swing, immediately killing it.

The undeads aren’t that strong, so it should all be fine⁠.

Amber turned only to see Thieney and the other warrior struggling to hold four undead back, sweating profusely. The archer and Liz, too, seemed tired as they kept another two undead at bay. Something was wrong, so Amber rushed to dispose of the monsters.

She beheaded one of Thieney’s before carrying the strike into the spine of another, incapacitating it. Then, shifting, she kicked the next undead before swinging upon it, cracking its skull. Just like that, she had killed three of them, and the two warriors pounced on the last one. Thankfully, Liz and Lorsan finished off their undead.

Amber stared at the ground ruptured ground. There had been others that they had managed to kill before she had arrived.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 39].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 37].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 39].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…

[You have reached level 39. 5 stat points awarded.]

It was over… for now.

Amber looked at her group and then tensed up.

“Be careful! Archers behind!” she immediately warned.

Emma blinked and Lorsan turned, but it was too late as both were struck by three arrows each. Liz growled and zapped at the group of three undead archers, and Amber reached them a mere two seconds later as she charged⁠. She sent one of them flying before incapacitating another one. The last received a fireball as it stumbled back, its bow burning.

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 41]

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 39]

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 39]

“I’ll kill them. You all take care of the two of them.”

With those words, Amber arrived at one of the archers. It loosed an arrow as it tried to stand. She deftly dodged it as it struck the ceiling. The arrow seemed to be coated with miasma. She frowned but attacked the skeleton, nonetheless. She broke its arm with a swing, making the skeleton drop its bow.

Then she turned to see Liz killing one of the archers. Turning back, she stomped. Her Cursed Momentum was at about halfway point already, and her foot cracked the sternum of the monster. Then another stomp completely shattered it as it let out some kind of useless growl. Finally, with a swing, she broke the skull of the skeleton as another notification rang out.

Then she turned to an undead that tried to hit her with its fists. She dodged and immediately shifted the grip on her sword. Holding it by the blade yet again, she punctured the head of the skeleton through its helmet. A new notification came as another explosion of fire burst two meters away from her, killing the last of the three archers.

Liz and Amber turned to Thieney who had an awful expression on his face. He was holding back tears as both people groaned.

Amber wanted to ask what happened, but the other warrior spoke first.

“The arrows are coated with poison and the miasma. They’ll die before the hour’s out. The health potions aren’t good enough.”

Amber frowned. “Then take them back.”

“They won’t survive,” Thieney said, closing his eyes. “We should go back and request for an expedition team. There are too many undead here. That was a horde of fifteen undead. If we go deeper, the numbers might increase exponentially.”

Amber didn’t know what to say.

“Let’s take them back. Feed them more potions if necessary. Even if they end up bed-ridden for a year, it’ll be better than dying,” Liz said sternly. “And if they’re going to die anyway, then dying via potions is not that different, so we might as well.”

Amber slowly nodded, and Thieney’s expression seemed unreadable, but Jay was quick to agree as he nodded and picked up the healer.

“Let’s get them somewhere safe.”

Amber nodded and helped with moving the archer as they all ran to leave the dungeon.

* * *

“How are they?” Amber asked.

Thieney was feeding Emma another potion. “I don’t know.”

The sun was beginning to set over the horizon, and harsh wind was blowing outside of the dungeon, but they were all gathered there. Amber was seriously hoping they wouldn’t die, especially considering she had already witnessed the death of three people. She didn’t want to add two more to the list. So, she decided to be hopeful.

“We shall return them to town and find a healer to assist,” the warrior said. He was met with nods except for Amber.

“I’ll stay here and figure out what’s up with the undead problem.”

The warrior blinked. “You’ve already proven to me that you’re plenty strong, but you’re still throwing your life away.”

Thieney was looking at her in shock, unsure if he was able to stop her. Finally, Liz spoke.

“Let’s trust her. She is unaffected by the undead’s miasma as we saw, and she just hit level 40, meaning a new Core Skill. Besides, she doesn’t seem like the type to want to die.” Liz looked at her. “Do you want to die, Amber?”

She scoffed. “Of course not.”

Liz nodded and turned to the group. “Let’s focus on saving these two before forming an expedition team.”

She was met with hesitant nods, and then she turned back to Amber, reaching for her pouch in the process.

“Here take these. You’ll need them,” Liz said, handing her three more potions and a hand-sized block of something. It was wrapped. “Potions and some rations. Oh, and a magical torch. Make sure to give that one back to me.”

Amber blinked, receiving all three items. One was a nondescript stick of black metal. After that, she noticed Thieney and the warrior approaching, and they gave her two more rations. Then, everyone prepared to leave. Thieney, however, stood there looking at her, Emma on his back.

“I do consider you my friend, so make sure to not die,” he said, his voice slightly shaky.

Amber grinned at him. “Don’t worry. If I die, I’ll make sure to say my goodbyes as a ghost.”

The man mustered a smile. “Take care of yourself, Amber. I shall await your safe return.”

With those words, he turned, and the group left. The warrior gave her a nod, and Liz waved her away as if she was a friend.

Amber watched them walk away for some time before she turned back to the dungeon. Even though she felt slightly bad about not going back like that, she figured it was better this way.

Finally, she turned to look at her notifications.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 39].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 41].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 39].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have reached level 40. 5 stat points awarded.]

She had obtained a new Core Skill—as Liz had said. The skill was one of the main reasons she had decided to stay behind. Given she was in constant contact with the Curse of Laceration, she certainly expected something interesting to happen.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 40 as a Cursed Berserker you have learned ⁠Recovery of Curses — level 1.

The curses fuel you. You regenerate stamina and health when affected by a curse. The higher the skill level, the more effective the skill is.]

With a smile and a firm grip on the magical torch, she stepped back into the dungeon.

[You have entered a dungeon: The Dark Den.]


Chapter 12.

Amber traveled under the purple light of the so-called magic torch. At first, she had been concerned about the mana drain, but it proved to be negligible. It had taken about a tenth of her mana initially, but then it didn’t seem to consume any more. She supposed that it wasn’t something only mages could use.

Amber made sure to inwardly thank Liz for the torch; otherwise, she may have had a more difficult time venturing into the dungeon.

A night vision skill would be nice, Amber absentmindedly thought. Or better yet, a skill that can just see through the darkness.

The dungeon itself had different paths and rooms, like ruins. However, she had retraced the steps her team had taken so she found no monsters whatsoever. Based on her understanding, if she continued along this path she’d eventually reach the end of the dungeon.

After an hour, she reached the previous spot where there was still blood lining the ground.

Hopefully, they’ll be fine. She sighed. At least, I don’t have to worry about others now. I can just focus on doing what I love. Pushing my limits.

Her lips curled into a smile as she ventured into what was now unknown territory. The uncharted lands of a strange world. A world where the dead rose to life, where monsters prowled the lands, and where magic existed. The world of Vir, where she had met Ax’thra and found a new style of life. One where finances were a second thought.

“Who needs college when you can just specialize in slaying monsters instead?” She chuckled. “I’ve been walking for some time. Where are the monsters though?”

At that moment, she saw red eyes staring at her from the darkness. A vicious smile immediately spread across her face as she slid the torch in between some of the straps of her armor. Then, she rushed forward, unsheathing the Sword of all Mortals. While she could’ve let the undead hit her to test her new skill, she wasn’t planning on doing that. She wanted to test it via what she knew best.

Pushing herself.

She dashed forward using Body Bash ⁠— she had hardly used it recently, so she figured she had to level it up ⁠— then as soon as she reached the first skeleton, she saw four more right behind, and behind those, there were two undead archers.

Perfect.

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 32]

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 37]

[Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 35]

…

Reaching the first skeleton, she ducked under his swing, Cursed Momentum immediately activating. With a smile, she used Cursed Stomp. She could use it about six times before running out of mana, which Amber found to be plenty for most of the battles she fought.

The ground at her feet shattered with magic. Rupturing forth, all the undead were hit at once, and even the archers were stunned. Amber pounced, wielding her sword by the blade. At this point, it was second nature to her. With a wide smile, she punctured the skull of the first skeleton. A banging sound resounded as her sword was pulled out and banged against the second skeleton, killing it in an instant as well.

By the time she was going for her third target, her other assailants were recovering, but it was too late. Her sword blasted apart the skull of the third skeleton with ease. She had no idea if it had to do with her strength or something else, but she didn’t care as she turned for the fourth skeleton, swinging again. Her Cursed Momentum gave her the edge as she easily pushed the blocking skeleton back.

The archers took aim, but with a smile, she pulled sword free, throwing the skeleton off. Then, she reached and grabbed onto its neck with her left hand before moving it to use it as a shield⁠— the archers fired, two arrows each. Three struck the skeleton, but one miraculously hit her stomach.

Amber grunted, feeling an immediate feeling of numbness.

So, that’s the poison? She smiled as she pushed the skeleton away and regripped her sword.

Then she slashed, Heavy Swing at work as the undead tried to block, only for its sword to be batted away. The monster found itself decapitated a mere second later. Amber saw the archers taking aim again, and this time she dashed to the side⁠. All four shots missed her before she turned her attention to the very last skeleton again.

She assessed her damage, only to note that the numbing feeling wasn’t exactly spreading, and so with a wide smile, she charged towards the last sword-wielding skeleton. Parrying its sword before grabbing it by the head, she charged at the archers with it held out before her. The skeleton was light, so she swung it against her remaining foes, striking them with their own kin as bones clashed against bones.

She didn’t know if it was because it was fun or something else, but she ended up bludgeoning the skeletons against each other until they died.

And a myriad notifications soon followed.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 35].]

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 37].]

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 32].]

…

The group did not have a single skeleton that was higher than level 37, but she still saw some nice level ups in her skills.

[Body Bash has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

And she had also leveled up.

[You have reached level 41. 5 stat points awarded.]

Amber smiled, but just as she was about to distribute her attribute points, she noticed something interesting. Cursed Momentum ticked once more even though the battle had ended. She paused before looking at her bleeding stomach. The arrow was still embedded deeply in her body. The poison was still very much there, and yet it seemed unable to spread past its immediate vicinity.

A notification came.

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

At that moment, her eyes went wide. The poison’s reach was lowered slightly along with the notification. However, Amber had a sudden realization, one that made her feel like she was on cloud nine.

I’m still in fucking combat.

It was great, truly great for her. How hard could she push herself with Cursed Momentum active?

It’s time to find out!

Amber distributed her attribute points before rushing into the darkness. Dexterity did not seem like much of a priority to her now, but she tried not to neglect it.

[Name: Amber | Level: 41

Class: Cursed Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0 

Stats:

Vitality: 108

Strength: 81

Dexterity: 67

Endurance: 46

Intelligence: 22

Wisdom: 22

Free Core Skill Slots: 3 | Core Skills:

[Heavy Swing - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Body Bash - Lvl. 10], [General Weapon Mastery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 2], [Cursed Momentum - Lvl. 6], [Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 5], [Cursed Stomp. - Lvl. 4], [Curse Battery - Lvl. 2], [Recovery of Curses - Lvl. 2]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- Lvl. 10], [Elemental Resistance - Lvl. 3], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 3], [Keen Senses - Lvl. 8], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 8].]

* * *

Amber encountered a smaller group of five undead sometime later, but this time, instead of trying anything fancy, she immediately rushed them. There were two archers and three warriors. She arrived at the first warrior and dodged its strike before grabbing it by the arm and swinging it against the other two warriors.

The skeletons seemed to let out a silent shriek at that, before panicked hisses as they hit each other. However, Amber didn’t really care as she wielded the skeleton as if it were a weapon. General Weapon Mastery, somehow, lightly aided her in the process. The archers fired at her, of course, but she didn’t give it too much thought as three arrows did nothing, only one going deep into her arm.

She let out a low growl before using Cursed Stomp on the archers. Then, she continued destroying the skeletons with their own kin. By the time they had recovered, one had died. Then, she threw the skeleton she was wielding against one of the archers, before dodging two arrows that were loosed at her from the other. Finally, she decided to use her sword to finish one archer off before killing the other ones with her bare hands, slamming their heads against the walls until they cracked.

She was having so much damn fun.

How long can I keep this up for?

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 32].]

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 34].]

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 31].]

…

The skeletons were even lower level than the previous ones, but she didn’t care as her skills saw more level ups.

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from level 2 to 3.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

With a wide smile, she continued into the darkness, illuminated only by the harrowing purple light. No⁠, she wasn’t just continuing, she was rushing. It stopped being about if she could kill the undead or not, or even what she would find, and instead, it became about how long she could fight.

How long can I go for? The thought brought a wide smile to her face as she continued.

* * *

Amber moved through the dungeon, and after killing about a dozen more skeletons, she found herself at a crossroad. She now had three arrows sticking out of her body, though their effects were manageable — well, she was dying, but it was very slowly. Now, she was faced with a harder decision as she looked around. She was in a large square room, and there were three paths to choose from.

One continued in a straight line and had a very brightly lit torch, and the other two were present on the left and right. They had no indication of anything and were covered in cobwebs. Of course, logically, she should’ve focused on finding what was spawning all the undead. However, her very nature was calling her.

She wanted to see how long she could push⁠—

Can I clear the entire dungeon by myself?

That thought alone made her push on.

* * *

Amber delved into the dungeon, killing anything and everything in her way. Whether it was the occasional Dark Hound and Fledgling Sapphire Ardrids or the Lesser Undead Skeletons, she didn’t care.

Some she stomped to death.

[You have defeated a [Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 30].]

…

Others, she threw into a wall before beheading them with her sword.

[You have defeated a [Dark Hound. Lvl. 35].]

…

Some, she smacked them against their own kin and killed them through sheer brute force.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 31].]

…

Nothing much mattered to her, not outside of pushing her limits. Of course, she was still very much rational, deciding against using Cursed Stomp every engagement. Since she was rushing into every battle she had to manage her mana, but other than that, she truly had a feast.

She had lost track of time as it blurred into hundreds of monster kills. It was almost a high that didn’t come down as she continued tearing through enemy after enemy. She had found multiple crossroads and ended up venturing down the wrong paths on purpose instead of the obvious marked ones. And it paid off. Her skills leveled a lot.

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

…

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

…

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

…

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from level 7 to 8.]

[Keen Senses has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Keen Senses has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

And that wasn’t all. Body Bash had changed.

[Body Bash has ranked up. Body Bash is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[Body Bash ⁠— level 2nd Rank level 1, becomes Quick Dash ⁠— 2nd Rank level 1.]

[New Core Skill! You have learned Quick Dash⁠ — 2nd Rank level 1

Your prayers have been answered, and you’ve obtained a proper dash skill after using your bash skill to dash. You may now use it incorrectly and bash things instead. Gain a quick burst of speed upon use.

2nd Rank ⁠— At a moderate mana cost, double the speed of the dash.]

She had also attained the 2nd Rank of Toxin Resistance, finally, now having a grand total of five arrows embedded in her body.

[Toxin Resistance has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve lived an unfortunate life where poisons seek you⁠—except you’re actively looking for them. Please stop. Poisons and other toxins are considerably less effective on you now.

2nd Rank ⁠— All toxins are 30% less effective on you. This is stacked with the main effect of the skill.]

She got a chuckle out of some of the descriptions—though, she immediately felt the skill come into effect as the arrows’ poison was basically suppressed.

[You have reached level 42. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 46. 5 stat points awarded.]

Now, Amber trod the original path, and she was pretty sure she had cleared almost the entirety of the dungeon. Amber kept the arrows embedded in her body and had already distributed the attribute points from her level ups. Now that she had a proper movement skill, she decided to neglect dexterity. Though, I’ll need to increase my mana capacity in future level ups.

However, that was a worry for the future. She felt great right now, and the dungeon wasn’t quite clear yet. To be honest, she thought that at most only a few hours had passed given she wasn’t particularly tired, but she found that impossible. However, she also wanted a fight soon. She had gotten another Core Skill.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 45 as a Cursed Berserker, you have learned ⁠Cursed Fury — level 1.

Your attacks know no end; you don’t know when to stop. Whether it is lack of self-control or something else is unknown. Every successful hit increases your Dexterity and Strength by 5% up to a maximum of 50% (25% before class bonus).]

It seemed great. No, better than just great. It was amazing. Amber itched to test it out, but as she rushed through the seemingly unending hallway, she saw nothing. Not until she turned a corner. Then, she immediately saw a purple light in the distance. She immediately sprinted at full speed towards it, wielding her sword and Cursed Momentum at maximum strength.

She reached the room as a hooded figure turned to her, standing on a stone platform. To the side, there was a circle glowing a deep purple as another figure seemed to be manifesting from a mist.

“You,” the man bellowed, his staff shining a purple light. “You are the one who has been killing all of my undead!”

“Oh, you’re the one that I have to thank for all that fun?” She smiled. “Thank you.”

The man grabbed at his head with his free hand in frustration. “What the fuck are you?! I’ve been sensing my undead constantly being killed for more than a day! It was you, wasn’t it? I can sense them being slammed against each other!”

“What…? It’s been over twenty-four hours?” Amber blinked.

She was so shocked that she almost forgot her situation; however, the man immediately brought her back to reality.

“No matter. Laria shall be destroyed anyway.” He snorted. “Witness my masterpiece!”

He gestured at the spell circle. It was clear to Amber that something was being summoned, considering there were no more undead present at all, and the man had been evidently making them.

“Could you not summon whatever that is? I really don’t want to kill you,” Amber said simply. “I mean, I guess I could, but please spare me the action.”

[Summoner. Lvl. 50]

For some reason, right now, the idea of killing him didn’t weigh in her mind all that much. Maybe more than a monster, but it wasn’t enough to make her hesitate, not given the circumstances. Amber didn’t know if it was due to being in a state of battle, or if it was due to the fact that he came across as the indisputable villain. However, unfortunately, the choice was made for her.

The man tapped his staff on the ground as a purple barrier erected itself, and shortly after, he removed his hood, showing a twisted face and growing horns.

“Now, I’ll finish my creation!” The man raised his staff as the light increased, and Amber saw horns begin to materialize from within the mist. It was most definitely a demon.

Fuck.

She immediately rushed towards the barrier using her dash skill and hit it with her sword. It bounced back.

“Even a level 60 individual would have trouble getting past it. Give up and accept your fate, woman.” He scowled.

She snorted and kept attacking, her swings getting faster and stronger with every hit. Each chance she got she used Heavy Swing, until, at the tenth hit⁠, she tore a very small hole in the barrier. The man blinked and quickly mended it, but Amber pulled out her dagger and stabbed it into the barrier.

Please work.

The dagger stayed in place, and a rip-like sound resounded, a small cut appearing. Then another, and another⁠. Amber continued hitting it as the Summoner seemed to panic, the staff shining much brighter now. The summoning seemed to speed up, but Amber finally managed to rip the barrier apart.

Her dagger clattered to the ground, and the Summoner immediately summoned two undead warriors to protect him⁠ as Amber swung⁠— Heavy Swing.

The two undead were immediately beheaded as the Summoner screamed at her.

“Back off!” He pointed his staff at her. “Needle.”

Amber tilted her head, and the purple projectile missed. A sigh left her as she raised her sword up high.

“I’m sorry.”

She swung, cleaving through the man’s body as he screamed. Amber vividly felt his bones shattering as the sword stopped at his heart. The cut went from the man’s shoulder to the center of his ribcage.

“You will die at the hands of my creation,” he whispered as he died.

A moment later, notifications came.

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 44].]

[You have defeated a [Lesser Undead Skeleton. Lvl. 45].]

[You have defeated a [Demon Summoner. Lvl. 50].]

[You have reached level 47. 5 stat points awarded.]

[You have reached level 48. 5 stat points awarded.]

Amber felt a pang in her heart as the light began to fade. Suddenly, she felt tired. Maybe it was all the fatigue catching up to her or something else. She didn’t really know. She turned expecting to see the four-meter-tall demon disintegrating, but instead, it fell to the ground, its body half-completed as it screamed.

“Humannn!”

Amber grabbed her dagger in a hurry and then she felt danger. A barrier engulfed the entire room. Amber dashed away from her spot as an explosion went off. She quickly reached the entrance, only for the barrier to repel her.

“I’ll make you pay the price, lowly scum!” the demon called from behind. Amber dashed away yet again, and an explosion engulfed the entrance. “I’ll tear you limb from limb, rip you apart, and consume all that makes you!”

Amber turned, realizing she was going to fight whatever this thing was.

[Servant of Chaos. Lvl. ???]


Chapter 13.

[Servant of Chaos. Lvl. ???]

The fuck is a Servant of Chaos anyway? Amber gritted her teeth as she dodged another explosion. She watched as the gigantic red being pointed its clawed finger at her. It had the face of a goat, and it seemed fucking pissed.

“You are only delaying your demise, humannn,” it growled.

She would’ve thought that a demon in this world would’ve looked completely different, but instead, it reminded her of Baphomet. However, in comparison to what she remembered from images, the demon was bulging with muscles all over its body. Its skin was red, but she couldn’t tell much more due to the poor lightning⁠. An explosion ripped near her.

Amber knew she couldn’t keep on running, but that was what she was doing⁠— and sure it was successful so far, but the fucking thing wasn’t going to kill itself. She glared at it and quickly noticed it was bleeding from the missing half of its body, and yet⁠— it didn’t give a shit! The demon, even missing its legs, was over two meters long. It was ridiculous.

She stared at the monster and saw it point its finger, causing another explosion.

“Is magic all you can do? You’re going to bleed out at this rate.”

Amber had long removed the arrows lining her body, only keeping the most recent one inside her in case the demon decided to stop attacking her or something.

A chuckle came in response, one filled with anger. “Your kind does not know of the true arcane. Do not worry, your death shall be painful.”

She frowned but said nothing as another explosion missed her; however, this time it was much closer.

“You are becoming predictable, lowly one.”

Amber scowled. She wanted to kill the monster, and for that she had to use her strongest attack. It didn’t seem to be regenerating its missing lower half, so she figured any damage she did would be worthwhile. However, she also wanted to damage it as much as she could first. She felt nervous. The events that had transpired had ground her back to reality.

It’s just a normal demon. You already met a Primordial Spirit, a god. Her eyes narrowed, and she rushed towards the demon as another explosion took place.

The demon’s eyes squinted with evident joy. “Oho?”

She used Cursed Stomp, and the ground broke apart as the attack reached the demon. The demon’s eyes went wide, and the magic disappeared from his fingertip. Amber dashed forward, reaching the demon that was already recovering from her skill.

“You!” he bellowed. Purple light began to shine down upon Amber, but it was already too late. She arrived, swinging her sword upon its massive hand with a Heavy Swing-empowered slice.

The sword cleaved halfway into its bone before it stopped, and cuts appeared around its arm as the demon let out a sound of anger and punched her with its other hand. Amber held onto her sword as she felt her bones crack and her weapon was forcefully dislodged from the demon.

She hit the wall, managing to move out of the way before the fist of the demon struck where she had just been. A shock rippled through the barrier as the demon charged forward on its arms.

“You seem like a proud warrior. How humiliating will it be to die at the hands of a mage in close combat?” the demon asked.

“Very,” Amber agreed.

She didn’t actually give a shit, but it made it considerably easier to attack it, so she let the demon try to slam its palm upon her as if killing a fly. Amber dashed to the side and slashed with her sword, cleaving two and a half fingers from the demon as it let out a pained, angry groan.

“Insect!” The demon tried to slam her but she dodged.

Amber tried to rush but paused when she saw it had raised its other hand into the air, all five fingers facing the ceiling.

Of course, it took some damage, and now, it just wants to kill me, Amber would’ve rolled her eyes if the situation had been different. But instead, she prepared herself. She couldn’t be reckless. Not here. Not now.

“Die, Ripper Sword!”

She dashed twice using mana as a gigantic sword cleaved down from the ceiling. Part of the dungeon was carved out as it fell, narrowly missing the barrier as it rent deep into the ground. Sunlight shone into the room as Amber’s heart skipped a beat. The sword had been easily six meters long, and the demon turned to her, raising his hand into the air again.

Again?!

She immediately dashed towards the demon, using her mana to reach it sooner. She didn’t know what else she could do, other than use her trump card. It almost felt like trying to fell an indestructible being that was almost too stupid to kill her, but at the same time, it would eventually succeed.

“So, you are running to your demise?”

The demon is not healing. It was time for her to use her Curse Battery, and she knew that. Part of her felt incredibly nervous as her heart drummed, but she still rushed as the purple light gathered above the demon’s palm.

“Soul Ripper⁠—”

Amber dashed again, touching the hand it was using to support itself.

Hopefully, it’ll get injured enough to the point I can kill it after.

“Battery,” she said, gritting her teeth.

Hundreds of cuts exploded across the demon as the being screeched, pure agony and anger in his voice. The sword was brought down, but she moved out of the way as it tore another large gash into the room. Amber, however, wasn’t done attacking, hearing the demon still being torn by the Curse of Laceration.

There is only one thing I can do now⁠—

She twirled her dagger and dashed behind the monster with a burst of mana. The demon was still being cut, but she ignored that to stuff the dagger into his innards, stabbing as deeply as she could. Considering the nature of the Curse of Laceration, she figured it was her best move.

“HUMAN!”

The demon screamed. Mana gathered around it, and Amber gathered herself to block, but instead the demon disappeared.

Teleportation?

It reappeared on the other side of the room as Amber turned. He was staring right at her; however, Amber saw something else. In the place of the demon, where it had once been standing, was a purple orb in its stead.

Fuck⁠— She dashed as a purple explosion engulfed her, shaking the entire room.

Amber felt her body rip as she crashed against the wall. The air was pushed from her lungs, and she started to cough blood. Her vision was blurry as she heard the demon screaming, explosions going off in the room at random.

What happened…?

She felt so disoriented and lost. The pain was so bad that all she could do was groan. Her body felt so tired, so… exhausted. She saw blood pooling, she saw her sword a meter or two away, and she instinctually realized that Recovery of Curses was no longer active. Poison was now beginning to spread through her body from the arrow that was still embedded in her.

Fuck… She groaned trying to reach for the sword but to no avail. Her body was enhanced by Cursed Momentum, but she could feel herself dying. She knew what her skills were, she knew her own limits, and she could sense that death was fast approaching. Her tired and slowed mind raced for answers.

She couldn’t die here. Not yet. Not before returning to her world, not before meeting Ax’thra again, and not before finding more fulfillment and pushing her true limits. She knew this wasn’t it, not even close. She knew she could do so much more. She was a Cursed Berserker, and she had fought for more than a day straight! This couldn’t be it.

Amber felt like tearing up as her bloodied hand was unable to drag her forward, but then, she remembered something.

He nodded before reaching for his back pocket. “Have these.”

“Here, take these, you’ll need them,” Liz said.

Potions… Amber groaned reaching for her back pocket. At first, she felt shards, but she soon found something solid to grasp on to. Taking it out, she saw a cracked potion, one she uncorked with her teeth and drank immediately. The effect was almost instant as she felt her head clear.

Again.

She searched her pocket. She knew of the warnings Thieney had given her, but she didn’t care. Like I said, if it comes between dying or being bedridden for a while, I’ll choose the latter! A second later, she found another potion, and with greater speed, she uncorked it and drank it down. Once more the relief came, leaving no trace of the so-called poison.

Amber tried to crawl, but she still couldn’t quite move, she had to hurry⁠—

“Touched by a Primordial Spirit!” the demon screamed. More explosions were going off in the room. “You⁠.” It groaned in pain. “Bitch!”

Amber found purchase on another potion. This one looked even more intact than the other ones. She had no idea how many were left, but she didn’t care as she drank it⁠.

It hit her like a sledgehammer, and Amber screamed in pain. It felt as if all her limbs were being torn apart at the same time⁠, but then it vanished. The poison… the curse being stored into her skill. Another wave of relief came as she found herself with more strength than ever. She lunged for her sword, grabbing it.

More relief came from the curse on it as she shakily stood. She could feel her insides re-arranging. The pain kept her teeth clenched, she knew that her situation was bad. She stared at the demon, her eyes resolute. It was reaching for its lower body, grabbing its insides as its mana went wild. Cuts were appearing all over its body, more by the second.

I don’t have time. Amber immediately reached for her pouch and found two more potions. Luckily, only one had broken it seemed. She uncorked both with her teeth and drank them down before tossing the vials away. Their shrill cry was but a backdrop to what was going on in the room. For some odd reason, Curse Battery stored the entirety of the health potion’s curse, and the two had almost completely refilled the skill.

Amber could still feel her muscles restoring and some of her bones shifting into place, but she felt good enough to run.

She rushed towards the demon who finally pulled out the dagger from its inner body. The monster was all bloodied, its goat face mangled as it spoke with a tired and bloodlust-filled tone.

“It is time for your death. That skill merely stores curses. Now, I will show you what a true curse is.”

Amber smiled, not daring to risk it⁠. She raised her foot and stomped. The demon’s eyes paused, and she immediately dashed towards it. Just when she was about to reach it, the being smiled.

“Fool.”

It swatted at her with its massive arm. Amber screamed but clung onto it as she replied, “You’re the fool.”

She grinned. “Battery.”

Her skill immediately went off. Two measly cuts appeared on its arm as the demon laughed. Amber crashed against the wall, this time managing to hold onto her sword tightly as she felt herself slowly heal. Meanwhile, the demon was still gloating. As it laughed over its presumed victory, Amber wondered if her plan had fallen apart, but then the demon began to cough.

“What did you⁠.” It coughed. “Do?!”

She smiled as she watched the demon become paralyzed. She didn’t understand before the nature of the curse that had tried to affect her, but now, she sort of understood it. And it truly was something that would leave someone bedridden given it felt as if your limbs were torn apart. She hurried to stand up, dragging her mangled body towards the demon who could only look at her as she approached.

It unleashed grunts of anger and wisps of purple mana, but, otherwise, it couldn’t do anything but stare at her with its beady eyes.

“Oh, lowly demon, you dare insult me?” Amber grinned. “Lowly intruder from another realm who dares to challenge me, a friend of a Primordial Spirit?”

The demon’s eyes grew wide hearing her words, but it didn’t matter now. She reached the demon and raised her sword.

“You should know your place.”

She swung with Heavy Swing upon its head. The demon squirmed in pain. Of course, Amber knew she wasn’t going to be killing it with a single swing, and she was glad because she was quite pissed.

“You could’ve killed me, and yet you looked down on me and used weak and useless attacks!”

She used Heavy Swing, hitting its skull again as the demon let out another grunt.

“You called me a bitch and kept on threatening me.”

She swung again, using her skill once more as the sword embedded into bone, this time getting a cry from the demon.

“You almost killed me, fucker,” she hissed. “And now, I’ll make you pay the damn price.”

She met the eyes of the demon, finding they held only terror now, but she didn’t care. To some extent, the demon was partly responsible for the death of the human. If the summoner didn’t have to bring him to this realm, it wouldn’t have happened, but it did⁠—

“I was just doing what was right!” Amber screamed, swinging down. Deep down, she felt frustrated at killing another human. “Now, I’ve taken a responsibility that I did not wish to bear, so fucking die for me, demon. Give me your damn fucking levels, and be my fuel to grow.”

She stabbed into the monster’s head again.

“Just fucking die!”

She kept doing it, again and again⁠— like a woodpecker, she didn’t give up even after she heard a crack. At some point, the demon began to scream and beg, but she didn’t care. She kept going until she reached the insides of its head, still not stopping until, finally, a notification rang clear.

[You have defeated a [Servant of Chaos. (Adjusted Lvl. 82) Lvl. 102].]

Considerably less experience for defeating an already gravely injured enemy.

For defeating an enemy 30 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

It was already gravely injured? Amber hugged her sword tight and turned to look at the dilapidated room, at the dead man, and all she could say was: “I’m tired…”

She truly didn’t want to think about it now. He was trying to summon a demon to destroy the city. End of story. Finally, she looked at her remaining notifications and almost skimmed through everything. However, just before she passed out, she saw something she didn’t expect to see.

What…?

Amber immediately tried to hold onto her consciousness but ended up passing out. 

[Class Advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your class.]


Chapter 14.

Amber awoke in a coughing fit. The room was almost dark except for the light of the magic torch Liz had given her. Considering there was no more sunlight pouring into the room, she figured that it was night-time. She felt disoriented until she groaned from a sharp headache.

“What the fuck happened…?”

She rose from the ground, only to freeze. A massive demon was staring at her⁠⁠, but it was dead. Its skin was now ashen, and particles of dust were flaking off the demon as if it was disintegrating. Its expression held nothing but horror. A large hole was carved onto its head. A single look and she remembered. She remembered her anger, her rage, and her frustration. She had killed someone.

Shaking her head, she decided to go through her notifications.

[Cursed Momentum has ranked up. Cursed Momentum is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[Cursed Momentum has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve mastered the art of exploiting the skill to your advantage. The longer you fight, the stronger, more durable, and more agile you become. If you are affected by a curse, you will apply it to your target. This skill reaches its peak after fifteen minutes in battle, increasing your stats by 150% (75% before class bonus).

2nd Rank ⁠— Taking damage speeds the momentum build up.]

Amber paused. It gives Dexterity now, too? Not only that but the stat increase went up by 50%... She gulped. 2nd Rank makes it build up faster? Not like I plan on taking damage on purpose but… She certainly thought it was incredibly useful and very strong. She didn’t expect the skill to reach the 2nd Rank, but she wasn’t complaining. Finally, she turned to a different skill that she didn’t expect to see rank up.

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]


[Berserker’s Body has ranked up. Berserker’s Body is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[Berserker’s Body has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve embodied what it means to be a Berserker, and now you can physically be one, too. You feel half of the pain you’re supposed to feel, and your body is 50% stronger. (25% before class bonus).

2nd Rank ⁠— By adapting and abusing your body, it has gained a unique constitution. Your body is 30% tougher.]

It’s just as good… Amber noted that the percentage increase had gone up. It was essentially a fifty percent increase to all her attributes, and the 2nd Rank wasn’t half bad, either. Thinking about it, she couldn’t help but smile. I’m becoming so fucking durable. Maybe I should permanently stab the dagger into my body or something. Maybe have a cursed object surgically embedded in me? That way Recovery of Curses will always be active no matter what…

Of course, she wasn’t a fool. Without having access to her weapons, she was more like an average Berserker. Though, the Berserker class itself was rare, too? She wasn’t too sure.

Amber shook her head and observed the rest of her notifications.

[Keen Senses has leveled up from level 8 to 10.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 2 to 4.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from level 8 to 10.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 6 to 8.]

[Cursed Fury has leveled up from level 1 to 3.]

[Heavy Swing has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[You have reached level 49. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 55. 5 stat points awarded.]

The level ups were disappointing to her, but then again, the kill notification had said “considerably less” experience. Of course, there were no Core Skills because they were more like pending rather than anything. Taking a very deep breath, Amber turned to the notification she had been looking forward to.

[Class Advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your class.]

Amber didn’t know what to expect, or what she was even expecting. Unlike unlocking the requirements for a new class, this was different. Though, she didn’t see herself switching her class any time soon—even if ever. She loved everything about being a Cursed Berserker. So, with great anticipation, she asked out loud:

“What are my Class Advancement options, System?”

In response, something that she didn’t expect occurred. Her vision went dark, and then there was nothing. Amber didn’t understand what was going on until she saw a flash of light.

Fire.

Her body felt heated, more than anything before. She looked down to see dirt ground. She saw pebbles on a road, and then she heard the crackling of wood. Ash rained, and she coughed, her lungs burning.

What is going on⁠—?

A shout interrupted Amber, and her gaze snapped in the direction of the sound. There, she saw a large lumbering man. He charged through a building⁠⁠, and it exploded. Pieces of wood, rock, and burning cloth streaked through the air, and then something else exploded from an opposing building. A gigantic and majestic bird of fire came through. Its heat was enough to distort the air, and Amber felt danger.

She took a step back but the man charged at the bird ⁠— no, at the phoenix ⁠— but his body immediately burned from getting close to the monster. The phoenix flapped its wings and sent a torrent of fire out, and the man charged right through. Blisters formed on his skin, and he shouted. The phoenix froze— Amber froze⁠— and the monster fell from of the air, hitting the ground. The man arrived and punched the bird before grabbing it by the neck and slamming it down.

Amber didn’t understand what she was seeing, but she watched as the phoenix was torn apart by the man’s bare hands, screeching in defiance as it burnt and clawed at its attacker. However, in the end, it was pointless.

The phoenix died, and with it, the vision ended as a boisterous laugh resounded.

Afterward, a notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Chosen Barbarian’ You have used pure raw strength to fight your foes, you have five Core Skills at Second Rank, you have reached level 50 as a Cursed Berserker, and you have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit.

The Cursed Chosen Barbarian is a Cursed Barbarian who has been chosen by the gods themselves. The Cursed Chosen Barbarian has followed in the steps of the Cursed Berserker but with greater efficiency and much greater brutality. They have paved the path to efficient brutal killing while fighting the Supernatural. They do not do things that are unnecessary.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied, Cursed Barbarian skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Amber blinked. It’s tempting… She pursed her lips. But I don’t fight with my fists… though, it never said I have to…

Amber could feel that another class was going to be shown to her. So, she prepared herself.

Once more, there was a flash of light, and she found herself standing in a dark and empty room, its stone walls and floors unassuming. What is even going to happen⁠—? The wall in front of her exploded. A robed man rolled into the room, bleeding profusely. He spoke words that could not be understood, his tone angry, and a woman entered. She held a one-handed axe as she coldly looked at him.

The man screamed and pulled out a staff, pointing it at the woman⁠⁠; the world went white. Amber felt as if her ears shattered, and the building evaporated; like a vanishing shadow to the light, it disappeared. The attack came to an end, and the man panted as he lowered the staff, except⁠—

The woman is still there and she is… Amber gulped. Unscathed.

She watched the woman shrug off every single one of his following attacks as she marched up to the man. Then, she raised her axe and slammed⁠— Amber winced as the ground itself was carved up, and nothing remained of the man.

The vision ended, and another notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Chosen Hunter’. You have killed hundreds of supernatural beings, you have killed a pure-blooded demon, you have five Core Skills at Second Rank, and you have reached level 50 as a Cursed Berserker and have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit.

The Cursed Chosen Hunter is a Cursed Hunter who has been chosen by the gods themselves. Someone who has vowed to protect the world of Vir from the darkness. They believe evil should be eradicated. A Cursed Chosen Hunter is someone who travels alone, their immunity to the supernatural sending them to fight the worst of all the supernatural beings.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Chosen Hunter skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

It sounded niche. But… if I could tank something like that… Amber instinctively knew that even with her Supernatural Nullification, she’d still be fatally wounded from those attacks, so it was definitely something different. In fact, it was completely different.

Once more, it sounded appealing to her, but she decided to watch the next vision.

The darkness shifted, and she immediately heard battle cries. Amber lifted her gaze and paled as she saw two clashing armies, one of humans and one of monsters. The monsters, however, were truly monstrous. Twisted things that she had never seen before. Odd numbers of limbs, scythe-like appendages, and some even wielded weapons.

She watched as the army of humans was shredded. Some had their limbs cut off before slowly dying, some were beheaded, and some were crushed by gigantic mammoth-like creatures. She was nervous⁠— no, she was fearing for her life as she saw the approaching army move closer. But a battle roar drew her attention.

She turned and saw a bulky man, almost fat⁠— he was easily over two meters tall and wielded two battle axes. Even though he was in full-plated armor, Amber could sense he was grinning. Then, without hesitation, he charged. With each step, he grew faster and faster. He crossed the entirety of the human army in a second, then broke into the army of monsters. Dozens of the twisted beings immediately exploded, bulldozed right through.

How⁠—

The man crashed against one of the mammoths, and it⁠ exploded. The man continued tearing through the army, but the vision was slowly fading. Amber wanted to see… more.

A notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed ⁠Chosen Juggernaut’. You have wiped an entire dungeon by yourself, you have five Core Skills at Second Rank, you have cleared at least ten groups of enemies alone, you have reached level 50 as a Cursed Berserker, and you have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit.

The Cursed Chosen Juggernaut is a Cursed Juggernaut who has been chosen by the gods themselves, an almost unstoppable force who instills fears upon their enemies. They rely on Strength to never be stopped. Their path is one paved with destruction and unparalleled resolve. A Cursed Juggernaut is someone who fights with the supernatural. They do not stop.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Juggernaut skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Amber took a deep breath. She liked the other classes, but this one was… different. She was enthralled, but she managed to wait until the other vision came. She’d choose after seeing all of them, and she felt that the next one was going to be the last one.

Just one more, she thought. Then I can make my choice…

She prepared herself as the next vision came. She saw a woman dashing through a forest full of cloaked enemies, killing one after another with a longsword. At first, she thought the vision was like the last one, if not lamer⁠, but she watched as the woman gained momentum. She got faster, and quickly became more efficient.

Enemies were killed by the second, ramping up faster and faster. The sight made Amber’s heart rush. She watched as the enemies got stronger, as some transformed into monsters by consuming something, yet the result remained the same. Then, she arrived at the final enemy and beheaded them⁠— except, he didn’t die.

Flesh burst, a twisted abomination was quickly formed, and even though the woman was tired, she continued fighting. Even though she got swatted and injured, she continued. Even though her sword was broken, she fought with her fists. Even though everything seemed against her, she pushed herself.

And as Amber watched, she found herself wanting to be there. No⁠— wanting to be that woman fighting.

Using her bare teeth, she ripped the enemy apart, gore flying as the enemy slowly became unable to fight back. Eventually, her enemy died.

The vision ended.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Chosen Berserker’ You have fought for more than a day straight, you have five Core Skills at Second Rank, you have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit, you have defeated an enemy thirty levels above you, and you have reached level 50 as a Cursed Berserker.

The Cursed Chosen Berserker is a Cursed Berserker that has been chosen by the gods themselves. Not only do they hold immense potential, but the stars themselves favor them. Anything they set their mind to is but a matter of time before it is completed. A Cursed Chosen Berserker is unrelenting, ruthless but also kind, powerful but also humble. They do not get drunk on their own power but instead are in total control of it.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Chosen Berserker skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Amber wondered about the control part, given the woman in the vision seemed insane. But she somehow found herself agreeing. If the woman wanted to stop, she would have…

The darkness faded, and she was back to standing in the room. All four advancement options were before her eyes. She was overwhelmed, her emotions still in disarray from everything she had experienced.

That’s a lot…

Amber composed herself and carefully read through them all again. After she was done, she found that she was struggling to even eliminate a single option, but in the end, she decided to forget about Cursed Chosen Hunter, due to its limited use. Even then, she hadn’t been so sure.

That left her with three.

She had carefully read through their descriptions, deciding to not let the requirements influence her, and one of the things that caught her attention was the emphasis on control that Cursed Chosen Berserker had, whereas Cursed Chosen Juggernaut was much more about being a force of nature. Lastly, Cursed Chosen Barbarian was about efficiency. If she was honest, she liked all of them.

However, she decided to truly think about what she could and couldn’t do with each class and realized something.

She could do all of that without a specific one. She could be efficient as a Juggernaut, brutal as a Berserker, and controlled as a Barbarian. However, at the same time, the descriptions were there for a reason. She didn’t put it beyond the System to influence her actions in some way after obtaining a class given the description. She was in a strange world that she barely comprehended, and if she hadn’t met Ax’thra when she did, she would’ve been infinitely more lost. While she didn’t know exactly what she was doing, she had a feeling that her best choice was the class which allowed her to be in control. It was also the class that most resonated with her. The one she wanted to be in the vision with.

Cursed Chosen Berserker.

It had the steepest requirements out of the four classes, even if not by much. And she had barely just met them after fighting a level 102 demon. Granted, its level had been adjusted to 82, but it did have the skill levels of a level 100. Amber was quite certain about that.

Finally, after taking a deep breath, Amber chose her class. She tried to stay composed but found herself shaking on her spot.

[ You have gained the class: Cursed Chosen Berserker

Vitality +25

Strength +15

Dexterity +15

Endurance +5

Intelligence +10

Wisdom +10

Natural recovery has increased by 60%.

Body enhancements are 150% more effective.

Wounds heal three times faster out of battle. ]

She smiled, still trembling, and a moment later, more notifications came.

[Keen Senses ⁠— level 10 — becomes Sharp Instincts ⁠— level 10]

[New General Skill! You have learned Sharp Instincts — level 10

You’ve barely survived. Whether you can actually tell whether something is dangerous or not is unknown. This is an upgraded version of Keen Senses. You are now more aware of potential dangers and attacks. Now, it's on an instinctual level.]

[Heavy Swing ⁠— 2nd Rank Level 4 — becomes Cursed Cleave ⁠— 2nd Rank Level 4]

[New Core Skill! You have learned Cursed Cleave — 2nd Rank Level 4

You’ve swung your sword so many times that perhaps you treat it more like a cleaver. This is an upgraded version of Heavy Swing. If you are bearing a curse, it will apply when using the skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— Cooldown is halved, and the swing strikes 30% harder. The curse is 50% stronger.]

Two skills had changed.

[Core Skill was delayed due to pending Class.]

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 50 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker, you have learned ⁠Curse Detection — level 1.

You can sense curses from ten meters away, and if they are visible, you can see them. Range increases per skill level.]

Useful. She smiled. I can even tell if an attack is a curse⁠, and if I⁠—

However, her theory crafting was interrupted as another notification came offering a new skill.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 55 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker, you have been offered Curse Aura ⁠— level 1.

You have become the curse. While fighting, you unleash a weak aura of the curses you are bearing towards your foes. The strength depends on the skill level.

Do you wish to replace one existing Core Skill for this? If the replaced Core Skill holds levels, all levels will be transferred to the new skill at the cost of losing one level on it.]

Well, that is way better. The idea of damaging her enemies just from them being near was extremely fascinating to her. No, in fact, it excited her. She hesitated. She had just gotten Curse Detection, which could be pretty useful. From finding a new cursed item to play with to even being an advantage during battle.

Ultimately, she felt like it was the only skill she could replace with it.

Taking a deep breath, she replaced Curse Detection with Curse Aura. She was sure that was the right choice, and she’d probably be offered a better version of Curse Detection down the line.

Plus, Curse Aura is fucking badass.

Finally, Amber took in all her notifications with a smile and couldn’t help but think how much strength she had gained from her Class Advancement. It was exciting⁠. No⁠, it was incredibly exciting. And thinking about the vision still made her heart rush.

Will I be able to do that? No, I most definitely will.

She felt like she was invincible, but thinking about the demon fight grounded her back in reality.

Killing it wouldn’t be any less of a struggle even after all of this. Or maybe…

She shook her head, still incredibly happy. She was just wary of growing overconfident. Finally, after reveling in the moment, she turned to the room where the man still lay dead. Her mood worsened, but she walked towards the man to see if he had anything of value. The demon’s corpse was now completely dried out and almost akin to dust.

She went up the steps of the platform and paused when she saw the man’s staff. It resembled a thorn more than anything and had an almost red-metallic glint to it. Slightly confused, she used Identify on it. 

[Relic Grade ⁠— Staff of Demons ⁠— High Quality

This staff bears the Curse of Demonic Blood. Any being that it injures will have its blood thinned, and any being wielding the staff will suffer a slow demonification process, ultimately turning them into a demon.

Ability: Summon Servant of Chaos. This Ability has decayed and can no longer be used.]

“So an Enchanted Grade staff. Got it.” Amber grabbed it without any care in the world.

She figured that it was a good add-on to her arsenal, provided she didn’t let anyone else touch it⁠— much like all her other weapons. It was really good actually. Amber then looked at the man. He didn’t have anything on his person. However, she paused seeing his arm. It was red and resembled the claw of a monster.

“I suppose that’s the Curse of Demonic Blood?” she asked, wondering about it before turning to the man and seeing the horns. “You know, I really wish things could’ve gone differently. I can’t tell if this is guilt or not, but I’m sorry for what I did.”

She closed her eyes. I did what I had to do. At least, that’s what she believed. After taking a breath, she closed the man’s eyes with her hand. She didn’t understand why the man wanted to destroy the city of Laria. She didn’t see the point in being evil.

Perhaps the man was doing it for power, but she truly did wonder if there was no other way to go about things. She gave the man’s arm a look before going down the steps.

Amber wondered why she didn’t hesitate more in killing the man. Maybe it had to do with him not being fully human. She wasn’t particularly sure.

Now, more than ever, she felt thankful that she was immune to curses and anything that the System considered supernatural; she could safeguard the staff. Maybe the man had been influenced by the staff’s curse? Ultimately, she didn’t know, so she decided to stop thinking about it.

She went to find her dagger and picked up the torch she had been carrying. Thankfully, it seemed to have survived all the battles with only minor scratches.

So, I won’t need to pay Liz back. She smiled. She was completely broke, so that would’ve been troublesome.

Finally, she headed towards the exit, before pausing when she saw a glinting object inside of the demon’s head. What is that? Amber cautiously approached it, only to see a small bead. It was a deep crimson and sparkled under the little light available as if it was holding a galaxy inside, shimmering with hundreds of sparkling colors. She used Identify.

[Demonic Mana Stone ⁠— Superb Quality.]

Demonic Mana Stone? Why was it even in the demon’s head?

Amber didn’t know what to use it for, or what it even did, but she grabbed it and stored it in her back pocket. She didn’t plan on leaving loot behind. Maybe she could sell it. Her armor was in desperate need of repair, after all. However, all those worries disappeared as she looked at her status, having distributed her attribute points already.

[Name: Amber | Level: 55

Class: Cursed Chosen Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0  

Stats:

Vitality: 160

Strength: 120

Dexterity: 101

Endurance: 51

Intelligence: 32

Wisdom: 32

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Cursed Cleave - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Quick Dash - 2nd Lvl. 1], [General Weapon Mastery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 2], [Cursed Momentum - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Cursed Stomp. - Lvl. 8], [Curse Battery - Lvl. 4], [Recovery of Curses - Lvl. 10], [Cursed Fury - Lvl. 3], [Curse Aura - Lvl. 1]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Elemental Resistance - Lvl. 3], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 5], [Sharp Instincts - Lvl. 10], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 8].]

She was awed by her own progress, and a smile settled on her lips. She felt fucking amazing. However, it was time for her to return and report her own findings.

Hopefully, the exploration party isn’t assembled yet.

With a racing heart and a wide smile, Amber ran out of the dungeon at full speed, leaving nothing but a cloud of dust behind.


Chapter 15.

The sun was barely rising, its light just reaching the eastern walls of the city of Laria. It would’ve been a peaceful morning for most people, but for Thieney, it was incredibly stressful⁠. Amber had yet to return, which meant she had probably met her demise. That thought alone made him shake.

Lorsan and Emma were resting. Their condition was still precarious, but Thieney was certain both would survive. They would just be in a lot of pain for some time. Thinking about what happened in the dungeon made him depressed. If he had been a better leader perhaps none of this would’ve happened.

Thieney blamed himself. He blamed himself for what had happened to Lorsan and Emma, and now, he blamed himself for Amber’s death. He could have dissuaded her— begged her to stay. But he didn’t do any of that. Instead, he chose to believe the strange woman.

“Say goodbye as a ghost… yeah, right,” he scoffed.

Some moments he felt angry, others he felt sad; however, he didn’t have time to indulge in his emotions. No one really had the time to indulge in anything. The expedition had been assembled, and after the reports he had given, the Guild had gone all out with assembling it.

The expedition was being led by none other than Luka Hefell, one of the most renowned adventurers in the city of Laria, a platinum-ranked adventurer who was on the cusp of becoming diamond-ranked. The man was a level 71 mage—according to reports. The main vanguard was composed of platinum-ranked adventurers. However, it was an expedition. A force of over fifty people had been assembled at the northern gate. All of them were level 30 or above, and everyone was ready to depart.

Thieney had gained one level from fighting in the dungeon, which was a lot considering his contributions ⁠— Amber had done most of the work, after all. He shook his head and spotted a familiar woman, Liz. She was pondering something, but he decided not to approach her. Instead, he headed towards Luka. He had asked him to talk in private.

The man quickly spotted Thieney and gestured for him to follow. They quickly found themselves behind a building where Luka gave him a serious glance, his golden hair slightly disheveled. The man’s blue eyes met his.

“Are the reports true from the adventurer’s guild? You were ambushed by over a dozen undead in a single moment?”

Thieney nodded. “That is indeed the case. They came from the ground itself.”

The man bit his lip. “Very well, then I shall ensure everyone knows the risks of this expedition. Undead are quite the nasty things to fight.”

Thieney inwardly agreed as the man continued.

“Thank you for bringing this information to the guild, Thieney. I shall ensure this expedition is successful.” Luka placed a hand on his shoulder. “It’s the least I can do.”

With those words, Luka Hefell, the leader of the expedition, left and began to call for the attention of everyone. Thieney knew that it was finally happening. The expedition was finally getting in motion. He, like others, gathered as the leader spoke.

“As all of you know, we have received an alarming report of dozens of undead inside the Dark Den dungeon. One that indicates the presence of hundreds of them.”

At that moment, Thieney could sense the atmosphere turning serious. And why wouldn’t it? Undead were considered one of the hardest creatures to fight. Everyone who had assembled here was aware of that.

“Should a breakout occur, chaos will befall the lands surrounding the city of Laria, which is why we are acting today,” his voice boomed. “To protect this town, to destroy the monsters that threaten it, to protect our loved ones, and to keep a roof over our head.”

Everyone nodded, and Luka looked more serious than ever.

“We have gathered and recruited the most capable adventurers for this task. We have healers, we have warriors with adequate resistances, and we have people from the brave party that made the discovery. Even if there are hundreds of undead, they will all fall under our might. Just remember, switch if you all are affected by the miasma.”

He was met with much more resolute nods as the atmosphere became heavy. Thieney could tell no one felt like cheering, much less being overconfident. A single party could easily fall to a dozen undead, and there were fifty people against hundreds of them. It wasn’t going to be an easy fight, but it was something necessary.

Thieney took a very deep breath, and Luka tapped his staff on the ground, calling to everyone.

“Let us depart at once!”

They all moved forward, the expedition leader at the front of everyone. It was now finally starting. Thieney felt his heart drumming, and he assumed many felt the same considering the serious faces. They quickly arrived at the gate, and when it was opened, Luka paused, as did Thieney and Liz who weren’t far behind.

A familiar figure was standing a couple of meters ahead. She looked disheveled, as if she had fallen down a hill. Her armor was dented in multiple places, and she was covered in blood that Thieney was fairly certain was not her own. She was also carrying a creepy-looking staff. It was none other than…

Amber.

“Who are you?” Luka asked, on alert.

“Oh, are you with the expedition?” she asked, surprised. The mage nodded. “Yeah, about that, I cleared the dungeon and killed the summoner who was making all the undead. He was trying to summon a demon, could you believe it?”

Thieney blinked, and Luka remained paused, now even more unnerved. “Did you run from the demon⁠— Wait, how did you even clear the dungeon?”

She shook her head. “No, the demon is dead. I killed it.”

Everyone paused.

* * *

Amber watched as the blond-haired mage seemed to be struggling with what she had said.

“Do you have a way to prove your claims?” the man asked.

Amber thought of letting the man use Identify on the staff, but given it was a cursed object, she was afraid of potentially losing it. Maybe the Guild would confiscate it for being too dangerous or something. So, instead, she reached for her back pocket and grabbed the Demonic Mana Stone.

“This,” she said, showing it to the man. “It’s a Demonic Mana Stone. I took it from the demon’s body.”

The man frowned and approached, extending his hand. “Let me see for myself.”

Amber placed it on the palm of his hand, and after a moment, he nodded and handed it back to her. Then, he turned and began to shout for all the scouts to go investigate the dungeon. Minutes later, a group of ten people rushed down the road at breakneck speeds. Shortly after, the mage returned to her.

“If all goes well, they’ll be back in two hours. If you’re lying, they won’t return,” the mage explained.

“So, I’ll be the one to blame if they get murdered?” Amber raised her brow. “I wiped the entire dungeon, then I passed out after fighting the demon. I assume Dark Hounds might be present now.”

“If the demon and undead are gone, there is nothing to worry about,” he said simply. “However, I’d like to bring you to the Guild to ask you some questions. This is a big deal, you see?”

Amber closed her eyes. Maybe I should have pretended nothing happened. After taking a breath she nodded and agreed to whatever the man wanted, but she made it clear that the mana stone and the staff were hers to keep. The man agreed so long as her claims were true.

* * *

Inside the Guild, Amber found herself in an empty room with two sofas and a coffee table where she explained to the mage and a receptionist all she knew. It wasn’t a whole lot but she relayed the things she could. However, she refused to elaborate on how she cleared the dungeon or the specifics of how she had defeated the demon other than the fact that it had been heavily injured due to the failed summoning. Still, her information was enough to shock the receptionist, who quickly left. Meanwhile, the mage who had called himself Luka appeared deep in thought.

“Do you know the means he used to summon the demon?”

Amber thought about the staff before nodding. “I do, and it was a one-time thing, so you won’t have to worry about that.”

“Can you guarantee that? I have to see proof.”

Amber sighed before meeting his gaze. “Proof is something I cannot show you. But the man is dead, so whatever knowledge he held is now gone.”

Luka frowned in thought. “I was told by Thieney that they had left a team member inside of the dungeon at level 40. Now, you are 55. I suppose you are telling the truth. Still, a level 102 demon is something worrisome⁠—”

At that moment, a man in light armor opened the door to their room in a rush.

“Report: the dungeon is devoid of undead, and only four Dark Hounds were spotted in the entire dungeon. They were hiding in fear. The corpse of the demon is present, so is a man’s!”

Luka blinked before turning to her, and then, contrary to expectations, the man began to laugh. All of the tension dissipated in a moment.

“I could hardly believe you, but I guess you indeed told the truth,” he said, still chuckling. “Sorry for doubting you. I shall go deal with all the important matters now.”

With that, she was left alone in the room.

Amber sighed. This sucks.

* * *

The next person she met was the receptionist, who gave her a rather empty pouch and a platinum adventuring badge.

“These are the remaining funds to pay the adventurers of the expedition; these belong to you now. We have also added an additional reward for killing the demon.” The man bowed. “On behalf of the city of Laria, thank you for clearing out all of the undead.”

“Right, it was no big deal,” Amber said, trying to downplay it.

“On the contrary. Luka Hefell, the expedition leader, mentioned a potential thirty-percent casualty rate when organizing it. You have saved many lives today,” the receptionist explained. “Which is why the Guild has upgraded your rank to match your level free of charge. We are grateful to you.”

“Right…”

The man smiled at her. “You are free to go, Great Warrior. Thank you for your service today.”

Amber felt awkward but left the room. She wasn’t used to receiving praise. However, at least she was glad that the process of validating her claims hadn’t been that troublesome. Taking a breath of relief, she made her way down the hall, and she used the time to investigate the pouch she had received.

Gold coins…? Amber paused. One, three, five… fifteen?! She gulped. She was fucking rich now. She could go and get herself a new armor with that and a holder to carry her staff. She could also indulge in food and maybe go window shopping to see if anything caught her eye.

Her heart raced in excitement as she entered the common room⁠— and then her heart jumped for other reasons. There were dozens of adventurers looking at her.

“She’s the one that defeated the demon?”

“She’s quite low level for that, no?”

“It is said she cleared out an entire dungeon!”

Too much fucking attention. Amber tensed as she stepped forward. Some people were looking at her in awe, others with some mixture of frustration and hatred. She didn’t really get it, and it didn’t matter because she was going to get the fuck out immediately⁠.

Amber paused as someone placed a hand on her shoulder. She looked up to see Luka who was looking towards the room with a smile.

“She has informed me that she’s buying drinks for everyone!”

Amber paled, as everyone cheered and began to frantically clamber over to the bar. She was about to talk when he whispered to her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be the one paying. Consider this a favor. Some people blame you for losing on pay,” he explained.

Amber blinked. “Thank you, but… what’s the catch?”

He smiled. “How did you kill the level 102 demon?”

“I told you its level was adjusted to 82.” She sighed. “And, it was half-dead when it was summoned.”

“It should have still been a grueling battle,” he said. “So, what was the main thing that got it killed? Based on reports, its body was slashed all over, no place was left untouched. I want to know what kind of trump card you used.”

Amber closed her eyes. “I managed to splash healing potions into its insides, and luckily, it received recoil from consuming them. I used six potions on it.”

The man blinked. “Huh…?”

“I’ll be going now.”

With that, Amber left the very confused level 71 mage behind.

* * *

Thankfully, outside wasn’t much of an issue. It seemed her feats hadn’t spread that much, which she was thankful for. She used the chance to enjoy the local cuisine, from skewers to fried food and even things that resembled meatballs, which tasted delicious. She had spent a whole silver on treating herself.

However, even though she had mostly relaxed, she would still overhear adventurers talking about her whenever she encountered some.

“I heard she departed at level 37 and returned at level 55.”

“Almost 20 levels in three days? That’s impossible.”

“Yet the results are there. Many are wondering if she received outside help.”

She had heard a lot of talk about her level increase, and if she was honest, Amber didn’t really get it. Leveling wasn’t all too hard—or didn’t seem to be, at least. Sure, she was rushing through things, but she didn’t understand how other people were at the same level range for years. There had to be something she was missing. Some kind of information that explained what was so amazing about her feat, and yet she had no idea what it was.

However, Amber tried to not mind what was happening and instead visited the smith she had gone to previously. On her way there, she was stopped by someone she didn’t expect.

Thieney.

“Hey,” he spoke in an almost shy manner.

“Hey, haven’t seen you in… some time,” Amber greeted. “Are you, alright? Are Emma and the other guy…?”

“They are okay.” He nodded.

Hearing that, she felt relief washing over her. They weren’t dead. That knowledge alone made her feel relaxed. Good even. However, she could still see something was bothering Thieney.

“Are you alright?”

He met her gaze, before sighing. “You know, when you arrived and I saw you again, I couldn’t face you.” Amber wasn’t quite following, but the man continued. “And that was because I assumed you were dead.”

Amber stared at him, more confused than anything.

“I assumed you were dead, Amber,” he breathed. “How can I face you after doubting you like that? I don’t… I’m sorry.”

She watched as the man lowered his head in shame. She didn’t know what to do, but after a moment, she placed her hand on the man’s shoulder.

“It’s fine, you know?” She made him look at her. “It’s normal to assume I died. I’m sorry for not returning sooner. But if you want to apologize, maybe don’t be so quick to write me off in the future.”

He blinked. “But I⁠—”

“But nothing,” she interrupted. “Just focus on being glad that no one died, okay? And maybe rest for today.”

She smiled at the man.

“Then, tomorrow you can treat me to some kind of food if you still feel apologetic.”

Thieney paused. He opened his mouth before closing it, his lips drawing a line. Finally, he spoke.

“Thank you, Amber.”

After the man said goodbye and to take care of herself, he departed. Amber felt a bit weird; she hadn’t really expected Thieney to care about her that much, but she found it nice.

I’m glad I made another friend.

So she headed to the smith.

Except…

“Oh, you’re that girl. I know you. I didn’t think you’d be the one to be called a hero by some of the adventurers. Anyway, I’d hate to get on your bad side, so, I’ll tell you that you can get better deals elsewhere. However, if you wish to work with me, I’ll give you my best.”

“Right, who’s the best and most knowledgeable smith?”

“You know, he doesn’t work with just anyone, but I’ll tell you for the price of one silver.”

So, she ended up visiting the so-called best and most knowledgeable smith in the city of Laria. The building looked mostly unassuming with a sign that had a shield and armor. The entrance was wide open for anyone to enter. The echoing of hammering reached her ears even from where she stood.

After stepping inside, Amber saw a counter, and farther behind was a burly man working on an anvil. The heat was intense, but Amber didn’t actually find it too bothersome. Finally, after a minute of hammering, the man turned around and stuck whatever he was making into the furnace before turning to her.

“You look like shit, lass.”

Amber paused before scoffing. “Well, can’t say you look dazzling.”

The man was incredibly muscular and wore a rather loose shirt that was completely dirtied with ash and snoot. His face was no different. Even his long beard and hair were stained.

He chuckled. “Well, you fight monsters, and I fight weapons. I suppose that’s in order, Demonkiller. Luka mentioned you when he came to pick up something earlier.”

She sighed. “So, everyone knows?”

“Even my grandma knows.” He smiled. “I assume you’re here for my services, but unless you have something that interests me, I will still refuse. I get too many requests nowadays.”

“Something that interests you?” she asked.

“Yeah, something that I find interesting. Anything related to smithing, of course. Unless you don’t have anything that is.” He grinned.

Amber snorted and took out her sword before putting it on the counter. The man watched with curiosity, but she made sure to warn him.

“It will cut you.”

The man smiled. “Well, that is certainly interesting and Superb Quality, too. Very rare. I’m sure some nobles would buy it based on its age alone, and it's cursed, too. But that is not enough to make me want to work with you. I do, however, wonder how you seem unaffected by it? You made it perhaps?”

She frowned and took the sword back. She pondered showing him the staff, but she didn’t feel like it was smithing-related at all.

“This goes without saying, but you won’t tell a single soul about what I show you including the sword, right?”

The man turned serious. “Unless I’m tortured for the information, absolutely not.”

Amber nodded and reached into her back pocket.

“I do not know if this is related to smithing, but⁠—” She paused seeing the man eyeing the Demonic Mana Stone. “Are you okay?”

“I know what that is. I don’t even need to use Identify on it. Not all demons drop one. You’re quite lucky lass,” he said. “If you let me use that to make an armor or weapon, I’ll even do it for free and supply the materials.”

So, it’s that rare.

“Not yet, I don’t know if I can trust your abilities, old man. What if you’re just a phony? What if you run away with it?” She smiled at him as his eyes grew wide. “I’m just a helpless girl ,after all. It’s not like I can do anything if you scam me.”

The man scowled. “Ignoring the fact that you can probably bash my head in and that I have an already established reputation, I assume you want to see my work? Or have some? Your armor does look like shit.”

“It does,” she agreed before smiling. “I’ll keep it simple. I come for new armor.”

“Very well, then I’ll show you my best wares. Come.”

With that, Amber found herself going past the counter, passing the blazing heat of the furnace, and going into a back room where she found multiple armors and swords on display. Some looked average, and some looked dazzling. Her eyes scanned the room before her gaze landed on a set of black armor. It looked light, allowing for any kind of movement, and it was sleek, almost lithe. It looked elegant to her.

Upon approaching it, she used Identify on it.

[Armor of Frenzy ⁠— High Quality.]

“Huh, that’s one of my best ones,” the smith said, almost surprised.

“How much?” Amber asked.

The man pondered. “About nine gold. It even comes with a helmet. Making something like this is not cheap.”

Steep… But Thieney had told her that High Quality things went for multiple gold. I could negotiate using the Demonic Mana Stone, but if I find a better smith in a different city… what happens then?

Regret it? She frowned.

She wasn’t going to stay in Laria forever, she was well aware of that, and she could actually afford the armor. After thinking about it, she realized it would be a bit stupid to sacrifice long-term benefits for short-term benefits.

“I’ll buy it. I need it fitted by tomorrow.”

“Sure, no problem, I’ll just need your measurements. But before that.” Amber tilted her head as the man extended his hand. “Vanil. What’s your name, Demonkiller?”

She shook his hand.

“Amber, but Demonkiller is a cool title.”

“Alright, Amber the Demonkiller,” he said, almost mockingly, “let’s get those measurements.”

She nodded, and thirty minutes and minus six gold pieces of deposit later, she left the smith. She had also requested a scabbard or something for the staff.

The sun indicated it was about midday now, and she wondered whether to sleep all day. She wasn’t tired, but she wanted to try it. How long can I sleep now? Her record on Earth had been about 18 hours before her mom forcefully woke her up; it did happen in the middle of a school year, after all.

However, as she was pondering that, a familiar figure approached her.

“Liz?”

“Hi, Amber.” The woman smiled awkwardly. “I’ve come here to ask you for something.”

“Is it the torch? I’ll give it back to you, just give me a second⁠—”

“It’s not the torch,” Liz interrupted, holding Amber’s arm and bringing her hand forward. Then, she held both of her hands, causing Amber to blink. “It’s something else. It’s very important.”

Amber felt just as lost as when she spoke to Thieney earlier, so she waited and⁠—

Liz knelt. “Please help me kidnap my sister.”

What?


Chapter 16.

I really did it…

Liz winced. Thankfully, there weren’t many people walking by, so it wasn’t that awkward, but as soon as she saw Amber, she couldn’t stop herself. She had been looking for the right person for months, and finally, she had found someone. She had taken so many escort requests that she lost count, and she had wandered the entire kingdom, then, at last, she met Amber.

Amber who was now incredibly confused at what she had just said.

“What are you saying⁠— No, stand up first.”

Liz did as told and felt a pit forming in her stomach. She had blown away her chance, but she hoped Amber would at least hear her out⁠—given the ridiculousness of the request and all.

“Alright, so let’s go sit, I’ll give you your torch, and we can go from there.”

Hearing that, she felt relief as she nodded and walked along with Amber who still looked fresh out of the dungeon. Finally, after a couple of minutes, they sat on a bench, and Amber decided to treat her to some food, which Liz was thankful for.

Demonkiller. She looked at Amber buying two skewers. Amber, I knew your class was rare, but just… what kind of class is it to allow for such a feat? No⁠, there is more to it than that⁠—

“Here,” Amber said, offering the skewer.

Liz grabbed it and began eating with her in silence. A minute passed before the brown-haired woman spoke up.

“So, what’s this about kidnapping? If I didn’t mishear anyway.”

Liz closed her eyes, swallowing. “It’s a very long story, but sure, I’ll start. My name is Lissandra Starkell, and as you can tell, I’m a noble.”

“Is that so?” Amber asked, confused.

Right, she didn’t know about Identify… Liz thought. She probably doesn’t know about a lot of things, it seems.

“People with surnames are generally nobles unless they came up with it themselves,” she explained. “Anyway, I go by Liz now. I was exiled about four years ago.”

Amber blinked. “I’m sorry that happened⁠—”

“No, it’s fine,” Liz interrupted. “I was exiled because I broke off my arranged marriage. You know, political gain for the family and all of that.” She waved dismissively.

“Huh, right. What’s the point in arranged marriages when you can go and get that political power just leveling up and threatening people?” Amber asked.

Hearing that, Liz couldn’t help but laugh. “That is a fair point…” she said, wiping a tear from her eye. “And that certainly has happened, but unfortunately, arranged marriages still occur. It’s just not the only way.”

“Right, so you wronged your family, and for that you were exiled?”

Liz nodded. “That is the rough context. My sister is due to follow the same fate in the following months. Years ago, I promised her I’d help her escape her fate. I wish to fulfill that promise.”

“By kidnapping her?” Amber asked.

“Yes, by kidnapping her from the house,” Liz agreed. “That way she won’t lose her status as a noble after years have passed and the marriage has been broken off due to her disappearance.”

Amber raised her brow. “Are you sure there won’t be another marriage in place?”

“By the time she shows up, she should be the heir to the house, given the lack of men in our family,” she clarified. “So, there won’t be anything of the sort; that’s my plan for my sister anyway. She can choose whatever she wants after I save her.”

“You know, if you framed the request as saving your sister it would’ve been a lot less weird.” Amber sighed.

“Yes, but that would be slightly misleading, at least that’s what I think.” Liz lightly shrugged before looking at Amber. “So… does this sound too… insane for you?”

“Will it get me hunted down by your family?” Amber looked at the sky.

Liz shook her head. “With proper preparations, no.”

“Very well, then I think I’ll consider it,” Amber said, turning towards her. “You seem more knowledgeable than a lot of people in regard to things. At least, from what I can glean.”

Liz nodded.

“So, in return, I want information about Primordial Spirits. Everything you know. And I don’t mean basic legends or how they are gods or anything. If I find your information useful, I’ll agree to your request.”

For a moment, Liz thought she was being deceived, but after Amber returned her torch, she realized that underhanded things, deceit, or exploitation wasn’t something that Amber did. In the end, she was just a kind woman with eccentric quirks. Someone who Liz wanted to befriend even if she refused to help with her family situation.

So, she nodded.

“Very well.”

* * *

Amber waited for Liz to gather thoughts as she ate what remained of her skewer. Finally, after a few more seconds of thinking, she began talking.

“Not all that much is known about Primordial Spirits. It is said that they were a lot more involved with the affairs of the world before the System came to be,” she said simply. “However, it is not completely unheard of for someone to meet a Primordial Spirit, which might be your goal.”

Amber nodded.

“You know, if you meet a Primordial Spirit, it has a high likelihood of killing you. From what I’ve heard, they don’t like to be bothered. My family used to tell me: ‘if you meet a Primordial Spirit, kneel and beg for forgiveness. Beg for daring to show your presence before it’.”

She blinked at what Liz was saying. What? She reeled, but when she first met Ax’thra... That kind of felt like the right thing to do…

“So, I guess what I’m saying is, it’s not a search you can start lightly,” she warned. “However, I know that won’t dissuade you, so I’ll continue. It is said some Primordial Spirits live in their towers as recluses, away from civilization, while others lie dormant at the bottom of Grand Dungeons. There is a tower in the Arthra Forest, too.”

“I know about that one.” A sigh left Amber. “I suppose that’s a start… Okay, better question: why would someone try to kill a Primordial Spirit.”

“Aside from claiming the title of Godslayer to their name, I think it’s because they hold great knowledge—knowledge that is long lost. Whether it is in regard to skills, techniques, or even secrets to rare classes,” Liz explained. “That or I guess to study their anatomy? Some people… are like that.”

“I suppose that’s not new…”

Amber felt frustrated. Considering the Primordial Spirits were gods, she should’ve been able to get a lot more information than what she had, but… would that even make a difference? She supposed that, maybe it didn’t. She didn’t know if Ax’thra was still present in the tower or not, or if he was still fighting, but she wanted to help him with whatever he needed.

Though, she wasn’t anywhere near as strong as to be able to help the Primordial Spirit with anything. It was… frustrating. Amber needed to get stronger⁠ still.

“Is it possible to track a Primordial Spirit?”

Liz blinked. “Assuming you had its mana signature, in theory you should be able to.”

Amber nodded before deciding to ask what she hadn’t dared to before.

“Have you heard of the Arcane Council?”

Liz shook her head. “I have not heard of such an organization, I’m sorry. There is the Arcane Research Institution in Cytel, the capital of this kingdom. If that helps.”

“It doesn’t.” Amber sighed.

“I see…” Liz’s shoulders sagged. “I’m sorry I wasn’t of use⁠—”

“It’s fine.” She shook her head. “I’ll help you with your sister, you know, provided it doesn’t get assassins sent after me, even if it could potentially be… a way to push my limits.”

“Thank you…”

After that, there was silence, but it wasn’t particularly awkward. Amber took the time to just look at the city, admiring the sun and the orange look the place portrayed. Plants weren’t all that common, but somehow, she didn’t find the ambiance dull. It was pleasant.

“You know, I’ve been looking for help for… years actually. But it’s been months since I decided to become an adventurer and try to find help, through the Guild.”

“I suppose making a formal request goes against guild rules?” she asked.

“Indeed, it does. Do you mind if we set off tomorrow?” Liz asked, her voice gentle.

Amber shook her head. “I do not, but we’ll have to find Thieney later.”

Liz nodded at that and decided to ask something Amber didn’t expect. “Is there anything I can help you with? You know, now that you’re helping me with all of this?”

Amber blinked. “Well, there is something.”

She thought for a moment but decided to trust Liz based on her interactions with her so far.

She reached into her back pocket. “What is this thing exactly?”

“A red mana stone?” Liz blinked looking at the object.

“A Demonic Mana Stone,” Amber elaborated. “What does it do? What can it be used for? Vanil, the supposed best smith in this city, seemed eager to work with it.”

The blonde mage’s eyes widened slightly. “I can see why, though… even if he made you something amazing with it, you’d need to find an equally capable enchanter.”

“Right, I still don’t know what this is, so please explain.”

Liz paused. “Sorry. To explain in a concise manner. A mana stone can generally store enchantments, this can be one, two, or even three depending on the grade. So it would allow for a weapon or armor to hold multiple.”

Amber raised her brow. “That’s quite nice.”

“However, since it’s demonic, I do not know how this affects it. Whether it makes enchantments in it stronger at the cost of turning them into curses, just enhances things, or accepts only a certain kind of enchantment,” Liz explained.

Amber nodded, then after a brief silence, she spoke: “I need potions, so if you could guide me to get some, it’d be great.”

Liz blinked. “Of course. We kind of need some for our departure anyway. I can’t believe you ran out of them so fast.”

“I splashed them into the innards of the demon. That’s how I killed it,” Amber explained simply.

“Huh…?”

* * *

Amber found herself standing before a rather fancy-looking shop. It had metal lining the windows, and the place exuded an aura of class. The colors were dark and refined, mostly reds. And she could see shelves on the insides lined with potions.

“Are you sure this is the best place to get potions…?”

“Well, I always get a discount.” Liz shrugged. “Apparently, my old noble identity matters to the owner somehow. Something that has to do with future investment? I don’t know.”

“Right…”

That sounded a bit weird, but Amber still entered the shop along with Liz. As soon as the bell hanging above the door rang, a man appeared from behind a curtain. He looked to be in his third age, and he had no hair whatsoever. No eyebrows, beard, or head hair. He wore glasses and rather fancy attire.

“Welcome, Liz and⁠—” The man paused, blanching in his spot. “Whatever you… oh… you’re that Demonkiller.”

“Yeah.” Amber nodded and then looked down at herself.

She still looked as if she had fallen off a cliff, and if she was honest, she had forgotten about it. Everyone had treated her normally so far. Suddenly, she felt embarrassed ⁠— she was most definitely ill-dressed for a lot of the day.

“Sorry,” she immediately apologized.

“She’s a friend, and she’s been busy all day, cut her some slack,” Liz said, with a hostile tone.

The man paused and immediately nodded. “So, you’re here for Common Health potions?”

“Well, actually I have a question.” Amber stepped forward. “How much worse is the backlash from Rare and High Quality potions?” she asked.

The man blinked. “Well, at Rare, you may suffer permanent damage, and at High Quality, death becomes a very real possibility. Why do you… ask?”

“And how much do Rare and High Quality cost? What about common?”

The man hesitated before looking at Liz who nodded.

“Common Potions are about five silver, Rare will be twenty, and High Quality are one gold,” the man said slowly. “What are you interested in?”

“I’d like to take five Rare potions, but if it’s possible to store them in hard-to-break containers, then I’ll want ten. I’ll also want one High Quality potion. Two if the container is hard to break.”

The man seemed to pause before hurriedly nodding and waltzing back into the room behind the curtain.

“Are you planning on force-feeding potions to any monster you encounter or what? Level up that  way?” Liz asked, curious. “You do know that the time between safe potion consumption increases depending on the quality? Rare is two hours and High is a whole ten hours.”

“Huh, okay.” Amber blinked. “Maybe I will use them against monsters. Now that I think about it, why are my level-ups so impressive?”

Liz blinked. “What do you mean? What’s not impressive about them?”

“Well, everyone keeps talking about them, but if you kill like two monsters above your level you get a level sometimes. It’s… I guess I'm confused as to why not more people are at a higher level?”

The blonde woman paused before she began to laugh. “You are…” Liz kept on chuckling before finally speaking. “Normally, people will fight monsters in groups. It’s safe if you cannot afford to get injured. From our job at the dungeon, I gained three levels since I contributed a decent amount.” She gestured at herself.
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“Right.” Amber nodded.

“However, as you can tell by a lot of prices around the city, a single job lands you enough to live at an inn, buy food, and anything else for a week. And if you do caravans instead, you may not even get to fight a lot of the time ⁠— on the peaceful routes anyway. And a lot of jobs do not require fighting in the first place, so I guess what I’m getting at is: People fight enough to survive, and this leads to a couple of levels a year. Until they reach a comfortable level like level 30, where you can just stay there and live comfortably,” she said simply.

She paused before adding something.

“Jaylon, the warrior who challenged you, is a good example. He reached level 25 in his first year, and ever since then he’s been focusing on improving as an adventurer and teaching others the ropes. He’s leveled ten times in two years, Amber.”

Amber blinked, processing what Liz had said. To some extent it was common sense, but at the same time, it was hard for her to comprehend.

“So what you’re saying is that a fair amount of people don’t care about leveling in the first place?” she asked.

That’s… weird.

Liz nodded. “Not only that, but there is also the fact that those who want to level, will do so in a party. They’ll grow tired and need constant rest. Let’s assume I cleared the dungeon with you and some others and did it as normal people,” she emphasized. “I would have probably reached level 38, and it would’ve taken multiple weeks given the volume of enemies reported.”

Amber appeared deep in thought.

“Of course, we are in a small city, one of the smallest. In bigger cities, a higher level is the standard. These areas are peaceful, so the levels match that.”

“So people just do what they need to survive and not more,” Amber said, finally getting it.

“For the most part, yes.” Liz smiled. “Of course, there are those that wish for power, have a particular goal, or even want a higher lifespan. After your first advancement, you get a good thirty years, after all.”

Her eyes crossed. “What…?”

“Yep, I’m not too privy on the exact numbers, but that doesn’t matter.” Liz looked at her up and down. “I don’t know what kind of weird class you have, but the fact that it allows you to level up that fast is something I’ve never seen before. You’re bound to get tired and injured, you’re bound to be slowed by the potions, but based on how fast the dungeon was cleared…”

She shook her head.

Amber suddenly felt like a freak, but she supposed the blonde mage was telling the truth. What she had done was abnormal. And if it hadn’t been for Recovery of Curses, she was sure she couldn’t have fought for a day straight.

No wonder my class is so rare. Amber sighed.

At that moment, the man came back displaying what seemed to be metal tubes.

“They can be dented, but their contents shouldn’t spill. Is this to your liking?” he asked.

Amber immediately nodded and forked over four gold coins, which the man happily took. He even gave her another pouch to carry some of them for free. Liz seemed surprised at that but just bought her own potions. Finally, they headed back, and Amber felt like everything that she was curious about had been satiated.

“Oh, do you think I could borrow that red staff of yours during our travels?” Liz randomly asked. “It feels… powerful…”

Amber shook her head. “It has a curse that will turn you into a demon the more you use it. So, you cannot.”

“Yet you keep it around,” Liz observed. “Could it be related to your class?” she asked with a grin.

Suddenly, Amber imagined how the Primordial Spirit, Ax’thra, felt during their interactions and decided to reply like he did sometimes.

“Perhaps, perhaps not, who am I to relay such information to you? I’m but a humble warrior; those secrets are not for me to divulge,” she replied.

The mage looked at her for a second before asking. “Are you okay, Amber?”

“Perfectly fine. Do not worry, my companion,” she replied.

It was a bit hard not to laugh at the woman’s reactions, and Amber enjoyed it. No wonder Ax’thra had such replies. It was funny. Or at least she found it funny now that she was the one replying like that.

“Alright. Tomorrow, we are leaving with a caravan. I took the request before finding you.”

“Were you so confident in convincing me?” Amber raised her brow.

“Well, if I succeeded we’d set off, and if I didn’t, I’d set off to another town to find someone. Call it good time management.” Liz shrugged.

Amber nodded at that.

On the way to the inn, they found Thieney, and Amber used the chance to explain the circumstances of her departure to him. At first, he seemed a bit sad, but ultimately, he gave her a silver coin and told her to treat Liz and herself with it. He also mentioned that he’d see them off in the morning.

Finally, they reached an inn recommended by Thieney,⁠ and Amber paid for it with her friend’s silver coin including baths. Shortly after, Amber took a bath and went to sleep, making sure to thank Thieney for his kindness so far.

* * *

The next morning, Amber, accompanied by Liz, went to pick up her adjusted and fitted armor from Vanil. It was a bit annoying to wear, having several odd clasps, but after getting it right, she found it to be very comfortable to move in. The smith had left to let her change, so she strode out of the room only to hear a whistle coming from Liz.

“That is one fancy set of armor.”

“Indeed, it does look great,” Vanil agreed. “Almost too great. A shame it’s going to get destroyed against the next demon she fights.” He shook his head, his tone fake. “I shall grieve for my creation now, Amber the Demonkiller.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure to give it enough use to make you proud.” She smiled. “The last one lasted through a couple hundred of undead.”

The man laughed. “Having a Demonkiller like yourself wear my work is enough, but if you’d like to make me truly happy, do allow me to work with that mana stone of yours.” He grinned.

“I suppose seeing how your creation handles will let me be the judge of that. I may test other armors, too. I can’t be too sure.” She grinned back.

He clicked his tongue. “No loyalty, huh? Tough one.”

“Well, it at least looks good on you,” Liz said.

Amber nodded and handed Vanil three gold coins, and after securing her staff, they stepped outside where Amber finally reveled in her new armor.

It was… sleek and felt so good to wear. Not only that but she felt like it protected her vitals well enough while allowing her to take insignificant damage in other parts. The metal shimmered with an ashen tone under the sunlight.

“Can’t wait to test it out.”

“You might.” Liz smiled. “We are leaving today, after all.”

After that, they found the caravan, and as promised, Thieney was there to see them.

“Make sure to return. I’ll be sad here alone,” the man said, smiling.

Amber chuckled. “Don’t worry. If I die, my ghost returns, and if I’m alive and don’t return then I’ll send some letters. But I’ll try to return.”

He nodded before turning to Liz. “Our adventures may have been short, but I hope you ensure Amber doesn’t get herself killed.”

The woman nodded at that. “I’ll take her impulsiveness into account during our travels.”

Amber denied the accusation but was met with small laughs from both. Shortly after, they departed from the city of Laria.


Chapter 17.

It hadn’t been more than a couple of hours since they left Laria, but given they were alone in the frontmost wagon with only a single merchant who could overhear their conversation, Amber figured it was a good time to ask questions.

“So, why the caravan instead of just traveling alone?” Amber asked Liz.

“Well, a caravan is comfortable, and unlike you, I’m just a mage whose physical prowess isn’t all that high.” She shrugged. “So it’s not like I’d travel all that much faster. Plus, you also have a super rare class.” She had said the last part in a whisper.

“That’s fair,” Amber agreed. “I suppose your physical attributes are quite bad then?”

“They aren’t awful.” She chuckled. “But unlike warriors, us mages hardly get any type of physical enhancements at all, so we invest in Intelligence and Wisdom instead. Intelligence helps us deal more damage, and Wisdom gives us more mana.”

Amber blinked. She wasn’t planning on asking about that, but she was glad to have heard it because now, she had a lot of questions.

“As a warrior, I have a skill that uses mana. Should I be worried about Intelligence?”

Liz frowned. “Those skills are rare, but to answer your question, unless you have a skill that is magical in nature, probably not. But the possibility of your class giving you something that may scale with Intelligence also exists.”

“So, it’s fine to neglect it for now?”

“I suppose so, yes.” She tilted her head. “Where are you from, Amber?”

She paused, tensing. Then she shook her head. “Do you ask because I don’t know basic things?”

Her lips curled into a grin as she began to whisper. “Partly, and also because I really am curious about your class. Plus⁠, I want to get to know you more.”

“My class has nothing to do with my origins.” Amber sighed, mirroring her low voice. “I got my class from being stuck in a trap and surviving it.”

Liz blinked. “That seems a bit underwhelming, doesn’t it? What kind of weird trap was it?”

In response, Amber grinned, her tone returning to normal. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

This time, the mage sighed and shook her head with a small smile. Then, she turned to look at their surroundings. Amber followed her gaze. They were passing by a large plateau that oversaw a forest. The dirt surrounding them only had patches of grass present and shrubs for plants. There were other adventurers present, but thankfully, they had managed to get their own cart.

“You know, I don’t have any ulterior motives, right?” Liz asked.

“I know,” Amber readily agreed. “But it’s hard to know what information is safe to share given I hardly know what’s going on around me at all times. Plus, we can be overheard.”

The merchant shuffled at the front but said nothing. It was apparent he wanted nothing to do with their conversation.

“Well, I suppose that’s fair.” The blonde mage rested her head atop her arms. “Do you have any questions for me?”

“I don’t know.” Amber frowned before deciding to ask something on her mind. “How do you feel about killing other… humans?”

Liz blinked, turning to her in confusion before chuckling.

“Do I look like a mass murderer to you?”

Amber shook her head. “No, but you’re an adventurer, so I assumed that maybe you had to at some point.”

Liz sighed before closing her eyes. “I have done so in the past. It’s a necessity of life. I do feel bad at times, but sometimes, it boils down to kill or get killed; no guilt in that.”

Then the mage turned to her.

“What about you, what do you think?”

Amber frowned. “I do not know. I killed a man at the dungeon. He was demonified, so maybe it didn’t bother me as much as it should have. It was that or let him completely summon the demon.”

“Somehow that bothers you?” Liz blinked. “You can’t be serious, right?”

Amber didn’t answer as her companion plopped onto the cart. She lay on her back, surrounded by the various goods as she stared into the sky. Finally, after a minute of silence, she spoke.

“You are strange.”

“In my eyes, you are the strange one,” Amber said, shaking her head.

Liz slowly got up and nodded. “I suppose that is true. Still, how about you join me for a private talk?”

Amber blinked but agreed to her request.

* * *

After trading positions with the adventurers at the front, they found themselves truly alone. Walking a couple of meters ahead of everyone, Amber supposed that this was as private as a conversation would get.

“So, what did you want to talk about?” she asked.

Liz shook her head. “Not quite a conversation, but rather, I want to talk about myself to you.”

Amber must’ve made a weird face since the mage chuckled and continued.

“I figured that since you don’t tell me about yourself then I should be the one to talk,” she explained. “As you know I am⁠— was a noble,” she corrected herself. “A lot of people assume the life of a noble is quite luxurious, but, in reality, there is a bunch of boring studying about politics, territories, and all of that kind of stuff.”

“That makes sense,” Amber agreed.

“Yeah, so, even though I was aided by my family in obtaining a relatively rare mage class, they still planned to sell me off for political gain, which is something I cannot understand till this day.” A sigh left her. “I mean, why force your kid through so much stuff only to try to turn them into a pawn?”

It was a rhetorical question, so Liz gave Amber no time to even reply as she shook her head and continued.

“I don’t get it, I guess. Seems silly to me. Well, maybe it made me more desirable or something? I don’t know.”

“I’m sorry you went through that,” Amber said as gently as she could.

“And here I was hoping you’d just ask about my class,” Liz said in a self-mocking tone. “Well, it is what it is, I suppose. Now, I intend to save my sister from being an object of political gain. I want her to be her own person, to have the freedom to choose.”

A gust of wind blew past, and the dust off the ground was picked up and scattered across the landscape as confusion settled onto Amber’s mind. 

“Wait, how old is your sister?”

“Oh, she’s just two years younger than me, but she’s always had trouble expressing herself,” Liz casually explained. “And I guess, as her older sister, I feel responsible for saving her from that kind of fate.”

“Huh…”

I expected something else, she thought before smiling. Still, Liz is really a good person. Maybe it’s fine to share a bit more about myself…

“So⁠—”

“Liz,” Amber interrupted. “You wanted to know more about how I obtained my class and other things, right?”

The blonde mage immediately perked up. “Yes⁠—”

And at that moment a whistle resounded in the air, the unsheathing of swords echoed, and a voice called out, “Monsters ahead!”

Amber immediately frowned and turned to look ahead where she saw the shadows of approaching figures. They were so far in the distance that they were hard to notice. Amber squinted her eyes and observed how they looked like jackals, and there seemed to be hundreds of them, all coming in their direction like a stampede.

What a surprise… It was truly a surprise. A smile spread across her lips. I can test my advancement… She wanted to see how much better she could fight the monsters, how much faster she could do it⁠, and how reckless she could be against them. She grabbed onto her sword and saw Liz pointing her staff into the air, aimed in the direction of the entire caravan. Crimson light gathered, and then, she spoke.

“Hellfire Falling Wall.”

A projectile shot into the air, and a second later⁠, it exploded. Amber’s eyes went wide as the sky turned crimson, and fire rained down from the sky⁠. In an almost perfect circle, splotches of crimson flames fell all around the caravan. The adventurers gasped as the fiery blaze reached the ground, burning brightly.

At that moment, the jackal-like monsters arrived. Some tried to jump through and immediately began to burn, screeching in pain as they turned to ash in moments. The stampede immediately came to a stop. Some of the archers shot at the pack circling the fire, and all Amber could do was just stare.

“What the fuck⁠—”

“Sometimes, it’s best to avoid certain fights,” Liz explained, taking deep breaths. “If they reached us, casualties may have occurred.”

Amber blinked, looking at the blonde mage. She is right⁠—

“Plus, I wanted to hear you talk as soon as possible.” She smiled weakly, sweat running down her forehead.

Amber paused before scoffing.

She found the blonde mage to be ridiculous, but at the same time, her reasoning was logical— even if it had merely been justification to stop the battle. Amber sat on the ground as she watched the flames burn.

“If you’ve always been able to do that, how come you almost died to those monkeys?”

“Monkeys?” The blonde woman frowned, thinking. “You mean the Simia Insani?”

“Yes.”

Liz shook her head, sitting down next to her.

“And burn the forest?” Liz scowled. “No, thanks. I’d rather save myself any trouble that may come with that. I’m sure it's the property of some city or something. Arson isn’t on my list of things I want to become a fugitive for.”

“And can’t you do something else?” Amber asked, now more curious than ever.

Liz lightly nodded. “Small spells sure. Big spells? All fire, every single one of them are fire-related. As you can guess, it has to do with my class. Anyway, yeah I didn’t want to burn the forest, so that fight was bad for me. And by the time I didn’t care about burning it, it was a bit too late.”

Amber felt like asking about her class but ultimately just decided to look at the blazing inferno around her. It was hot, and the monsters were beginning to retreat—and with it, her chance to test her class advancement.

“Tell you what, you tell me your class, and I’ll tell you mine.” Liz smiled.

Amber stood up, ignoring Liz’s offer.

“I’m going to go through the fire.”

The woman’s eyes grew wide. “You what…?”

“I want to test my class advancement before it’s too late,” she explained as she unsheathed her sword. “So⁠—” Amber paused, feeling the mage grab onto her leg. “What are you doing?”

“You can’t go,” Liz said with a frown. “We will get fired for abandoning our post.”

Amber blinked. “You can’t be serious, right…?”

However, in response, the blonde mage shook her head. All Amber could do was watch as the monsters left.

* * *

Minutes later, they departed in silence, and finally, after an hour of silence, Liz asked, “Are you still upset?”

“Of course I’m upset. What stupid bullshit is that?” Amber asked. “I’d be fighting the monsters for free, yet I’d get you fired? It’s ridiculous.”

Liz’s lips drew into a thin line, evidently not agreeing with the statement. However, instead of refuting it, she sighed.

“Unfortunately, we were hired to protect, not to chase monsters around. If you went and we got attacked by something else, it would make you the worst escort to ever tread the land,” Liz explained.

“I know, but I still find it bothersome.” Amber kicked a rock on the road. They were still leading the caravan. “I just wanted to test my advancement, that is all.”

“Must have been very good, eh?” Liz smiled. “Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll get to enjoy yourself sooner than you expect. These regions have quite a lot of monsters. There are no towns around.”

“Now that you mention it.” Amber frowned. “I haven’t seen a single town in all my time here.”

“Towns aren’t a thing in Cytel.” The mage waved her hand dismissively. “Too many monsters across the kingdom. It’s better to centralize manpower in cities. It’s called the Kingdom of Prospects, after all; there are a bunch of monsters to kill.”

Amber blinked. “Oh, interesting.”

“So, how about you tell me your class and I tell you mine?” she asked with a smile.

That offer again…

“Fine, I’ll bite. What is your class, Liz?”

She smiled and leaned closer to whisper, “Flametouched Witch.”

Amber blinked. “You are a witch…?”

“Fancy word for mage, but yes.” She nodded. “So, what is your class? You’ve been keeping it from me for so long, it better be good.”

“Cursed Chosen Berserker is what it became after the advancement.” Amber sighed. “Before that, it was Cursed Berserker.”

“Wait… what…?” Liz almost stopped walking before she forced herself to continue. “Chosen? You have that in your class?”

Amber blinked before shaking her head. “See my apprehension towards sharing information that may or may not affect me?”

“No, no, no⁠— it’s not that,” Liz said in a hurry. “It’s just…”

“It’s just…?”

“Well, if your class has the word Chosen in it, then it can only mean one thing,” she explained.

“And that is?” Amber asked.

“You’re favored by a Primordial Spirit.” She breathed. “Is that why you are so curious about them? Did you meet one⁠? No⁠— I’d like to know, but I won’t press you. Thank you for sharing that with me.”

Liz nodded.

They continued walking in silence. There was some awkwardness in the air, but it was nothing they couldn’t handle. However, Amber had already resolved to talk. Maybe not exactly about Ax’thra, but she decided she was going to do it anyway. Liz had been able to glean quite a lot from her class already, and so she decided to speak up.

“I did meet a Primordial Spirit. I even know his name.”

“What is it⁠—”

“It’s not something for me to share,” Amber interrupted. “And it is the reason I’m trying to learn more about them because he was attacked by people from an organization called the Arcane Council.”

“I see…”

“And well, for what it’s worth, I’m concerned about him, even if he’s a god or whatever. Because, in the end, he’s a friend.”

Liz just blinked. “Befriending a Primordial Spirit… Are we living in the same world?”

Amber shrugged.

“How does that even happen? How did you even meet him? How did…” Liz trailed off before meeting her gaze with a gulp. “Are you real?”

“Yes, I’m real, yes, I’m helping you save your sister, and yes.” Amber sighed. “I’m human.”

“Right… it’s just… I cannot comprehend it, you know?”

Amber nodded thinking back at Ax’thra’s reaction to her world.

“I think I do.”

Liz apprehensively nodded back.

* * *

The day quickly passed, and Liz seemed to have used the time to come to terms with everything she had heard. She even stopped herself from bombarding Amber with questions. Something that Amber appreciated.

“You know, I know I have been a bit annoying by asking about your class so many times, so I’m thankful you told me.”

“It’s fine, you earned it.” Amber waved it off. “In exchange, just let me ask all the stupid questions I may have.”

Liz nodded. “Right, that’s no problem, if you told me you were born in the forest and were raised by monsters, I’d believe you at this point,” she said, chuckling.

“Ha, you’d never guess where I actually was born.” Amber smirked.

Liz met her gaze. “Try me.”

There was a pause before Amber laughed and shook her head. In the end, she didn’t want to talk about that with anyone yet. Let alone getting questioned about whether she missed her home or stuff like that. However, maybe in the future she’d tell Liz, Thieney, or whoever else she met, but for now, she felt it was best to keep it for herself.

“You’re mean.”

“The meanest,” Amber corrected.

In response, Liz smiled. “You are quite fun.”

Amber just nodded with a smile. She didn’t feel like continuing the banter, but her mood had drastically improved from where it was earlier today. She had been briefly concerned about Liz acting weird around her, but it seemed that her worries were misplaced.

“So, Liz, I was wondering. If you had a good class, why didn’t you grow strong and go save your sister?”

“Aside from the fact that leveling up is hard, I was afraid of getting the attention of my family. Wouldn’t want them to keep tabs on me considering my plan. So, I figured the best way was to try to find someone to help me, all things considered. I did, of course, gain over twenty levels during all this time, but yeah, that’s how things were for me.” Liz shrugged. “Does that answer your question?”

“It does, thank you, Liz.”

“I have a question for you. Is your impulsiveness due to your⁠—”

“No. Since I can remember, I’ve enjoyed testing my limits.” Amber shook her head. “Whether it is in running, sleeping, eating⁠— anything really.”

Liz blinked. “Huh… you really are strange…”

Amber didn’t disagree as they continued walking. However, just an hour later the caravan stopped, and they began to set up camp. For some reason, it was something that Amber didn’t expect, but then again, what did she expect? She chuckled at her own thoughts and soon received food from the encampment that had been formed. She also got a sleeping bag, too.

“You know, I completely forgot one had to bring rations and all of that…” Amber said, eating the soup she had received.

“Well, in your defense, we immediately departed on my terms, so it’s only normal you forgot,” Liz said simply.

“Yeah…” Amber half-agreed.

Even if we had departed with time, I would’ve certainly forgotten all of that…

They continued eating in silence as Amber took in the hearty atmosphere. She and Liz were seated quite far from the others, but they could still see the groups of people chatting and getting along with each other.

“You don’t like crowds?” Liz asked.

“I don’t.”

“Yeah me neither.” The woman chuckled.

Finally, after a few more minutes, the sun began to set, and it was time to get some rest. However, Amber and Liz’s group were on lookout duty, along with some others, which Amber found to be fine by her. Liz, however…

“You know, I’ve never gotten used to doing this. It’s always so boring to me,” Liz said.

“Well, I suppose it can be boring…” she agreed.

Amber had a look around and saw everyone seemed to be doing their own thing, not particularly trying too hard to look for potential dangers. Monsters were easy to spot, so the atmosphere remained as relaxed as ever. Finally, after a few more moments of looking around, Amber had an idea.

“How about you set me on fire?” she asked.

“What…?” Liz blinked. “Why the fuck would I do that?”

“Well, getting Magic Resistance would be nice, and it might level up my Elemental Resistance, too,” she explained.

Liz blinked a couple more times. “But getting burned alive? Plus, won’t your clothes melt and stuff…?”

“Well, then I can just strip⁠—”

A scream resounded across the camp. Liz and Amber immediately turned as they saw more arrows hit other distracted people.

One of the rangers screamed for everyone to hear: “Bandit attack!”

Amber paused.

War cries filled the air moments later, and her heart pounded. However, it wasn’t fear. She didn’t feel any of that. Instead, her heart was rushing in excitement. Excitement for the fact that she was finally going to be able to test her advancement. Of course, she felt some level of apprehension towards fighting humans still, but seeing another adventurer die gave her all the resolve she needed.

So, she unsheathed her sword and charged forward.

It was time to test the full might of her advancement.


Chapter 18.

Reed grinned watching chaos unfurl in the encampment. Fires were beginning to spread, and spilled blood flowed onto the ground, pooling into lakes that reflected the hellish atmosphere. People scrambled for their weapons, in a rush, and the merchants hid inside their wagons, cowering in fear; it was all a great spectacle for his eyes. Nothing brought greater joy to him than watching their prey struggle; it made the reward so much better.

Of course, if they fled and left their precious goods alone, he’d still chase. Such was the joy of a hunter. His thoughts were shared amongst his mates. Everyone in the group enjoyed this process. He hadn’t always been a monster as some people called him, but he had left his past long behind. He had left it all behind, and now, he could truly indulge in his darkest thoughts.

This is freedom.

His eyes narrowed, and after a crack from his bowstring, he loosed the nocked arrow. It whispered through the air like a susurration of death, and enhanced by all his skills, it hit the charging warrior⁠— it pierced through his skull and kept flying, embedding itself deep in a faraway stone. He wasn’t the strongest around, but Reed felt like he was at the peak of his life.

Nothing felt impossible, and through the unity of their group, their unreachable goals became reachable. They had all planned to eventually buy a castle for all of them to reside in, even though they were bandits in the eyes of others. Reed felt like all his companions were his brothers. And, of course, they all had their own ambitions, but his leader⁠—his oldest brother—was the one that made everything work.

He remembered the day he met Wain. It had been storming, and he had felt so helpless, but after joining him⁠—

Reed loosed another arrow, killing yet another helpless adventurer.

He never looked back.

He was the best archer in the group. His companions unfortunately weren’t scoring as many points as he was, but he supposed that it was okay. His kills were everyone’s kills, his rewards were everyone’s, his everything belonged to everyone present, and he knew that everyone felt the same way. Of course, he knew that if it came down to it, he’d abandon and sacrifice everyone, but he chose to ignore that and live in his fantasy. Ultimately, he enjoyed the company of everyone.

And the screams made it all better⁠—

Reed paused as he saw an archer get cut down. Jaster? He frowned as he saw a woman cut through the backlines. The warriors were engaging with the melee adventurers, and yet somehow, a lone girl had gotten past all of that. He growled, watching another archer felled at her hands, and that’s when he knew he had to do something.

He was a level 50 Precision Marksman.

He drew the nocked arrow back with all his strength, and the string of his bow creaked, as if it was ticking. The woman turned to look at him in response, but it was too late⁠— Piercer Blow! The arrow streaked through the air, and the woman managed to parry it⁠. The arrow, now deflected, hit her arm and⁠… that was it.

Her arm should’ve been blown off. Reed frowned, and the woman rushed him in response. It pissed him off as he nocked three arrows.

“You think I’m that easy to kill?!” He gritted his teeth. “Die!”

The three enhanced arrows hit the woman, and she did nothing more than let out a grunt as they pierced through the leather parts of her armor. She should've collapsed to the floor from that, and yet she hadn’t. Reed didn’t comprehend it.

[Warrior. Lvl. 55]

She is just a level 55 warrior. He frowned and placed another arrow on his bow. He waited for the woman to come closer, and she dashed with an incredible burst of speed. His eyes momentarily went wide, but he still smirked. It didn’t matter, after all. He loosed the arrow at the woman, and he jumped back⁠. An explosion engulfed her, and he took very deep breaths, feeling his mana immediately reach rock bottom.

Explosive Marksmanship always took a lot out of him, but he was sure that that had been enough. Even if the warrior had survived, she’d surely be close to death. So, he grinned, raising his bow with an arrow. He was more than prepared to finish the job.

“Do not worry, brothers. I have avenged you.”

A figure burst from the smoke. Reed’s eyes went wide, and he shot. The woman swiped the arrow from the air, slapping it away as she appeared at his side. Part of her skin seemed burnt, and her armor seemed to have gained some dents, but otherwise, she looked completely fine. As she raised her sword, he noticed something.

The burnt skin was healing before his very eyes.

What? Surprise flashed through him, and the woman met his gaze.

“I’m sorry.”

Sorry for what⁠—

She swung down, and his head flew through the air as Reed’s life ended abruptly. He didn’t have time to think about Wain, nor his brothers, not even that he was about to die. The last moments in his mind were simply wondering why the warrior was sorry.

Unfortunately, he would never know the answer.

* * *

[You have defeated a [Archer. Lvl. 42].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…

[You have defeated a [Archer. Lvl. 45].]

[You have defeated a [Archer. Lvl. 50].]

…

A deep breath left Amber. She had killed about five people. She certainly didn’t enjoy it, but part of her almost wanted her to feel guiltier. It was strange. Then again, as Liz had said, sometimes it was kill or be killed. She was fighting bandits, and she couldn’t deny that the satisfaction from getting to use her class advancement was still there.

Her Curse Aura didn’t seem to have all that much of an effect, it had only hurt about half of the opponents she fought. While they had been considerable cuts, it wasn’t as if the skill had won the fight for her or anything. However, ignoring that, she felt strong. She had quickly gotten Cursed Momentum at its peak from receiving a handful of arrows, and afterwards, not even the strongest archer could do much to her.

She found it ridiculous, but it was a good kind of ridiculous. It made her feel like she was capable of anything.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

Pretty much all her 2nd Rank skills had leveled up. It was something that made her happy. Some other skills had leveled up for her as well.

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Cursed Fury has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

[Curse Aura has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

Of course, Amber didn’t stare at her skills for more than a second, instead she rushed back to the camp where adventurers were still fighting toe-to-toe with the bandits. Towards the ending carts of the caravan, the warriors had everything under control, but that wasn’t the case towards the start of the caravan. Amber watched as people were cut apart and outnumbered. Watching that, she knew what she had to do.

She used Quick Dash and put her mana into it, crossing dozens of meters in less than a second. She used it twice more and arrived to help. Amber immediately cut into a bandit’s leg, crippling him as an adventurer finished the job. Then, she turned towards the next group of bandits.

She had expected Quick Dash to use a lot more mana, but thanks to the stats she got during her advancement, that hadn’t been the case. Now, she felt like she could truly take advantage of her movement skill⁠—

A blast of flames exploded from between the caravans, and two bandits went flying before shortly after hitting the ground, their bodies nothing but a carbonized mess. Amber turned to look, only to see Liz walk out from where the fire had come from. She was frowning and had a small gash on her arm. The woman turned and immediately spotted Amber.

“Where did you go off to?”

“I killed the archers. However, more importantly…” Amber looked around and saw no bandits, just resting adventurers in the distance. The two were alone. “Is there anyone left here?”

Liz frowned. “There should be one left but…”

The blonde mage looked around and saw no one. Amber, too, didn’t hear any sounds of battle nearby either. Even then, her instincts were telling her that something was amiss, so she didn’t dare let her guard down even for a second. Her sword was still up high.

“Let’s go help the others. We don’t want any more casualties,” Liz said in a rather displeased tone.

Amber nodded, but at that moment, she felt something. Amber looked towards Liz.

“What are you⁠—”

She thrust, and a clank resounded next to the mage’s neck.

* * *

Liz dropped herself to the ground and immediately looked around in alarm. Amber was frowning, holding her sword ready to attack whatever was there. Liz felt confused, and then it clicked.

“An assassin?” Wasn’t it a rare class? “What kind of bandits have an assassin?”

Amber turned and looked around. Liz watched as she tried to block something, only to have her leg cut. Liz gritted her teeth; fighting an assassin without preparations was nigh impossible. At least not without some kind of sixth sense skill, which Amber seemed to have. It just wasn’t good enough.

“You both have slain more of my brothers than anyone, and I want retribution for all of them. It is my duty as their leader,” a husky voice said. “And I’m starting with you, warrior.”

Liz felt worry for Amber; however, she quickly felt a hand on her shoulder, much to her horror.

“You seem to care about your friend.” Liz felt pain in her neck as blood began to trickle down⁠— a dagger was on it. “So, if you want to save her, how about you listen to me?”

This time, Liz watched as her companion seemed enraged. She felt the assassin reach for her pouch and continue to speak.

“I want to give you a miserable death, just like the one you gave my brothers, so drink.” The man tossed her entire pouch towards Amber, much to her shock. “Drink the potions inside of it.”

Amber blinked before nodding, and Liz could only feel horror and guilt. Is she really willing to sacrifice herself for me? They hadn’t known each other for that long, but as she watched Amber pick up the pouch and grab the potions, she couldn’t help but feel bad. She didn’t want Amber to suffer for. She truly didn’t.

Liz considered trying to attack the assassin, but then she noticed Amber was looking right at her, and for some reason, Liz felt that everything would be alright.

She watched the warrior uncork one and drink it. The cut from earlier immediately closed, and Amber took another one from the pouch, looking at it with evident curiosity. Liz felt nervous. How could Amber have a solution for consuming the potions? It didn’t make sense to her. Maybe she’d try to resist the paralysis and then get the assassin?

“What’s the hold up?” the man asked. “Having second-thoughts now or what?”

The woman shook her head and sighed. “After I drink it, will you come stab me or what?”

“Well, of course. Did you think I was going to kiss you goodnight or something?!” the man hissed.

“No, I was just thinking I’d like to see you when you do it. You know… like a final wish.” She shrugged.

There was a pause. It seemed to last for more than a minute, and Liz could feel the assassin behind her. What was he thinking so hard about?

“Please?” Amber added.

“Fine, it’s not like your mage friend will be able to avenge you.”

Well fuck you, too. Liz frowned but then turned to look at Amber who nodded and then immediately downed the potion as if it were alcohol. Her eyes grew wide; she at least thought Amber would take it slow, but she didn’t. She watched as the warrior dropped to her knees, trembling before hitting the ground.

Liz’s eyes grew wide. That was her plan?! To die?!

Her breathing quickened, and she felt the assassin leave her back. Then, as if appearing from the dust itself, the assassin appeared. He was a lanky man wearing a cloak. This is my chance. Liz immediately reached for her staff, but the man threw a dagger⁠— it broke through the ground as he glanced back.

“Try anything and I kill you first instead.”

Liz’s breathing quickened. She wanted to trust Amber, but how could she trust the woman when she was paralyzed on the fucking ground?! Liz didn’t know what to do. Maybe I can grab my staff when he’s about to kill her or try magic without my staff…? No, using no staff would be…

She felt lost, especially with how the assassin kept looking at her. As he knelt next to Amber, he flashed her a mocking smile and grabbed a dagger.

“A shame you can’t do anything to save your friend.”

Fuck it⁠— Liz gritted her teeth and pointed her finger at the man. However, just when she was about to do magic, she saw Amber grab onto the man’s leg with great dexterity. Liz blinked, but the assassin just laughed.

“A last attempt at saving yourself? Laughable.”

“Battery.”

Slashes exploded across the assassin as a magical barrier seemed to take half of the hits. The man faded and laughed.

“Nice plan, I’ll give you that, but unfortunately for you, I have an Enchanted ring that is quite⁠—” A dull sound resounded.

Liz blinked seeing the man on the ground a couple of meters away, spasming on the ground at intermittent times. Then, Amber got up as if nothing had happened. Liz could only stare. Her mind whirled in confusion before she remembered what Amber had told her a long time ago.

“I managed to splash healing potions into its insides, and luckily, it received recoil from consuming them. I used six potions on it.”

Then she turned to look at the fallen man who was struggling to get up. It didn’t seem like he was all that paralyzed; however, none of that mattered to Liz at the moment. Instead, the only thing on her mind was a realization.

Amber can transfer the effects of potions onto others… and that’s how she killed the demon…

She didn’t know how that worked, and she was quite certain the skill probably had some kind of flaw when doing it, but even then she found the ability to do that ridiculous. Technically, couldn’t Amber just use the skill constantly to paralyze monsters and people? That seemed way too strong to Liz, certainly not something that the System would exactly allow. So as she watched Amber move towards the assassin, she couldn’t help but wonder.

What was the drawback of it?

* * *

Amber walked up to the assassin as they struggled to move. The effect of her skill was much weaker given she had consumed two potions instead of five. Also, she hadn’t been able to store much of the curse to begin with, given the fact that she was bearing the Curse of Laceration and Curse of Demonic Blood already in her skill⁠.

It's actually a surprise that any got stored at all…

Amber arrived next to the man and saw him gritting his teeth, indignation evident in his eyes. In the end, she couldn’t let him go. A sigh left her, and she raised her sword.

“I’m sorry.”

She stabbed the man through the back, and her sword broke through his bones and quickly reached his heart. The man let out a silent grunt, and a couple of seconds later, he finally died. A moment later, notifications came.

[You have defeated a [Warrior. Lvl. 58].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[You have reached level 56. 5 stat points awarded.]

[You have reached level 57. 5 stat points awarded.]

“So even an assassin shows up as a warrior,” Amber commented.

She grabbed the ring off the assassin.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Silver Ring ⁠— Rare Quality

This ring has the enchantment of Greater Protection. Once every two weeks it will protect the wearer from an attack that would otherwise grievously injure them.]

She considered giving it to Liz, but she decided to wear it instead. Moments later, the blonde mage arrived by her side.

“So, now all the bandits are truly dead.”

Amber nodded. “They are.”

“Are you… alright?” Liz asked hesitantly. “With what you said about killing, well… I’m concerned, and you did check up on me so…”

“I’m as fine as I can be.” Amber sighed. “I just still do not understand why people turn to hurting others for their own gain…”

“Power or money.”

“I still don’t get it.”

Amber shook her head and then turned to see the survivors helping others and cleaning up. Finally, after a few moments of observing, she nodded.

“Alright, let’s go help.” 


Chapter 19.

Amber watched as bodies were burned. A pyre of them had been made, only wood surrounding the dozens or so that were in the pile, all set ablaze by Liz. The flames burned brightly in the night, reducing what had once been to ash and bringing it back to the earth. The atmosphere was a solemn one, as many others watched the fires crackle.

In the past, Amber had chosen to not partake in this activity, but this time she did. She had taken the lives of some of the bandits in the pile, and even now, she didn’t quite know how she felt about it. She didn't feel regret, nor sadness; however, it still felt like a burden to her. Her hands had been further stained this evening, and this was probably not going to be the end of it.

I’m in Vir, now… this is just how life is here, she told herself. However, she still disliked the thought of having to kill others to survive. It just felt wrong to her. It wasn’t some guilt thing, and it wasn’t some “it makes me less human” thing, she just didn’t like it, plain and simple.

However, she at least found the burning of the bodies somewhat calming—as weird as that was. She didn’t feel like a monster or some kind of sociopath; she had done what she needed to do. She felt silly constantly telling herself that, but at the same time, she found it to be true.

She still didn’t know why she felt the need to apologize every time she killed someone, it just felt wrong not to do it. Liz had been standing next to her the entire time, but after what felt like forever, she finally spoke.

“You said you’re as fine as you can be,” she began. “Are you?”

“It just feels wrong for me. Killing feels wrong. I don’t feel guilt or anything, just a sense of wrongness.” She sighed. “Is that weird?”

“Maybe, but we all have things that we find inherently wrong, even if we can’t exactly explain it,” Liz said.

“Yeah.”

Then, there was silence as they continued to watch the fire burn.

* * *

They had moved the camp elsewhere, and in the morning, they had set off again. The number of people had almost been halved. Some of the carts had been taken over by adventurers, and, according to Liz⁠, the profit made from the goods they transported would be given to the relevant families of the deceased.

Amber didn’t know how she felt about everything, even after sleeping on it.

She liked the world of Vir, but she supposed that this was the part she disliked. Life seemed fleeting enough already with all the monsters, but with humans killing each other added in, it was a bit… saddening? She wasn’t sure what the word was for it, but she tried to not ruminate on those things. Instead, she turned to Liz who was just walking in silence.

“Are you ever going to talk to me?”

Liz blinked. “I just thought it was best to leave you with your thoughts for now.”

Amber shook her head. “I’ve had enough of my own thoughts, so I figured I should talk to you instead.”

“A wise choice.” Liz smiled. “So, what can I enlighten you with?”

“Where are we going?” Amber asked.

Liz paused. She seemed confused as she tilted her head. “I didn’t tell you?”

“No, you didn’t.”

“Oh…”

That was all the mage said. Then, moments later, she seemed to recover and talked, albeit in a slightly embarrassed tone.

“We are going to the capital of the kingdom. We are going to the city of Cytel.”

“I assume that’s where your sister is?” Amber asked.

“Yes, and before you ask why take this caravan if I was unsure whether I’d get your help or not, the answer is that I need to check on my sister every few months. To make sure there have been no new… developments. Though, admittedly, this is my first time taking such a long caravan. Previous times I visited through other routes.”

“How long is the journey?”

“Five to six days,” Liz said.

“Oh.” Amber thought about it, but she found that she didn’t care all that much, so she returned to the main topic. “So now, instead of checking on your sister, we are going to save her instead, huh.”

“Yep.” Liz nodded. “And I am extremely grateful for your help.”

“You’re welcome.”

“I’m also grateful that you saved my life back then and…” Liz paused. “Grateful that you saved it yet again… You know, I’m starting to feel like a damsel in distress.”

Amber chuckled at that. “Well, maybe you are, and maybe I’m your prince in shining armor.”

The blonde mage grinned. “If you are, then you can take my hand and put a ring on it.”

“Sure.”

Amber grabbed Liz’s hand and slid on the silver ring, much to her shock. There was pause, then confusion, and then complete and utter shock. She most definitely wasn't pleased.

“Are you serious?” she asked with wide eyes.

Amber smiled at her and held her hand before removing the ring. 

“No, I’m not,” Amber replied. “I just thought it was funny.”

“Your definition of funny is weird.” Liz massaged her ring finger before sighing. “And to do it with the ring you looted off the bandit. Which is rather valuable.”

“Is it?”

“Easily over a dozen gold coins. I may even be interested in buying it off you⁠—”

“Not selling yet,” Amber interrupted.

She looked at the silver ring on her right hand, it looked unassuming, which she found nice. She didn’t want to flaunt jewelry or anything like that, aside from small trinkets that she found cute. She was never really a fan of it in the first place. In fact, she was sure that if it was a fancy ring with diamonds she would’ve sold it to Liz. However…

“Aren’t bandits not the… richest?”

“That was a very large bandit group,” Liz said. “The largest I’ve seen probably. If you weren’t there, the outcome would have probably been pretty bad, all things considered.”

“So, I saved the day?” Amber blinked.

The mage nodded. “You did⁠—”

At that moment, a familiar whistle came, and the archer warned of enemies. Something that Amber was beginning to get used to.

“Monsters!”

Amber looked ahead and saw a stampede of oxen—at least, they looked like oxen except for the fact that their skin had a greenish hue, and their horns were a blue color. Amber, of course, jumped at the opportunity.

“I’m going in before they start running. See you.”

Before Liz could reply, she was already running at full speed toward the stampede. Some immediately diverted, but a small group of five snorted and charged head-on in her direction. Amber grinned at that, and the sky turned crimson. Evidently, Liz had done the same thing as before.

Which meant⁠, she was alone.

[Earthen Exen. Lvl. 44]

[Earthen Exen. Lvl. 48]

[Earthen Exen. Lvl. 47]

…

Amber used Cursed Stomp, and immediately, all five monsters fell to the ground, cuts spreading across their bodies as blood pooled quickly. It was the Curse of Demonic Blood—something that made Amber happy. Perhaps she could kill them with just that⁠—

The monsters let out an angry bellow.

A pillar of earth erupted, and Amber narrowly dodged, watching as light brown particles came from the monsters. One after the other, pillars erupted, trying to hit her. She entertained getting hit, but that didn’t really feel right. So, instead, she charged head-on at the recovering monsters.

One of them stood up and tried to swing with its horns. Amber didn’t even bother to parry as she sidestepped and used Cursed Cleave right after. Her sword blurred and went through the creature’s neck. Carving deep with a satisfying crunch, blood spilled and the creature let out a death squeal.

Just like that, it had died⁠—

A pillar of earth hit her. Amber grunted, feeling Cursed Momentum immediately receive two minutes’ worth of charge up⁠. It fucking hurt. She turned and faced another charging Earthen Exen, immediately using Cursed Cleave and swinging.

The strike went through its skull, and the beast fell. It dully hit the ground as Amber turned to the others. She was hit by yet another pillar when she attacked the third one, but she still managed to lethally injure it by taking out a good chunk of its neck. Then she turned to the fourth monster and managed to stab her dagger into it.

After dodging two more attempts at magic, one of the exens died, and the other fell to the ground with the dagger still in its body. Finally, she turned to the last remaining exen, who roared as Amber sprinted toward it. The monster charged at her, and Amber just like she had done with the juggernaut, decided to ride it.

With a careful side-step, she jumped onto its side and twisted her body, managing to hold onto its tough hide as the monster screeched in anger. Its wounds were still profusely bleeding, but it jumped up and down in a frenzy. Unfortunately for the exen, Amber wasn’t keen on letting go. She wanted to see how it felt, and maybe she’d try in the future to see how long she could ride one for. So, she held on.

The monster kicked and struggled for what felt like forever. It even tried to use slanted pillars to try to hit her, but it wasn’t able to do anything. With its final attempt, the monster accidentally hit itself with one of its pillars. Ribs broke, the monster stumbled a couple of steps, and then Amber gave it a pat on the back, causing it to finally fall to the ground.

Just like that, the fight was over.

Amber turned to see the crimson fires fading. There was the occasional charred corpse here and there, which she noted. Amber smiled. That had been a fun fight. Finally, after recovering her dagger, she headed back, but now with an aspiration in mind.

I want to see who lasts more while riding, me or a fully healthy exen.

[You have defeated a [Earthen Exen. Lvl. 44].]

[You have defeated a [Earthen Exen. Lvl. 48].]

[You have defeated a [Earthen Exen. Lvl. 47].]

…

* * *

The caravan continued, and there were no monsters for the rest of the day. Another day passed, her third day uneventful, but then the fourth day wasn’t. Another stampede of the jackal-like monsters had come, and this time, she charged right into them. She slashed with her sword, and using Cursed Cleave, she beheaded one⁠— its head flew, lost to the pack of monsters surrounding her.

[You have defeated a [Ackal Aureus. Lvl. 41].]

Amber ducked as a monster pounced over her, then she used Cursed Stomp, discombobulating well over a dozen monsters. There were at least thirty of them attacking her, but she didn’t back down as she continued fighting, incurring superficial wounds all over her body. However, the longer the monsters stayed, the more wounded they got from Curse Aura.

One of the monsters managed to pounce onto her, but she grabbed it and slammed it onto the ground. Her heart was beating in excitement through the entire fight. Amber grew more proficient, slaying the monsters quickly and deftly but still getting hit every now and then. Her buffs were maxed, and for a moment, she felt like a one-woman army⁠—

That was until a barrage of flames collided against a good chunk of the pack, and moments later, they all began to flee. Amber frowned.

“What are you doing?”

“Cleaning up. We had already finished fighting the other chunk of the pack.” Liz shrugged. “You can thank me later.”

“Thank you for ruining my fight?” Amber blinked.

Liz rolled her eyes in response. “Next time I won’t interrupt you then.”

[You have defeated a [Ackal Aureus. Lvl. 31].]

[You have defeated a [Ackal Aureus. Lvl. 40].]

[You have defeated a [Ackal Aureus. Lvl. 35].]

…

Their levels varied quite a lot, but in the end, she had slain well over a dozen of them, which got her a couple of skill level ups and a level up.

[Cursed Fury has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Curse Aura has leveled up from level 2 to 3.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[You have reached level 58. 5 stat points awarded.]

Shortly after, they departed once more. Amber didn’t stay upset at Liz for long; however, she made sure to drill into the woman how important it was for her to test her limits. In this case, she wanted to see how many she could fight at once.

* * *

On the fifth day, Amber relaxed.

“So, tomorrow, we arrive at Cytel?”

“Yeah.” Liz nodded. “And I can finally ditch you. You are driving me insane.”

She let out a dry laugh. “And here I thought you adored my presence.”

In response, the mage smiled. “I adore it so much that I need to get away so I can love it even more when I get back to you in one hundred years.”

“Wonderful.”

Liz let out a laugh.

“I’m joking, of course, I enjoy your company.” The mage smiled. “It’s nice to see someone so… free? I’m not sure how else to describe it.”

“My greatness cannot be described.” Amber grinned. “You are fortunate to be in my presence.”

Liz rolled her eyes, and she gained some satisfaction. It’s fun. Amber did wonder if Ax’thra would regret the monster he had created. After all, a lot of her humor mirrored his given they had spent weeks joking with each other.

“Where did you get this incredible personality from anyway?”

Amber tilted her head. “Sometimes I copy the Primordial Spirit, but otherwise, it’s just me.”

“So, he’s just as unbearable as you.” She smiled. “How nice. Meant for each other.”

“I’m unbearable?” Amber blinked before chuckling.

So, I became the very thing I was repulsed by? She didn’t exactly mind. She was enjoying herself, and Liz didn’t actually seem to find it annoying. It was just how they got along. Which made Amber glad. Even though she had experienced death and other struggles, she still managed to make friends while being herself.

It was nice.

“I keep thinking back on your obsession with stuff,” Liz said after some silence. “And you know what? I think I respect it.”

“Why wouldn’t you respect it?” she asked, confused.

“Just take the compliment.”

“Huh…” Amber slowly nodded. “Thanks, I guess?”

Liz snorted in response, but before Amber could continue the conversation, a whistle resounded. She turned, ignoring the voice from the archer and saw…

Exens…

[Earthen Exen. Lvl. 48]

[Earthen Exen. Lvl. 50]

[Earthen Exen. Lvl. 51]

…

Her lips immediately twisted with glee. “Now, I’ll truly get to see the limits.”

“Limits of what?” Liz paused, confused. 

However, Amber was sprinting towards the pack, already too busy to answer. The earthen exens immediately split once more, and this time, a mere group of three focused on her, but she didn’t care. She didn’t even need all three, just one was enough.

With a big smile, she dashed towards the group, and she barely managed to get atop of one of the exens after having a horn almost shatter her ribs. Now bleeding, with a torn gash at her side, Amber began riding the ferocious monster. The other two tried to get her off, but upon hurting their companion a couple of times, they ended up going towards the fighting pack.

Minutes quickly passed, and soon after, all the other exens had either fled or died. Meanwhile, Amber was still clutching onto the rampaging monster. Liz had come to talk some sense into her, but after arguing back and forth, the woman relinquished and went to talk with the caravan saying that she had no final say on not killing the monster.

Amber had been slightly nervous after that, but to her surprise, the caravan agreed, and some adventurers even decided to watch from a distance as she rode the monster.

After that, the true battle started.

* * *

Amber rode it for what felt like forever, but as the hours passed, she noticed the exen slowly lost energy until⁠ it collapsed. Dead. Amber blinked. She didn’t want to be cruel to the monster, but at the same time, it had only lasted like five hours.

“That’s lame…”

Following her mutter, she heard cheers. Amber turned only to see the camp was already set up and some people were drinking while looking at her. She hadn’t interacted with anyone in the caravan but Liz so far; however, now, at least three adventurers immediately came over.

“Lass, that really is impressive,” a large fat one said.

“I really was rooting for the monster, you know?” An archer laughed.

“Today, you have taught me that perseverance sometimes is the key to success.” A woman nodded at her.

“Right…” Amber suddenly felt awkward.

Was I just an attraction for everyone the entire time? She craned her head only to see a lot of people looking at her with respect and admiration. I was most definitely the source of entertainment.

She quickly thanked the adventurers and went to find Liz, receiving some praise along the way. Towards the end of the carts, she finally found her companion.

“Oh, you are finally done.” Liz blinked. “I’m surprised it happened so fast.”

Amber suddenly forgot her previous awkwardness and immediately piped up, “I know, right? I expected it to last at least a day.”

Liz’s lips drew a line. “You really aren’t human.”

“Or maybe you are lazy and don’t know what you really are capable of.” Amber crossed her arms.

“Hey, I’m perfectly capable.”

So, they began talking once more, eventually laughing before going to have dinner.

[You have defeated a [Earthen Exen. Lvl. 51].]

[You have reached level 59. 5 stat points awarded.]

* * *

On the sixth day, they finally arrived in the capital. It was midday, and so Amber got a clear view of everything. Her eyes quickly grew wide as she saw the massive city that she imaged easily housed people in the millions. Towering white walls protected all, and yet there were buildings that were as tall as skyscrapers poking above the skyline. All in varied colors.

They were still a few minutes from reaching the gates, but she couldn’t help but stop as she admired it all.

“Welcome to the capital: Cytel.” Liz smiled.


Chapter 20.

Amber couldn’t peel her eyes away from the massive walls circling the city. They were easily over a hundred meters tall. It was a great feat of architecture that she never thought possible, especially in a world like Vir ⁠— one she assumed was pretty medieval, so far; however, she had clearly been wrong. She was able to infer it was all possible due to the existence of magic, but even then, she found it breathtaking.

As they approached the capital, Amber kept on staring, which got a reaction from Liz.

“You’re going to break your neck if you keep looking up.”

“It’s just…” Amber took a moment. “Amazing…”

Liz pondered it. “I suppose your reaction isn’t all that abnormal considering your background. Well… I can show you around.”

Amber blinked. “Aren’t we in a rush to save your sister?”

“The marriage isn’t happening any time soon, so I can make an exception.” Liz smiled. “Plus, I’m sure my family will know I’m in the capital mere minutes after we enter the city, so it’s best we act normal for at least a day.”

“Huh, are you sure about that?”

“That’s been the case every time I come here.” Liz shrugged. “Anyway, enough about my family. You must be excited, right?”

Amber craned her head to look at the white walls. They were now queued to enter the city along with all the other carts that transported goods. She wasn’t excited for the capital itself; however, the sight of the walls made her think about all the things she had yet to see of Vir: uncharted territories, ruins, places lost to time… She had heard about all of that from Ax’thra, and now, she wanted to see it all.

She wanted to see the world.

Amber nodded. “I am.”

Liz smiled at her reply and then briefly departed to talk with the remaining merchants just to collect payment. Amber thought it’d be an awkward conversation given how many had died, but she decided to not pay any mind to that. Instead, she turned to look at the approaching black gates. They were easily over a dozen meters tall and just as wide. She admired them for a second before turning to look at the landscape.

Amber paused. She saw three hooded figures a couple of meters away. They, too, were going towards the gate. They wore robes that she found to be familiar, though they were all a deep crimson color. Their faces couldn’t be seen, but Amber noted they all wore the same kind of necklace—a copper chain with a trinket that resembled the moons of Vir. However, the reason her eyes glued to them didn’t have anything to do with that. The real reason was because…

[???. Lvl. ???]

[???. Lvl. ???]

[???. Lvl. ???]

She couldn’t see any of their levels, let alone what they even were. She gulped at the sight. Didn’t that mean they were higher level than the demon…? Her eyes remained glued to them as they continued all the way to the gate and passed through after showing a guard some adventurer badges. Unfortunately, she had to stay with the caravan; otherwise, she would’ve left the queue of carts and tried to see where they went off to—or at least asked the guard about them. She couldn’t do anything about it at the moment.

Amber did note that some people also had their eyes glued to the figures while others completely ignored them. Moments later, Liz came back.

“Here is your payment,” she said, handing over two gold coins.

Amber blinked. “That’s more than I expected.”

“It was a very long journey. Plus, you were the only adventurer above level 50.” She shrugged. “So, congrats.”

“Right, thank you.”

Liz gave her a look. “You seem distracted.”

“Did you see the adventurers who just passed? The ones with necklaces resembling the moons?” Amber asked.

“Yeah I did, what about them?” Liz was confused.

“Did you not see their level?”

In response to her question, Liz just smiled and waved her concerns dismissively. “It’s the capital. There are bound to be very strong people around. Nothing out of the ordinary.”

Amber listened and still found it weird, but then, perhaps Liz was right. As strange as she found it, she had only visited a single city in all of Vir, so it was not as if she knew what to expect.

“I see.”

“Prepare yourself, I guess,” Liz said, shrugging.

They continued waiting for the carts to advance. Amber wanted to go inside already, but, the request didn’t actually count as being completed until they crossed the gates, so, she’d still be abandoning her duty if she left now, which would eventually ban her from being an adventurer if it happened too many times.

She found it dumb, but she didn’t argue.

* * *

After another thirty minutes, they crossed the gates, and Amber got to see the inside of the capital properly. Her eyes grew wide. All the buildings seemed interesting, but more than anything, they were ornate and white. The stone looked infinitely smoother than what she had seen in Laria. Everything looked so much… cleaner.

However, what caught her eyes wasn’t particularly that but something she saw poking above the horizon. Three towers that oversaw the entirety of the city, their roofs glittering like gold.

She stared at them for a few moments before Liz called out to her, “Looking at the castle? I did figure you’d stare at it for quite some time.”

“So, that’s the castle?” Amber asked.

“Yep, also let’s get going. I do have to show you around, after all.” Liz began to walk. “The request is done now.”

“Finally.” Amber let out a long breath. “So, what do you plan to show me?”

Liz smiled in return. “You’ll see.”

* * *

Amber wasn’t sure what to expect, but she was taken to try the different kinds of street foods, which she found to be a lot more varied than those in Laria—tastier, too. Contrary to her expectations, however, Liz paid for it and essentially played tour guide, having taking it upon herself to show her around.

Amber saw different things, various fountains, and even one fountain that supposedly had healing properties. It was more ornate than all others, and it had guards who would prevent people from trying to drink from it. Amber couldn’t exactly say she didn’t want to try, but the threat of getting arrested was enough for her to dismiss the thought.

After that, they even visited the library, where Liz took it upon herself to enlighten Amber on the history of the Kingdom of Cytel. She grabbed a book and began explaining. Before, there was the kingdom of Lorisdil, but after a rebellion, Cytel was founded and…

Amber didn’t care all that much about any of that other than the fact that the new royal family was apparently quite good, all things considered.

Eventually, she stopped Liz in her tracks.

“Alright, alright, I don’t really care about the lore, and I knew this place used to be Lorisdil.”

“The lore?” Liz raised her brow.

“The history of the kingdom,” Amber waved dismissively.

“Rude,” Liz scoffed. “Then maybe the reason you don’t know anything is because you refuse to in the first place.”

Amber decided not to reply to that and instead asked something that was on her mind.

“Well, is there anything interesting? Legendary artifacts? Myths? A slumbering dragon beneath the castle?”

The blonde mage paused, completely baffled by what she was saying before she sighed. “If there was a dragon anywhere near here… well, there would be no kingdom.” She blinked. “However, it is said that back in the times of Lorisdil, there was a Primordial Spirit in the surrounding lands.”

“And you didn’t think to tell me?” Amber asked, surprised.

“It’s been hundreds of years, and I guess I thought you knew about it since you met the Primordial Spirit? More than that, I forgot back then, I was… nervous,” Liz explained.

Amber thought about it. “I met him in Arthra Forest, in his tower. But I doubt we are talking about the same Primordial Spirit.”

The mage nodded. “I heard the tower had been vacant for decades, if not centuries. There are rumors about a tower near the capital, but I know nothing about them or the Primordial Spirit that used to reside here before the kingdom was formed. Sorry I can’t help you with that.” Her shoulders sagged. “I’ll try to help you find out more about the Arcane Council, at least.”

“Right… thank you.”

Amber was slightly bothered that Liz decided to bring this information up now, but, she supposed that everyone tended to forget a thing or two. She had even experienced forgetting absolutely everything after studying for an exam more than once. So, in the end, she moved on.

“So, anything that is interesting?”

Liz thought, her brows creasing for some time before she immediately piped up. “There is something. When Lorisdil fell, Cytel took their treasures. So, there are quite a lot of rare artifacts in the kingdom. Some are rumored to have been left behind by the Primordial Spirit that was present in the land.”

Amber blinked. “So, you are telling me the king might just have a divine artifact that can smite people from the heavens?”

Liz chuckled. “Perhaps, but it is impossible to know. Many have tried to steal them, but no one has succeeded.”

“I see.” Amber closed her eyes.

I never thought there would be a tower so close, let alone artifacts left behind by a spirit. Then she thought some more and remembered how she had taken her weapons from Ax’thra. The thought of her wielding artifacts from a god seemed silly to her, but it was literally what she was doing.

“So, let’s say my sword once belonged to a Primordial Spirit. How much do you think it would sell for?” she asked.

Liz’s eyes grew wide before she chuckled. “If you were able to prove it, easily hundreds if not thousands of gold pieces, but I doubt your friend would be pleased if he found out you sold his sword.”

“He’d be quite annoyed,” Amber agreed. “So… what now?”

“Now, we leave.” Liz closed the open book at the table.

Shortly after putting it away, they left, but not before Amber took in the library of the capital. It was much bigger, about three times bigger, than Laria’s, and the number of books seemed staggering to her. She wondered if there were magical printing presses or things that aided in the production of books, but, she didn’t ask.

After that, Liz decided to take Amber to a place she didn’t expect.

* * *

The Arcane Research Institution.

She had heard about it from Liz herself; however, the main thing she wondered was:

“What are we even doing here?”

“Well, I figured we could come here to possibly learn more about Primordial Spirits, or… whatever the arcane is…” Liz scratched the back of her head. “I’m not too well-informed about this place, to be honest.”

Amber turned to look at the large palace-like building that lay in front of her. It was a fancy building with dome ceilings, wine-colored walls, and white pillars. It even had a garden and a path leading to the entrance.

“Will they even let us in?”

“It’s a public institution, so.” Liz shrugged as she began walking. “I’ll be confused if they don’t.”

Amber raised her brow at that. She didn’t mind leisurely wandering around and whatever else, though she did feel like saving Liz's sister was above all of this in terms of priority. However, she decided to trust her friend’s judgment on laying low for a day.

They entered the building to wooden floors and hanging chandeliers. It almost resembled a grand library. There were people in red robes milling about, but other than that, there was nothing of note about the place. Liz, however, wandered to the left-section of the building, and Amber followed soon after.

Soon after, they found themselves browsing books.

“So, another library basically,” Amber said.

“Yes, but all the topics seem to be related to magic, though.” Liz flipped through a book. “It seems to be more theory than anything.”

A sigh left her. “Do we go back now?”

The mage turned towards her, puzzled. “Do you not want to even look at all these things? It’s pretty interesting.”

“Not at all,” Amber said.

“It even has theories about the… issues one runs into with the warrior-type classes later. Still not interested?”

“Aside from knowing what the issues are, no,” Amber said.

“Warriors need to learn class-specific techniques, or… I’m not too sure how they work. Apparently, it’s just a very strong core skill.” Liz contemplated as she spoke. “So, I guess that’s the issue. If you don’t learn it, you can’t advance or something.”

“I do remember hearing something about that.” Amber thought back on her dialogue with Ax’thra; however, he had also mentioned that the exception was being talented. “Though, I guess I’ll get to it when I get to it. My class is rare enough to the point I won’t find information about its advancements easily anyway.”

“I guess you are right.” Liz closed her book. “Are you not worried about that?”

Amber gave it some thought and shook her head. It was an obstacle to overcome, and that’s just how she saw it. There was nothing else to it.

“I’m not.” Amber smiled. “But I appreciate your concern.”

Liz nodded before putting the book back into the bookshelf. “I guess we should leave, I don’t think we’ll find answers here.”

However, just as they were about to turn around and walk away, they saw a figure approaching. It was an old man with a bushy white beard, and he wore the same red robe that most people in the institution seemed to wear. His, however, had golden linings and edges.

“A warrior. A strange sight here but appreciated, nonetheless,” he commented, looking at Amber. Then he turned to Liz. “And a young mage seeking knowledge of the arcane.”

“We were just about to go actually,” Amber said.

The man nodded. “Indeed you were. A shame. I’ve come to make an offer to you both. It’s a tradition around here.”

Liz and Amber shared a glance, but the man continued.

“The offer is simple really. If you can give us a piece of information not known about in regard to the arcane, we will pay you ten gold coins. However, if we know about it, you’ll pay us fifty silver coins,” he explained before smiling amiably. “Are you two interested?”

“I guess that’s how you all keep the place running, eh?” Amber asked.

The man gave her a hearty chuckle. “Well, yes. But you are free to say no. It is still great to see young people interested in the arcane.”

Liz shook her head. “Not interested.”

Amber, on the other hand, thought about it. She was quite sure she had information that could shock the man, even in regards to the arcane. Mostly her encounter with Ax’thra, but she also wondered if there was anything that she could actually share.

“So?” the man asked her.

“Not at all,” she said after some moments.

“How odd. I’m sure there is something, but you won’t tell me that, and I suppose that’s okay.” The man smiled at her. “I do wonder why a warrior such as you carries a staff. One that looks quite powerful, nonetheless.”

Amber blinked as the man pointed at the red staff on her back. It was shaped like a thorn, and it was the staff that had been used to summon the Servant of Chaos.

“It’s a trophy. A spoil from battle,” Amber said dismissively.

“Is that so?” The man raised his brow before he smiled amiably. “Thank you for answering, Miss. I’m one of the Head Researchers, Elcaro. I hope you both have a wonderful rest of your day, ladies.”

With that, the conversation ended, and the man turned and left. Liz and Amber wondered about the encounter but stepped away into the main hall and walked towards the exit. Though, Amber couldn’t help but speak up.

“Something felt off about him.”

“You think so?” Liz tilted her head. “I thought he was just your average eccentric old man.”

“Did you use Identify on him?” she asked.

“I did. He was close to or above level 100, which is quite normal in the capital,” Liz said dismissively. “You are quite prone to worrying, aren’t you?”

Amber frowned. Ultimately, she couldn’t really suspect all that much. Maybe as Liz had said the man was just eccentric. However, there was something about him that she found strange, and unfortunately, she couldn’t really put her finger on it. Asking about the staff wasn’t all that rare given Identify marked her as a warrior, and him having a hunch wasn’t all that strange either.

However, even as they exited the building, she kept replaying the interaction in her head. Still, she found nothing. A sigh left her.

“So, you are still thinking about it,” Liz observed. “Well, thankfully, we aren’t done with all the exploration, and you still need your armor fixed, so it’ll be out of your head in no time.”

Amber paused and looked down. Her armor, while it was holding up just fine, had numerous dents now, and parts of the leather had been torn from the abuse she had put it through during the journey.

“Yeah, I do need to get it fixed,” she agreed.

Liz smiled. “Good, then let’s go, I’ll find you just the right smith.”

* * *

Amber wondered why Liz was so friendly with her. Sure they were friends, even if it wasn’t something that had been stated out loud, but even though they were friends, Liz was clearly going out of the way for her. It was a bit odd. At least, Amber felt like that was the case, but then again, they had grown infinitely closer during the trip from Laria to Cytel. It had been a whole six days together, and there was also the case that she had agreed to help kidnap Liz’s sister.

I guess that makes sense. She inwardly nodded as she watched the blonde woman argue with a smith. Moments later, Liz returned.

“Their service is clearly overpriced, and yet they act like they’re the best in the world,” she scoffed.

Amber nodded at that. “Any shop will insist they are the best.”

“You are not wrong.” Liz sighed. “I rarely have to hire smiths, so I’m struggling to find a good one. Sorry about that.” With that, she began to walk.

“No need to apologize.” Amber shook her head. “And also, thank you for helping me so much with all of this.”

The mage stopped in her tracks and glanced back, a smile present on her face. “You’re welcome.”

* * *

It had taken about two more smiths, but finally, they found one who Liz deemed good. After that, Amber dropped off her armor and got spare clothes from Liz. The repair cost had been about fifty silver. If she was honest, Amber expected it to be higher. Apparently, though, the armor wasn’t particularly destroyed or anything, and it hardly required any additional material. The smith said they’d be done with it by sunrise, which was reassuring given the day was close to ending.

“There are still a few more things I’d like to show you, but...” Liz looked at the orange sky. “I suppose it’s getting late. So maybe tomorrow we can do a few things before going to look for my⁠—”

“Let’s just focus on your sister tomorrow. Don’t feel like you need to prioritize me,” Amber stated.

“Right, okay. Then let’s just go look for an inn to stay. I try not to stay in the same place more than once, mostly out of paranoia,” Liz explained as she began walking.

“Due to your family?”

“Pretty much. Can never be too careful.”

Amber watched as the mage shrugged, and then she turned towards the passing surroundings. She saw the buildings, the orange light of the now-lit street lights, and the light pouring out of the windows of the various different structures. It was a calming sight, and one that actively reminded her she was in Vir.

It’s really unlike everything I’ve seen before. Amber smiled as they continued walking.

They passed by a bridge going over a small canal with sidewalks lining its sides. Amber also took in the sight, and then she paused. Three figures rounded a distant corner; however, the reason she paused was because she had seen those robes and necklaces before. Liz turned to her in confusion.

“Is something wrong?”

“I just saw the people we saw at the gate, and I want to see where they are going given they are passing through the canal.”

“Well, they probably are going to the sewers,” Liz said simply.

Amber nodded and continued to watch, refusing to move from her spot.

“I want to follow after them.”

Liz paused. “You can’t be serious, right?”

In response, Amber just held the mage’s gaze. After a few moments, Liz relented.

“Fine, but we will do so in a few minutes,” she acquiesced. “This is a terrible idea.”

Amber nodded, and then, they waited.

* * *

Minutes passed before they began to walk down the sidewalk of the canal, having dropped from the bridge.

“When did you become a detective?” Liz asked, bothered.

“I don’t know, but I’m just curious. It seems weird to me.”

“Weird, perhaps, but curiosity kills people,” the mage said. “So, next time, I won’t agree to this.”

Amber didn’t respond as they rounded the corner and quickly saw a smaller canal that led to a tunnel. Evidently, the sewers. She wondered why the water seemed so clean, but she chalked it up to some form of purification magic. Amber continued ahead, and Liz followed. There was some level of light coming from some moss on the ceiling, but it was hard to see.

Amber didn’t know where the people had gone, but her Sharp Instincts skill soon activated, and as she turned the corner, she saw a dried bloodstain on the floor. She paused as she continued walking, finding herself going towards something, encountering the occasional stain here and there. She wasn’t even sure where she was going anymore or what she was following, but she continued, nonetheless. They passed through crossroads and even hopped from one side of the net of canals to the other at times.

Liz had stopped talking as soon as they entered, but Amber could sense the mage’s displeasure, especially after they began to smell the waste of the city. And yet they continued until Amber found a door. It wasn’t open, but the lock was easy to break by Amber. The only sounds accompanying the action were the flowing water of the canals and their own breathing.

“I hope I don’t regret this,” Liz said in a whisper as the door opened.

The first thing that Amber noted was the blood. The smell permeated the room in front of her, and as she stepped into the room, and Liz produced a flame to see inside, they saw a room that ⁠—for lack of a better word ⁠—looked like a medieval torture chamber. Except, it was massive, dozens of meters in length and width.

The place was filled with messy blood splotches and even strewn chunks of decomposing flesh. In the center of the room, there was a circle with a pentagram.

Amber felt slightly sick, even though she had grown used to all the gore she had seen, and Liz completely blanched.

“We should leave…” she said.

Amber was about to nod, but the sound of something banging interrupted. Liz snuffed her flame, and they quickly closed the door, hugging a wall. Moments later, distant footsteps began to echo, and they grew closer and closer until they heard them stop.

A raspy voice spoke. “So, it’s been discovered…”

Amber’s heart rushed as the door swung open, and a purple light illuminated the room. A lanky man entered as he dragged something behind⁠—a woman. He didn’t even bother to look around as he dragged her to the middle of the room. However, Amber also noticed he wore a red robe, resembling the ones from the Institution of Arcane Research. Liz was gritting her teeth as she watched everything, and Amber, too, knew they had to do something.

[Mage. Lvl. 75]

“This shall be the last offering I make in this place.” The man faced the ceiling, pulling a dagger.

This was it. Amber and Liz shared a glance, and she nodded, grabbing her dagger.

“Grant me thy blessing, O’ Great One.”

He swung the dagger, and Amber used Quick Dash, tackling the man who screamed in response as her dagger went through his stomach. His eyes grew wide before he gritted his teeth in anger.

“Pests, I’ll kill you both!” He stabbed Amber. She grunted and let go of the man, Cursed Momentum having increased by a couple of minutes from that as she removed the dagger and tossed it to the ground, her wound already healing.

That fucking hurt. She unsheathed her sword and faced the strange man, small cuts already appearing on his body.

In response, he sneered and removed her dagger, even as his hand was cut by it, the weapon clattered on the floor moments later. Amber was already charging, but a purple light enveloped the man before she could reach him. He appeared on the other side of the room, away from both. He was holding an unassuming staff, already pointing it at her.

“You dare use a curse against me? I’ll show you your place! Shadow Slashes.”

Two massive black blades shot in her direction, ones that carved through the stone itself with unreal sharpness, and an explosion of fire engulfed the man, marking the start of the battle.


Chapter 21.

For a split second, Amber considered trying to tank the Shadow Slashes, but all her senses told her she’d pay dearly for that. So, she dashed to the side, using mana once more as the attack hit the wall. It narrowly missed her as a cross was carved into stone behind her. She heard the attack continue inside of the wall, but she paid it no mind as she turned towards the center of the room.

The woman was still unconscious on the ground. From what Amber could tell, she was alive, so she didn’t move to help just yet. Instead, she focused on the fight. The flames enveloping the mage dissipated, and he stood there basically unscathed, a translucent circle enveloping him. Amber was already making her way towards him when he turned in Liz’s direction.

“Flametouched,” he commented, his voice quiet. “From the Starkell family. And here I thought, you had been exiled. You must be back for your sister.”

He raised his staff, pointing at her. Liz was looking at the man with hatred now.

“Too bad you won’t get to see her again.”

Amber, with a dash, passed the unconscious woman and immediately used Cursed Stomp. The ground shattered, and the man clicked his teeth and slammed his staff against the ground. The cracks reached him, and the translucent barrier shimmered with purple multiple times before it ceased to be.

“Cursebearer, why are you here?”

Amber didn’t answer his question and instead dashed toward the man, who frowned and pointed his staff at her. A cut appeared on his arm from Curse Aura, blood immediately flowing faster than it should. The mage gritted his teeth.

“Darkness Piercers.”

A barrage of needle-like projectiles was fired at her, but this time Amber’s senses told her to not give a shit. So, she rushed on. She was pierced in dozens of places as Cursed Momentum immediately maxed out; the needles immediately coming to a halt, shallowly piercing her as she rushed at the mage.

“You are not a normal Cursebearer.” He slammed his staff, and Amber swung⁠—

Cursed Cleave!

Her sword hit the barrier and cracked it, breaking it apart in a single hit. The mage barely dodged, a bead of sweat going down his forehead.

“You⁠—”

Amber stomped, and the ground shattered beneath the mage’s feet as he let out a pained grunt, lacerations rupturing all over his body as Amber quickly dashed towards him. She was going to put an end to it in a single attack. The man tapped his staff, blood spilling all over the floor as Amber extended her hand to reach him. He vanished and appeared at the end of the room⁠, Amber’s hand grabbing empty air.

The man was panting and unsteady as he grabbed a potion from his robe and downed it⁠. An explosion of fire engulfed him as he screamed. Amber, however, didn’t let her guard down and charged at the man again. A purple light exploded from where he stood, all the flames vanishing in an instant.

He raised his trembling arm at Amber. “Shadow Slashes.”

Two pitch-black blades were shot, and unlike before, Amber barely had time to react as she swung down⁠ using Cursed Cleave. The attacks collided, and Amber gritted her teeth before she was flung back. She shook her head and strode forward again as the man took deep, labored breaths.

“Neither of you should be here,” he said before turning to Liz. “You should be busy trying to take your sister back from the Risnar family, and you.” He turned to Amber. “Cursebearer. I do not know what brings you here, but I suggest you stay away from these affairs.”

Amber found everything weird, especially his willingness to dialogue. However, Liz spoke up before she could even do it.

“What do you mean to take her back from the Risnar family?” the blonde mage asked.

The man chuckled at that. “Could it be that you don’t know?”

“Don’t know what?”

The man simply smiled, and Liz pointed her staff at him, a small bead-sized flame forming at the tip.

“Don’t know what?” she asked again.

The man slammed his staff on the ground, and another barrier was erected. He was still wobbling from heavy blood loss, and yet seemed to not have any plans to escape. He simply aimed his staff back.

“Kill him after I shatter the barrier. Charge forward. You won’t be affected by the explosion,” Liz said simply.

Amber nodded, and then the man cast his spell.

“Shadow Cleave.”

A large black slash came their way, and Liz used her spell⁠—

“Burst.”

An incandescent blur passed through the room like a projectile shot at light-speed leaving a tracer behind⁠⁠, and it all exploded. The room quaked as the sound of glass shattering resounded along with a scream, and Amber dashed forward. She saw gigantic black cleave coming, and⁠ it followed her.

She frowned, pondering her choices before she charged straight ahead. They had to kill the mage; there was no way around it. She extended her hand towards the slash of darkness that seemed impossible to dodge, and as it touched her palm, she used her skill⁠—

Curse Battery⁠—

The slash exploded into nothingness as it was erased from existence. Amber continued charging as her hand throbbed in pain. She wondered about Liz’s instructions before she heard her voice once more.

“Again.”

Another explosion engulfed the room as another scream echoed, one that quickly turned into laughter.

“You people can’t kill me! Your companion should be critically injured from Shadow Cleave, and now⁠—” He paused as he saw Amber through the curtain of dust. “How⁠—”

Amber dashed with a burst of speed, and her sword pierced through the man’s chest. His eyes looked at her with surprise.

“You shouldn’t be able to⁠.” He coughed blood. “Dodge that…”

“I didn’t dodge it, I destroyed it.”

His eyes looked lost as he spat. “Ridiculous.”

Then he went limp, and a notification sounded. Amber stared at the dead man before she let him slide from her sword. As she looked down, she gave the same apology she gave everyone she killed.

“I’m sorry.”

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 75].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

For defeating an enemy 15 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

She decided to ignore her notifications for now and instead turned to Liz who was collapsed on the ground, panting.

“Fuck, that was tiresome. At least the levels were worth it…”

Amber blinked at that.

[Mage. Lvl. 46]

“You are quite high-level now, huh?” Amber observed.

“Yeah…” Liz nodded, breathing heavily. “Four levels from the caravan, and eight from killing this… bastard,” she spat.

Amber found it impressive that Liz had gotten so many levels from this, but instead of focusing on that, she decided to focus on what the man had talked about.

“Do you think he was related to… your family?” Amber asked.

“I do not know, and right now, we should worry about getting that woman to safety. She’s still alive.” Liz gestured toward the unconscious person. She was covered in some ash, but otherwise, she looked completely unharmed. “I made sure to avoid her with my spells, and the mage seemed to do so as well—for whatever reason.”

Amber nodded and sheathed her sword, then went to pick up her dagger, ignoring the man’s given it was just a Common Quality item. She still felt a sharp pain in her hand, but she dared not look at it⁠—the attack had probably gone quite deep into her palm. Instead, she approached the unconscious woman and hefted her up over her shoulder.

Liz was now standing, albeit her steps slightly wobbly.

“You should take a potion,” she said after looking at Amber who was bloodied all over.

“It’ll heal. Most of the injuries are already closed.” She shook her head. “Let’s go now.”

Amber nodded, and soon after, they left the room.

* * *

With Liz’s help, they found a city-guard and got the woman to safety. They also explained what happened, which got a lot of confused looks. But after members of the guard verified their claims, they were taken with great concern. Amber supplied information that it reminded her of the demon incident in Laria, which the guards were vaguely aware of and said they would investigate.

Apparently, if it wasn’t for Liz waving her family’s name around, they would’ve gotten held up for investigation, which Amber appreciated.

After that, they were dismissed, though Liz made sure to insist that she wanted to speak with the unconscious woman whenever she woke up. This was met with reluctant agreement. Upon leaving the guard, Amber was prepared for Liz to give her an earful; however, that didn’t happen.

“You know, if I wasn’t exhausted, I’d suggest we go save my sister right now⁠,” she said simply.

“What he said was… slightly alarming.” Amber nodded.

“Yeah, I am worried.” Liz looked at the night sky.

Amber saw the sparkling stars and the twin moons as well; a sight that usually captivated her was reduced to just something to look at due to the situation. Finally, after a few moments, she decided to thank Liz.

“You know, I really appreciate you coming along to the sewers. Thank you for that.”

Liz sighed. “I was planning on really drilling into your head how grateful you should be to me, considering I had gone out of my way to help you, but now… I guess I should be the one thanking you?”

Amber blinked. “Why?”

“I gained a lot of levels, and… I may have also learned crucial information in regard to my sister,” she stated simply. “Tomorrow, we will begin preparations and rescue her at the end of the day if all goes well.”

Amber nodded at that.

They continued walking through the mostly empty streets, though the few passersby who were present all gave Amber very confused and concerned glances. Honestly, she understood that sentiment given she was bathed in her own blood, and her clothes had multiple holes. However, she also couldn’t do anything about them yet.

Upon reaching an inn, they paid for each of their rooms. Amber also requested extra clothes and a bath immediately, which ended up costing her a total of one silver and five copper coins. Liz went off to rest; meanwhile, Amber cleaned herself off of all the filth and made herself look presentable again.

She didn’t like looking terrible, but sometimes, the circumstances didn’t allow her to look anything but homeless.

After getting mostly clean, she finally managed to think for a bit, and the only thing on her mind was: I killed another person and… I feel even less awful about it than all the times before. It still bothered her, but she decided to not think too deeply about it.

Shortly after, she finished bathing and went to her room and got in bed, finally looking at all her notifications.

[Sharp Instincts has ranked up. Sharp Instincts is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[Sharp Instincts has reached 2nd Rank — level 1

You’ve barely survived. Whether you can actually tell if something is dangerous or not is unknown. This is an upgraded version of Keen Senses. You are now more aware of potential dangers and attacks. Now, it's on an instinctual level.

2nd Rank ⁠— Allows you to gauge how dangerous something is.]

Amber was happy at that, and if the 2nd Rank wasn’t deceiving, it would also allow her to completely optimize Cursed Momentum—something that she was quite happy about. Aside from that, other skills had seen some level ups as well.

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Curse Aura has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

Finally, there were the actual level ups.

[You have reached level 60. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 63. 5 stat points awarded.]

She had gotten a total of 4 levels in comparison to Liz’s 8, but she supposed that given the gap between their levels, and the fact that Liz had contributed quite a lot to the battle, it made sense. Amber nodded and looked at her level 60 Core Skill.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 60 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker, you have been offered Cursed Rage Synergy ⁠— level 1.

You store attacks you receive as your own rage. Stored rage does not disappear. You can unleash your rage in a single attack or transfer it to improve your skill, Cursed Momentum, granting it great build up.

At higher levels, the skill may improve Cursed Momentum’s enhancement.

Do you wish to replace one existing Core Skill for this? If the replaced Core Skill holds levels, all levels will be transferred to the new skill at the cost of losing one level on it.]

Amber blinked at what she just read. Then she turned to her own skill list and immediately got rid of Cursed Fury. The times she had gotten to use the skill to its full extent could be counted on one hand; meanwhile, Cursed Rage Synergy was something else entirely. The stored rage didn’t disappear. She ignored the notification telling her she acquired Cursed Rage Synergy at level 4 after level conversions. Instead, she focused on the new skill she had just received. Thinking about it made her giddy.

To think a skill directly interacts with another skill…

It was the first time she had seen such a thing, and it certainly put a smile on her face. After that, Amber made sure to distribute her attribute points. Then, she looked at her status.

[Name: Amber | Level: 63

Class: Cursed Chosen Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Stats:

Vitality: 170

Strength: 130

Dexterity: 113

Endurance: 51

Intelligence: 32

Wisdom: 40

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Cursed Cleave - 2nd Rank Lvl. 4], [Quick Dash - 2nd Lvl. 3], [General Weapon Mastery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Cursed Momentum - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Cursed Stomp. - Lvl. 10], [Curse Battery - Lvl. 5], [Recovery of Curses - Lvl. 10], [Cursed Rage Synergy - Lvl. 4], [Curse Aura - Lvl. 4]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Elemental Resistance - Lvl. 3], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 6], [Sharp Instincts - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 9].]

It’s nice. She smiled at what she was seeing, and shortly after, she went to sleep.

* * *

The next morning, Amber grabbed a light breakfast with her companion and then picked up her repaired armor. After putting it on, they visited the woman from the previous night. Unfortunately, all she could remember was a name: Oracle. Amber and Liz made note of it, but they didn’t know anything else.

Once that was done, they went shopping for alchemical ingredients⁠. Then, when they found a private place, Liz began to concoct something ⁠—a liquid of sorts. Amber wasn’t sure what the mage was doing, but she ended up making two bottles of an unknown substance. Then, Liz began explaining.

“This concoction is a paralyzing poison. Put it on your weapon and injure the guards. It should leave them out of battle for a while.”

Amber blinked. “And what if they have 2nd Rank Toxin Resistance?”

“Well, they’ll be out for over a minute depending on their level, but I can guarantee you they won’t have that. Why do you even ask?”

Amber didn’t know how to explain that she felt threatened by the existence of the bottle. So, she just looked at it, and Liz sighed.

“Don’t tell me you wish to be resistant to it or something? It loses effectiveness the more it is used, and its formula is a closely guarded family secret, so it's not like you’ll be seeing it anywhere,” she explained.

Amber nodded at the explanation. “Is the resistance build-up permanent?”

“It is, unfortunately,” Liz lamented.

“I want a bottle later.”

The mage blinked at that but simply sighed.

“Sure, I’ll give you one after all of this is said and done.” Liz waved dismissively. “Now, we go get throwaway clothes and armor and maybe weapons, too. Store that in my safe-house, and we’ll be ready to go.”

“You didn’t tell me you had a safe-house.” Amber was surprised.

“Well, I only have it for this specific reason, so it’s not like I’d let us spend the night there.” Liz shrugged before beginning to walk away. “Let’s go.”

Amber nodded.

* * *

At the safe-house, Amber got to wear a different armor and odd robes that covered parts of it. She was also made to wear a hat. Liz wanted her to use different weapons, but unfortunately, that would’ve meant quite literally crippling herself. So, in the end, Amber wrapped her staff in rags and did the same with the guards of her sword, giving it a slightly different appearance. She also ended up moving the position of her weapons around to make everything less recognizable.

After they were done, Liz also explained the location of the safe-house and how easy it was to leave the capital from where they were—mostly through the sewer system, which was a mere dozen meters away from the safe-house. Upon finding the extent of her plans, Amber inwardly commended Liz’s foresight. She also saw the mage take a scroll with her.

With all preparations ready, they began to talk about the previous night’s event.

“First, we will go to the Starkell’s manor and see if my sister is there. There is a tree that can see directly to my sister’s room,” Liz explained. “If she’s there, we’ll know.”

“And if she isn’t?”

Liz frowned. “Then we will go look for her at the Risnar residence. Though, I do not believe the mage. He was our enemy.”

Amber nodded at that and then spoke sincerely. “We’ll get your sister back and be done with this.”

Liz smiled.

Of course, Amber didn’t exactly know how much Liz had gone through after being exiled, but she knew that the mage hadn’t had it easy. So, even though they weren’t best friends, she was still looking forward to seeing Liz reunited with her sister.

Amber found that Liz looked nothing like her usual self, and the same applied to her. She was quite confident in being able to keep her own identity a secret with everything in place. They even had fake names for each other. So, after going through their plan once more, they set off.

* * *

After walking for a few minutes, they arrived near the Starkell residence, but Liz paused, and they quickly hid behind down alley. There seemed to be a problem, and Amber was able to glean that it was due to the fancy carriage that was in front of the residence.

“That certainly doesn’t belong to my family,” Liz whispered.

Amber didn’t say anything in response, and a few moments later, the door of the manor opened as a tall man came out. He had a neatly trimmed beard and sharp features. Liz didn’t seem to recognize him as he gestured for someone inside to come. Soon, a woman came out. She had blonde hair and blue eyes but was shorter than Liz, with a smaller build.

Amber paused seeing the woman had a ring on one of her fingers, clearly signifying that they were engaged. And Liz, too, was shocked.

“That… The wedding is supposed to be in a few months…” she whispered in disbelief. “But if he’s here picking her up, that must mean…”

Amber understood what the mage last night had been talking about.

Liz’s sister had already been married off.


Chapter 22.

“It just doesn’t make sense,” Liz said in a whisper. “They moved up the wedding for some reason. I also don’t recall any suitors from the Risnar family. For the Risnar family to want anything to do with us the Starkells is… strange.”

“So the Risnars are a big house, while yours is a⁠—”

“Small one yes,” Liz completed for Amber, agreeing. “We have to rescue my sister now, but the problem is…”

The blonde mage gritted her teeth watching her sister go into the carriage with the man. They had a whole convoy with eight guards, and Amber could see their levels.

[Warrior. Lvl. 70]

[Mage. Lvl. 69]

[Warrior. Lvl. 73]

…

Every single guard was much higher level than Amber, and it was also barely noon. Attacking now would cause pure, unadulterated chaos, not even factoring in how strong the guards were. If they did it now, the likelihood of the city guards intervening was quite high as well. So, they watched the man depart. All Liz could do was grit her teeth in evident anger. Finally, after they left, she got to talking.

“I do not understand why the Risnars would marry into our family. There must be something I have to be missing,” Liz said in displeasure. “Regardless, we must take my sister back. I’ve heard enough tales of arranged marriages with the wife ending up dead after some time. I don’t want that to happen to her.”

“Do we still try to take her today?”

Liz immediately nodded in answer to Amber’s question. “If there is a day they don’t expect anything to happen it must be today. I assume that was my sister moving from our house for good. That’s why she was picked up personally.”

The mage frowned before continuing, “Of course, I could be wrong, but we’ll still take her back today,” she declared. “I know where we can hide until it’s time to strike; one of the noble houses that my sister had a suitor from is near the Risnars’ house.”

Amber listened to Liz, though she wondered if she’d regret agreeing to the request later on. Maybe she was trying to bite off more than she could chew. However, in the end, she wasn’t going to back out now, and maybe Liz would prove to be helpful in the future.

* * *

They exited the alley and moved off again. It seemed that a lot of the noble houses were quite close to one another. However, that also had the effect of creating a section of the city where wealth was commonplace. Liz and Amber looked rather out of place the longer they ventured in. However, aside from the strange glances they got, they were left alone.

Amber felt like the plan was falling apart by the minute; however, she still went along with it after seeing Liz’s confidence. Together, they ended up hiding in a park behind the large residence. Even though the park was quite big, the Risnars’ property spanned the entirety of its length. It was basically a mansion. There were also other properties in each of the other cardinal directions, all of them just as big. The place seemed desolate, which was a relief—like an isolated park reserved only for the nobles living next to it. After they settled in, Liz let out a deep breath.

“There is a spot like this in every corner of the park, and the house on the south had a suitor for my sister, so I looked into it,” she explained. “Most noble houses around here have a park next to them. Sorry for not explaining earlier.”

“I accept your apology,” Amber said simply.

Liz smiled and then took out a scroll from her robe.

“I was trying to avoid using this, but—”

“What is that?” Amber inquired and the mage’s smile turned bitter.

“It’s a scroll that has the View enchantment. It will allow me to see my sister for up to half a day, and then it will disappear. Even though we are less than a hundred meters away from the rear gate of the residence, I want to ensure she is safe since we have no way to check on her. Something like this is worth… easily a hundred gold coins,” Liz sighed.

Amber blinked. “That is nice. You must really love your sister.”

“I care for her deeply, which is why I’m doing all of this.” Liz closed her eyes before nodding. “I’ll activate the scroll now.”

Amber watched as the scroll burned. Nothing seemed to be happening until Liz grabbed her hand. That was when she saw a vision.

It was Liz’s sister. She was seated on a bed just looking at the ground, wearing nothing but her undergarments. However, what caught Amber’s attention wasn’t the fact that she was in the bedroom but the marks around her body. They were lines, like cuts made at random; hundreds of scars filled her body.

“That is…”

Liz gritted her teeth. “I guess mother and father finally lost their minds, huh?”

“Are you sure that’s not done by the… husband?”

“Absolutely certain,” Liz said simply. “Let’s keep observing.”

Amber nodded before pausing. “There is a preparation we have yet to make.”

The mage paused, losing concentration as the vision disappeared from both their minds.

“What is this preparation you are speaking about?”

Amber smiled. “Well, you see there is a new skill I got, and…”

She began explaining to Liz, requesting for the mage to harm her. Contrary to her expectations, the mage agreed and offered Amber the tip of her staff, which confused her at first. But an electric shock later, Amber realized just what it meant⁠. To her surprise, Cursed Rage Synergy was building up along with Cursed Momentum at the same time. It was a very small jolt, but Amber found it to be enough for her needs.

* * *

At first, it was hard for Amber to see what Liz’s sister was doing, being unable to focus on the visions due to the constant electric shocks. But after an hour, she got the hang of it. Liz didn’t seem bothered by the activity either. She could’ve called Amber crazy, even doubted her claims, but she didn’t.

Instead, they both watched the mage’s sister: Velda. At first, Velda seemed to not be doing anything, but as the hours passed she began to pace around the room in apparent anxiousness. Amber and Liz didn’t know where exactly the husband had gone off to, and all Liz knew was that he was the young lord of the Risnar family.

Time passed, and Amber got a skill she didn’t expect to see.

[New General Skill! You have learned Magical Resistance ⁠— level 1.

You’ve been attacked by dozens of different types of magic during your short life in this world. And now, you are receiving such damage on purpose. Your eccentricity is commendable. You are now slightly more resistant to all magical attacks.]

Amber’s eyes grew wide as her heart rushed in sudden excitement. Of course, she didn’t jump up or begin to celebrate given her circumstances, but it was something that made her quite happy. Liz, on the other hand, seemed as focused as ever, the pulses coming from her staff seeming more like muscle memory than anything.

Finally, after a couple of seconds, Amber refocused on watching what was going on with Velda. She was writing a letter now. Unfortunately, the vision did not allow either Liz or Amber to see its contents. However, they could hear the rhythmic scribbling of her pen. As she was doing so, the door finally opened, and the man she had been married off to came in.

“Velda, are you ready yet?” he asked.

Velda tightened her fists and began to tear up, much to Liz’s and Amber’s shock.

“I’m not. I don’t want to do this.”

Liz’s sister turned to the man and stared defiantly. He sighed as he approached her, and then⁠ he slapped her. The sound resounded in their ears as Velda fell to the ground.

“You do not have a choice; your family has sold you,” he said coldly. “And now, you shall serve as a sacrifice to summon a Flametouched Demon. That is why we negotiated so much with your family. For what it’s worth, we had to include them in our inner circle to get our hands on you. It was either that or destroying it which⁠—given we are in the middle of the capital—isn’t an option.”

Amber’s eyes grew wide, and Liz immediately spoke.

“We have to act now.”

“So, give up,” the man said as the vision faded.

Amber immediately grabbed the poison Liz had made and doused all her weapons with it. Then, she jumped over the bushes and quickly spotted the back gate of the residence. She didn’t exactly know how to handle sneaking in. She was a Berserker, not an Assassin. Amber immediately walked at a brisk pace, being mindful of Cursed Momentum’s waning effects.

The guards immediately spotted her, and she unsheathed her dagger.

[Warrior. Lvl. 68]

[Warrior. Lvl. 70]

The two of them should’ve been stronger than her, but⁠…

Amber dashed forward, using mana in the process. She arrived in front of one of the guards before he could even react, and she slashed across a gap in his armor. The man grunted and immediately backed off; their face said everything. They were about to call for help, and so⁠, Amber stomped.

The two men let out grunts of pain, the ground shattering beneath them as cuts appeared all over their bodies. Amber used the chance to stab the second man, watching the poison take effect in real time.

She turned to see Liz rushing in her direction with a frown.

Amber knew she had made quite a lot of noise, but for some reason, no guard was coming. In fact, they had only seen two guards at the entrance and two at the back. Amber, however, didn’t even question it as she began to climb over the gate, and then she helped Liz over.

“Are you sure you want to come along?” Amber asked as they headed towards the backdoor. “You are much lower level than probably everyone here.”

“It’s my sister, of course I want to come along,” Liz replied in a venomous tone.

Amber nodded at that and then forced the handle of the door open with sheer brute force.

“Make sure to keep my skill active,” she instructed Liz.

The mage nodded, and Amber felt a shock, which made her smile.

The mansion was dimly lit and ornate. It gave an aura of elegance, but it also felt desolate. However, they didn’t dwell on that and instead looked through the first floor until they found the stairs.

Amber led the way, getting shocked one more time along the way. Thanks to the scroll, they knew Velda was on the third floor, so they made their way there. They skipped the just-as-empty second floor along the way. However, when they arrived on the third floor, it appeared just as empty as all the others. Through the windows lining the hall, the orange sky could be seen.

It was eerily silent, all things considered⁠—the entirety of the mansion was.

“I know something is wrong, but we can’t leave without my sister,” Liz said tensely. “Please.”

Amber wasn’t planning on leaving. She liked to keep her word whenever possible. She had told Thieney she wouldn’t die, and she had told Liz she’d help her kidnap-slash-rescue her sister. So, she spearheaded the search on the third floor, opening random doors as Liz continued to shock her along the way.

The rooms in the hall seemed empty, so they moved through the different halls, trying to look through each room. Eventually, they found themselves looking through a large hall. Both paused, hearing voices. They seemed quiet, but they were most definitely there. They slowed down their advance, and Liz gave Amber another shock while at it⁠—they were silent.

Glancing over toward the corner, Amber saw two guards talking with each other.

[Warrior. Lvl. 71]

[Warrior. Lvl. 70]

“Wouldn’t we serve a better purpose outside?” one of them quietly asked the other.

“The house has plans that cannot be interrupted tonight, so it is our duty to be here,” the other replied.

Amber and Liz paused and looked at each other for a few moments, evidently not knowing what to do about them. Then, Amber had an idea. She grabbed a vase that was nearby and shattered it.

Liz’s eyes grew wide, and the guards stopped talking and slowly began to make their way towards them. It took a few seconds, maybe a bit too long given Cursed Momentum was about to fade, but as Amber saw their shadows approach, she rushed around the corner with her dash skill. She tackled one of the guards to the ground and stabbed her dagger deep into him as she pushed her hand over the man’s mouth.

He struggled, and the other guard turned to call out, but Liz stabbed him from behind and shoved a rag into his mouth. The man immediately threw her off but fell shortly after. Just like that, they had incapacitated the guards.

“I hope that vase wasn’t too much noise…” Liz said in a whisper.

Amber nodded at that, and they turned the corner, where they saw the guarded door. Amber had missed it, but light was visible under the door. Given where they were in the mansion, Amber didn’t think it was the bedroom from the visions, and Liz pretty much confirmed it.

“This should be a ballroom. I remember rumors of the Risnars purposefully setting their ballroom on the third floor so the castle can be seen from it,” she said quietly.

Amber nodded, and after receiving another shock from her friend, she grabbed the handle of the door and carefully eased it open, creating only a small line to see through. The lights were incredibly bright inside the room, so it took her a second to readjust, but what she saw made her pause.

It was indeed a ballroom. Tables and chairs were neatly tucked to each corner of the room; however, at the center of the room, Velda resided. Unlike before, she was tied to a table that had a red cloth draped over it, and surrounding her, was a large magic circle⁠— demonic in nature.

So, she really is going to get sacrificed… Amber frowned. What is going on with the demons?

Liz, in the meantime, had managed to see through the slit in the doorway as well, and her eyes grew wide as she shocked Amber by accident.

“We have to rescue her now,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

Amber nodded. She wanted to wait until the person showed up to start the ritual, but perhaps that was too risky in this situation. So, she swung the door open, and the two rushed towards Velda ⁠— Liz’s sister. At that very moment, a man stood up from behind the table. His back towards them.

The two paused. It was the young lord of the Risnar family. Amber thought he was likely in his thirties. The man grabbed something from within his robes and produced a red staff in the shape of a thorn.

It was⁠—

He tapped it on the ground, and a purple barrier inside the room was erected, covering all the entrances. Amber immediately found it to be reminiscent of the one that the demon had made when she fought it. So, she immediately tensed up, on guard. Liz shocked her again, which⁠ caught her slightly by surprise as the man turned.

Guards arrived outside the barrier. The door on the other side of the room opened to reveal the same thing.

They were surrounded.

“I welcome you both to participate in this ritual.”

He bowed.

“As sacrifices that is.” 


Chapter 23.

Amber looked at the man’s staff once more and couldn’t help but ask, “Are you going to use that staff to summon the Flametouched Demon?”

The man stood straight and smiled at her. “Well, you are quite the sharp one, and the answer is yes. However, the actual sacrifice wasn’t meant to be Velda Starkell.”

Liz frowned. “Then why is she on the table like that?”

“To bring the actual sacrifice, of course.” The man laughed before his face turned serious. “You, Lissandra Starkell, are the actual sacrifice.”

The mage tensed, and Amber frowned. She made sure to nudge Liz for another shock but didn’t peel her eyes off the man as he continued to explain. He didn’t pay any attention to either of them while doing so.

“I was notified as soon as you arrived here in the city. You briefly had us fooled, but after rescuing that woman, not so much. So, the plan to bait you here was set in motion.” He grinned. “Naturally, I, Noah Risnar, was the one to devise it. Can’t disappoint my parents as the future head of the household, after all. So, I was put in charge of this plan.”

“So, are all of the nobles conspiring to destroy various cities with demons or what?” Amber asked bluntly.

Noah scowled at that, displeasure evident on his face. “Of course not. People aren’t selected because of their status but because of their power.”

Amber used Identify on the man.

[Mage. Lvl. 71]

“You don’t seem very strong to me,” she observed.

“Power comes in many different ways,” he scoffed. “And I’m not the head of the Risnars, so you should understand. Besides, if this trap working isn’t a display of power, then I do not know what is.”

Amber frowned. “So, you did all of this to lure Liz here, even though she was like level 30 a week ago?”

She was sure that comment would’ve made Liz quite angry with her, but at the moment, nothing of the sort was relevant.

Noah smiled. “Well, I’ll admit that her level is still much lower than we’d prefer, but we can always amend that,” he explained. “Her sister, in comparison, is level 15, and unfortunately, unlike Lissandra, Velda is terrible at magic—despite her class—so leveling her would take a lot more resources. Also, my plan led to bringing you here, Cursebearer. I’m pleased with that.”

She raised her brow.

“You people are the worst,” Liz growled, shocking Amber at the same time to refresh her skill. 

“I prefer to use the term visionaries,” he corrected. “A new era shall be ushered by us in due course. Oracle has found a way to connect with the demons, and through it, we plan to reshape the world. You and the Cursebearer will be sacrificed.”

“I keep hearing that, but I don’t know what that even means,” Amber sighed.

“It means that you are immune to curses for you are the curses themselves. Certain classes present that trait, and each is just as rare as the other,” Noah said, annoyed. “By sacrificing you, we can summon quite powerful demons. Also, you are quite the chatterbox, aren’t you?”

Amber frowned. So, having a rare class makes you a human sacrifice?

“Well, no matter. It is normal to have questions when you are about to contribute to the greater good, so ask away, Cursebearer.” He opened his arms wide. “Because you are trapped here until you are rendered unable to fight.”

Amber almost took that as a challenge but managed to hold herself off. Instead, she began to walk towards the man who smiled at her.

“Coming to surrender yourself?”

“No, to kick your ass,” Amber said, and then she added, “and to free Liz’s sister.”

Noah snorted. “You can have her. Not going to stoop as low as to defeat you by using a hostage as a shield.”

He tapped his staff on the ground, and the ropes next to her body became undone. Then, the table was moved by supernatural force in their direction, scraping across the ground. It passed Amber and arrived directly in front of Liz, who hurried to grab her sister.

“I never thought you’d make it easier for me to kick your ass.” Amber smiled as she continued towards him.

The man harrumphed. “I’m quite confident in my abilities, and I also need to prove myself to my family, which is why I’ll deal with you alone, Cursebearer.”

And with that, he raised his staff at her. Amber didn’t expect the battle to start in such an orderly manner, but she wasn’t complaining⁠—

A distant boom echoed, and the mansion itself shook.

“What?” Noah turned towards the window.

Amber glanced and saw columns of smoke rising from the towers that were the royal castle. She saw an incandescent light slowly pulsating over the different buildings. However, she immediately turned back to the battle and dashed towards the man. The mage’s eyes widened, and Amber slashed down using Cursed Cleave. A barrier was erected, but her sword shattered right through it and hit the man’s shoulder.

He screamed as it barely dug in. Some lacerations opened within his body as he tapped his staff⁠, and an explosion launched her back, sending Amber skidding across the room as she stared at the mage who clutched his shoulder.

“And here I thought you were better than to do a surprise attack,” he spat. “I’ll make you regret that.”

That should’ve injured him quite a lot, and yet it barely cut him. Amber frowned, and the man raised his staff.

“Bloom.”

Amber moved herself away in a hurry, feeling mana coalesce where she stood, and a purple explosion ripped forth. Her eyes grew wide. That was just like the Servant of Chaos. She turned to the man who grinned and moved his staff, another explosion quickly forming.

Amber dashed away, and it exploded behind her. The beautiful ballroom was quickly getting covered in soot.

“I fought a demon that used the same shit. It was pretty useless.”

“So you are the Demonkiller of Laria?” He grinned. “Interesting! Chain.”

Amber felt mana coalesce in multiple spots, and she frowned and dashed towards the safest place according to her skill. Everything exploded, and she felt some of her bones crack from the strength of the blasts. The explosions dissipated, and Amber could already feel her skill Recovery of Curses hard at work.

“Quite durable, too, and you did it while you were at a much lower level,” he mused.

Amber stomped. The cracks reached the man in a split second, and he grunted as multiple cuts appeared all over his body. She dashed forward in an instant, trying to touch the man with her hand, but he seemed to recover just in time as he tapped his staff against the ground. A translucent barrier appeared, and Amber touched that instead.

“Dangerous.” He stepped back and aimed his staff. “Explode.”

Amber barely managed to get out of the way, the blast still damaging her body. It was beginning to get annoying. She dashed towards the mage, but he erected a barrier, and even though she broke through it, her sword hit empty air. Amber continued chasing after the mage, but he pointed at the ground.

“Bloom.”

An explosion took place in front of her, causing her to separate herself from the man she was fighting.

“What the fuck are you made out of?” Amber asked, frustrated.

“Well, you see I’m almost fully demonified,” he explained dismissively. “So, my body is quite durable. And it is also because of this that I’ve reached greater heights as a mage. Give up, Cursebearer.”

“You saying that just makes me want to try harder.”

“Then do it!”

Another explosion went off. Amber dodged it with ease and charged at the mage once more. She swung for him, but he blocked it with his literal arm. The sword went into the bone, and the man let out a long breath.

“That really fucking hurts. Explode.”

Amber was sent flying, her body screaming at her in pain. She was durable, but she certainly couldn’t tank three hundred thousand explosions.

She gritted her teeth and continued fighting with the mage, sometimes catching him with Cursed Stomp and other times getting hurt from the man’s attacks. He even began to use projectiles along with his explosions. A few times she had managed to slash into the mage, but it didn’t seem to make much of a difference.

The battle raged on, and even though Amber had quite a lot of stamina, her mana was another story. It was getting uncomfortably low. Meanwhile, even though the man was much more injured and bleeding profusely, he seemed unbothered. Amber doubted she could win, but then she resolved herself into putting her everything in one last attempt.

She had Cursed Rage Synergy still on the table. It had maxed out before they even went into the mansion, and she had yet to use its rage.

I don’t even know if I can use it like that, but…

She waited for the man to raise his staff, and then he fired off another explosion. She felt the mana coalescing before her, and Amber timed it and dashed. The explosion ruptured, and she was propelled forward, flying towards the mage, whose eyes grew wide. He tapped his staff on the ground in a hurry, and she saw panic settle into him.

A barrier appeared, but Amber shattered it with the swing of her sword, and then extending her hand, she touched the man in the chest⁠, pushing into him as she called out:

“Curse Battery into⁠— Cursed Rage Synergy.”

Amber felt the rage leave her body and go into the man before he screamed. Hundreds⁠— thousands of lacerations spread across his body in a single burst as blood exploded everywhere. She saw an arm fly across her vision, and she just knew that nothing remained of Noah.

Amber landed past the man, panting and injured.

A moment later, a notification appeared.

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 71].]

Amber watched as the barrier surrounding the room began to dissipate. She saw the guards standing right outside, and she knew that it wasn’t over yet. She rushed towards Liz, and with her left hand, she reached to the pouch on her back and grabbed a potion before drinking it down. Then Amber hefted Velda over her shoulder and held Liz by the hand as she began to walk.

“We are leaving.”

“How?!” the mage asked in a panic.

“Through the window.”

The barrier finished dissipating, and the guards stormed in. Amber yanked Liz into her embrace and jumped. The window shattered, and they fell from the third floor of the mansion as Liz screamed. Amber felt the shock travel through her body as she landed, let Liz down, and then grabbed the mage’s hand yet again.

“We need to go. Now!”

Liz nodded, and they ran towards the safe-house as the guards scrambled in pursuit. Amber dragged Liz, overexerting the mage from the get-go as they ran through the noble district. They saw city guards running in the direction of the castle, and Amber had to unfortunately run through the stampede of guards, even if she was risking being caught.

“What are you girls doing here?!”

“Evacuate!”

“Move!”

Even though they were bloodied, they were ignored, thankfully. However, the guards belonging to the Risnar family were a different story altogether. They were still chasing them. One of them got pushed by the tide of soldiers, but the others managed to cross. Amber knew the plan of returning to the safe-house wasn’t as simple and straightforward as she wished. Instead, she found herself traversing numerous alleys with Liz’s out-of-breath directions.

The night continued, and it seemed like the entirety of the city guard had been mobilized, Amber wondered what the fuck had happened. She knew the castle had exploded and that something had occurred, but what kind of thing could even happen for the entirety of the city guard to be called into action? She also saw actual soldiers in the mix, people above level 80 rushing through the streets.

It was insane to her.

While she ran, she wondered about things, and two brief memories entered her mind. The group of three people entering the city, all of them having a necklace that resembled the twin moons, and the other was of those same three people going into the sewers.

Could it be…?

She wasn’t sure, but she decided to stop thinking about that, and instead, she put twice the effort into running away from the Risnar family guards. She had just killed the heir or whatever, so it made sense that they were putting that much effort into catching her. Liz was panting like there was no tomorrow, but thankfully, she had the resolve to continue.

So, they ran, eventually managing to weave through enough alleyways to lose them and pass by the warehouse. Amber grabbed her armor and threw it into a tarp, almost carrying it like a sack. Liz had done the same with her possessions. While they could have hidden inside Liz’s safehouse, given it was a private building, once the fact that the heir of the Risnar family was dead got around, getting out of the capital would prove to be impossible.

That’s what Liz had explained between breaths anyway.

This was why they immediately departed to the sewers. At that point, they had fully lost the guards, but they carried on. They marched through the sewers in complete darkness. Thankfully, Amber was able to sense the gaps in between the canals as danger, so they navigated through it just fine.

After an hour, they saw the light of the outside world. A river from within the forest was connected to the tunnels of the canal. Amber herself felt tired, and her wounds hadn’t completely healed, but she was glad to be done with all of this.

Liz, on the other hand, was barely walking, but she managed to push herself to make it into the forest. Amber finally put Velda down. She had been unconscious the entire time. She was beginning to feel concerned, and Liz was, too. The blonde mage was looking at her sister with deep, labored breaths, her gaze not leaving her.

Amber let out a long sigh of relief.

“That was… a bit too much…”

Fighting the mage and then having to run for close to two hours was fucking exhausting, even though she had a skill that gave her stamina in the form of Recovery of Curses. Finally, she turned to her notifications.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from level 4 to 7.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Curse Aura has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from level 1 to 4.]

At this point in time, Amber mostly glossed over her skill level ups. However, she was looking forward to Cursed Stomp hitting 2nd Rank, as well as Curse Battery, eventually. And Cursed Rage Synergy was exciting, too.

Finally, she turned to her level ups.

[You have reached level 64. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 67. 5 stat points awarded.]

She was promptly offered a new Core Skill, but after seeing it was essentially a better Cursed Fury, she lost interest. Curse Aura wasn’t super strong in her opinion, but it leveled just from existing, so she intended to keep it around until a very good skill came along. Trading a 2nd Rank level 2 skill for another Cursed Momentum starting at 2nd Rank would be quite a deal.

Maybe even the best deal in the history of all deals.

Well… considering skills went past the 2nd Rank, that definitely wasn’t the case. She, however, found it quite insane how long skills at the 2nd Rank took to level up.

Will the 3rd and 4th Rank be way worse…?

She dreaded thinking about it. Instead, she decided to distribute her attribute points given they were now safe from their pursuers. After doing that, she relaxed until⁠ she heard grass rustling.

Liz tensed as well, and they turned to investigate the forest where Amber spotted a figure limping and bleeding all over. He wore a tattered robe and had a necklace whose trinket resembled the twin moons. His head was covered by a hood. He was limping with a staff when he saw her.

It was one of the group of three adventurers who had arrived in the capital.

They locked eyes, and the man raised his staff. At that moment, Liz immediately backed off, hurriedly dragging her sister away.

“You have been touched by a Primordial Spirit, I can sense it,” he said. “Hand yourself over peacefully, or I’ll be forced to apprehend you in the name of the Arcane Council.”

Amber blinked. The Arcane Council? Her mind blared, and Identify told her what she already knew.

[???. Lvl. ???]

She was fucked.


Chapter 24.

The man before her was with the Arcane Council. The same group that had attacked Ax’thra, and now one of the members was standing in front of her. Amber looked at the man who was ready to fight despite still bleeding. His hand was shaking, even though his voice remained steady.

She knew that she couldn’t back down. She wanted answers. However, Cursed Momentum was no longer active, and she had no rage to spend. She had nothing. The wise decision would have certainly been to surrender. However, she wasn’t wise. She was Amber.

So, she met the man’s gaze and smiled.

“Fuck, no, I’m not coming.”

“Then repent.”

Sharp Instincts immediately told her the attack was lethal, and she dashed to the side as a flash of white lightning exploded where she had just stood. Her heart rate immediately shot over the roof as she unsheathed her sword, and she knew this was an opportunity she couldn’t miss.

“Are you with Dargon?” she asked.

The man grunted. “How do you know his name?”

“I met him.” She grinned.

“Ridiculous.”

He tapped his staff on the ground, and Amber dashed⁠. Three blasts of lightning landed where she had just been standing. Even though she had yet to even take proper damage, she found that Cursed Momentum slightly increased after the dodge. The same went for Cursed Rage Synergy.

What level is this guy?

She looked at him, and he almost felt like a robot as he tracked her with his staff. She tried using Cursed Stomp, but it was blocked by a barrier.

“He came to the tower in the Arthra Forest. I was right there when he showed up,” Amber said. “And he attacked my friend, too.”

“Nonsense, he’d only attack a Primordial Spirit, unless your friend got in the way of that⁠—”

“Or my friend is the Primordial Spirit,” Amber snapped back.

The man’s eyes grew wide before he scoffed. He lowered his staff and instead tapped it on the ground. A shimmering barrier engulfed him before he pointed again.

“Then that only means that I must take you down at all costs,” the man declared simply. “Which is why I’ll put an end to this quickly.”

Amber immediately frowned. Just like the demon, she would’ve thought that the man was half dead⁠, but no. Even though he was grievously injured, he didn’t seem to care too much about his condition. Just like the demon, he didn’t give a shit. Would she be able to do that at over level 100? She sure as fuck hoped so.

Amber used Cursed Stomp yet again, and it was blocked in the same manner. The air overhead lit up, and her danger senses blared like never before. Everywhere she looked, everywhere her eyes darted to, it all signaled danger to her. She was about to pick a random direction before she noticed it. The only non dangerous direction was⁠—

Toward the mage himself.

Amber used Quick Dash, putting mana into it as she moved with an explosive burst of speed⁠, and then the lightning thundered. The ground shattered. Trees carbonized. All the surroundings turned black, charring in an instant. Amber was blasted against the mage, hitting the shimmering barrier and bouncing back as a dull pain spread over her body.

She groaned on the ground, her vision was blurry, and she felt like something inside of her was broken. A thing that shouldn’t be moving was shifting within her. She hardly understood the power of the lightning, but as the ringing in her ears began to fade, she heard slow footsteps coming towards her.

Her vision cleared, and she saw the tip of a staff aimed at her. Her heart stopped, and the man looked at her, his cold eyes visible under the hood.

“Never thought a level 67 could be so durable,” he commended. “I suppose that your worth is more than just the friendship of a Primordial Spirit. What is your name, Warrior?”

Amber struggled. She felt like death, but she also noted that Cursed Momentum had completely maxed out from that single hit. The same went with Cursed Rage Synergy. Her mind darted, thinking of different things she could do⁠, skills she could enhance.

“Still refusing to accept your demise?” he asked. “A shame⁠—”

“Amber,” she spat. “My name is Amber.”

“Peculiar name. Not from these lands, I see,” he commented.

The man was again fucking bloodied, but Amber was impressed at the fact that even though his movements were shaky, his voice was calm and steady. She supposed that members of the Arcane Council were strange.

Maybe he’d bleed to death if I stalled him long enough? Plus I get to heal as well…

“What happened to your companions?” she asked.

“They have already left, and once I’m done with you and your friend, I shall be gone, too,” he said. “Of course, I’ll take your corpse with me.”

“You people seem obsessed with Primordial Spirits. Is that why you attacked the king’s castle? For the rumored artifacts?”

“Yes. We obtained something that is meant to be used at the top of a Primordial Spirit’s tower.”

Amber’s interest was momentarily piqued, but the man continued speaking, marking the end of the conversation.

“I’ve had a nice time meeting you, Amber.” The man did an almost unnoticeable nod. “Unfortunately, it is time for me to say goodbye to you. Farewell.”

She saw the staff crackle with white lightning, and Amber knew that the time for thinking and messing around was over. She grabbed onto her dagger and⁠ swung. She used Cursed Cleave and Cursed Rage Synergy at the same time. The light glinted, and the dagger broke through the barrier as if it was butter, shattering the entirety of it. It carved part of the man’s shin, and yet he didn’t seem to react to whatever pain he could be feeling.

“An admirable attempt,” he said. “Unfortunately, you just aren’t strong enough.”

Amber’s eyes grew wide as the white intensified, and⁠⁠ then she saw an incandescent line of light⁠—

“Burst.”

An explosion engulfed the man, somehow not reaching Amber as a wave of boiling heat washed over her. She blinked and didn’t even need to turn to know it was Liz. The blonde mage had come to help. A split second later, the explosion was dispersed.

Amber blinked and saw that the man’s robe was lightly charred, and yet aside from small blisters on his skin, he seemed completely untouched. How…? She was frozen momentarily before she saw him point his staff at her companion, and that’s when Amber finally reacted. She scrambled and used Quick Dash in a haphazard manner, barely managing to tackle the man.

Briefly, he felt like an unmovable object, but he toppled, his gravely injured leg giving way as Amber gripped her dagger. Then she stabbed. Her dagger dug deep into the man, and she left it there as cuts spread across his body.

“Why do you refuse to accept your fate?”

“Because I don’t have plans to fucking die,” Amber scoffed.

The man blinked at that and nodded. “This victory would undoubtedly belong to you, but I’m just like you.”

Amber raised her brow. The man was eccentric to say the least. She was confused.

For the first time, he smiled. “I also don’t have plans to die.”

She hurriedly reached for the knife and dislodged it before going for the man’s heart⁠. Cursed Cleave was used, and⁠ a flash of light passed as the knife hit empty air. Amber immediately felt her hairs stand on end, and she quickly dashed out of her spot. A split second later, a thunderous boom resounded behind her.

Liz seemed to have gone into hiding yet again, and honestly, Amber thought it was for the best that she only intervened during critical moments. Amber turned in a hurry to see the mage holding his staff.

“Why is the Arcane Council after the Primordial Spirits anyway?” she asked. “How will going after them even help you all become gods? How will getting their techniques actually help you? I doubt becoming a god is as easy as having some secret knowledge.”

The man’s face shifted into seriousness. “It is not.” He lowered his staff. “We wish to replicate what makes them. And for that, we need to have everything related to the Primordial Spirits, including a Primordial Spirit.”

“If you are strong enough to capture one, doesn’t that mean you’ve surpassed them?” Amber raised her brow.

The man shook his head. “There is a qualitative difference between all the other races and the Primordial Spirits.”

“And what is that?” Amber asked.

He raised his staff again. “Higher access. Now⁠, fall!”

Amber dashed, and lightning came. The ground exploded, and he moved his staff, lightning following her. Amber wondered why the man did not use some spell of mass destruction and instantly kill her, but she didn’t complain. Instead, she tried to use Cursed Stomp, but after it was blocked, she gave up on trying to use it again. Instead, as another bolt of lightning narrowly missed her, she grabbed a health potion and drank it. Then she grabbed another one, this time one of her two High-Quality ones.

In the end, I have to use it again. Amber lamented it. She was beginning to think that using potions to defeat enemies was fucking lame. But at the same time, what could she even do against the man?

So, after dashing from the lightning, she drank it.

A pulse ran through her heart, and she felt it stop for a second before the curse was stored by Curse Battery, a large part of it being lost in the process. Just how fucking strong is the curse of a High-Quality potion? Amber groaned; her body felt wrong from just that small interaction with it.

“You are still alive. How peculiar,” he observed. “Now, I really want to bring you along. With the right tools, we’ll be able to see your status and skills even if you are dead!”

More lightning blasted. This time, however, there were dozens of thunderous booms going off at once. She turned to the man, and his grip was much less steady than before, and he was still bleeding. At this point, Amber believed that it was the effect of a curse similar to the Curse of Demonic Blood.

She dashed towards the man and swung her sword. He blocked with his staff as a dull shock resounded.

“So, no potions?”

“They won’t work.” He gritted his teeth. “Not only that, but I can only use about a third of my mana output. Otherwise, you’d be long dead.”

A third⁠—? Amber was shocked, but she didn’t let it affect her fight. Instead, she looked over the man’s shoulder and saw Liz pointing her staff with a small crimson orb at its tip. Amber nodded at her.

“Burst⁠—”

The incandescent light hit the man on the back. Amber felt her skin sizzle as he let out a scream. Since when are mages more durable than me? She diverted her sword, and the staff was moved out of the way. Amber reached with her hand and grabbed onto the man’s forearm.

She smiled. “Battery.”

Five cuts appeared on the man’s forearm before he grunted and collapsed to the ground, clutching at his chest. Amber knew at that moment that she had won. It was stupid, but she had won. She felt glee as the mage gripped his staff, struggling to not succumb to the effects of the potion.

She raised her sword, and unlike the demonic mage, she felt the urge to apologize to the man of the Arcane Council.

“I’m sorry.”

She swung down with Cursed Cleave⁠, but a barrier was erected. She smashed right through, but⁠ another slanted one appeared. Completely deviating her sword, the man let out an almost war-cry-like sound and lunged forward.

Amber’s eyes widened, and the man grabbed her by the neck, her sword falling to the ground. His hand choked her. Wasn’t he supposed to be a fucking mage?! she screamed inwardly. Her legs flailed as he raised her up high, and Liz sent another projectile of her best magic. But a barrier blocked it. Amber grabbed at his forearm with all her strength, trying to get him to get off. Cursed Rage Synergy had already maxed out again.

“You…” The man met Amber’s gaze as he choked her. “Are quite something, aren't you?” His voice was incredibly raspy. “Trying to kill me with the curse of a potion.”

Amber wanted to ask how, but the man smiled, seemingly knowing the question.

“Such a cheap tactic won’t work against those in the higher levels, Amber. But I commend your effort.” His voice was slowly turning to normal.

Amber gripped at his forearm to get him to let go. She raised her dominant hand and swung down with Curse Cleave. The hit completely bruised the mage, and yet, he didn’t even react. She repeated it, again and again.

“You are exceptional for your level, you really are.” He squished harder. “If my class didn’t allow me to convert mana to heal me, you certainly would’ve killed me quite some time ago.”

Amber squirmed, and Liz shot yet another deadly explosion that was completely brushed off.

Amber could feel herself dying from the lack of air, and yet the man seemed unrelenting. How in the fuck⁠— and then she remembered. She reached for her back and barely managed to grab the demonic staff. The man paid it no mind, but she thrust⁠. Exploiting the definition of a cleave, she used Curse Cleave to drive the butt of the staff into the side of the man like a stake.

He grunted, and his grip loosened enough for Amber to breathe. The man reached for the staff, but Amber kept it pressed into him, until⁠ she was dropped. Amber fell and reached for her sword, the man removed the staff from his body, and she finally grabbed the Sword of all Mortals. She swung in an upwards arc, using Cursed Cleave.

The sword tore a large gash in the man’s chest, and the man⁠ reached for her. Amber felt helpless, nothing was enough to kill him until⁠ he fell to the ground. The man dully landed, blood pooling beneath him as Amber just stared.

A moment later, a notification appeared.

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 168].]

Considerably less experience for defeating an already gravely injured enemy.

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

For defeating an enemy 100 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Level 168? Amber thought the man would’ve been at least 200, but it seemed that that wasn’t the case.

Her heavy breaths echoed in the forest, silence enveloping them as Liz slowly approached. She looked exhausted, but she made sure to sit next to Amber to check up on her.

“Do you need me to feed you some potions or anything?” she asked.

“No… I’m fine…” Amber replied. “How the fuck was he so…”

“Durable?” Liz asked.

“Yes…”

The blonde mage turned to look at the dead man. “His robe was probably Enchanted or even a Relic-grade piece of armor—though, now it's in tatters,” she said. “He also had that class thing he mentioned. However, that doesn’t explain him almost being able to choke you to death.”

Amber agreed, finally stabilizing her breath. “It doesn’t…”

“And I think I know why he may have been able to do all of that,” she stated.

Amber turned to look at Liz. The anticipation on her face must have been evident since it caused the mage to laugh.

“Wouldn’t you like to⁠— Just kidding, I’m not as insufferable as you.”

“You are even in the mood to joke.” Amber sighed.

“Well, I feel quite free now, and my sister seems to be fine, just unconscious,” she said. “Anyway, while I do not quite know all that much about what I’m about to say, I think it’s the reason the man was so durable in the first place.”

Amber nodded and met the blonde mage’s serious gaze.

“My guess is that he had a Legacy Branch.”

“Legacy Branch?” Amber raised her brow. “What is that?”

“It’s like… a second class but different?” She hesitated.

There was a silence as Amber processed everything before she decided to ask what she was thinking about.

“So, he basically had a second level 150 class…?”

“Sort of?” Liz scratched the back of her head. “I do not know how they work. I just know they are rumored to exist.”

Amber looked at the corpse.

Wasn’t he essentially level 300 then?!

She wondered what could have injured him to that state, but given that it happened in the castle, it just made sense to her. It was the heart of the kingdom.

Maybe there was a level 200 there…?

Amber wondered for a moment before remembering Ax’thra had slapped a level 100 monster out of existence. And her eyes went wide. How strong was Ax’thra? How strong were Dargon and his minions?

She felt off, as if she realized something that would never be possible. However, Amber hurriedly shook her head and got rid of those stupid thoughts. If Dargon could do it, why couldn’t she? Finally, after a period of internal struggle, Amber turned towards Liz.

“Where did you even hear about these Legacy Branches anyway?”

“My family’s library had a book that briefly mentioned them, just as one of the steps to true power or whatever. Didn’t even say how to get one.” Liz shrugged.

Well, that’s disappointing. Amber turned towards the man and considered looting him, but first, she had to go through her notifications.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from level 7 to 9.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

[Curse Aura has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

Then, came a long-awaited notification.

[Cursed Stomp has ranked up. Cursed Stomp is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[Cursed Stomp has reached 2nd Rank — level 1

Discombobulate your enemy and inflict them with the curse you bear! Destroy them and make them suffer! This skill uses mana.

2nd Rank ⁠— Cursed Stomp will now go through barriers.]

Amber’s eyes widened before she grinned. “About damn time.”

“Something good?” Liz asked.

“Yeah.” She nodded. “What about you?”

Liz grinned. “Class advancement.”

Amber blinked and used Identify on the mage.

[Mage. Lvl. 54]

“Are you sure you didn’t ask me to kidnap your sister so you can get levels from me?” Amber asked.

“Rude.” Liz snorted. “That mage could’ve killed me with a single spell, and I still helped you. At least, unlike you, the System is rewarding me.”

“Ouch.”

Amber feigned hurt, but she still felt happy for her friend. Then, she turned to the rest of her notifications. Namely, the level ups.

[You have reached level 68. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 75. 5 stat points awarded.]

“I don’t know if I expected less or more.” She blinked.

Finally, Amber turned to what mattered to her the most, and those were the new skills she was about to get. The level 70 one was…

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 70 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker, you have been offered Curse Sense ⁠— level 1.

You’ve embodied the curse. You can see curses through walls and sense curses from thirty meters away. Range increases per skill level.

Do you wish to replace one existing Core Skill for this? If the replaced Core Skill holds levels, all levels will be transferred to the new skill at the cost of losing one level in it.]

It was basically a better version of Curse Detection—as she had predicted once upon a time. Amber pondered; if she rejected this skill, would she never get a detection-type skill again? She thought about it and decided that⁠ she was going to continue getting better and better skills of previous ones.

Then she let out a longing sigh. Better Cursed Momentum anytime soon?

After a moment, she turned to look at her level 75 offering.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 75 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker, you have been offered Curse Manipulation ⁠— level 1.

You’ve been fighting along with curses for a very long time. It is time to learn to control them. You can affect how a curse is applied and even the strength at which it is applied. While this skill is active, curses are 10% stronger. Percentage scales from skill level.

Do you wish to replace one existing Core Skill for this? If the replaced Core Skill holds levels, all levels will be transferred to the new skill at the cost of losing one level in it.]

Amber blinked. It looked like a really good skill to her. She wondered how exactly the manipulation worked since it could be really good or really bad. However, she also couldn’t just reject the skill.

A sigh left her.

Farewell, Curse Aura.

A moment later, the skill was replaced.

New Core Skill! You have learned ⁠Curse Manipulation — level 4.

You’ve been fighting along with curses for a very long time. It is time to learn to control them. You can affect how a curse is applied and even the strength at which it is applied. While this skill is active, curses are 22% stronger. Percentage scales from skill level.]

Amber smiled at her new skill before finally distributing her attribute points.

[Name: Amber | Level: 75

Class: Cursed Chosen Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Stats:

Vitality: 170

Strength: 160

Dexterity: 143

Endurance: 51

Intelligence: 32

Wisdom: 40

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Cursed Cleave - 2nd Rank Lvl. 7], [Quick Dash - 2nd Lvl. 6], [General Weapon Mastery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 5], [Cursed Momentum - 2nd Rank Lvl. 7], [Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 2nd Rank Lvl. 7], [Cursed Stomp. - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Curse Battery - Lvl. 7], [Recovery of Curses - Lvl. 10], [Cursed Rage Synergy - Lvl. 9], [Curse Manipulation - Lvl. 4]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Elemental Resistance - Lvl. 4], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 6], [Magical Resistance - Lvl. 5], [Sharp Instincts - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 9].]

She had decided to neglect Vitality, at least for this round of level ups. However, Amber was quite pleased with her progress. Finally, she looked at Liz who was staring into the air with a serious expression.

Choosing her advancement it seems…

Amber nodded and moved towards the man. Given he was a member of the Arcane Council, she expected him to have at least some useful equipment. The first thing Amber did was pick up the staff.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Staff of Clarity ⁠— Superb Quality

This staff is enhanced with Great Mana Conductivity, amplifying the strength of all the spells cast by 50%.]

Well, isn’t that broken, Amber scoffed as she began to stow it away before pausing. She looked towards Liz, who was still choosing her class advancement. Then, Amber closed her eyes, remembering all the times the blonde mage had gone out of her way to help.

Amber put the staff near Liz and moved to continue looting the man.

She checked his hands and then went through his pockets, and from one of them, she pulled out a cube that caused her to pause. Whispers began to reach her ears, and Curse Battery began to take a new curse in.

[??? Grade ⁠— ??? ⁠— ??? Quality

??? ??? ??? ??? ???.]

Somehow, Amber instinctively knew what it was.

A divine artifact; something belonging to a Primordial Spirit.


Chapter 25.

Amber continued to stare at the cube. It gave the impression that it was made from obsidian, except for the fact that it had blue lines pulsing across its surface. They were uneven and random, like veins on flesh. However, the thing that captivated Amber the most wasn’t the fact that it was cursed, or the fact that it had pulsing veins, it was the fact that the cube was literally whispering in an unknown language.

It almost smelled like some sort of Pandora’s Box to her. Of course, Amber saw no way in which the cube could be opened, but even then she found it quite… ominous to say the least.

What if I bludgeon someone with it? Maybe it was a nice weapon she could use. Though, she immediately decided it was a bad idea to even show it around.

She lifted her gaze as she saw smoke rising over the city walls.

If possible, I should return it to the royal family… Having it on her person was most definitely going to be a bad idea in the long run⁠—

A burst of flames exploded next to her. Amber blinked, wreathed by the incandescent wave of heat, but she wasn’t actually burned. Instead, it felt closer to being near an oven or something. She turned and saw Liz smiling as she looked at her hands, wisps of flames coming from her fingers.

“I got a very nice advancement,” the mage said, happiness evident in her voice.

“Oh, what is it?”

Liz smiled. “Daughter of Flame.”

Amber blinked. “That doesn’t even sound like a type of class anymore.”

“Exactly.” The mage nodded. “That’s why it’s rare and nice. As for why it was hard to choose… well, there was another rare class.”

“What was it?”

“Well, let’s just say that it had accursed in the name.” She smiled bitterly. “At first, I was excited, but the more I thought about it, the more wrong that class seemed.”

Amber nodded at that. “I had a similar thing happen⁠—”

“What’s that thing?” Liz asked, looking at the cube.

“Some divine artifact,” she said dismissively. “Identify shows only question marks.”

“Can I see it?” Liz opened her palm.

Amber shook her head and put it on the ground. “It’s cursed, so it’s better to not touch it.”

The blonde mage nodded at that and looked at the cube. Once it left Amber’s hand, it stopped pulsating and looked more like an obsidian cube rather than some kind of divine thing, but the Identify result remained the same.

“It really is a bunch of question marks, huh?” Liz said. “I’ve never heard of something like that before.”

“Yeah, maybe tomorrow we can try to give it back,” Amber stated simply. “I don’t want to be executed for having the kingdom’s treasure should anyone find out.”

“Will they find out?” Liz asked.

“I do not want to test that…” Amber sighed. “If it can be avoided anyway.”

“Right, yeah…”

Amber looked at the mage who looked a bit embarrassed. She supposed greed had gotten the best of her. Still, she didn’t judge her. Instead, Amber reached for the man’s staff and presented it to Liz.

“This is…?”

“Your new staff,” Amber said simply, letting the mage hold it.

Liz grabbed it, and her eyes went wide as she began to stutter.

“T-t-this is not something I can t-take,” the mage said in a hurry. “It’s worth… a lot… Way too much.”

“How much is that?” Amber asked.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I cannot accept this… it-it’s way too valuable.”

“Well, if I try to sell it, I’ll probably get scammed, and if I use it, I’d end up using it like some sort of club.” Amber shrugged. “So, you should either keep it or sell it and pay me half of what you earn. Whatever works.”

Though, it’s not like I’m having money struggles.

Liz blinked very slowly, turning between Amber and the staff, and after a few seconds, she nodded hesitantly.

“I’ll… keep it… Just don’t blame me if someone steals it or something…”

“I won’t.”

Liz still seemed hesitant, but a voice startled them⁠—

“Liz?”

Amber turned to see Velda leaning against a tree. The woman looked a bit unsteady, but Liz didn’t seem to care as she rushed to hug her sister.

“That hurts…” She groaned. “What is even happening?”

Amber saw Liz begin to tear up, and she decided she didn’t want to look. It was too awkward for her to intrude on a family reunion like that; however, she couldn’t exactly go wander off either. So, in the end, she was forced to listen, awkwardly shuffling in her position.

“It’s over, Velda…” Liz said, her voice cracking. “You are free now.”

“What do you mean free⁠—” The sister seemed to pause. “You mean that my marriage with Noah is⁠—”

“Noah is dead, Velda. There is nothing to worry about anymore,” Liz said, beginning to sniffle.

There was a silence before the pair started crying, and all Amber could do was sit there awkwardly as she struggled not to cry. For some reason, the atmosphere was infectious.

* * *

They all moved away from the dead man, and Amber took the cube as her possession for now. Eventually, Liz composed herself enough to introduce Amber.

“Velda, this is the person who helped me save you and who I owe my life to… still once,” Liz said awkwardly.

Velda blinked, looking at Amber; of course, Amber felt awkward as fuck.

“You saved my sister’s life and helped save me…?” she asked in disbelief.

Amber scratched her cheek. “Yeah, you could say that⁠—”

She was embraced by the noble woman, more sobs coming, and all Amber could do was let the woman cry on her shoulder. She rubbed Velda’s back as more emotions were let out.

What the fuck has Velda gone through…?

Eventually, Velda calmed enough and even apologized profusely for her actions. Amber reassured her that it was fine. And finally, after all that, they began talking, though it wasn’t what anyone expected.

“So, you didn’t even know about the demon stuff until you were taken to the Risnar residence?” Liz asked in shock.

“I didn’t, and when I did, I had just resigned myself in shock. I even began writing a will.” She let out a hollow chuckle.

Amber was about to say that they already knew that, but Liz was already glaring at her. So, she relegated herself to just listening.

“Anyway, I didn’t know about the Risnars’ plan to lure you, Liz, or anything. But I held out hope that you would come… that my sister would come and… she did.” She teared up a bit. “Just like always; she delivered on that promise.”

Amber nodded. The fact that Velda trusted Liz that much wasn’t something she expected. They continued trying to gather more information but arrived at nothing. Velda was pretty much in the dark. After that, they all slept in the forest.

* * *

“What do you mean we cannot go in?” Amber asked, utterly befuddled.

The guard shook his head. “Cytel is in lockdown now. Too many dangerous occurrences happening at once. It pains the king to close access, but it’s for the best while investigations occur.”

“Is this in regard to what happened in the castle?” Amber prodded.

The guard nodded. “Yes, and in regard to the assassination of the Risnars’ family heir as well.”

“Oh, huh…” Amber was surprised before she said what she felt was most fitting. “A great loss.”

Not like she had killed him or anything.

“Indeed,” the guard agreed. “We hope for your understanding.”

Well, there goes the plan to try to return the cursed cube. She certainly didn’t want to try returning it to the guard; she’d either get arrested or it would fall into the wrong hands one way or another.

The original idea was to try to use the Starkell family name with a certain noble family to pull a few strings before obtaining an audience with the king; unfortunately, that was no longer possible. There was also the fact that using Velda’s identity carelessly ⁠— with the guards for example ⁠— could lead to them being suspects in Noah Risnar’s death.

Given I totally wasn’t the one to kill him, it’s best to have nothing to do with the capital for now, she thought. As an innocent maiden, she simply felt unsafe with a brutal murderer on the loose.

So, she returned, heading back to the forest after moving in random directions to lose anyone who was potentially tracking them. Of course, Amber supposed that the action would ultimately only work on someone without specialized skills, but it was good enough for her.

She was already changed and wearing her old armor, and she had also washed herself at the river to clean off all the blood from her body, so no one gave her more than a glance. Finally, she arrived at a clearing where Liz and Velda were. Both were seated at a decayed tree trunk.

“So, did you manage to find the noble house we told you about?” Liz asked.

Amber shook her head. “The capital is under lockdown.”

The mage’s eyes widened before she sighed. “I guess that makes sense.”

“So, I guess we return to Laria now?” Amber asked. “Unless you have somewhere to go.”

Liz shook her head. “No, I do not.”

Amber nodded, and Velda seemed puzzled. “So, you plan on keeping the super rare artifact that can get you killed?”

Amber nodded yet again, this time directed at her. 

Velda blinked.

“Huh…”

After that, they left the forest and began to look for caravans going to Laria. Amber had been the one to suggest offering the escorting service for free⁠, and soon enough, she found a single caravan of two carts that happily agreed at that. The merchants seemed extremely thankful.

“Thank you. We spent all our money hiring some adventurers,” one said.

“And after they completed the job, they left to look for other people to escort given we couldn’t pay them again,” the other explained.

Given the capital was under lockdown, they immediately departed—something Amber was eternally grateful for.

* * *

Velda had gone to rest. Whatever had happened to her, it seemed like she was exhausted. Amber didn’t even know what kind of thing the demon people could have used to leave her unconscious for that long. So, she sat on the back of the latter cart with Liz.

“The route is different,” Amber commented.

“It’s longer but considerably safer.” Liz nodded. “More relaxing.”

“I thought that the kingdom had a ton of monsters. Are the monsters less dangerous here or…?” Amber asked.

Liz shook her head, chuckling. “Monsters are attracted to mana density; the kingdom of Cytel has quite a lot of that. However, routes like this are the exception. So, if all goes well…”

“There will be no monsters?”

Liz nodded at Amber’s question.

That’s nice. Amber looked at the road ahead. They were mostly surrounded by plains and grassy hills. Overall, it was a pretty sight that she enjoyed⁠— then again, everything in Vir was picturesque to her so long as she stopped to observe it. She did wish she had her phone; the thought of keeping the memories was nice to her.

Plus, what if I return to Earth and post everything on social media? Needless to say, she’d be a prodigious influencer in no time. Though, truth be told, Amber didn’t actually care for any of that.

“Do you think it was wise of us to not get rid of the body?” Liz asked.

“I think animals will eat it.” Amber shrugged. “And if they don’t, well… too late to regret it now I suppose. And besides, there are other things to regret. Like the cube.”

“Right… what will you do with that thing?”

Amber closed her eyes, listening to the whispers coming from the cube hidden within her armor. Sometimes, she felt like the whispers could be understood, but they truly weren’t. They were all unintelligible. Truly a cursed object. Amber sighed.

“I don’t know yet. Maybe I can visit the tower in the Arthra Forest.”

“What if the… organization’s people are there?” Liz asked in a whisper.

Amber shrugged. “Then I guess I die.”

“What? You can’t just say that,” Liz protested. “You should, at least, say run away or something.”

Amber smiled at that, and started bantering with the blonde mage. However, some minutes into it, Velda woke up and looked confused.

“Why are you two mocking each other?”

“Because Liz is fun to upset,” Amber explained simply.

The blonde mage scoffed at that. “You say that, but you get bothered, too.”

“Do I?” Amber grinned.

“Probably…”

She chuckled at that. Velda also smiled before she looked between the two of them.

“I’m glad you two are friends,” she said after a moment. “It’s nice to see you both happy. Especially you, Liz.”

The mage blinked. “Right…”

Then, Velda turned to Amber. “So, how did you meet my sister?”

“Oh.” Amber paused. “Well, it all began as I wandered through a forest…”

* * *

Amber proceeded to regale the epic tale of saving Liz, greatly exaggerating the facts much to the mage’s dismay. In the end, Liz had to correct multiple things and state the facts, though the facts weren’t all that much better.

“So… Amber saved your life?” Velda asked.

“She did.” Liz nodded. “And I’m grateful.”

Velda smiled at that and then asked, “So, what happened after that?”

“Well, we actually ended up forming a dungeon team shortly after that,” Liz explained. “And Amber, uhh… Do you want to explain, Amber?”

Amber paused and nodded. “Sure. So, basically…”

* * *

Velda listened intently to everything the brown-haired warrior was saying, and at first, it sounded mostly normal, even if eating poisonous berries to level up her Toxin Resistance skill was pretty strange. However, it quickly got bizarre. First, an adventurer had challenged Amber to a bout, saying she’d have to quit the dungeon party if she lost. Except, Amber had practically wiped the floor with him.

Worst of all, her sister confirmed the claims and even added extra details on how one-sided the fight had been. Velda found it hard to believe, but it didn’t end there. It turned out Amber led the team through the dungeon, eliminating more monsters than everyone else. And when they encountered undead, they, too, met the same fate, getting mostly annihilated by Amber.

Velda didn’t quite understand because undead had a dangerous miasma that would make it hard for warriors, but she supposed that Amber was just built differently. It was a bit hard to believe, but she trusted her sister, and if Liz said Amber was being realistic, then the warrior was most definitely being honest.

Which was… hard to comprehend…

Then again, Amber had also taken out Noah Risnar in a one-on-one battle, which… sounded ridiculous to her but it had happened. A warrior shouldn’t be able to fight a higher-leveled mage than themselves, and yet… Amber had done it. Of course, Velda wasn’t stupid, she could certainly glean that the warrior had a rare class, if not an extremely rare one.

However, the surprises didn’t stop there. After going deep into a dungeon, two of the members got injured, and they had to retreat, except for the fact that Amber insisted on staying behind.

“Velda, did you know? Amber has a title in Laria?” Liz asked randomly.

Velda blinked. “A title…?”

She found it strange. For someone to earn a title they must have achieved a great feat. Something that was acknowledged by everyone around.

“What is the title?”

Liz smiled. “I’ll let Amber tell you.”

Velda turned to the warrior expectantly. Amber seemed to be pondering before finally she nodded, a smile spreading on her lips.

“My title is Demonkiller.”

“Demonkiller?” Velda blinked. “That’s… Did you kill a lot of undead or something? Why not slayer?”

“Well, I’ll explain what happened in the dungeon, and you’ll understand.”

At this point, even her sister began to pay close attention. Velda, too, was incredibly interested and listened as Amber narrated her journey through the dungeon. It was a massacre. She said that she would use undead as weapons, swinging their bodies around. That she would run from one side of the dungeon to the other looking for monsters; it sounded insane, and yet… even the Guild had confirmed the dungeon was cleared?!

Velda couldn’t believe it; the warrior had cleared an entire dungeon by herself. And as if that wasn’t impressive enough, she met a level 50 summoner who she killed, and the summoned beast was: A Servant of Chaos. Of course, Velda didn’t know what the fuck a Servant of Chaos was, but it was a proper demon. A powerful being. Amber noted that it was over level 100, but that its level had been adjusted to be 80 instead due to the half-summoning or whatever. However, even then, Velda found it hard to believe, but it had happened.

Amber was a… Demonkiller.

She looked at the warrior, admiration present in her eyes. Not only had Amber helped her sister, saving her life multiple times, but she had saved her, too. Velda was grateful, and even though she barely knew the woman, she found herself admiring her.

Amber was strong.

And she, too, wanted to stand proud just like her.

Velda wanted to be strong just like her…

* * *

After Amber finished relaying her experiences, she noticed that Liz’s sister was staring at her with a different kind of expression. At first, she couldn’t quite place it, but it eventually came to her. It was admiration, and that just made things awkward.

No wonder Ax’thra never bragged about being a god. Amber was surprised that a lot of her ways and thoughts were levitating towards the god’s eccentricity; maybe she was meant to be unbearable all along. Ascend to godhood so she could pester people with her timeless existence. Maybe, just maybe that was her purpose⁠. Or not. She didn’t really know why she had come to Vir—if there was a reason at all.

However, she was certain that she hadn’t come here to be admired like some otherworldly being. She disliked that. However, it seemed that it was too late—at least when it came to Velda.

In the end, Amber let the two sisters talk. With her approval, Liz also shared her goals in regard to Primordial Spirits with Velda, though the part of meeting one was completely omitted. Something that Amber noted and increased her trust in Liz.

Finally, she turned to the road where she saw the passing forests in the distance. They were still on the grassy plains, and the sun was setting, the end of the day approaching.

Amber could still hear the whispers of the cube. She expected they would annoy her, but she found them to be calming. Of course, she still found the cube to be ominous as fuck. After all, what kind of object whispered? If it was sentient and talking she wouldn’t find it as weird. Befriending a talking cube sounded fun, but she couldn’t do that.

So, instead, she was left pondering about what it was or what it contained, what it did, and why it was cursed. Even though it was unlikely, she hoped to find answers in Ax’thra’s tower.

Sighing, she turned to the darkening sky. She still felt tired from the consecutive battles yesterday.

I guess I’ll nap.

She laid on the floor of the cart, drifting off to sleep. 


Chapter 26.

Time quickly passed, and Amber saw no fighting whatsoever, but she thought that was alright. Velda, Liz’s sister, had volunteered herself to fight whatever monster came, and now that Liz was strong enough, she was able to allow her sister to do that. So, in the end, the two siblings repelled all the monsters that came. By the time the journey ended, Velda had risen from level 15 all the way to level 22.

Amber commended her enthusiasm.

During the journey, a lot of her time was spent relaxing and talking with Liz and Velda—mostly with the former given that the latter had developed a rather subservient attitude to her. It wasn’t something Amber enjoyed. She didn’t want to be praised. She could praise herself, after all. Instead, she wanted to just enjoy someone’s company.

She hated crowds of people, but small groups were nice. However, she was just as fine fighting monsters for weeks on end.

I’m not as much of an introvert as I thought.

Amber, however, did indulge Velda’s questions, answering a good chunk of them. She did decline to answer some—such as how her abilities worked or what her class even was. But she did, though, share every fight she could remember with Velda.

By the last day, Amber didn’t really have anything to talk about except for the things she couldn’t talk about—being from Earth and meeting a Primordial Spirit. She had even shared her experiences in Ax’thra’s tower. Which earned quite a lot of confusion given the fact that the tower was supposed to be devoid of monsters. In the end, Liz gave her a knowing glance as she dismissed all the notions.

Shortly after that, they started to pass a familiar forest⁠— the Arthra Forest. She considered hopping down and going straight toward the tower, but she decided against it. She wanted to see Thieney again before leaving Laria, and she also wanted to give everyone proper farewells.

Still, Amber couldn’t resist one thing.

She nudged Liz. “Hey, remember when I saved your life?”

Liz sighed. “I miss the old you. The you I first met. You looked lost and innocent, whereas now you are… well, whatever you are.”

Amber blinked. “That’s quite the compliment.”

The mage snorted in response.

She turned back to the forest. In the end, things were odd. Amber found it all hard to believe when she thought about things a bit too much. Not too long ago, she was a college student majoring in finance. She was an athlete, she had run several marathons, and she had even gotten a medal or two. She was also a girl who was estranged from her only parent. But now, none of that really mattered.

She was in a whole fucking other world.

A world with twin moons that broke the laws of physics, their shadows facing each other. A world with unbearable gods who were quite mean when talking and yet oddly endearing. A world where death was the norm.

She found it so fucking odd.

Of course, it wasn’t as if she had completely forgotten about Earth or anything. Killing people still bothered her a tiny bit. To her, it seemed that she had made a weird distinction between the people she killed and people. The people she killed were her enemies, and more importantly, they were evil. She hadn’t wronged anyone she had killed so far. They had all tried to take her life for one reason or another. That or they wanted to take other people’s lives. Just like monsters.

In the end, she had classified them as monsters.

A lot changed…

Amber stared at the passing dirt road. Soon, she would arrive and free herself of all the weird thoughts, but for now, she indulged them.

It’s what makes me human, she thought. I’m not some kind of machine who only wants to push their limits… She wondered if she was meant to come to Vir or if it was just a coincidence, but regardless, she was thankful that it happened.

Amber closed her eyes and allowed the time to pass.

* * *

When she finally opened her eyes, she could see the familiar road that led to Laria. She turned to see the large city a mere few minutes away at most. Then she saw Liz smiling at her sleeping sister who was perched on top of the mage’s thighs. It was a nice sight, but she unfortunately had to break their moment.

“We are arriving,” Amber said, her voice neither quiet or loud.

Liz blinked before turning her head towards the road. “Oh, we are… that’s nice.”

Amber nodded. She was glad to arrive, and the traders seemed very happy, too, fervently discussing what they would do upon arrival. They were, of course, practically shouting at each other given the distance between the carts, which was why Amber got to learn the contents of the conversation. Things like, what they would be selling, what they would store for the winter, and how the prices may have changed after the lockdown of the capital.

It seemed to her that it was a good time to potentially profit with goods from the capital; unfortunately, the traders didn’t get to make use of that. But, Amber didn’t really care all that much about that. Instead, she was just glad that they had finally arrived.

She got down from the cart, and Liz woke Velda up. They followed Amber down and made their way towards the city. Amber waved at the merchants.

“Thank you all for the food and the campfires.”

“No, thank you for keeping us safe!” one replied.

“We are grateful!” the other said.

Amber, of course, didn’t voice out how she hadn’t killed a single monster during the travels. Instead, she continued along with Liz and Velda. The latter were staring at the city with some level of shock.

“Is something wrong?” Amber asked.

“It’s just my first time seeing another city, that’s all,” Velda explained, looking at Laria’s walls. “It’s so different to Cytel.”

Liz chuckled at that. “It is. I haven’t been to Laria all that long, but Amber likes it here.”

“Well, that is because it’s my first city⁠—” Amber stopped herself. She couldn’t exactly say that it was her first time seeing a city in another world or anything. “I just like it.”

“Is that so?” Liz asked her with curiosity.

Velda, however, was way too busy looking at the city as they passed through the gates. The day was close to ending when they stood at the town square, and Liz took the chance to bow.

“Thank you so much for helping me, Amber.”

Amber blinked. “Right… you’re welcome.”

Liz straightened and promptly nodded. “I know I said it last time, but if there is anything I can do for you, I will. I’ll try to look into the matter in regards to the Arcane Council.”

She blinked once more. “You don’t have to do that, but I appreciate it.”

“It’s the least I can do.” Liz smiled sincerely. “I will take a few days now to spend with my sister. What will you be doing?”

Amber placed a hand on her chin. Given they spent a week together, Amber knew that Liz didn’t intend to stick around as a travel partner or anything, even if she would’ve admittedly welcomed her.

“I think I'll go to the tower in the Arthra Forest,” she said after a moment. “But not today.”

Liz nodded, and Velda finally turned to them, having enough of city sightseeing and instead deciding to partake in the conversation.

“If… Amber needs information about an organization, I can try to help,” Velda said hesitantly. “We may not be in the capital, but the Starkell name should have some pull here in Laria.”

Liz nodded at that, and Amber was once more surprised.

“Thank you.”

“Also, if I can say something… It’s… important,” Velda added shyly.

“What is it?”

The blonde girl took a deep breath, her gaze shadowing over as she seemed to start shaking. Amber worried. Liz did, too. But after taking a deep breath, the blonde girl looked up with resolution in her eyes.

“I want to become an adventurer who is just as strong as you, Amber,” she said.

Liz seemed shocked, and Amber, meanwhile, just smiled. She smiled at the fact that the girl wanted to be her; at the fact that Velda wasn’t placing her on some sort of unreachable pedestal; she smiled at everything that that declaration presented. So, she nodded.

“I shall wait then.”

Velda nodded.

“It’s getting late. We should get some sleep,” Liz said, reaching out to hold her sister’s hand. “Velda, I’ll help you with the adventuring stuff, too.”

The noble girl paused and then nodded. “Thank you.”

Liz then turned to Amber. “Thank you again. I hope your night is nice, Amber. Velda and I will stay at the inn you and I used. So, you know where to find us.”

“Alright.” Amber nodded. “As for where I'll stay…” She thought. “I don’t know. I’ll figure it out.”

Amber expected Liz to snort or something, but instead, she nodded and said goodbye. After saying goodbye back, the two sisters left. Now, Amber was alone.

She took a deep breath. For a moment she felt lonely, but the feeling quickly was replaced by feeling liberated. She found it strange.

“I’d normally look for an inn, but… if possible, I’d like to do something first.”

So, she embarked on a quest to find her friend.

* * *

Her first stop was the Guild. Upon arriving, she was met with a familiar figure, though not someone she was looking for. A man of golden hair and blue eyes. A mage. A familiar mage in fact. Luka. And his eyes were wide with surprise.

“Wait… Demonkiller…” His mouth dropped. “How are you… Diamond rank now…?”

Amber looked at the mage and used Identify.

[Mage. Lvl. 74]

“How are you not at Diamond rank?” Amber asked, confused. “You were level 71 when I last saw you.”

The man, however, was unbothered by the comment and simply blinked as if he was looking at an alien.

“I think your question begs the obvious question: are we even living in the same world, Demonkiller? What did you even do to level up so much?”

“Lots of monster killing,” she said, omitting that some of the monsters were humans. “And reaping the experience from killing a very injured high-level individual⁠—one who tried to kill me first.”

“Right…” Luka closed his jaw. “So, we are in the same universe, but you do live in a different world,” he said.

“I’ll take that as a compliment.” She smiled before deciding. “By the way, I’m looking for Thieney, you know the warrior with the shield… the one that in his thirties?”

Luka nodded. “Yes, I do remember him. He’s not here. I believe, using common sense, he’s at his house.”

“And his house is⁠—” Amber stopped herself, instead entering deep thought.

“Do you need directions?” Luka asked. “I can ask around.”

Amber shook her head. “No, I just remembered where he lives.”

“Ah, I see. Farewell then.” He nodded. “I hope that you don’t die from all that reckless leveling. I still wish to know how you killed the demon, but I’d much rather just admire your growth now. It’s not something I can replicate, after all.” He chuckled to himself.

Amber blinked. “Well, the demon died because he was paralyzed from the effects of multiple health potions, and I kept attacking until I cleaved through his head. As for how it happened…” She smiled. “That I won’t say.”

With those words, she turned around and waved.

“See you.”

“Goodbye, Amber the Demonkiller.”

With that, Amber departed.

* * *

Amber knocked on a door. The door to Thieney’s house. He had taken her here to give away his armor and to supply some old clothes. The house itself looked unassuming and rather small, its stone bricks showing great age. She waited for a few moments, and finally the door was opened.

“Can I help⁠—” He paused, looking at Amber. “You are… I can’t even use Identify on you anymore… what happened? Wait…”

Thieney blinked, pausing as he looked her up and down.

“Is this your ghost coming to visit?”

Amber chuckled. “No, of course not. I’ve come to claim what is rightfully mine.”

“Now you really are sounding like a ghost,” the man said, amused. “What is rightfully yours, Amber?”

“You said you felt bad so you’d treat me to some food… well, I suggested that, but still.”

He chuckled. “Yes, and then I handed you a whole silver coin after you bailed on those plans. You should be the one apologizing.”

Amber was caught off-guard by that. She hadn’t actually come to seriously claim free food from the man, she had just felt the need to see him, but still, he did have a point.

“Fine, what kind of fancy restaurant do you want?”

“Nothing fancy, just street food. A stall or two should still be open,” he stated simply. “Let me go get changed.”

Amber hadn’t noticed, but Thieney didn’t have a shirt. So, she let the man take his time to change—which was a whole twenty seconds. After that, they headed to get something to eat.

* * *

Amber sat with Thieney, munching on some balls of meat with wooden utensils.

“So, what level are you now? And, of course, how did you reach it?” he asked, looking at the rather empty streets.

“75, so I’m Diamond-ranked I guess, but I still just have the platinum badge. Don’t know if I care to update it.” Amber shrugged. “Maybe if I need money.”

“A lot of people would immediately rush in excitement to upgrade it.” Thieney sighed. “Though, I suppose you are different.”

She nodded. “As for how I reached the level, there was a lot of killing involved. And I had to… kill more humans.” She winced a bit, thinking Thieney would judge her, but instead, he nodded.

“So, they tried to hurt you, and you had to defend yourself,” he said.

“Yes, or they tried to hurt others,” she said. “There was also a mage, his class was question marks and his levels were, too. He… well, it’s complicated.”

“What level was he?” Thieney asked, a smile present on his face as he ate another piece of meat.

“168.” She sighed. “He almost killed me, even though he was already limping and gravely injured when the battle began.”

Thieney’s eyes went wide at that. “The fuck?”

“Yeah, I know. Somehow it feels unfair when my enemy does the same thing I do to others.” She snorted.

“Not that. How the fuck did you kill a level 168?!” Thieney cried, almost dropping his food.

“Well, he had one foot in the grave, sort of,” Amber began. “He also was cursed, and his wounds wouldn’t close. Not only that, but his mana output had been reduced, too.”

“Right…” Thieney nodded, trying to eat another piece of beef. “So, does this have to do with the capital’s lockdown?”

“I’m pretty sure he was part of the group who caused it,” she said.

Amber considered telling Thieney the truth, but she decided against it—at least, for now. Perhaps it was unfair given he had helped her so much, but to her, it just simply didn’t feel right. She didn’t want Thieney to feel the need to involve himself with whatever the Arcane Council was doing.

“Huh, I see,” he said. “So, can you tell me what Liz asked of you?”

“Oh, she wanted me to kidnap⁠— I mean, save her sister.”

He raised his brow. “Do you mind telling me more about that? It sounds… interesting.”

“Sure.”

Amber regaled her epic tale, earning her a few “you can’t be serious” and “stop messing around”, but eventually, she told him all the facts, which had made him more than a little confused. She also didn’t leave out the parts with the demon people, much to his shock. After that, Thieney was just staring at the floor for what felt like forever before he decided to speak.

“That is a lot to take in,” he said, letting out a deep breath. “So, a bunch of people are summoning demons now? Should we tell the Guild?”

“I don’t know if we should or not,” Amber said after a moment. “I guess the most relevant people are the royal family⁠, maybe even the only right party to inform, but—”

“The capital is on lockdown, and it’s not like we can exactly tell them,” Thieney finished for her. “Not only that, but there is no concrete proof of what you’ve said.”

“Pretty much,” Amber agreed. “So, I suppose it’s a small secret to keep between friends.”

“This goes beyond small.” The man sighed.

“Well, still.” Amber shrugged. “To a lighter topic. How are Emma and the… archer?”

“Lorsan,” he corrected. “They both struggle to move, but they are doing fine now, thank you for asking.”

“Huh, potions are quite bad,” Amber said, rubbing her chin. Luckily, I’m immune to them, sort of⁠… The truth of the matter was, she would still get briefly affected, and in the case of the High-Quality potion, her body ached for a day.

“Indeed they are. Lorsan is considering retirement over it.” He shrugged as he finished the last of his food. “It’s been nice talking to you, Amber, but unfortunately, I have to go.”

Amber blinked. “You go to bed at this hour? The sun hasn’t even set.” She gestured at the sky.

Thieney shook his head. “Emma is waiting for me. I’m taking care of her during her recovery, so, until next time. Make sure to swing by to say goodbye if you leave, though.”

She nodded at that and waved the man off.

Amber finished her own food slowly before deciding to go inn hunting. She sought the most expensive one she could find.

It took about an hour, but she stood in front of a fancy building. It was ornate and made of stone, with wood accentuating it. It had four floors in total. Amber went in and immediately paid for a bath and a comfy room. The best room.

The entire thing had cost her about 70 silver coins, which was quite steep, but she didn’t quite care. Considering she was about to fuck off into the wilderness the next day, it was something she found necessary. The inn-keeper seemed apprehensive given Amber was filthy, but in the end, he had accepted her payment and allowed her to use the bath.

Amber undressed herself, throwing her equipment into the corner of the small, personal room. There was a wall-length mirror there. She was holding the whispering cube, not intending to let it get away from her. She didn’t know when it would grow some tentacles and begin to crawl away. However, the cube wasn’t the thing that interested her. Instead, it was her own body.

Her physical shape was most definitely at the peak of her life, and that brought her a smile.

Amber then turned to the cube and felt its surface; it felt as smooth as ever. The lines on its surface didn’t seem to be present. After examining it for a few more minutes, she decided that it was enough and went to soak in the bath. The cube came along.

During her bath, she discovered a shocking revelation.

The whispering cube was buoyant…

* * *

The next morning, Amber felt incredibly relaxed. She had dreamt of killing a dragon, and it was a rather nice dream. Even Ax’thra had been there to clap. So, in a good mood, she grabbed some supplies—food, water⁠, and anything else she thought she might need. It was all packed in a nice bag that was pretty big all things considered. She then set off to say goodbye to Liz and Velda. She made sure to explain she’d leave for the capital after visiting the tower. Liz told her to be careful, and then the two women said their goodbyes with smiles.

Then, Amber moved on to visit Thieney.

He, surprisingly, was with Lorsan. So, Amber gave her goodbyes to both, even though she and Lorsan were barely acquainted. However, just as she was about to leave, she paused and turned around to face him.

“Hey do you think you could shoot some arrows at me? Like in my arm or something?” She thought about it before continuing, “If they are poisoned, that would be helpful.”

Thieney blinked. “Have you lost your mind⁠—”

“Sure, I’ll make sure to add poison just for you.” Lorsan smiled, agreeing basically immediately. “Your ways of training are quite interesting.”

Amber felt glad that she didn’t have to convince the archer. She had expected a different reaction, but then she remembered how the man had eaten an Osthus Berry for the sake of trying it and figured that was just how he was.

Minutes later, she had three arrows embedded in her body, and Cursed Momentum activated. Then, Amber bade her goodbyes yet again. The experience in heading to the gates was quite weird given people kept looking at her in concern. Even the guard did a double-take when she left.

But she didn’t pay any mind, and instead, she ran. She ran using the full extent of her physical abilities, using Quick Dash to reach the Arthra Forest as soon as possible. She wanted to see what was left of the tower, if Ax’thra was there, if the people had left something behind⁠. She wanted to see all of that.

So, she used everything.

* * *

Amber crossed the stretch between Laria and the forest in a mere two hours, scaring several merchants in the process and even earning her hostile fire from an archer. However, she had ignored all of that, not daring to stop for a second.

Even as she arrived in the forest, she took no time to pay any attention to her surroundings. Instead, she headed directly towards the tower. Monsters in the forest seemed to now run away from her, and the monsters whose levels she couldn’t see didn’t seem to be anywhere present. So, she continued to run.

What had once been a journey that had taken her multiple days, was now turned into six hours as she saw the tower in the distance. The sun was still shining brightly overhead, and the weather seemed perfect.

Amber couldn’t believe how much faster she had become; how much strength she had gained; how much she had changed. It was mind-blowing to her.

She paused, feeling the curse of the cube increase. She shuffled with her armor before taking the cube out, and its blue lines were as bright as ever.

Amber blinked at that, and then she decided to keep running towards the tower with the cube in hand. To her surprise, the blue seemed to be brighter the closer she got.

So it can locate towers? She smiled at the realization. That’s nice.

A few minutes later, she arrived before the tower where it all began. Amber looked up only to see that the tower had been fixed.

Maybe Ax’thra is still here? Amber strode into the tower with a smile as the cube shined brighter than ever, and she found⁠—

Nothing. Nothing was happening except for the fact that the cube was now shining in a very bright blue light.

Amber circled the puddle of water that had broken her fall and immediately headed up the stairs. The first floor was empty, the second was, too, the third, the fourth, the fifth…

They were all empty.

Ax’thra was gone.


Chapter 27.

Amber stood on the fifth floor. It looked just like a lot of the floors. She considered returning to Laria and maybe departing to look for the next tower after that. However, given the tower was fixed, she decided to keep going up the floors. At first, nothing seemed interesting, but floor ten resembled a roman bath-house. She made note of that and continued ascending the tower.

On floor twenty, she found the floor seemed to be made of gold, except it now looked cracked and old.

Amber continued ascending, seeing vine-filled floors and even one with a garden. It didn’t take long before she reached floor forty⁠— the floor where she had fought the Knight of All Mortals. It had been repaired. The destroyed and charred ground was no more⁠— or rather, the floor was there once again, given it had been completely obliterated. However, even though the floor had been restored, Amber saw something.

Corpses. Two of them. She recognized their robes. They were the mage and the brawler who came to attack Ax’thra initially. Still, it seemed that Dargon was missing. Amber looked at the two people and lamented the fact that their equipment was missing. Still, she checked them over, even though the smell coming from them was something that made her stomach churn. Unfortunately, they had nothing on their bodies.

She moved to ascend to the next floor and then paused, looking at the corpses.

Multiple thoughts passed through her head. Part of her wanted to believe that Ax’thra had won the fight just fine, but then… Dargon was missing, and the Primordial Spirit was nowhere to be seen. So, she wasn’t so sure about her friend’s flawless victory. She hoped that he was fine wherever he was. However, Amber’s thoughts didn’t stop there because the main thing that was occupying her mind was something else.

The people of the Arcane Council had come for Ax’thra, but that wasn’t the exact thing on her mind either, it was much broader. It was the fact that people did what they did; that bandits killed for money, that people wanted to summon demons to change the world, and that the Arcane Council wanted to replicate what made Primordial Spirits gods⁠— it was all of that.

People act selfishly and for personal gain… she thought. I guess, it’s not that different from Earth… She thought about all the things that also plagued Earth—robberies, corruption, even people abusing their power. Sure, the issues were a bit different between the two worlds, but they did share the common similarity of damaging someone else.

At least, that’s how Amber felt.

In the end, she didn’t really get it, and perhaps she never would. However, she tried to not let those thoughts linger, and instead, she ascended the tower once more.

She passed the floor with the burning rocks, which now didn’t have any of that. Instead, it was just a floor with a rocky ground.

Amber passed by numerous familiar floors. She even found the pair of chairs Ax’thra had summoned for their talk. But she continued higher and higher, even passing the frog floor, and then⁠, she arrived at the place she had called her home. The room she had nested herself in. There were multiple pieces of cloth on a table, a bucket-looking thing with stale water, and a very crude sleeping place, which was made up of a crude pillow and blanket, both made from monster hide.

She stared at it for a long moment. Her phone was certainly gone, and that made her glad. Maybe Ax’thra had won.

Amber looked out of the window and reminisced about the time she had spent in the tower. In the end, she couldn’t help but smile.

“A nice introduction to the world of Vir,” she mused.

At first, it wasn’t so nice, but now, she looked fondly at her time spent with Ax’thra.

She smiled to herself for what felt like a few minutes before she left, continuing her ascent of the tower. She passed the familiar golem and guardian floors, but soon it became uncharted territory. She saw some completely empty floors, and others were collapsed or too abstract for her to make anything out of them. The more she ascended, the more frequent the theme became.

Maybe what made them special had largely to do with Ax’thra’s magic? That was her theory anyway.

It took about an hour, but she reached the top of the tower. It was an open floor for it was the rooftop of the tower, and the only thing present there was a throne. It was ornate, almost pompous, and yet it was made from rock. It had carvings, intricate details, and moldings, even depictions of great battles that seemed to still be moving, and Amber stared at it. She smiled. In the end, she couldn’t help herself and sat on it.

The whispering cube was still as shiny as ever, but she didn’t really mind. Its curse didn’t even seem to do anything, which she found strange.

Though, I’ll have to cover it when I go to the next tower.

She stared at the expanding forest and smiled.

* * *

Amber spent quite a long time on the throne, but in the end, she left the tower. It took about thirty minutes to reach the bottom since she didn’t stop to view stuff, though she still did it in a leisurely manner. Now, she stood on the bottom floor, looking out towards the forest.

So I guess I go to the capital now? That thought felt wrong. Boring even. Then she remembered something. She remembered her level ups and her new skill. She remembered how she had wanted to try it, and a smile slipped onto her face. She wanted to know how Curse Manipulation worked, and this was the perfect place to try it.

“I wonder if the monsters I previously ran away from are about my level?” Amber asked herself in an excited manner.

Cursed Momentum was still fully active due to the arrows in her body, so it was the perfect opportunity to go test stuff⁠—

A roar echoed in the distance, and Amber unsheathed her sword, her heart drumming in anticipation. She felt that the roar was familiar, almost too familiar. Finally, she took a deep breath and ran⁠. She used Quick Dash, dashing dozens of meters in a moment as she sprinted at full speed. The trees blurred around her, but Amber charged ahead in the direction the noise had come from. 

She skipped over a rock, her feet carrying her over a small hill. She was already raising her sword as she reached the apex due to Sharp Instincts informing her of something. A moment later, she saw the Ruthar Bear from the past. Its colored patches of fur were all in the same place. She slid down the small hill and stared at the monster as it ate an animal carcass.

[Ruthar Bear. Lvl. 58]

So, it’s weaker than me. She felt some of her excitement dwindle, but then the monster turned towards her and roared. The Ruthar Bear charged, and Amber grinned, immediately forgetting her disappointment. Perfect target to test my skill.

She raised her sword as the monster charged. At first, she couldn’t feel anything, but when she focused on her sword, she felt it. The Curse of Laceration. How it seemed to cling to the sword, how it fed on the things it cut to maintain its energy, and more importantly, the ways it would lacerate her enemies. And her skill allowed her to change that.

The bear arrived and swiped its claw, but Amber ducked. She was much faster than it, and while she felt tempted to try to fight the bear bare-handed, she had something much more important to do.

The bear swiped again, and she stepped to the side. This time, Amber focused on moving the lacerations inside of the sword, like fine-tuning them. At first, they resisted, but slowly, they began to move, and her mana was consumed along with it—much to her surprise⁠.

The bear took part of her hair. Perhaps she could’ve tried to figure it out just before battle, but she found that boring. Why do both separately when she could do them at the same time? Of course, she hoped it would be a lot more tense.

She dodged again, moving the pattern of the lacerations as close as she could to each other, but after dodging the bear yet again, she found that⁠ they refused to move further. They had been tightly packed in a circle, and she found that holding them there also took mana. She frowned, and the bear hit her⁠—

She skidded across the dirt ground and turned to look at the angry monster. Her forearm was bleeding from blocking the attack, but Amber grinned since it was time to⁠ test. The bear came at her, and she took a step forward, readying her blade. Her muscles bulged, the attack moved, and she slashed⁠. Cursed Cleave went off as it collided with the paw of the bear, and its paw burst.

Crimson blood splattered in all directions, accompanied by pieces of flesh. The bear shrieked, and Amber’s eyes widened before she slashed again, deep into its arm. She saw dozens of cuts burst at once, its bone shredded into shards. The monster reeled, and Amber charged⁠, attacking at once with a well-placed Curse Cleave directed at the monster’s neck.

The bear stumbled, and the slash barely missed, finding purchase on the monster’s clavicle instead, but it didn’t matter as blood burst, spraying everywhere. As the monster pulled back and fainted from blood loss, Amber knew that her skill was strong.

Except, given the mana consumption, she could barely use it for a minute at most, which was bullshit.

[You have defeated a [Ruthar Bear. Lvl. 58].]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

So, curses with the skill are 25% stronger now, huh? she thought, remembering the level 4 entry. Hopefully leveling it up also reduces mana cost.

Amber looked at the dead bear. The creature that had once terrified her had now easily been slain by her hands. From predator to prey. Two different roars echoed in the forest, and Amber turned in the direction of Laria. Unfortunately, she didn’t know the way to the capital otherwise.

“Hopefully, this next monster is stronger.”

Amber adjusted her grip on the Sword of All Mortals, took a deep breath, and rushed.

* * *

She tore through two more monsters, testing her skill with a lot more finesse, and she discovered a few things. One was that the skill level up made the laceration pattern easier to move, but it still became hard as soon as she tried to force it beyond what was a comfortable spot. Another was that the mana consumption did not decrease from level ups, and the skill had the same mana consumption regardless of whether she was moving the laceration pattern or just holding it in place.

The fact that the consumption did not seem to lower would've made her sad, but after further experimentation, she realized that she was getting faster at adjusting the pattern. Not only that, but she could do it mid-battle. She was almost to the point in which she could adjust it to a comfortable circle in a mere second. Of course, she hoped that down the line she'd be able to focus it all in a single spot— a single line containing all the lacerations.

However, for now, her goal was to reduce the one-second time in creating the circle to about a third of a second. That way, she'd truly be able to exploit the skill to the max.

[You have defeated a [Great Simiasani. Lvl. 55].]

[You have defeated a [Ruthar Boar. Lvl. 56].]

[Cursed Manipulation has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

Amber smiled at the last notification. The skill was truly too good. It was even easy to level, too.

From what she had gleaned, skill level ups depended on two things: how many times they were used in battle and how strong the opponent was. In this case, while the opponents weren't that strong, she was using the skill all the time during the battle.

She truly couldn't wait for the time she fully mastered Curse Manipulation. Right now, she could only make a circle about the size of a basketball. Amber smiled and then turned in Laria's direction. She was having a hard time prioritizing returning, but she was still trying⁠— just while killing the strong monsters she saw or heard.

She wasn’t a crazy monster hunter or anything. She would spare those that were too far away or the much lower-level monsters. Amber wondered about whether her supplies would last her on the way to the capital or not, but she decided that she didn’t care. Maybe she’d return to Laria and find a caravan, though she’d still try to subsist on her rations and nature this time around. Probably.

Amber quickly began to run again; her body felt good. No, it felt more than good. She felt stronger than ever, and maybe she was just imagining it, but the Curse Manipulation skill just made her feel giddy. Unfortunately, she couldn’t think of a way to exploit it just yet, and maybe it couldn’t be exploited at all, but she didn’t mind. The skill had too much potential.

* * *

Amber felt her blood pumping through her veins, her heart rushing in excitement. She hadn’t heard or even seen a monster in the last two hours, but now, she found something. Sharp Instincts told her the monster was in that direction, and she didn’t miss the opportunity, slightly deviating from her route towards Laria.

She was crossing the forest at great speed, narrowly dodging the trees as they soon became nothing more than a distant blur in the distance. She was close, she could feel it.

Amber ran, climbing an upwards slope, and that’s when she raised her sword and made use of Curse Manipulation, immediately shifting the pattern of the lacerations. Holding her breath, she reached the end of the slope and jumped. Her eyes quickly locked onto a large monster. It resembled an alligator except for the fact that it was blue and had an eye at the center of its head. Its middle eye was looking right at her, and the other two locked in like a chameleon.

[Azuli Allitoris. Lvl. 60].

However, it was too late for the monster.

Amber grinned, shifting her weight as she spun in the air, performing a front-flip with the weight of her sword. Flipping in the air, she carried all the momentum and used Cursed Cleave as well as Cursed Rage Synergy. The monster opened its large maw, baring its serrated teeth, and⁠ the sword clashed against the Azuli Allitoris’ maw. Blood exploded. Bone fragments burst, brain matter splattered, and blood ripped through the air, hitting the nearby surroundings.

Amber landed, stumbling as she turned, only to see the lifeless monster missing a large part of its head.

Shit… was that too much…? She didn’t even get to learn anything!

A moment later, the confirmation came.

[You have defeated a [Azuli Allitoris. Lvl. 60].]

[Cursed Manipulation has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

She was surprised to level up her skill from that, but she wasn’t complaining. She didn’t expect to get a level up any time soon, given she was bullying monsters that were at the very minimum 15 levels below her, but she was learning a lot. She wished there were stronger monsters nearby, but it seemed like that wasn’t the case.

“Oh well.”

She took a deep breath and resumed her trek back to the road outside of the forest.

* * *

Vald was pleased. Based on gossip, he had heard the capital was due to reopen its gates in about a week. Which meant prime opportunity for merchants like him. Of course, many others thought the same, so a caravan was quickly assembled as soon as the rumors started. They set off quite late in the day and hastily hired adventurers to help with their journey, which, ⁠hopefully, wasn’t going to be that dangerous. But Vald didn’t care too much just so long as he got to keep his life.

He had grown numb to the deaths of the adventurers who accompanied him through his different journeys. Of course, he still felt a bit bad, but he stopped losing sleep over it a very long time ago. Ultimately, it was a trade. The adventurers risked their life for money, and Vald, as a trader, supplied it. Not only that, but he also supplied food and drink, shelter and warmth; he gave anything an adventurer would need to survive. It was an exchange of services.

He yawned, looking at the road ahead. They were passing through the Arthra Forest. Unfortunately, they couldn’t set up camp here due to the large volume of monsters, so they had to continue until they found a safe place. In Vald’s calculations, this was about two hours away.

He hoped for a peaceful trek, but the distant angry roars told him otherwise.

The adventurers got ready. The roars were powerful—powerful enough for him to forget his tiredness. He looked towards the forest, and he could sense the tension in the air as the roars got closer and turned into shrieks, pained wails of agony. The monster or monsters still roared, aggressively so, but sometimes, he would hear yelps.

Then, with one powerful roar, Vald saw a burst of flames within the forest, and he paused.

A Grand Drake.

Probably the strongest monster in the Arthra Forest, and something was killing it. Everyone recognized the significance of what was happening as they began to hurry their horses on with bated breaths. Vald was nervous and began sweating as the shrieks grew closer and closer until⁠—

A burst of flames crossed out of the forest and into the road ahead. That’s when he realized⁠ that they were doomed⁠.

A large figure flew through the air, gore splattering across its path as it landed on the road. Dead.

Everyone stared at it with wide eyes and horror. The Grand Drake was shredded apart, thousands of cuts marring its body, blood pooling onto the ground even though it was already dead. Then, the rustling of bushes echoed, and Vald felt his heart stop.

“Run!” one adventurer cried and sprinted into the opposite side of the forest.

The others followed shortly after.

Vald and the other merchants panicked to get off their wagons, but for Vald, who was the closest to the monster, it was too late. A figure emerged from the bushes. A disfigured monster that was made from blood⁠—

Vald paused.

It was a woman with a backpack. This made him even more alarmed than ever. After all, no one fought like that. No one killed monsters with such brutality. No normal person did anyway. So, who was she?!

Is she a murderer? A psychopath? A crazy forest dweller?!

“Hey,” she called, and he flinched. “Are you by chance going to the capital: Cytel?”

He felt her gaze boring into him, and at that moment, he realized. He couldn’t lie to her, lest his head fly off. Bracing himself, he answered, “Yes.”

“Nice, I’ll come along, too!” she happily chirped.

Hearing that, Vald fell to the ground, inwardly praying for his own survival during the journey, for he knew he couldn’t say no to this potential killer.


Chapter 28.

Amber, at first, had been a little bothered by how everyone treated her. Some adventurers had even quit and returned to Laria as soon as she joined the caravan. Thankfully, after she fought off some monsters, the feeling of alienation slowly faded. Towards the last day, Amber felt comfortable enough to talk to someone. Namely, the merchant she had first interacted with. Though, the man still seemed a bit uncomfortable around her.

“What do you need, Amber?” he asked, his tone slightly cold.

She understood that the caravan was wary of her due to how she had killed the Grand Drake, but in her defense, the likelihood of a caravan passing through as she was doing that was low. Plus, she was having fun, and she hadn’t hurt anyone. It felt unfair to some extent, but she supposed she was approaching levels of strength that put people on edge around her.

Finally, a sigh left her as she got on the cart, much to the merchant’s dismay.

“I wanted to ask if you knew anything about the Primordial Spirit tower near the capital?”

“I’ve heard rumors,” the merchant replied, closing his eyes. “Nothing concrete.”

“Do you want to share those rumors?” Amber raised her brow.

The merchant sighed. “I’ve heard that the royal family knows of its location, and I’ve also heard that it's a dangerous location. All of the monsters are incredibly strong, even for someone of your power,” he said dispirited. “I’d advise you to stay away.”

“Huh, but that sounds fun,” Amber argued back. “I mean, almost dying and everything.”

The merchant shrugged. “If that’s what you want to do in life, who am I to argue against that?”

“I guess?” Amber was confused.

She hadn’t talked to anyone in the caravan really and had even kept to herself during the meals and sleeping time. No one bothered her for anything, and aside from asking this particular merchant about the journey, she didn’t know him all too well. However, he was the most inclined to talking with her.

Weird how different this caravan feels in comparison to the other ones. In the other ones, she was welcomed, whereas here she felt like an unwanted guest, and to some extent⁠, she kind of was. But she still found it stupid. Her frustration had been building up for the entire journey now.

“You know, we probably won’t be seeing each other again after this, so being friendly won’t kill you,” she commented.

The merchant blinked and glanced at her, then back at the road. A second later, he sighed.

“I still can’t get your strength out of my head.” He shook his head. “It’s hard to be friendly when that’s all I can think about, but sure, I’ll try.”

“A-ha.”

He took a moment to think before he asked a question. “Are you going to Cytel to approach that tower you asked about?”

“Pretty much.” She nodded. “As for finding it? Well, I’m sure I’ll be able to.”

“Awfully confident. That’s nice.” He smiled. “Make sure to not misplace that confidence, lest you’ll meet your demise.”

“I have a cube that whispers into my ears, I’ll be fine.” She dismissively waved. “Tell me more about the towers…” Amber hesitated. “What is your name…?”

The merchant laughed. “Vald. My name is Vald.” He smiled at her, this time with a lot more sincerity. “You’re quite down to earth, aren’t you?”

“Well I am from Earth, so yes.” Amber smiled, knowing the man wouldn’t get what she meant.

The man raised his brow with a smile. “Never heard of that place, but sure. As for your question.” He turned back to the road. “As you probably know, the towers were originally built to worship the gods. But after Vir received the gift of the System, they began to symbolize something else.”

Amber raised her brow at that. It was the first time she had heard of something like that, so her curiosity was piqued.

“What did they symbolize?”

He turned to her.

“A trial of strength,” Vald said simply. “Those that proved to be worthy inside the tower would be rewarded accordingly.”

Amber raised her brow. “Does that mean that⁠—”

He nodded. “Yes. Theoretically, if you could find the tower, you’d be able to partake in this trial by merely climbing its floors.”

Amber blinked at that.

That sounds fucking amazing.

She didn’t know why the idea excited her that much, but it did. It was like a challenge. And, of course, she liked challenges. It was something to overcome, something to push her to do better, and something that could bring out the best in her.

A smile slipped onto her face, much to the merchant’s surprise.

“I’m really looking forward to it,” she said after a brief silence.

“You are strange.” He turned back to the road. “First time I’ve met an adventurer like you, and I’ve met a lot of you people.”

“First time I’ve met a merchant like you.” Amber shrugged in response. “Though, it’s not like I’ve met a whole lot of you.”

Vald shook his head. “I’m just like any other, work for profit, and… that’s about it I guess?” He thought for a moment. “I have two children who I wish to support, though they live with my wife. Our marriage is annulled, so I guess it’s wrong to say wife, but at the same time, there is⁠—” He stopped himself. “It’s complicated.”

“It does sound complicated,” Amber agreed.

“What about you? You don’t seem particularly old,” he asked.

“Uh…” How the fuck do I even explain anything? “I don’t think I can explain it either.”

That earned her a chuckle from the merchant.

After that, they continued talking. Sometimes about life, but for the most part about Amber ⁠— Vald seemed awfully curious about her excitement towards the tower. She spoke about enjoying challenges and other life experiences. She didn’t mind opening up with someone she wouldn’t meet again, and it was also a nice way to pass the time.

The hours ticked by, and eventually, the capital became visible in the distance. That’s when Amber knew, it was time for her departure.

She hopped off the cart and waved at Vald. Their conversation had mostly ended anyway, and so she spoke.

“Well, I’m going to go look for the tower now.” Amber waved at him.

Vald blinked. “Wait, now? But we aren’t even at the capital yet.”

Amber shrugged. “I really want to get to the tower as soon as possible, so, farewell.”

With a smile, she turned and immediately rushed into the forest. She threw a coin back at Vald, who scrambled to catch it.

By the time Amber was into the thicket of trees, she heard him call, “Good luck!”

The caravan kind of sucked at first, but the end of the last day was actually quite nice, all things considered. Her smile deepened. I kind of hope I meet Vald again, now.

Of course, she was prepared to not be disappointed if it didn’t happen, but it was a nice thought to have. Finally, she reached inside her bag and pulled out the divine artifact, the whispering cube. Amber could already see the blue lines pulsing, and so, she got to work in locating the tower.

* * *

Amber ran through the forest, killing the occasional monster and avoiding those that didn’t look interesting enough. She didn’t even pay attention to their levels, whether one was stronger or weaker than her; it didn’t matter at the moment. The only reason she even bothered to fight things was because she wasn’t all that sure where the tower was.

It also allowed her to progress her skills, several of which had seen some level ups from all her kills in the past week.

[You have defeated a [Grand Drake. Lvl. 61].]

…

[You have defeated a [Ackal Aureus. Lvl. 27].]

…

[You have defeated a [Swift Versali. Lvl. 66.]

…

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 6 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 7 to 8.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

She had even seen a level up, too. She invested the points into Wisdom.

[You have reached level 76. 5 stat points awarded.]

Amber smiled at the sight; however, there was a problem with her status. It was the fact that a lot of her skills were stuck on level 10. Even Recovery of Curses, which had quickly reached level 10, was stuck there. Curse Battery was the only skill she had remaining that could still level within her Core Skills.

She found it a bit troublesome. The gap between level 10 and 2nd Rank seemed to always take a while, but she felt that it was unusually hard. She turned to her status.

[Name: Amber | Level: 76

Class: Cursed Chosen Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Stats:

Vitality: 170

Strength: 160

Dexterity: 143

Endurance: 51

Intelligence: 32

Wisdom: 45

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Cursed Cleave - 2nd Rank Lvl. 9], [Quick Dash - 2nd Lvl. 7], [General Weapon Mastery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 7], [Cursed Momentum - 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Cursed Stomp. - 2nd Rank. Lvl. 3], [Curse Battery - Lvl. 8], [Recovery of Curses - Lvl. 10], [Cursed Rage Synergy - Lvl. 10], [Curse Manipulation - Lvl. 10]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Elemental Resistance - Lvl. 4], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 6], [Magical Resistance - Lvl. 5], [Sharp Instincts - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 9].]

At least, 3rd Rank is within the horizon. Truthfully, she didn’t want to imagine how hard it was to cross that gap if 2nd Rank was already so hard at times. Hopefully, the tower will aid me with this and also supply me with answers in regards to Ax’thra. Amber nodded to herself and turned to the cube.

It was shining considerably more now, and she had only been running for around three hours. While now, she was even past the location of the capital, having gone in a straight diagonal line, Amber could sense that she was going in the right direction. It was only a matter of time before she found the tower. She was sure of it.

She hoped to not run into anyone from the Arcane Council given how easily she had found out about the tower herself.

Amber took a deep breath and continued forward.

* * *

It had taken about three hours, and she had even had to resort to climbing. But eventually, she saw the tower in the distance, and somehow, it looked bigger. Much bigger than the one in the Arthra Forest. The sight made her rush toward the tower. However, as she got closer, she spotted people. They all wore leather armor and standardized equipment, and they all chatted with each other as they headed toward the colossal structure.

Amber was too far away for her to listen in—unfortunately. However, it was something she was wary of. Did it have to do with the royal family? It probably did. The people were walking with purpose—something that she most definitely didn’t expect.

She became much more careful in her approach. Another hour passed, and the sun began to set. She finally came to a clearing within the large forest. The tower was far from the city, much farther than she had expected, but what she saw on arrival surprised her far more than anything previously.

There was a camp. A camp of people at the entrance of the tower. They were all happily chatting. There was even a smith and a food tent of sorts. More surprising than anything, they all wore the same leather armor and had similar weapons at their disposal. Amber’s eyes narrowed, and she circled around it from within the forest.

She wasn’t a rogue or assassin or anything, but she had noticed that no monsters came near the tower. She hoped that the people of the camp didn’t have active rangers looking for people. To her surprise, they didn’t. She had hidden her cube long ago, so there was no light around thankfully.

As she snuck through the woods, circling the camp, she was able to hear some level of conversation. One that she found interesting.

“To believe the royal vault was robbed! And here I was doing my training. If only I could’ve helped…”

A man laughed at that. “And die? How long have you got left on your training, boy?”

“Three more months…” the first person replied shyly, a laugh came soon after.

Of course, that wasn’t the only conversation she had managed to overhear. She even managed to hear speculation about who had attacked the royal vault⁠ ⁠— though, no one seemed to have any idea it was the Arcane Council. Some guessed it had to do with a place called the Republic of Mercenaries, but other than that, there were no concrete names.

However, from what she managed to gather, the people gathered were part of the kingdom, directly serving under the queen and king of Cytel. Amber wondered if they were some special force or something, but she wasn’t stupid enough to ask. Instead, she walked around the forest and inched closer to the tower.

Given the different design, she hoped there was another entrance; otherwise, she had no clue how she was going to sneak past all the people. When she finally got to see the entrance of the tower, she also saw another entrance around the side, though it appeared sealed.

Amber examined the tower. It had pillars lining each of its floors, and in the space between them, there were just walls. The main entrance lay in one of the spaces, and in a different space the closed entrance did, too. That gave her hope of finding an open entrance.

She continued circling the tower and eventually saw two people walking the perimeter of the tower.

“Why are we doing this again? No one comes here,” one of the guards said.

“Because it is our duty. Seriously, how did you make it here? You are supposed to be loyal to the kingdomship,” the other scoffed.

“I am loyal.” The first guard was offended. “I am just not blindly loyal. I don’t see why we have to guard this area!”

Amber used the chance to continue past them, and soon enough, she saw an open entrance right behind the tower. Her eyes looked left and saw no one, and the right was clear, too. Finally, she took a deep breath and used Quick Dash, immediately entering through the dark entrance.

There was only darkness⁠— even the light from the outside seemed to be missing. After blinking, she saw something else. She stood in a circular room with sandstone walls and floor.

What⁠—?

A growl caught Amber’s attention, and she paused seeing a gigantic scorpion in the middle of the room. It had black chitin, though its pincers and stinger were dripping with some kind of acidic venom. The creature hissed, and Amber used Identify.

[Venomous Vencer. Lvl. 82]

High level.

Amber unsheathed her sword and waited a moment before the monster rushed. The chittering of its legs resounded across the room, and Amber grinned. She wasn’t afraid of it. In fact, she was dying to test out the capabilities of Curse Manipulation. She charged forward and modified the Curse of Laceration, then with a Quick Dash, she moved to its side and slashed. Curse Cleave activated at the same time.

The sword hit the scorpion’s side, and black chunks of chitin burst, numerous cuts appeared, and Amber’s eyes flashed with surprise. The attack didn’t go through? The monster screeched and swiped, and she used Quick Dash to get out of the way. Amber flinched, feeling part of her arm scraped as a tingling pain spread.

It was the venom.

Cursed Momentum immediately reached a third of its strength, and Amber knew that this was a battle she had to be careful in. A small numbness spread across her arm, but midway through, it was stopped by Recovery of Curses.

Amber took a deep breath as the scorpion charged forward, and she sheathed her sword. She knew exactly what she had to do. Dashing with her mana, she moved out of the way and grabbed her dagger instead. Then, she used⁠…

Cursed Stomp.

The ground fractured, and lacerations spread across the scorpion’s leg, pieces of chitin flew, and the monster stumbled. Amber dashed forward with mana, reaching the scorpion in a moment, and she cleaved⁠, stabbing the scorpion with the exploitation of her skill, and the dagger dug deep. She penetrated past its chitin and lacerated its inside with Curse Manipulation.

Amber immediately dashed out of the way as the monster screeched, its body cut from the inside as the dagger was left behind.

Just like that, she had used half of her mana.

Amber grabbed the Sword of all Mortals, unsheathing it again. The scorpion was shaking, thrashing in one spot before it let out a violent shriek. At that moment, venom sprayed.

The ground burned where it touched, and then⁠ it did it again, and again. Amber’s eyes went wide as she dodged the sprays of venom. The monster was doing it at random, haphazardly, and while it was easy to dodge, the smell caught her attention.

You can’t be serious.

The fumes made her body feel numb. It was happening almost too fast, and the scorpion kept crying out as it attacked its surroundings in a panic. She thought she could outlast it, but then Amber realized that the scorpion’s mannerisms didn’t seem to change, whereas her body was getting number by the second.

So stupid, she thought, gritting her teeth. Her heart skipped, and she dashed forward, narrowly avoiding the acidic venom coming from the scorpion’s stinger. Then, jumping on its back, Amber swung her sword⁠ ⁠— holding it by the blade ⁠— and the guard pierced its chitin as the beast screeched.

She repeated it again, and Sharp Senses blared. Amber ducked, and the scorpion’s stinger stabbed, hitting its hard back and shattering it in an instant. The scorpion recoiled and did it again. Amber got her shoulder scraped as the numbness overtook her body. She nearly slipped, and the scorpion used its stinger again, piercing its own body. At that moment, she decided that it was enough.

Fucking⁠—

Cursed Rage Synergy and Curse Battery!

She hit it with her palm, and lacerations exploded across the monster. She didn’t even bother to use Curse Manipulation as she heard the monster shriek. Then, with a spasm, it stabbed out with its stinger and nearly pierced Amber’s back. But she let go, falling to the ground as numbness filled her body, and the scorpion died.

[You have defeated a [Venomous Vencer. Lvl. 82].]

A deep breath left her seeing her notifications.

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Recovery of Curses has ranked up. Recovery of Curses is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[Recovery of Curses has reached 2nd Rank — level 1

The curses fuel you. You regenerate stamina and health when affected by a curse. The higher the skill level, the more effective the skill is.

2nd Rank ⁠— Once a day, the skill can enter overdrive, doubling its effect for 15 minutes.]

[You have reached level 77. 5 stat points awarded.]

[You have reached level 78. 5 stat points awarded.]

That’s nice… She wanted to speak, but she found that she couldn’t, so she lay there waiting for the numbness to pass.

She didn’t expect for the first floor of the tower to open up like that, but even though she could hardly move, she was excited.

Just what kind of monsters are on the floors above?

She couldn’t wait.


Chapter 29.

Amber hadn’t expected for the first floor to open like that. She had been paralyzed for more than a few hours afterwards. However, during her time on the ground, she had seen a notification pop up about three times, which made her incredibly happy.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

…

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

By the time the last notification came, she was able to move. She used the opportunity to truly take in the floor she was on. The first thing she noted was that, it was smaller⁠—much smaller—than any of the floors in Ax’thra’s tower. This floor felt more like a room than anything else. Another thing she noticed was that the splendor of the room seemed to have faded after the scorpion died. The sandstone-like surfaces now had cracks, and their color had changed to an almost ashen one.

It reminded her of how Ax’thra’s tower looked after it had been abandoned. It was odd. Especially because this tower was not abandoned—if the reaction of the whispering cube was anything to go by anyway. It was whispering a lot. In fact, she felt that she was going to be able to learn something in regards to her friend here.

Amber turned and saw the felled scorpion. It had been her most challenging fight in quite some time⁠⁠—even if it had the obvious advantage. That was the very first floor of the tower. It was completely different from Ax’thra’s tower.

Amber recalled the words of the Vald, the merchant.

“A trial of strength…”

She swallowed. This was it⁠—this was the tower. It was a trial of strength, and that was why it had opened with a level 80 monster, and that was also why it was so very different from Ax’thra’s tower. The tower was much more difficult for a reason, and that reason was for her to push her limits.

She turned to the stairs, and with cautious nervousness, she walked forward.

What kind of monster will be next?

* * *

The next monster, to her surprise, was a bird. It hadn’t been a phoenix like the one in her vision during her class advancement but rather a hawk-like creature, with a wingspan of over ten meters and talons as big as her body. Amber, however, managed to hit it with Cursed Stomp five minutes into the one-sided fight. The hawk had unfortunately perched itself on a part of the wall, and that had spelled its demise.

The bird fell, screeching as it tried to use some kind of stone magic, but Amber dashed out of the way and arrived before the helpless bird. The creature stared up with its beady eyes, and Amber touched it⁠—

Curse Battery and Cursed Rage Synergy.

The bird exploded into chunks of feathers and flesh, completely torn apart by the modified Curse of Laceration. Its pieces flew across the room, haphazardly splattered by the forces that ripped the bird apart. Amber had felt that the monster had been a glass cannon, but obliterating it with only two skills was still something that left her stunned.

She stared at the notification. The hawk hadn’t been weak either.

[You have defeated a [Grand Sarwk. Lvl. 84].]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[You have reached level 79. 5 stat points awarded.]

Amber was slightly disappointed that so many of her skills were at the level 10 threshold, and yet none crossed it. Recovery of Curses had progressed during her fight with the Venomous Vencer, and its 2nd Rank had been amazing, so she couldn’t wait to see what her other skills had to offer, and she wanted it now.

Unfortunately, it was much harder than she expected.

Even leveling is much harder now, too.

She felt momentarily discouraged, but the feeling was quickly replaced by excitement. If it was only going to get harder from here, then she welcomed it. It was an exciting prospect; the challenge, the difficulty, and the possibility of pushing herself harder.

Amber looked around the room and saw nothing of note. The bird was dead, its remains painting the unassuming and now dried sandstone surfaces. The room was like the one with the Venomous Vencer; however, it was also larger.

She wondered if all the rooms would be similar. There was only one way to find out. She turned to the stairs and immediately headed to the next floor. Whatever kind of monster and layout awaited her, she was ready for it, and hopefully, it would prove to be a lot more interesting than the first two floors.

* * *

Indeed, it was a lot more interesting. The first two floors had taken her about a day total combined; a lot of her time was spent resting mentally. Even though Recovery of Curses helped her physically, the long battles were mentally exhausting.

The third floor was like the frog floor in Ax’thra’s tower, but the water canals were shining instead and laid out like a labyrinth. After walking for a few minutes, she found she was lost, and re-treading her steps didn’t seem to do anything either.

Amber tried running through it, but the space felt almost infinite. She couldn’t seem to even find a dead end or anything of note. It was odd, but she continued to explore, this time at a leisurely pace.

She thought she would see something interesting, but instead, the space resembled a liminal space more than anything. Repeating patterns and the same kind of things, again and again. Even though she walked for hours, she didn’t seem to find any change, and just when Amber was beginning to get annoyed, she saw the water rise.

From within the water a figure appeared, then another and another.

[Spirit of Water. Lvl. 60]

[Spirit of Water. Lvl. 60]

[Spirit of Water. Lvl. 60]

…

In an instant, she saw hundreds of water spirits rise and smiled. They were weak, but their numbers were quite high.

Perhaps I’ll even be able to level my resistances here…

Amber grinned and started killing the spirits.

* * *

Amber was sure she had spent over a week on the floor. The spirits came in waves, sometimes not appearing for close to a day. But she tore through every single one of them. Eventually, she killed the last one. Of course, there was no indicator that it had been the last one until it died. When it did, the entire floor compacted.

Suddenly, Amber could see both stairwells, and relief washed over her.

“I thought I’d be stuck here a lot longer.” She sighed. “So, there is plenty of floor variety, huh?”

She was glad Recovery of Curses existed since it staved away the hunger; otherwise, she was sure she’d be in quite bad shape right now.

Amber shook her head.

“At least, I have things to show for it.”

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from level 4 to 6.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from level 5 to 7.]

[You have reached level 80. 5 stat points awarded.]

Amber, unfortunately, had to ignore her Core Skill. Nothing in her arsenal was worth replacing now. She found she wasn’t particularly bothered. Even though experience was becoming slow to obtain now, she would still get a Core Skill every 5 levels. Not only that, but Core Skills tended to be good, and the one she had been offered looked interesting, too, given it would allow her to take curses away from people.

She did wish she had more than ten slots, but that wasn’t the case.

Amber shook her head and rested on the cleared floor. She didn’t know what awaited her above, and if it was another “endurance” floor—as she named this one—she decided she didn’t want to deal with it just yet.

So, she took a long sleep before heading to the next floor.

* * *

Amber rested for a full day before heading up the tower. However, this time she stood in a very small and closed room. There were no stairs, and the room consisted of nothing but a pedestal with a rounded hole. The walls seemed smooth and had no protrusions, yet she was lost.

The room was about five meters in all directions; a complete cube. She stared at it for close to a minute before approaching the pedestal and examining it.

“What kind of room is this?”

She was puzzled, or rather, completely fucking lost. She could at least deduce that something was meant to go into the hole that held the pedestal, but as for what; she wasn’t entirely sure. She continued to examine the room for close to an hour ⁠— every single surface was smooth, including the ceiling ⁠— before she finally began to feel around.

She felt the walls and even jumped to touch the ceiling. She made sure to cover every surface until⁠ the wall indented, and a single drop of water came from the ceiling and dripped onto the rounded hole.

Amber blinked and tried to do it again except⁠ it no longer happened. However, now there was a small quantity of water in the pedestal’s hole.

“So I have to fill it?” She frowned. “Don’t tell me the activation spot changes every time I do it.”

She continued to move around the room, and after making two more droplets of water drop from the ceiling by pressing different places of the room, Amber sighed.

So, I was right…

She began the tedious task of doing that; however, after two more droplets, she approached the pedestal. The hole inside of it was about a quarter full, and she had already spent half a day on it. She didn’t understand what kind of puzzle this was, but she wanted to try an alternative solution before being stuck in this room for multiple days.

So, she spat into the hole⁠—

She continued to spit until it filled, and to her surprise⁠, the walls illuminated and split to reveal another path.

“I should’ve done that from the beginning.”

She shook her head and continued.

* * *

The floor was some sort of puzzle floor, one in which she spent more than a few days. This she found ridiculous, though, at least, she got to fight a golem which helped relieve some of her frustration.

She slammed through the rocky monster’s head with the guard of her sword, pieces of rock flew free, and she continued her assault until the thing dropped dead on the ground.

[You have defeated a [Training Stone Unit. Lvl. 80.]

After it died, a set of stairs was revealed, and Amber once more took the time to rest before heading up to the next floor. Even though this floor was incredibly boring, one of her skills had leveled up twice during it—much to her surprise.

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

* * *

After a day of resting, Amber headed to the next floor ⁠— the fifth floor ⁠— having mentally prepared herself to spend a long time there. Except she paused and stared ahead. It wasn’t like any of the other rooms.

What?

The room was around a hundred meters in diameter, and the ceiling was situated many times higher than the last four rooms. In fact, when she looked up, all she saw was a pitch-black darkness. Not only that, but there was no monster. She could see the stairs on the other side of the room, and for a moment, she was confused.

The ground had nothing of note either. No tiles were too cracked or discolored—in fact, they looked like the ones on some of the previous floors. However, Amber could tell, she could feel that this floor was distinctly different, and she had an idea of what was different about it.

It's a trap floor…

Amber took two steps forward and immediately heard the reeling of chains. Her eyes darted in multiple directions, but there was nothing to be seen. This is bad. She took a step back, and at that moment, danger flared in her mind. She stepped to the side, and her shoulder was slashed⁠—Cursed Momentum activating, along with the splattering of blood.

A swinging guillotine passed and faded into the darkness. The reeling of chains continued, and Amber ducked. Part of her hair was taken by another guillotine. Its sharpness, deadly, and its presence, near impossible to tell. Amber felt a bead of sweat forming and⁠ lifted her foot in a hurry.

Another guillotine passed, swinging sideways and almost amputating her foot right then and there. The entire room screamed danger, the sound of chains resounding stronger than ever now. Amber hopped forward, dodging two more sweeping slashes, and for a moment, she saw the hidden weapons, and there were dozens⁠. No⁠, hundreds moving and reeling across the room.

She dodged forward, and two guillotines passed. One missed, and the other cut part of her arm. Cursed Momentum increased once more. She gritted her teeth and used Quick Dash as a superficial gash was made on her neck. Then, taking two more steps, she was sliced by yet another hidden guillotine.

Her Sharp Senses were working at max, and yet she couldn’t keep up. What the fuck⁠— She jumped⁠, and three guillotines passed where her legs would’ve been. The reeling of chains continued to echo, clashing against each other in shrill metal cries. She didn’t understand the room, nor what type of patterns the guillotines followed, but looking forward and seeing how far away she was from the exit, Amber had a realization.

If this continues… She moved to the side, cleanly dodging a guillotine. I’m going to die. Her heart was rushing, and while she felt excited, she also felt fearful. It was just another way to push her limits but different.

Three steps farther, she twisted her body, and three parts were shallowly cut, her blood splattering.

She couldn’t continue moving forward at this pace. She had to change something, but what⁠?

Her eyes widened as a guillotine came for her neck from behind, but it was too late. Her mind screamed as she tried to move out of the way⁠—

A barrier engulfed her and immediately shattered. However, it wasn’t enough. Another guillotine came immediately after, and she hastily used her skill in the hopes of surviving: Recovery of Curses.

The guillotine cut through her windpipe with scintillating light. Half of her neck was sliced, from her adam’s apple to her spine, and she coughed⁠, choking on her own blood. Her vision immediately blurred, and she stumbled forward, her sense of balance disappearing in an instant.

The room seemed darker and quieter than ever, but she could still hear the chains⁠— they were distant, as if she was in too much shock to process them. However, Amber knew the truth. Not only had some stupid nerve been injured, but she was also going to die⁠—

Move. She gargled, her arms trembling. Move!

Her muscles pushed her to the side, and her shoulder blade was destroyed, sliced right through as the guillotine cleaved toward the ground. She thrashed in pain, but she screamed at herself and managed to roll out of the way of yet another guillotine.

The control of her body was quickly restored, her wounds knitting together in a display of supernatural survivability. Amber, at that moment, unsheathed her dagger and⁠ blocked. A guillotine pushed her away as she unsteadily got back to her feet. She was shaking, her breathing was ragged, and her vision remained unsteady.

However, she was now more resolute than ever.

They always try to amputate or sever something… she thought. Of course, there were exceptions. Exceptions that were undoubtedly random, and exceptions that would help her.

She closed her eyes briefly, and⁠ then she dashed. She raised a dagger to the back of her neck, and a guillotine⁠ clashed. Amber almost lost balance being propelled forward. She then jumped over two slashes that were meant to cut her legs, and the next one⁠ half cleaved her arm as she sprinted forward, completely ignoring it.

Amber made her way through the room, blocking the strikes that mattered and those that didn’t matter she⁠—

“Fuck!” she growled in pain, feeling part of her side be torn apart.

She let them hit her. It hurt like hell, but the exit quickly got closer, though with it, the number of guillotines increased.

Amber gritted her teeth, using her sword to avoid having her arm ripped off and the dagger to avoid having her neck cut. She continued running, and some seconds later she turned and blocked using the full length of her sword. Five guillotines had hit at once, sending her skidding towards the exit. Her boots slid across the floor, and then four guillotines appeared, one for each of her limbs.

Amber’s eyes widened, and she made herself as small as possible⁠. The guillotines passed, and she felt her hips and shoulders tear. She stumbled forward and saw ten guillotines descending⁠—

Quick Dash.

With a burst of mana, she passed the guillotines. She dashed, and in an instant, blood burst into her surroundings. She fell, losing feeling in her extremities as she landed on the other side of the room. She hadn’t lost any of her limbs, but one of her arms was only held on by her bicep, the rest having been sheared away.

“Fuck…” She panted. Her chest was heaving up and down, and the pain was bad.

She gritted her teeth until she grew insensitive to it due to her extreme training. But even then, she knew her body had been thoroughly fucked up. Recovery of Curses was hard at work. It was the only reason she had even survived the encounter, to begin with.

I almost lost my head…

Amber hated to admit it, but the guillotines in the room had been downright terrifying. But even then, she entertained the idea of trying to come back to it once she was stronger. It just felt right.

At least, her efforts did not go unrewarded.

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from level 6 to 8.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

She lay there for what felt like forever. Part of her wanted to laugh, and the other didn’t find it funny at all. She had survived, and that was all that mattered. Amber had pushed her limits during this encounter, taking Sharp Instincts to its limit to survive. While she didn’t exactly want to go through the exact same thing again, she found it gratifying.

In the end, I still fear death, huh?

She shook her head. She had already almost died a handful of times, but this time, it had felt the realest. Maybe, the reason was because she faced no other goal but to survive. However, upon reflecting on it, Amber found that she would welcome the challenge with open arms should it happen again. She wasn’t crazy enough to think about going out of her way for it, but she did entertain the idea to see how long she could survive against a terrifying foe.

In the end, it was all part of living in Vir—a reality she had unconsciously accepted at some point.

Finally, after recovering, she stood up. After giving a glance to the guillotine-filled room, she turned to the stairs. There was only darkness, but her mind told her that countless possibilities awaited her; opportunities where she could push her limits and grow stronger, and that was just what she wanted.

With a smile, Amber ascended the tower once more.

* * *

As Amber took in the latest stairs, she pondered on her time spent in the tower. Two months had already passed. The floor with the guillotines had taken about two weeks to get to due to the very time-consuming floors below it. Thankfully, aside from experiencing a single further “endurance” floor, nothing else had happened.

Instead, she found that the floors above were all rather normal, containing different environments and various monsters who were around her level. Now, she was on her way to the nineteenth floor of the tower. Even though she had hardly received any levels, if at all, she found her time to be fruitful. Still, though, her skills were refusing to progress into the 2nd Rank.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from level 7 to 8.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from level 8 to level 9.]

…

[You have reached level 81. 5 stat points awarded.]

You have reached level 82. 5 stat points awarded.]

Well, let’s see what the nineteenth floor is like.

The experience gained so far felt abysmal. She had killed so many monsters that were over level 80 and yet hardly saw anything. Then again, she supposed that if leveling up was truly that easy, a ton of level 100s would exist.

Shaking her head, she continued.

The nineteenth floor had two Venomous Vencers, and she felt excited. She hadn’t seen this monster since the first floor. More than anything, it was a prime opportunity to level up Toxin Resistance. However, she decided to see how fast she could kill them with what she had learned from fighting the first one two months ago.

She wanted to see her progress in general.

The two scorpions spat their venomous acid forth, and Amber ran past them. Cursed Momentum activated, but Amber paid it no mind as she used Quick Dash and arrived at the first scorpion. The creature swung its pincers with a small shriek, and Amber smiled⁠.

Cursed Stomp.

The ground shattered, and the legs of the monster cracked. Its attack missed, and Amber took her chance. She jumped and landed on top of the creature, then grabbed her sword by the blade and swung⁠. The Cursed Cleave-enhanced hit shattered the chitin, and pieces of its carapace flew along with its sticky ichor. Amber swung down again, cleaving the monster’s tender flesh with a savage grin.

The Venomous Vencer screeched and stabbed with its stinger, while the other one helplessly watched. The stinger tore into the chitin and made the monster shriek again. Amber took a breath and lifted her sword once more as the Venomous Vencer began to spit acid and⁠—

Cursed Cleave⁠.

Amber’s sword crashed into the monster’s mouth, spilling its ichor all over the floor, and without hesitation, she began to mercilessly beat the monster as the other Venomous Vencer finally tried to do something. It attacked with its stinger, but all it did was further injure its companion and speed up its demise.

Amber continued to mercilessly beat the scorpion and evade its stinger, and it didn’t take long before the Venomous Vencer helplessly collapsed, dead.

[You have defeated a [Venomous Vencer. Lvl. 85].]

Amber turned towards the second monster and immediately rushed in its direction. It didn’t fare any better. Amber rode it, stabbed it, made it stab itself, broke its fangs, and thoroughly humiliated it. She even tried to get it to stab itself to death, but it started to spew acid, and that was when she had a realization.

She could see how much of the toxin she could tolerate on her body. So, she continued letting the Venomous Vencer haphazardly attack its surroundings. The fumes quickly filled the room and, by extension, her lungs—and even though Amber felt her body tensing, she held onto the monster. 

The scorpion thrashed, twisted, and spewed, and Amber grew number. The two danced for what felt like an eternity, until⁠ Amber stabbed down and killed the monster.

She fell to the ground, her chest heaving in strained breaths. She couldn’t speak, but her disappointment in her thoughts was clear.

I really couldn’t outlast it… Annoying.

[You have defeated a [Venomous Vencer. Lvl. 85].]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

Well, at least that’s something.

Once again, none of her skills had hit 2nd Rank.

Hopefully, the next floor will be it…

Amber took a few minutes to relax before continuing up the tower. In the end, more than anything, she wanted to progress her level 10 skills into the 2nd Rank, and she felt like a lot of them simply needed a little push. Surely, the tower would soon provide it.

She let the poison mostly wash out of her system before she continued forward, her Cursed Momentum remaining at full strength due to this. She wanted to see what the next floor held.

It was the twentieth floor, and Amber had a feeling that it was special.

* * *

This must be it… she thought with a frown.

Amber looked ahead into the empty room. She was on the twentieth floor of the tower at this point, and the room—just like some of the special rooms⁠—looked very different. Wider and more ornate, the walls were a desaturated blue instead, and the ceiling was dome-shaped.

She took a step forward and found she wasn’t nervous but excited. All her senses told her that this was the time. It was the time for her to level her skills to 2nd Rank, and as a door behind her closed and a dangerous hiss resounded, she smiled.

This is most definitely it.

She looked forward only to see a gigantic blue serpent with iridescent skin. Its level was much more interesting.

[Grand Ostrutem Serpent. Lvl. 95]


Chapter 30.

Amber stared at the Grand Ostrutem Serpent, and, in turn, the serpent stared right back at her. Its golden slitted eyes, piercing and aggressive, its body coiling and tensing, and its being preparing and getting ready to strike at its prey. Amber grinned and raised her dagger, having already devised a plan.

The creature, like many other monsters she had fought, seemed to lack the capability to dig objects out of its body, and Amber was going to use it, having tested it in the fires of battle time and time again. She tightened her grip on her weapon, and with trepidatious anticipation, she waited.

The serpent coiled back, and with a slithering hiss of its tongue, it struck⁠—

Amber used Quick Dash to side-step and then used Cursed Cleave⁠. Her dagger blurred and struck the serpent’s head, and⁠ a shriek resounded as the dagger bounced off. Amber winced, feeling her wrist nearly snap, and the serpent recoiled back, its massive slithering body casting a shadow over her.

Then it slapped, and Amber barely jumped over the monster's whipping tail. The attack hit the wall behind her and shattered it. Stone flew free along with a booming sound, and Amber sneered in response. She most definitely didn’t want to get hit by that, even if the prospect of seeing how she fared against it seemed interesting.

She turned towards the snake as it let out a low hiss. Black blood was running down its face now, a slitted injury present at the center of its cranium.

“I have to give it to you, you are durable.” She smiled.

In response, the serpent attacked. It lunged forward, baring its fangs, and Amber moved out of the way. She dodged and stabbed with Cursed Cleave. The dagger hit the side of its head and⁠ bounced. Blood was spilled, and Amber scoffed, stowing away her weapon.

So hard… She unsheathed her sword and held it by the blade. If I can get it to swallow the dagger I will, but otherwise… She frowned. I’ll just break its bones the hard way.

The serpent whipped its tail, and Amber blocked; she felt her arms crack, and Cursed Momentum immediately soared. Her boots scraped against the smooth ground of the room as she was sent sliding back. Then, she looked towards the serpent as it lifted its large maw, and a particle of light formed⁠, then another⁠ and another. Hundreds of particles formed in a split second⁠, orbiting the center of its maw as light emerged from its throat⁠—

Shit⁠—

With a burst of Quick Dash, she moved out of the way as the serpent fired one beam after another of blue light. Blue flashed inside the room. The stone shattered, and chunks flew across the room as the serpent’s aim trailed after her. Why does it get to shoot out of its mouth?! When do I get to do that?! Amber sprinted before looking towards the stationary serpent and dashing in its direction.

The serpent whipped its tail again, and Amber was forced to block the strike. She took note of its muscle movements and watched as the monster prepared to fire another salvo of magical attacks. She dashed forward, and it fired⁠—

The projectile barely missed her, hitting the air in front of her instead. Amber frowned; the serpent was much smarter than she had initially anticipated, but it had yet to see all her attacks, so it wouldn’t expect some things. More importantly, it wouldn’t expect Cursed Stomp out of all things.

Amber grinned and took a ninety-degree turn, a blue blast barely missed. Then, she used Quick Dash and avoided another hit. The serpent let out a low hiss and prepared its tail.

Now⁠, she stomped.

The ground split open from Cursed Stomp, bits of rock flew, the ground in front progressively cracked, and the monster was hit, discombobulating it for a brief and precious second. The snake wobbled, then, with a final step forward, Amber jumped. Her superhuman strength aided her, sending her multiple meters up the air, and when the serpent recovered, all it saw was her figure in the air.

She smashed down.

The guard of her sword hit the previous injury, and the serpent’s skull cracked. The Grand Ostrutem Serpent screeched in agony and thrashed. It wiggled in the air, and Amber’s sword remained lodged like a pick as she was dragged along with it. The serpent’s head swung, and she was carried along with it. She hit the floor, flew through the air, and slammed against the ceiling, but it was a fruitless effort from the monster for one simple reason.

Amber grinned.

Her hand grabbed onto the dagger at her waist, and with the noise of sharpened metal, it was unsheathed. She raised the weapon high as the world blurred around her, and she stabbed.

Her dagger went into the monster’s cranium, drawing a pained shriek. The serpent banged against a wall, but Amber didn’t plan on stopping there. She wanted to kill it right then and there. So, she twisted the dagger inside the monster, and then she used Cursed Rage Synergy and Curse Battery⁠ simultaneously—

Thousands of lacerations exploded⁠, bursting around the monster’s head. Black blood exploded in all directions, staining the surroundings with long splatters that followed the way of the slashes. A shriek of defiance echoed, and the serpent hit a different wall, breaking it apart, but in the end, its fate was sealed. The monster thrashed for two more seconds as more lacerations opened all around its body, and then⁠ it collapsed.

The Grand Ostrutem Serpent was dead.

Lacerations continued to ripple before the notification came.

[You have defeated a [Grand Ostrutem Serpent. Lvl. 95].]

Finally, Amber obtained what she had been waiting for this entire time. 2nd Rank. While it came in the form of one of three skills rather than all three, she was still thrilled because of what it did.

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Curse Battery has ranked up. Curse Battery is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[⁠Curse Battery has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You passively store the curses affecting you, and you can unleash forty-five minutes’ worth of them upon touching an enemy. You store 15 minutes per hour.

2nd Rank ⁠— The unleashed curses last an additional half-second on the target.]

It was insane.

At first glance, a half-second didn’t seem to mean much and even looked pointless, however, Amber instinctively understood that it was actually borderline fucking broken, and the reason was simple: the Curse of Laceration wasn’t something that lasted it was instant. But if the skill’s 2nd Rank forcefully extended it into half a second…

Didn’t that mean that they’d have all forty-five minutes’ worth of curse applied to them multiple times over that half a second?

Just thinking about it made her feel giddy. At the same time, the skill had also gained an additional fifteen minutes of charge and gotten a drastic increase in how often she could use it.

It was nothing short of amazing, and the surprises didn’t seem to end there.

[You have reached level 83. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 85. 5 stat points awarded.]

She had gained numerous levels and received a new Core Skill, though she decided that once more there was nothing worth replacing. The new Core Skill had been tempting—it seemed to be a stronger version of Cursed Stomp but foregoing any possible range. While it seemed appealing, Amber already felt like she lacked long range options in her arsenal.

However, even after everything, she felt excited. She had also realized something about her status. Endurance was… a useless stat to her; not because she couldn’t use it, but rather, Recovery of Curses actively replenished her Endurance for as long as she was actively being touched by a curse.

So, that allowed her to neglect it and focus on the attributes that truly mattered to her.

[Name: Amber | Level: 85

Class: Cursed Chosen Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Stats:

Vitality: 180

Strength: 168

Dexterity: 160

Endurance: 51

Intelligence: 32

Wisdom: 55

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Cursed Cleave - 2nd Rank Lvl. 10], [Quick Dash - 2nd Lvl. 7], [General Weapon Mastery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 9], [Cursed Momentum - 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Cursed Stomp - 2nd Rank Lvl. 6], [Recovery of Curses - 2nd Rank Lvl. 5], [Curse Battery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Cursed Rage Synergy - Lvl. 10], [Curse Manipulation - Lvl. 10]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 2nd Rank Lvl. 7], [Elemental Resistance - Lvl. 8], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 9], [Magical Resistance - Lvl. 7], [Sharp Instincts - 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 10].]

Amber grinned and turned to the dead Grand Ostrutem Serpent. The shimmer on its scales had faded, and the light in its eyes was gone. The monster had been decently strong⁠—

She grunted feeling her shoulder blade popping back into place.

Unfortunately, it had still been felled. Amber found it to be an enjoyable battle, and thinking about what the following floors had to offer greatly excited her. Sure, she knew that not every floor would be interesting, but those that were…

She grinned.

Amber stretched and then continued to the next floor.

* * *

Amber ascended ten more floors and spent a whole month doing so. One of them had been tedious, but she also took the time to try to increase her resistances further. She had also leveled up a few times, as well as leveled up some of her skills.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Curse Momentum has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from level 8 to 10.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from level 7 to 9.]

[You have reached level 86. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 87. 5 stat points awarded.]

She also tried to use this time to level up Curse Manipulation and Curse Rage Synergy; however, it didn’t bear any results.

She frowned.

Hopefully, this floor will be it⁠—

Amber stepped out of the way as the snow to her side ruptured, a gigantic white worm towering over her. Its spike-lined body oscillated, cutting anything that dared to come close. Amber was lightly bleeding from her previous attempts attacking the monster.

[Snowllating Worm. Lvl. 95]

The worm, in Amber’s opinion, was weaker than the Grand Ostrutem Serpent, and while she found it annoying to fight, she was just using it to level up Cursed Rage Synergy and Curse Manipulation—just like all the previous floors.

She would get hit by the spikes and then unleash it on a modified attack, changing the pattern of the lacerations.

She spent well over an hour trading blows with the worm, but eventually, she ran out of patience, and she most definitely wasn’t in the mood to see how long she could go on even while annoyed. There was a whole damn tower left to explore, after all.

So, Amber ran straight into the oscillating spikes of the worm and stomped. The monster was stunned, and Amber used Cursed Cleave to immediately dig into the worm’s huge body.

The monster screeched. It had a diameter of over five meters and a length of over two dozen meters; however, to Amber, it was all the same. The Sword of All Mortals dug into its flesh and carved deep, and by the time the worm recovered enough, Amber used Cursed Stomp, yet again causing the monster to reel.

She carved into its flesh, tore away its insides and once she made the hole deep enough she tossed the dagger with the Curse of Laceration in. Amber was beginning to find the strategy just as lame as paralyzing stuff with health potions; however, in comparison to the health potions this one had an aspect that couldn’t compare.

She watched as the worm began to wriggle and screech in pain, and cuts began to rupture across its body. Its blue blood stained the snowy ground, and after some minutes, the monster entered a frenzy, attacking all of its surroundings.

Amber, of course, simply deflected and watched the monster struggle till its last breath. At first, it fought with great vigor; the snowy floor was torn apart. It even began to conjure a deadly blizzard that Amber happily withstood. But after twenty minutes of struggling, the monster eventually fell dead. This time, one of the skills she had been trying to level finally reached 2nd Rank.

[You have defeated a [Snowllating Worm. Lvl. 95].]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 6 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has ranked up. Cursed Rage Synergy is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[⁠Cursed Rage Synergy has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You store attacks you receive as your own rage. Stored rage does not disappear. You can unleash your rage in a single attack or transfer it to improve your skill, Cursed Momentum, granting it great build up, or Recovery of Curses, granting it increased recovery.

At higher levels, the skill may be more effective at improving your skills.

2nd Rank ⁠— Rage builds up twice as fast.]

Yet another amazing 2nd Rank and skill upgrade. Amber grinned. She was convinced that she was on her way to becoming an unstoppable force—if she wasn’t one already. Not only that, but there were level ups to be had as well.

[You have reached level 88. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 90. 5 stat points awarded.]

The new Core Skill, once again, was nothing worth mentioning, and Amber found that there was no skill that was worth replacing. To be honest, she wasn’t all that bothered. All her skills were strong; very few would be worth replacing. The only skills she was looking to replace were Quick Dash and perhaps Cursed Stomp, then perhaps General Weapon Mastery if a better version of it came up.

She walked up to the dead Snowllating Worm and stuck her hand into its insides, rummaging for her dagger. Even though she was used to entrails at this point, feeling the stickiness inside was something else. It was gross all things considered, but she quickly got used to it.

How would being completely submerged in it feel? Amber pondered and forced the uncomfortable thought upon herself even after finding the dagger.

It was necessary for her to adapt to this; though, it was less about adapting and more like seeing where her limits lay. She found that even the thought of choking on it seemed bearable.

Finally, after a few minutes, she took her arm out of the warm and sticky insides, then stowed the dagger and cleaned herself with the snow on the ground. After doing that, Amber turned to the stairs at the end of the floor. They were hard to see due to the snow.

Time for the next ten floors.

* * *

Amber spent a month and a half, if not more, clearing out the next ten floors. The main culprit had been a floor that, for lack of a better description, required her to dig to the next set of stairs. She fought in a desert and even in a swamp, but in the end, she saw no 2nd Rank level ups. To some extent, she was starting to feel like the tower was carefully measuring them and spacing them apart.

At least, her 2nd Rank skills were leveling nicely.

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Cursed Momentum has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[You have reached level 91. 5 stat points awarded.]

[You have reached level 92. 5 stat points awarded.]

She didn’t know what kind of push her skills needed to reach 3rd Rank, but she was starting to think that she’d get it before Curse Manipulation reached 2nd Rank. Though, she knew she was close.

Now, she was on the fortieth floor.

Amber stared into the dark room ahead. She couldn’t see anything, not even the walls to the other side. It reminded her of the guillotine room, but the atmosphere felt different. Almost eerie. She felt as if she was staring into a deep void, and she felt an unsettling feeling well up within her; her hairs stood on end.

Having spent so long in the tower already made her acclimated to things. The only reason she was still alive was because Recovery of Curses kept her from going hungry. Instead, her body subsisted off the curses affecting her body. So, the unsettling feeling made her excited instead.

Interesting… She smiled. I rarely get to feel fear like this.

Amber wanted to see how she fared and how much she could endure the feeling, and so, plunging into its depths, she walked ahead. It was cold, and it was uncomfortable, but it was making her better; improving her.

Amber continued walking, her footsteps echoing into the vast emptiness. Eventually, the wall behind her faded and was replaced by the same unsettling darkness. But Amber didn’t try to return. Instead, she continued walking forward. It felt as if she was walking inside a void, and yet an unknown source of light was following her, allowing her to see about two meters ahead in all directions.

Her skin prickled, and even though she was shaking, she still walked forward with a smile. She didn’t know what kind of monster was on this floor for her to feel like this, but whatever it was, it made her think of only one thing, and one thing only. She wanted to fight it and best it. She wanted to try going all out from the get-go.

Amber continued walking forward in nervous anticipation, and after about a minute more of walking, she heard something scraping against the ground. The sound got closer as she continued and then she saw a white figure at the edge of her vision. About four meters away, a three-meter-tall humanoid was walking towards her, sliding what seemed to be a stick on the ground.

It had ghastly and sickly limbs, and even though it resembled a human, its head had multiple holes with eyes. Looking at it, Amber couldn’t help but shiver at its existence; however, even then she activated Cursed Rage Synergy on Cursed Momentum, immediately getting it to max before rushing the monster.

[Voidlurker. Lvl. 100]

She used Cursed Stomp and attacked. Her cleave dug into the monster’s arm as lacerations burst around its legs. The monster,⁠ in response⁠, didn’t flinch, didn’t even so much as pause, it just swung.

Amber was hit by the monster’s stick, sending her back as her boots skidded across the ground.

Her arm was broken from the attack, and the monster was unaffected by Cursed Stomp.

Amber couldn’t help but wonder: What the fuck even are you?

The monster swung again, forcing her to block through gritted teeth.


Chapter 31.

Amber stared at the Voidlurker. The monster resembled one of those twisted humanoid things from horror movies. Its skin was ghastly white, its limbs were long and sickly, and its multiple eyes were staring right at her with no emotion. Whatever the fuck it was, she was certain it wasn’t natural.

Her arm snapped into place after using Recovery of Curses along with Cursed Rage Synergy. Multiple thoughts passed through her mind, but one thing she was most curious about was what actually was the difference between both of their strengths.

Amber’s eyes narrowed and the monster took a step forward⁠—

Now!

She reached its side in a single moment with Quick Dash and cleaved with the Sword of All Mortals. The monster raised its stick and blocked⁠. It was sent stumbling three steps back. Amber grinned and used Cursed Stomp.

Cuts ruptured on the legs of the monster, purple blood burst, and Amber rushed forward again. She readied her sword, and the monster⁠ swung. She blocked, and she felt Cursed Rage Synergy immediately flare up. Then the monster did a follow-up swing again⁠ and again. A flurry of attacks came from the deformed figure that made Amber flinch. They were almost too fast.

I’ve never tried this, but better now than never.

She burned Cursed Rage Synergy again and used it on Cursed Momentum; in an instant, she felt a surge of strength as the skill was pushed past its normal limits. She blocked another strike, and Amber ducked after the next one.

Cursed Cleave⁠—

Her sword blurred and hit the creature’s leg. It dug well into its bone, and yet⁠ the creature slammed, and the ground cracked. Amber grunted, feeling her shoulder blade pulverize before she enhanced Recovery of Curses with the rage from that.

The monster went for another swing, and she managed to Quick Dash out of the way, putting a few meters between them.

Does it just not feel pain or what? It was weird, to say the least.

The monster started to walk in her direction, and Amber frowned. It hadn’t been affected by both of her Cursed Stomps either. Amber frowned and decided that she’d just use Curse Battery on it, along with rage. Then, she’d figure out what to do after. Right now, her main priority was incapacitating it.

Amber rushed at the monster and cleaved into its arm, receiving a blow in return. Her rib was immediately broken, and then she began to dance in a blocking fight with the monster. All to build up Cursed Rage Synergy. In the end, she couldn’t exchange blows. The thing had much higher strength than her, and she felt her arms trembling with each of its strikes.

It also meant that the rage limit of her skill was hit in less than a minute. Amber dodged its strike and pushed her palm against the monster’s belly, then she used Curse Manipulation, Curse Rage Synergy, and Curse Battery almost at the same time. Her mana flared, and she grinned⁠.

Die⁠—

Purple blood burst as a hole was carved into the creature’s torso, blowing right through its spine. Its entrails splattered onto the ground behind. Curse Battery continued for a full second, leaving nothing remaining in that area.

Amber felt glee. It should be unable to move now⁠—

She was slapped by the stick, her neck fractured, and her jaw broke as she was sent rolling across the round. She immediately transformed the rage she built up from that into fuel for Recovery of Curses, and her neck popped back into place three seconds later.

Amber stood up, seeing the monster walking towards her; its movements remained the same as ever, and yet cuts covered its body. It was still walking towards her as if it had been unaffected by what she did. Yet, she was well aware the monster had gotten heavily injured from all of it, which made her ponder:

I wonder who will fall first?

At first, the answer was obvious; she would most definitely be the one unable to fight first, but her instincts told her to not be so sure about it. At the same time, Amber had yet to see how much she could truly endure. Her smile deepened. It was a perfect opportunity to push herself, against the perfect enemy who did not stop fighting back.

Amber rushed at the monster and immediately blocked its attacks, but she also exchanged blows. She made sure to not let herself be hit twice in quick succession, but even then, booms resounded across the room every ten seconds. Her bones cracked each time it happened.

Blood splattered, purple and red alike. The monster continued swinging. It had no technique—in fact, it was almost lazy—but its hits carried strength that she had hardly experienced before. Amber, on the other hand, was collected and would cut at important parts of its body, where tendons would be; however, as soon as she realized that it didn’t seem to do anything, she aimed for the creature’s legs.

A minute in, she amputated one of the legs with Cursed Cleave, causing it to begin hopping. Her left arm was destroyed at that point and unable to be used. She was limping, and even though Recovery of Curses was healing more than ever before, she was slowly being whittled down. The monster’s balance was perfect, completely unaffected by losing its leg.

Amber continued fighting. She received deadly blows while she cleaved into the creature’s remaining leg, trying to amputate it through the knee. She felt her heart banging, rushing as she did another hit and received a strike on her already shattered ribs. Her vision blurred.

I’ll have to… run. Even though she was in pain, she didn’t pay any attention to that. It was the fact that she felt her consciousness slipping that made her want to back off. Will I really lose against, this thing⁠—!?

Amber hit its leg again. She didn’t want to die from fainting in front of the monster, and she wasn’t stupid enough to die to it either, but even then, part of her hurt when thinking about running away. It couldn’t end like this. She had to do⁠—

More.

She gritted her teeth and pushed herself, hitting the monster’s knee once again. She received a strike to the arm that dropped her to the ground. But even then, she looked up, and mustering all her strength, she swung one last time with Cursed Cleave. Her sword blurred, and with a scintillating light, it went through⁠, breaking the creature’s bone and flesh with a splatter of blood, toppling it.

The Voidlurker did not so much as make a single sound aside from the thud of its body hitting the ground.

Amber took three steps back and fell, but she pushed herself to stand again, feeling her injuries rapidly heal. The monster wasn’t dead yet.

She stared at the unmoving creature staring at the ceiling and⁠—

A notification came.

[You have defeated a [Voidlurker. Lvl. 100].]

For defeating an agent of the supernatural, you have received bonus experience.

However, Amber blinked at that.

“It’s dead…?” she asked, trembling from her injuries. “Really…?”

The darkness in the room cleared, and now, she could see the stairs. However, she didn’t care about any of that. Instead, her thoughts remained on the Voidlurker; it felt like an immovable force, but the monster dropped dead after losing both of its legs. She had no idea what the fuck she had fought, but a small smile eventually slipped onto her face.

She had outlasted the wretched thing.

And more importantly…

[Curse Manipulation has ranked up. Curse Manipulation is now 2nd Rank level 1.]

[⁠Curse Manipulation has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve been fighting along with curses for a very long time and have grown to proficiently control them. You can dexterously affect how a curse is applied, and even the strength at which it is applied. While this skill is active, curses are 50% stronger. Percentage scales from skill level.

2nd Rank ⁠— This skill no longer consumes mana.]

Amber could feel it. The manipulation had changed so much that she felt excited. Not only that but she could keep the skill permanently active now. It was just fucking great.

She grinned and sat down, letting her body heal, then she turned to her notifications only to find.

[You have reached 2nd Rank in all your Core Skills. No new Core Skills will be offered until your next Class Advancement. 10 extra attribute points have been awarded.]

Amber blinked at that. She liked this change. Plus, to her, it signified that skills after her Class Advancement would be a lot more useful. Overall, she felt excited.

Not only that but…

[You have reached level 93. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 96. 5 stat points awarded.]

I’m so close to level 100. So close to my next advancement.

Amber took a deep breath and distributed her attribute points before preparing herself to head over to the next floor. More than anything, she wondered what she would find on the fiftieth floor.

She didn’t know what to expect, but she felt like it would be a much greater challenge than all the previous floors, including this one.

So, she gathered all her energies before continuing into the tower. 

* * *

Amber was sure she had passed six months in the tower. These last nine floors hadn’t been tedious to her, but rather all of them were hard-fought fights that pushed her Recovery of Curses to level up and left her exhausted afterward. Now, she stood on the stairs to the fiftieth floor.

Almost all her 2nd Rank skills had leveled up to level 10, and her resistances had crossed into 2nd Rank.

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 6 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[⁠Magical Resistance has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve been attacked by dozens of different types of magic during your short life in this world. It’s like you are a magnet to danger. You are now more resistant to all magical attacks.]

2nd Rank ⁠— You’re twice as resistant to all magical attacks.]

[⁠Physical Resistance has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve been receiving physical damage for a long time—whether this is on purpose or not it does not matter! You are now more physically durable.

2nd Rank ⁠— You’re twice as resistant to physical attacks.]

[⁠Elemental Resistance has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You are a magnet to the elements. You don’t know how to stay out of their way, and at this pace, you are likely to die! Worry not. You are now physically more resistant to the elements.

2nd Rank ⁠— You’re twice as resistant to elemental attacks.]

Amber felt glad and excited to get to test out her new resistances against the fiftieth floor’s monster. Mini-boss? She wanted to think that it was that, just like the snake, just like the worm, and just like the voidlurker⁠, but she had a feeling that it was different.

However, more importantly, she was close to her next Class Advancement.

Way too close.

[You have reached level 97. 5 stat points awarded.]

…

[You have reached level 99. 5 stat points awarded.]

She was one level away.

After ascending the stairs to the fiftieth floor, she found herself standing before burning rocks. Incandescent light came from beneath them, accompanied by crackling sounds.

“So, this is the fiftieth floor…”

It was a large floor, and she couldn’t even see the end of the room clearly due to the heat that distorted the air. The temperature was high enough to burn her and activate Cursed Momentum from where she stood. While she could’ve waited for her skill to completely activate, she didn’t.

This was meant to be a challenge, and she was going to embrace the entirety of its difficulty. That said, she was glad she had leveled all her resistances into 2nd Rank.

She walked into the room, and⁠ three steps in, the light began to dim, and the temperature began to drop. A second later, she was in pitch-black darkness, and two golden eyes opened in front of her, slitted and dangerous. The sight of them made her pause. They were looking at her as if assessing her, and she felt danger.

Amber took a step back feeling the familiar gaze, and that’s when she realized.

This was the same monster Ax’thra killed.

It was a boss monster.

The monster roared, and the room lit up. Crimson walls erupted in her surroundings casting an arena of fire. The temperature continued to rise, and Amber felt Cursed Momentum constantly increase. She also used Cursed Rage Synergy continuously, and in the span of less than a second, Cursed Momentum hit its maximum normal limit, but she didn’t stop there as she continued to increase the skill along with Recovery of Curses.

She was tense, and for good reason⁠—

[Fire Velstalker. Lvl. ???]

She couldn’t see the monster’s level.

The monster resembled a drake but stood on two legs. It had an elongated tail and arms with razor-sharp claws. Not only that but it was well over three meters tall, and its presence was… intimidating. Its scales sheened to the raging fires as if the monster was part of them itself. From everything she was seeing, she knew that this was going to be the hardest fight she’d had so far.

The Fire Velstalker roared at her, and Amber felt her whole body tense up as a notification came.

[You have resisted Roar’s status effect due to Supernatural Nullification.]

Even though she resisted it, she still locked up for half a second, and when Amber blinked, she saw the whipping tail of the Fire Velstalker in her vision. She raised her sword and arm to block, and the attack came. The air cracked as Amber was sent flying. Her arms trembled, and the temperature of the room increased.

Amber saw the Fire Velstalker rushing at her; it was much faster than her. She landed, and the monster clawed at her, but Amber hit the ground with her foot. Cursed Stomp activated and shattered the rocks⁠. Flames surged, and the Velkstalker was hit. Its claw paused as numerous lacerations exploded across the monster.

However, Amber stepped out of the way as the claw hit⁠. Three slices of fire passed and slashed across the room, going past the infernal walls and cleaving into the hard outer walls of the chamber.

Unlike the Voidlurker, it gets stunned… but barely. Amber bit her lip and barely managed to block a hit from the Fire Velstalker. Its claw unleashed another fiery blast that cut through Amber’s shoulder before hitting the ground and rending it.

She grunted and stomped again. The Fire Velstalker was discombobulated, and Amber had about enough⁠— she thrust her hand forward, all the rage within her surging, and now that Curse Manipulation was always active, all she had to do was use her skill⁠—

Curse Battery⁠.

Blood burst as the monster unleashed a pained shriek, and lacerations exploded upon its torso and clavicle area. The monster stumbled back, bleeding heavily as it continued to be cut by her skill, and Amber used Quick Dash. She raised her sword and used Cursed Cleave. The monster screeched, and a pillar of flames burst in front of her.

Amber was engulfed, and the sword was repelled. She felt her skin burn, searing as it was cooked, and she was forced to back off. She let out a low hiss; the pain was very different to whatever she was used to. It just felt different. Amber immediately converted all the rage from that into Recovery of Curses, and the relief was immediate.

What the fuck even was that?

Even though her resistances had ranked up, she was still getting hurt a lot. She immediately snapped to see ahead and saw the wall of flames disappear. From within, she saw the Fire Velstalker, except it was covered in armor, one that was shining in a bright yellow and consumed the air itself. Amber blinked, and the creature dashed right at her, blood still dripping from between the plates of its protection.

It clawed, and she blocked⁠. The slashes tore well into her shoulder as blood splattered. The monster followed up with another searing strike that made Amber gurgle blood.

What⁠—

Her torso was torn apart in a blink, and Amber was forced to use the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses.

She dashed out of the way, and a strike missed. Her vision was already blurring; the attacks she blocked would go right through her defenses, which made her wonder what the fuck she was supposed to do. If she couldn’t keep blocking and couldn’t dodge, then was she meant to just attack?!

Amber shifted and blocked⁠. The cuts went through her forearm as she grunted. Cursed Rage Synergy was constantly building up, and she was constantly pumping it into Recovery of Curses; it was the only way she could survive. Her seared and cauterized flesh constantly regenerated, but she knew that if she engaged, she’d probably lose the battle quite quickly.

What am I meant to do?

She was starting to panic, but her thoughts still told her that she should try attacking; make use of an opening from Cursed Stomp if needed, and more importantly, see how the monster dealt with her own attacks⁠.

Amber stomped and used Cursed Cleave upon the monster; lacerations burst on the Fire Velkstalker’s legs, but its attack didn’t stop this time. Both hits collided, and Amber blinked⁠. The fire splashed, lightly cutting and singing her. Meanwhile, the monster’s armor cracked with lacerations⁠⁠.

I can do it. She could attack it and take minimal damage⁠.

Amber was forced to block. Even though she had almost no cooldown on Cursed Cleave, the monster was much faster than her⁠. Cuts spread across her ribs, her armor being torn apart. However, this time, she didn’t panic, already having devised a plan in her mind.

She used Quick Dash and got out of the way, but there was no mana put into it. Instead, she used the small distance traveled to slash with Cursed Cleave⁠. The creature clawed, and both attacks collided once again. Amber was hurt and felt some rage build up, but this time, she put it into Cursed Momentum, expanding its limits once again.

Then, she dashed out of the way and swiped again⁠. The same thing happened, except the monster’s claws were cut, even though Amber received damage as well, and that’s when she grinned.

I can win this.

Amber engaged in a constant trading of blows, using dashes in between for a small respite. It was a meticulous and arduous task that required more precision than she initially thought⁠. Amber grunted, feeling her thigh cut by a stray attack⁠. However, aside from another slip up, she carried on perfectly.

The armor around the monster’s arms began to fall apart, and Amber was about to celebrate victory, but with a single roar, the monster regenerated it. All the progress she had made was wiped, and Amber scowled.⁠ She found it fucking stupid⁠—

Am I fighting myself or what?!

She tried other things but found herself at a stalemate, and all Amber could do was keep fighting. She used Cursed Cleave more times than she could count, she used Cursed Stomp, and even tried to poison it with health potions, but all and every single one of her strategies fell short.

Just as Amber began to despair, a notification she never expected came:

[Cursed Cleave has ranked up. Cursed Cleave is now 3rd Rank level 1.]

[⁠Cursed Cleave has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve swung your sword so many times that perhaps you treat it more like a cleaver. This is an upgraded version of Heavy Swing. If you are bearing a curse, it will apply when using the skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— Cooldown is halved, the swing strikes 30% harder, and the curse is 50% stronger.

3rd Rank ⁠— Your cleaves are projected, sending a scintillating curse-laced slash forward. Your cleaves are now two times stronger.]

Amber’s eyes widened as she leaned to the side. Part of her torso was taken apart as she started to lose. Or would have.

Reading the notification, she couldn’t help but grin as she cleanly dodged another attack and then she slashed using Cursed Cleave. A purple flash came and clashed with the claw⁠, and blood from the Fire Velstalker exploded as its armor was immediately torn. Amber received no damage as the monster reeled.

It was time for victory.

She stepped forward and slashed again. The monster attacked in retaliation, but the same thing occurred. Its other arm was torn apart, and the monster, for the first time in the battle, showed a hint of fear in its eyes. Amber swung again, the armor was cleanly cut⁠, and one of its arms went flying.

The monster growled and attacked with its remaining arm, more flames than ever bursting forward, and Amber retaliated in kind⁠, using rage on this attack; orange and purple burst at the same time, but a pained shriek accompanied it.

The monster’s second arm went flying, and Amber regripped⁠, slashing for the creature’s neck.

She stared at the boss’ beady eyes, and then she noticed it was looking at her in defiance. The blade sliced into its neck, and the monster screeched⁠, screaming in primal anger as red flames exploded in all directions⁠—

A blast of flames engulfed her. She was sent flying and hit the outer wall of the room, going past the barrier of fire. Her bones fractured, and the stone cracked. Amber hit the ground panting as blood pooled into the ground. She couldn’t move.

Am I going to die…?

She looked ahead with blurry vision, and the flames before her cleared. In the distance, she could see the Velstalker. It was much larger, more dangerous, flames embraced its body, and⁠⁠ the room itself was melting from the heat exuding from its body.

Amber could see it; she could feel the difference in strength from the monster, and instinctively, her skills told her she stood no chance. Because⁠—

Its Identify result changed.

[Fireblessed Velkstalker. Lvl. ???]

The monster had evolved.


Chapter 32.

Amber didn’t understand what had even happened. One moment she was about to kill the Fire Velstalker, and the next she was blasted across the room. The monster used some kind of skill and had ascended to become a Fireblessed Velstalker. However, she didn’t have any time to wonder about what the boss monster had even done because⁠—

I’m going to die.

Amber gritted her teeth, trying to move as she saw a surging inferno coming her way. The flames melted the ground, their incandescent heat burned the air itself, and the only sound that came was the crackling of the melting surroundings.

She could feel her skin scorching as she inwardly screamed.

Move.

She had long used the stored rage into Recovery of Curses, but her body was unresponsive. The flames loomed closer⁠—

Move!

Amber gritted her teeth, and her legs twitched. The flames loomed closer, and her regenerating skin began to singe and scorch, burning away once more.

MOVE.

At that moment, she finally managed to use Quick Dash as the flames struck behind her. The wall exploded, and Amber almost fell back to the ground. Her entire body was trembling, and even though she was actively forcing the rage from the burning surroundings into Recovery of Curses, she still felt like she was going to die if this continued.

Deep, labored breaths left her as she turned to look at the Fireblessed Velstalker. It was charging right at her with explosive speed. She gripped her sword. Her legs were shaking, but her arms worked well enough.

It has a second phase. She frowned. So, this is a true boss of the tower…

Amber readied her sword, placing part of her rage towards her next attack. In the end, there was only one thing she could do, and that was to⁠ fight⁠.

Cursed Cleave!

Amber slashed forward, the monster charged as red flames enveloped it like armor, and her slash⁠ hit⁠. The monster screeched and blood splattered. Amber almost smiled before she saw the Velstalker’s wounds cauterize before her very eyes. She scoffed and used Quick Dash as a beam of super-heated flames hit the spot she had just been standing on.

She was sweating, and even though Recovery of Curses was constantly aiding her, she felt tired⁠, exhausted already. She stared at the gigantic dinosaur-like monster. Its level was considerably higher than hers considering the question marks, but even then, the tower had never given her something impossible so far in all her six months there.

It was a trial of strength, so there had to be a way for her to defeat the Fireblessed Velkstalker, but the question was⁠ how?

Amber watched as the monster snarled and turned in her direction, swiping its tail as multiple flaming projectiles shot in her direction. She ducked, and they flew overhead, singing her hair and burning the wall behind her.

The monster was much larger, much stronger, and much more dangerous than before. Could something like that have a weakness? Amber stared at the monster as it rushed her, though its flames seemed dimmer.

She raised her sword and used a rage-laced Cursed Cleave. The radiant slash flew towards the monster who erected a flaming armor. More blood splattered, but the wound was cauterized⁠, and Amber saw the flames recede once more⁠.

She used Cursed Cleave immediately again, and to her surprise, the monster dodged. It stepped to the side and raised its tail. Amber saw the flames flare up and immediately moved out of the way. The tail whipped, and with it came a scorching wave of inferno. Part of her leg was burned, but it quickly regenerated. Instead, she focused on something else.

Why did it dodge?

Why did the Velstalker dodge? There was no reason for it to do so considering its previous behavior.

She frowned seeing the flames around the monster recede. There was something weird about that. But the monster paid it no mind and came her way, rushing with nimble steps. It was much faster than her, and if it weren’t for Quick Dash, she’d be completely and utterly outclassed.

Amber took a deep breath and instead gripped her dagger.

Something is odd about the way the flames around the monster behave. It chose to take Cursed Cleave before, and yet it dodged that time… Her instincts were telling her that she had to pay close attention to that. Perhaps it’s not an untouchable being…?

Her eyes narrowed as the monster arrived, the flames around its body gained vigor once more, and it stomped⁠. The ground cracked, and fires exploded. Amber’s eyes momentarily widened seeing a notification, but instead, she ignored it and used Quick Dash forward⁠. She pierced through the flame wall as her skin singed, and the monster’s eyes grew wide.

Cursed Cleave⁠—

The monster tried to move out of the way, but her dagger slashed and took half of the monster’s neck before sliding into its tender flesh. Blood splattered, and a pained and hoarse shriek echoed.

Amber grinned and used Quick Dash as she saw the flames surge.

She landed meters away as an inferno exploded around the monster. It erupted from the ground at its feet and hit the ceiling, superheating it in a single moment. The rock melted, some dripped with orange light, and some pooled beneath the monster in a caldera. The heat was stronger than ever before, and the monster’s wounds had been cauterized immediately.

However, the dagger remained, slowly cutting and lacerating the Fireblessed Velstalker’s body. The wounds, however, would always end up being sealed shut by the surrounding heat. The monster didn’t burn, but its wounds did oddly enough. However, this time it didn’t rush. Instead, it looked at Amber with nothing but scorn.

It snarled and hissed. Amber grinned.

“Angry or what⁠—”

The monster shot a fireball from its mouth. Amber moved out of the way, and it did it, again and again. The fireballs came faster and faster as the monster grew progressively more frustrated by its inability to hit her. The attacks were weaker and a lot slower—so much so that she didn’t even need skills to dodge. However, in turn, the monster continuously attacked without respite.

Amber continued to dodge. This time, she used her sword and sent Cursed Cleaves in the monster’s direction. Some shallowly cut, but most completely missed. It was a stalemate that didn’t seem to be able to be resolved, except the temperature inside the room remained just as high.

She was sweating and growing tired. Recovery of Curses was still working overtime, along with the rage Amber supplied it. Though, thanks to its Second Rank, she was regenerating more than what she was being injured.

Just a bit more, then I’ll get close…

She had a plan in mind, and that’s why she didn’t use Cursed Stomp so far; she had to preserve all the mana she could.

The stalemate continued as Amber stared at the heated rocks surrounding the monster. Soon she’d be able to ignore it and attack the monster, and she just had to⁠—

The monster roared; a blast of flames erupted at its feet, and the temperature rose. Amber blinked as the ceiling and ground melted further. Once more, the monster was protected from her. She couldn’t help but blink as it shot more fireballs at her.

She stared at the boss, the Fireblessed Velstalker.

“You can’t be serious…”

The fucking monster wanted to kill her through exhaustion!

She gritted her teeth and continued trying to attack the monster but to no avail, and when she tried to get closer, it would use a powerful blast of flames to keep her at bay. It was one that triggered its cooldown, but she still couldn’t get close enough without burning herself. Still, the monster had simple attacks. Ones whose purpose only served one thing.

Keeping her at a distance.

Thanks to that she could tell what attacks the monster used; in fact, they were easy to guess. This was why Amber continued on trying to get closer, watching the monster continuously use surges of flames⁠. Eventually, the ground around the monster cooled, and Amber grinned.

She used Quick Dash once and followed with Cursed Cleave. The slash tore through the air, and the monster stepped away instead of sending a fiery blast her way. Then with another Quick Dash, she arrived before the monster. Amber already knew what it was going to do.

She stomped⁠, the ground fractured, and the monster was stunned.

The guard of her sword hit the Fireblessed Velkstalker right in the face. Enhanced by Cursed Cleave, its maw was split open as the monster let out a defiant roar. Amber saw the heat bubble up, but she stomped again.

She had been saving her mana just for this!

Her sword slammed the creature in the face as it let out a defiant screech. However, when it tried to do something, Amber stomped again. Her Wisdom was much higher than ever before, so she could just do it, and she made sure to enjoy every moment of it.

“Fireblessed my ass!”

Her hilt crashed against the monster’s forehead with a loud bang. Lacerations exploded across its bloodied head, but the Velstalker seemed as defiant as ever. It tried to attack back, but it was met by a stomp and unable to resist the stun it received another hit.

“The only blessing you are getting is me thanking you for my Class Advancement!”

The monster reeled in pain, and Amber hit it again. The rocks around the room dimmed, and the temperature actively dropped, but Amber didn’t let her guard down, and more importantly, she didn’t stop bludgeoning the shit out of the boss.

“Just fucking die already!”

She swung, and the monster was sent stumbling back, gasping for air. It fell on the ground, looked at her defiantly, and Amber prepared for it to get a third phase. So, her attacks stopped, but instead, the flames around its body completely dimmed and shifted, hardening into an armor. Then, its tail completely ignited.

While Amber would’ve thought the monster was entering a new power up, she saw the way it wobbled and knew it was its last stand.

The monster snarled—a low one that barely had any energy behind it.

Then, it screamed. It put its everything as it rushed at her with lightning speed. Amber met it with a Cursed Cleave, and the monster met the attack with its flaming tail. Both attacks connected and clashed together, blood exploded, and Amber felt her arms burn.

The monster hopped back, and with a low hiss, it continued with another fast attack. Amber also met it.

They continued to exchange attacks.

Amber felt light-headed. The 2nd Rank effect of Recovery of Curses had ended sometime ago, and now she was fighting for her life. Her vision was blurring. However, she could also tell the monster was on it’s last leg, too. Its current speed was a far cry from what it had once been.

Amber watched as the monster appeared to struggle to even grasp reality before looking right at her. For some reason, it clung to its own life more than anything else she had met, and to some extent, she understood it.

Why would it let her slay it just like that?

Why wouldn’t it fight until the bitter end?

She respected it; she respected the tenacity and resolution to kill her it displayed.

Amber stomped, and the monster’s armor took the brunt of the attack. In turn, it slammed with its tail, and she blocked it. She didn’t know for how long the fight had gone on, but she could feel that Curse Battery had some use again. She just had to peel away the monster’s armor and maybe then⁠—

She dodged out of the way as the monster tried doing a mid-air flip, slamming its tail. The ground shattered, and the monster chased, its eyes resolute as it gained part of its once glorious speed.

Amber stomped again, and the armor took it. She blocked again as she engaged in a dance with the monster. However, not one minute into it, the armor of the monster’s legs fell. She grinned at that and raised her sword to block.

The tail struck, and she knew that after this, she’d win.

Got you⁠—

Her sword bent.

The Sword of all Mortals gave way, unable to withstand the heat any longer, and the burning tail hit her clavicle. Amber winced, and the monster landed on its legs with a triumphant smirk, its sharpened teeth showing. To her, it was clearly thinking it had won.

The searing pain made her flinch and stagger. Something was wrong within her body. Her vision was blurring, and she felt like fainting.

Was this it? Amber asked herself. Am I really going to die?

She could see the monster in slow motion, slowly turning with its flaming tail.

She couldn’t die like this, not at the hands of this thing⁠. She, too, wanted to live. She wanted to see the world of Vir, explore the ancient civilizations she had learned about, learn about everything. But she wouldn’t be able to do it if she died here.

Amber gritted her teeth and raised her foot as the monster started its finishing strike.

“As if I’d let you fucking win⁠—”

She stomped, the monster discombobulated, and she reached with her arm, touching the creature’s torso. She didn’t bother to use Curse Manipulation, only unleashing everything that Cursed Rage Synergy held.

As the monster was recovering, she spoke. “Battery.”

The skill activated, and the armor exploded⁠. Blood continuously burst due to the 2nd Rank of Curse Battery, and Amber reached for the staff on her back. She gripped the thorn-shaped staff and took it out.

The monster was still reeling, and without hesitation, she used Cursed Cleave, swinging her weapon sideways⁠. A scintillating arc sliced through the monster before the staff’s butt pierced like a stake, and blood exploded in all directions. The Curse of Demonic Blood caused the ichor to continue flowing long after Curse Battery’s effect had ended.

The monster pulled back in pain. It tried to remove the Staff of Demons with its claws, but it was unable to. It screeched, and flames exploded in random directions, completely missing Amber. Meanwhile, she stumbled back in tiredness. She had no weapon to defend herself, and the energy she was pulling from the lone Sword of All Mortals wasn’t enough to replenish her missing stamina.

Yet⁠—

The monster screeched in defiance. Amber’s eyes widened as it began to sprint at her with its flaming tail.

“No way…”

She raised her bent sword, and the monster⁠ stumbled. It fell to the ground, gasping for air as its armor dispersed into ash, and its tail began to extinguish. It stared at her defiantly even as it died.

It was over…

Amber saw the flames extinguish, and she fell to the ground in exhaustion and pain. She was injured, and she wondered if she was going to die⁠⁠. I’ll invest everything into Vigor, and hopefully, I’ll survive.

She watched as the monster finally closed its eyes and⁠ turned to ash. A myriad of notifications soon came, but three stood out to her.

[You have reached level 100. 5 stat points awarded. +10 stat points to every stat.]

[You have broken past the limits of your humanity!

The stars themselves have blessed you.

You may now acquire a Legacy Branch.]

[Class Advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your class.]

A Class Advancement and a Legacy Branch… 


Chapter 33.

Amber distributed her attribute points and immediately began to recover. She was excited as multiple skills had reached 3rd Rank from that fight. However, she didn’t instantly take a close look at them given her advancement would likely change them. Instead, she only looked at the kill notifications and her level ups.

[You have defeated a [Fireblessed Velstalker. Lvl. 120.]

For defeating an enemy 20 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

So the boss was level 120…

[You have reached level 100. 5 stat points awarded. +10 stat points to every stat.]

…

[You have reached level 106. 5 stat points awarded.]

Oddly enough, there was no Core Skill offered, but Amber suddenly had a feeling that it would happen at level 110 instead, which excited her. She took a breath and turned to the Legacy Branch notification, deciding that that was the first thing she wanted to acquire. She still felt dizzy but was fine, aside from the cuts marring her body.

[You have broken past the limits of your humanity!

The stars themselves have blessed you.

You may now acquire a Legacy Branch.]

Amber stared at that and spoke: “I want to acquire a Legacy Branch.”

[Very well.]

Amber blinked at the System downright replying to her. That was vastly different from the Class Advancement. However, before she had time to ponder things further, she saw the room begin to fall apart. Chunks collapsed and turned into nothing but a void, and yet for some reason, she instinctively understood that this was part of the process.

She watched the walls fall, the rocks disappear, and even the floor melt into nothingness. After a whole minute, she found herself standing in a black void of nothingness. However, that didn’t last long. Two dots appeared before Amber, and they slid down, making two lines. Then, the lines split, forming the shape of one door within the immaterial darkness.

Amber wasn’t quite sure what was happening, but she heard the voice speak again.

[Your feats have been considered to gain access to Legacy Branches:

Defeat an enemy that bears a Legacy Branch.

Defeat an enemy at least 75 levels above you.

Have a class that hasn’t been acquired by anyone in multiple centuries.

There are two Legacy Branches that are offered to you. A Legacy Branch is not a different class, or a secondary class, but an aid to you. These branches have been offered based on your battle records and what would complement you best. So choose carefully.]

You don’t need to tell me to choose carefully when giving me options, Amber thought. The requirements for Legacy Branches seem quite hard… That said… an aid? How does that work?

Of course, she knew that she wasn’t going to get a direct answer, so instead, she waited. The two doors remained unmoving for about five seconds before one of them came her way. In an instant, she passed through the door, and the void turned white.

Amber blinked. She stood before a pale pedestal made of marble, and embedded within it was a longsword, similar to the Sword of All Mortals. However, it was golden in color. She stared at it before reaching for its hilt and grabbing it, and in an instant, Amber saw⁠—

Death.

She saw thousands of sword techniques and numerous ways to execute people. She saw what the true essence of swordsmanship was. However, this swordsmanship wasn’t refined; instead, it was raw and brutal. It happened so fast that she stumbled back, and a moment later, a notification came.

[Would you like to receive the Legacy Branch of Savage Swordsmanship?

You have recklessly fought with a sword most of your life, and now you will be enlightened to those secrets to advance further beyond the limits of humanity. Due to your high-level body enhancing skills, you are a perfect recipient for this Legacy Branch.

Acquiring this Legacy Branch shall propel your swordsmanship to new levels. Levels others cannot reach, no matter how hard they try.

Nothing will be uncuttable or unreachable for your sword.

You will receive +5 Strength +5 Dexterity and +5 Endurance every level up after taking this Legacy Branch.]

Amber blinked. She wasn’t huge in swordsmanship, but she could feel that this Legacy Branch would provide a qualitative change to her fighting. In fact, she knew that the Legacy Branch would apply to any weapon that had a blade. The idea of being able to stab or break through anything excited her.

However, her eyes remained glued to the stat bonuses.

No wonder the guy felt fucking unkillable…

The idea of getting 3 level ups worth of points every level up felt absolutely disgusting to her. Now, more than ever, she was excited to look at her other option⁠—wherever it was. Amber turned and⁠, to her surprise, saw a different pedestal situated right behind her.

On it, she saw a goblet of iridescent glass, and within it, there was a crimson liquid that reminded her of wine; however, Amber could tell it was blood.

What kind of Legacy Branch was fucking blood…? Granted, she didn’t even understand what a Legacy Branch actually was; perhaps it would let her control the blood within people’s bodies or something crazy like that⁠—

Well, that sounds a bit too much…

She took a deep breath and extended her hand. She submerged her index finger into the crimson liquid, and for a moment, nothing happened⁠. Then she closed her eyes.

Amber found herself submerged in a sea of blood, bubbles of air forming. She could hardly see anything other than red, but soon it turned to orange⁠, and a crackling sound entered her ears. She vividly imagined the scenes of raging fires and screams entered her ears, and yet, she couldn’t see anything.

Instead, a feeling came to her. One of excitement, one of defiance, and one of desire.

Instinctively, she understood what the blood represented.

The world returned, and she stared at the goblet.

The blood represented pure unbridled destruction. It represented excitement from its presence, it represented bloodlust, and it represented a lack of control and blind rage. Amber swallowed, and a notification came.

[Would you like to receive the Legacy Branch of Crimson Fervency?

You have recklessly fought most of your life and have been surrounded by carnage. This carnage now empowers you and pushes beyond the limits of humanity. Due to your high-level body enhancing skills and Berserker class, you are the perfect recipient for this Legacy Branch.

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will enhance your battle capabilities in the presence of blood. The longer a battle goes on, the more unmatched and uncontrollable you become; to some this is a blessing, and to others it is considered a curse.

Your physical limits will be like never before.

You will receive +5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity every level up after taking this Legacy Branch.]

Amber blinked. “Well, if those are not some mental modifications going on then I don’t know what they are.”

She turned back to the Legacy Branch of Savage Swordsmanship. The choice was obvious. One had no strings attached, and one didn’t essentially brainwash its user into a beast that only cared for shedding blood. Surely, she shouldn’t struggle to make a decision, and yet⁠—

Amber looked back at the Legacy Branch of Crimson Fervency. It had the word curse in it, but that wasn’t the main draw.

Surely, it’s not impossible to control the bloodlust, right? Amber stared at it.

On one hand, she could very much regret it, but on the other hand, if she was eligible for it and it complemented her…

Actually…

“Can the Legacy Branch of Crimson Fervency be controlled?” she asked the air.

There was a silence as the white void remained unperturbed. Considering the System had answered her earlier, she thought that she would receive an answer, but it seemed like that wasn’t the case.

Amber sighed⁠—

[These Legacy Branches have been chosen specifically for you. They are not meant to weaken you,] the System interrupted.

Oh… Amber blinked and snapped to the cup with blood. Then the choice is obvious, isn’t it?

She grinned, grabbed the cup, and then⁠ drank it. Amber gulped the gross-tasting liquid down, and then she fell to the ground in pain. She could feel her body changing⁠—moving to accommodate whatever fucking thing the Legacy Branch was. She felt like death, and for a moment, she thought she would actually die.

The white void began to fall apart, and the first notification came.

[ You have gained the Legacy Branch of Crimson Fervency

Vitality +30

Strength +20

Dexterity +20

Endurance +15

Intelligence +10

Wisdom +10

Natural recovery has increased by 200%.

Your physical stats increase by 20% in battle.

Wounds heal three times faster in battle. ]

Suddenly, Amber felt a lot better; the Natural Recovery instantly helped her. However, the effects were slightly underwhelming in her opinion⁠. Then again, obtaining 15 points per level up is insane. She shook her head, still feeling pain going around her body.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! You have learned Crimson Fervor — level 1.

You have been in the presence of blood and entrails to the point you've grown numb to them. And now, they are your fuel to grow. The longer you are in the presence of blood, the stronger, more durable, and more agile you become. This skill reaches its peak at twenty minutes, increasing your stats by 250% (100% before class bonus).

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

Amber gulped.

That's fucking strong… She didn't pay attention at the level up time because she knew she could keep it permanently active. There were a multitude of ways for her to do it, and if it worked with her own blood…

“First skill and I already think it's ridiculous…” Amber muttered.

Then another notification came.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! For obtaining your Legacy Branch at level 100, you have learned Crimson Fuel — level 1.

You have been in contact with blood, time and time again. Now, you can use it to fuel you. When in contact with foreign blood, you can extract its life-force to increase your regeneration. When in contact with your own blood, you can burn it to enhance your physical attributes by 125% (50% before class bonuses).

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

Amber smiled. It wasn't as ridiculous, but it was still strong. Legacy Branches were much stronger than she imagined. That said, Amber knew that this was the end of her Legacy Branch notifications. At the same time, this was just the beginning of her power up.

She turned to her Class Advancement notification.

[Class Advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your class.]

“I want to evolve my class,” Amber declared.

Much like expected, her vision went instantly dark—a different thing in comparison to the Legacy Branch. She waited before the first vision began.

Amber watched as a burly man broke into a building, and dozens of mages pointed their staff at them. Then dozens of spells went off, and the man took all of them. Every. Single. One.

Amber found her heart beginning to pound in excitement.

Even though he was getting injured, he was also regenerating. However, the man didn't move. Instead, he took everything for what felt like forever.

Amber was beginning to wonder what was going on before the man crossed his arms over his chest, fists against his shoulders, and screamed.

A light exploded from him, and a powerful magical attack wiped the room. It was an accumulation of all the attacks the man had suffered.

The vision faded, and a notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Chosen Absorber', You have taken hits from all kinds of foes, you have all resistances at 2nd Rank and all Core Skills at 2nd Rank, you have reached level 100 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker, and you have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit. 

The Cursed Chosen Absorber is a Cursed Absorber who has been chosen by the gods themselves. The Cursed Chosen Absorber has followed in the steps of the Cursed Chosen Berserker but toying with their enemies and testing their durability. They specialize in unleashing the damage they have taken.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Chosen Absorber skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Amber found it to be an exciting advancement. The idea of just sitting there is great. Pushing an enemy to their limits in an attempt to kill me. She smiled at that and waited for the next vision. If this was just the start, she wondered what the other classes offered would be like. 

A second later, the darkness was shattered with the sound of broken glass. Amber looked down to see a figure falling. She was standing on the edge of a church's rose window, and greenery surrounded her. She was in some kind of ruins.

However, Amber wasn’t able to appreciate the surroundings much because the figure landed a moment later. They stood there for a second before monkey-like monsters attacked them. They were wearing a cloak, so their gender was unclear to her. She watched as the figure raised their fists and jumped into the chaos.

Everything seemed normal at first, but then she saw one of the monsters collapse mid-fight, then another fell and began to spasm. One after another, the horde of monsters fell, suffering some kind of issue. Meanwhile, the person fought with greater and greater strength and speed.

Eventually, all it took was one punch for them to fell their enemy, and even though the battle continued with further monsters showing up, the vision ended.

Amber blinked; she touched her chest, which was pounding.

I want to be able to do that… is what she immediately thought.

A moment later, a notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Chosen Brawling Berserker'. You have fought all kinds of foes and even lost your weapon while doing so! You have all your Core Skills at 2nd Rank and two at 3rd Rank, you have reached level 100 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker, and you have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit. 

The Cursed Chosen Brawling Berserker is a Cursed Brawling Berserker who has been chosen by the gods themselves. The Cursed Chosen Brawling Berserker has taken it upon themselves to enforce fighting with their fists, applying curses and destroying the supernatural with great momentum. They specialize in long and lasting battles; they will always come out on top.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Chosen Brawling Berserker skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Amber had to stop herself from choosing it immediately; she had first used her fists in the tower for the longest time, and given she had just lost her sword, she didn’t mind the idea. However, Amber waited for the next vision. Just like before, she had to see all the classes before making a choice.

The darkness soon turned into a different vision. Amber saw lightning in the background, and then an explosion resounded. A distant mountaintop exploded, pieces of rock streaking through the pelting rain. Amber blinked and found herself staring at two people fighting. However, their hits on each other tore the landscape apart. One person was wielding a sword just like the Sword of All Mortals, and the other had dual swords.

Amber watched as the landscape was torn and fires exploded; however, the person with the dual-guard sword eventually began to win and push back, their attacks increasingly more destructive as the other person gradually lost momentum. Amber witnessed everything, staring intently.

The build-up of destructive power reminded her of Cursed Momentum as well as the Brawling Berserker, but somehow, she also felt like it was different. Amber found herself excited, trying to guess what their skills exactly did. It felt like something familiar, yet different.

The figure broke through the man’s swords, and with a final attack, they killed the other person, tearing a hole through the ground. Amber felt more excited than ever before, and as the vision faded, she waited with great anticipation.

What will the description be like?

She didn’t know but waited with trepidation.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Inevitable One’. You have acquired a Legacy Branch, all your Core Skills are at Second Rank and at least five are at Third Rank, and you have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit, defeated an enemy 100 levels above you, and reached level 100 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker.

The Cursed Inevitable One has been chosen by the gods themselves. Not only do they hold immense potential, but the stars themselves favor them. They are inevitable, and their will is a rule in the world. They are destined for greatness, reaching horizons never seen before. A Cursed Inevitable One is seen once every thousand years.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Inevitable One skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Amber’s mouth opened and then closed. The description sounded ridiculous, and yet it just felt right. However, before she could even accept the class, another vision started, vanishing the window right then and there⁠—

“Wait⁠—”

Thunder echoed. Amber blinked, finding herself staring at familiar scenery. Again, she saw two people fighting. This time, it was a woman fighting against a man, and both had dual-guard swords; however, she could tell she was supposed to be looking at the woman.

Amber wanted nothing to do with it, but as soon as the woman’s momentum sped up and sliced the man, her attention was caught⁠—

What?

She didn’t understand what had happened; however, the woman would momentarily speed up, getting faster and stronger at random intervals before returning to an ever-increasing baseline.

Her strength was building up, but at the same time, she could push it past that temporarily.

Amber found herself enthralled by the effect and watched as the man was defeated. Of course, the opponent put up a great fight and even tore the woman’s arm off, but in the end, it proved to be worthless because she regrew it. Then, with that same hand, she caught the man’s sword and stabbed him, killing him.

The woman dropped her enemy to the ground, and Amber just stared. She thought back on the battle, and then the woman turned and met her gaze.

Amber shivered, and the vision ended. A moment later, a notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Supreme One’. You have acquired a Legacy Branch, all your Core Skills are at Second Rank and at least five are at Third Rank, and you have been blessed by a Primordial Spirit, defeated an enemy 100 levels above you, and reached level 100 as a Cursed Chosen Berserker.

The Cursed Supreme One has been chosen by the gods themselves. Not only do they hold immense potential, but the stars themselves favor them. Their authority is a rule, controlling their surroundings as if they owned the world. They are destined for greatness, reaching horizons never seen before. A Cursed Supreme One is seen once every thousand years.

You may change class if requirements for a better class are met.

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied. Cursed Supreme One skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

“It’s like…” Amber was shocked. “So similar…”

If she compared her excitement at base value, she found that she couldn’t even tell which one she preferred, and if she compared by requirements⁠… well, she also couldn’t tell. Rarity wasn’t a way to choose either. Both classes looked amazing to her, but she knew she could only pick one class.

She had to decide.

Amber considered their differences, mainly theorizing about their skills, and after a few minutes of pondering, she finally had a rough idea. Cursed Inevitable One would gain great momentum and power from attacking their adversary, while Cursed Supreme One would gain momentum when they desired, but it wouldn’t last forever.

Just thinking about it, she couldn’t really make a choice.

One requires me to hit my target, and with the other, I can just force it on my own… That was the only difference, but at the same time, hitting a target wasn’t a problem—nor would it be a problem in most scenarios.

Amber found herself thinking about multiple scenarios where each of the classes would shine or lose out. She found that a small majority of the time she would choose Cursed Supreme One.

“So, is this it?” Amber asked herself.

Making the decision had been hard enough, but now, she was actually going to get the class?

It was hard to believe, but even then, she chose the class, and the disbelief turned into sheer excitement as she returned to reality. Amber tried to stay composed while she waited, but she couldn’t; her eyes were glued straight ahead, and her breathing was rushing.

A moment later, the notification came.

[ You have gained the class: Cursed Supreme One

Vitality +40

Strength +25

Dexterity +25

Endurance +20

Intelligence +10

Wisdom +20

Natural recovery has increased by 100%.

Body enhancements are 250% more effective.

Wounds heal three times faster out of battle. ]

That body enhancement increase was just amazing, but even though she was excited, her feelings waited with trepidatious anticipation.

What skills will change?

Even though the wait was only about a second, she felt as if it was taking an eternity. She had a feeling which skills would be upgraded, but she still wanted to see it with her own eyes.

The results did not disappoint.

Both skills are 3rd Rank, too…

[Cursed Momentum ⁠— 3rd Rank level 1 — becomes Cursed Supreme Momentum — 3rd Rank level 1]

[New Core Skill! You have learned Cursed Supreme Momentum 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1

You’ve mastered the art of exploiting momentum to your advantage. If you are affected by a curse, you will apply it to your target, and now, you will be able to modify this momentum at will at the cost of your stamina. You may consume momentum to restore your stamina or consume it to increase it. This skill reaches its peak after ten minutes in battle, increasing your stats by 262.5% (75% before class bonus).

2nd Rank ⁠— Taking damage speeds the momentum build up.]

3rd Rank ⁠— You can consume stamina to increase your stats up to 350% (100% before class bonus]

Amber felt nothing but joy seeing the notification, but then she noticed another skill had also changed.

[Berserker’s Body ⁠— 3rd Rank level 1 — becomes Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body — level 3rd Rank level 1]

[New Core Skill! You have learned Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve embodied what it means to be a Cursed Chosen Berserker and have become a Supreme One. Your body absorbs curses better. You feel half the pain you’re supposed to feel, and your body is 105% stronger. (30% before class bonus).

2nd Rank ⁠— By adapting and abusing your body, it has gained a unique constitution. Your body is 30% tougher.

3rd Rank ⁠— You can consume mana to apply the body enhancement bonus to your unique constitution. Your body will become 105% tougher (30% before class bonus).]

“This is just fucking amazing.”

Amber distributed the remainder of her attribute points. She couldn’t believe she had undergone such a qualitative change in strength in the span of a solitary hour. She hurriedly opened her status to look at what had changed, and her eyes went wide.

[Name: Amber | Level: 106

Class: Cursed Supreme One | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Legacy Branch: Crimson Fervency

Stats:

Vitality: 305

Strength: 250

Dexterity: 230

Endurance: 100

Intelligence: 62

Wisdom: 114

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Cursed Cleave - 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [Quick Dash - 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [General Weapon Mastery - 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [Cursed Supreme Momentum - 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body - Lvl. 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [Cursed Stomp - 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [Recovery of Curses - 2nd Rank Lvl. 10], [Curse Battery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Cursed Rage Synergy - 2nd Rank Lvl. 6], [Curse Manipulation - Lvl. 2nd Rank Lvl. 4]

Legacy Branch Skills:

[Crimson Fervor. Lvl. 1], [Crimson Fuel. Lvl. 1]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Identify. Lvl. 2], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Elemental Resistance - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Physical Resistance - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Magical Resistance - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Sharp Instincts - 2nd Rank Lvl. 9], [Quick Recovery - Lvl. 10].]

“I’m so fucking strong now…” she muttered in excitement.

Quick Dash, General Weapon Mastery, Cursed Stomp⁠— all of them had reached 3rd Rank right then and there. She felt a bit dizzy thinking about it. She didn’t want to see what they did in their Third Rank—or rather⁠, she didn’t want to read it. She wanted to see for herself⁠. She wanted to see the effects of the advancement now.

Amber turned to the exit of the room, and her eyes paused where the Fireblessed Velstalker had been. In its position was a double-guarded sword embedded in the ground. It was reminiscent of the Sword of All Mortals, but its tip was an incandescent yellow as if it had just been taken out of a burning furnace.

Amber stowed away the broken Sword of All Mortals and excitedly approached the heated sword. Identify soon told her something truly wonderful.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Firecursed Sword ⁠— Superb Quality

This Firecursed Sword bears the Curse of Consuming Flames. This sword will ignite whoever it comes in contact with, and the flames will continuously burn on the target unless the bearer desires to extinguish them. The bearer cannot extinguish flames on themselves.

Ability: Flamethrower: at the cost of mana, summon a deluge of flames forward] 

Amber grabbed it, uncaring for its curse. She now had a new sword that seemed incredibly promising and a whole damn advancement to test out.

“It just keeps getting better, doesn’t it?” she asked herself, grinning.

Then she cut herself with the dagger, and Crimson Fervor immediately activated⁠—

Just like I thought.

Amber couldn’t stop herself from maniacally laughing as she ran towards the next floor.

It was time to test her new-found powers!


Chapter 34.

Amber felt more alive than ever before, and for good reason. She had changed. She had changed in ways that she had never changed before; even her previous Class Advancement paled in comparison. Even though she’d a lot of experiences in her life on Earth, nothing compared to the excitement she felt now.

Not winning her first race or marathon, not scoring perfect marks on a test, or breaking her personal best on something. Nothing. It was a foreign feeling, yet it was also welcome. Not for a second, though, did Amber attribute the feeling to her Legacy Branch ⁠— Crimson Fervency ⁠— because that feeling was different.

Amber looked at her bleeding hand as she dashed up the stairs. She felt some level of excitement at its sight, but she found the feeling no different than pushing her limits⁠. In short, it wasn’t hard to control at all. Not any harder to control than her usual impulses, at least. This just meant that she had made the right choice.

Crimson Fervor now went up to a 350% enhancement after her Class Advancement, and Crimson Fuel went up to 175%. Amber knew they didn’t multiply each other or with her main class skills—they were additive bonuses—but she still found them to be incredibly exciting.

Amber tightened her fist and used Crimson Fuel. In an instant, smoke from her hand came, the blood evaporated⁠, and she became stronger. Amber immediately dashed up the stairs with explosive speed without even using Quick Dash. In no time, she found herself on a new floor.

This floor was white like snow and made from the finest of marbles, their patterns having nothing but wonderful gray lines akin to the waves of a rising tide. Pillars lined the surroundings, and the wave patterns of the marble all led to the center of the room where a single monster was resting. Much like the room, it also was a pure ivory color.

The gigantic and lumbering monster rose. It resembled a knight in armor except it had four legs, akin to an armor-covered centaurus. It was unlike any monster Amber had ever seen. Of course, knowing the tower and the fact it was a single monster, Amber knew what to expect. It was going to be a rough battle or something that would take at least a day to clear.

However, one thing Amber wondered was: Just how fast can I do it?

She grinned and sprinted straight at the monster. The gigantic being stood up and extended one of its arms, and a ray of light formed in the shape of a spear. Just like that, it had a weapon.

[Juggernaut White Centar. Lvl. 110]

Don’t you mean to say Centaur? Amber didn’t question it too much, instead dashing in its direction, crossing the incredibly large room in mere moments. It was time for her to test her first 3rd Rank skill.

The Juggernaut White Centar raised its spear and aimed it upwards, then throwing it. In a blink, a bolt of lightning struck⁠. Amber used Quick Dash’s 3rd Rank and immediately appeared right behind the monster. She smirked. It hadn’t even been a dash but something else. Teleportation.

[Quick Dash⁠ — 3rd Rank level 1

Your prayers have been answered, and you’ve obtained a proper dash skill after using your bash skill to dash. You may now use it wrongly and bash things instead. Gain a quick burst of speed upon use.

2nd Rank ⁠— At a moderate mana cost double the speed of the dash.

3rd Rank ⁠— At a considerable mana cost, you may teleport the distance of the enhanced dash.]

Of course, there was a cooldown to it, but…

Her leg muscles tensed, and the Juggernaut White Centar tried to turn, but Amber was faster. She kicked. Her leg blurred as she used Cursed Cleave at the same time⁠. Her foot struck the armor with a loud bang before a large laceration exploded, and small embers started to burn on the white plating.

The monster stumbled three steps back. The strength of her hit was much higher than whatever she could muster before, and that was due to Crimson Fuel—a skill that could be used on demand. Amber cut herself again and burned her blood before turning to the starting fires on the centaurus’ armor.

So, that’s the Curse of Consuming Flames?

There was so much for her to test. So much more. She grinned and raised her sword. This next skill was a weird thing to test out, but she was excited, nonetheless.

Amber watched as the centaurus turned around and whipped with the lightning spear. She raised her sword and flicked⁠. The hit was redirected into the white marble⁠. Chunks of the floor exploded, and Amber grinned.

She easily parried and redirected every single one of the attacks coming from the monster, and that was because of the 3rd Rank of General Weapon Mastery. It was quite the special thing.

[General Weapon Mastery ⁠— 3rd Rank level 1.

You’ve grown used to wielding the weapons you come across! And now, you can do it better. What? It’s a mastery skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— Weapons feel 30% lighter in your hands.

3rd Rank ⁠— If your weapon mastery is higher than the opponents, parrying and deflecting become three times easier.]

Of course, three times is an arbitrary measure, but⁠—

Amber deflected another lightning strike. It really is infinitely easier. Amber felt confident in trading blows with her enemy and never getting hit once. Something that she had never felt before.

So many of her skills had reached 3rd Rank, and it was something that she found hard to believe. Sure, she had spent roughly six fucking months in the tower, but at this point, it was worth it because⁠—

Amber blocked the monster’s strike, and lightning passed all over her body as pain burst⁠ forth. She smiled, transforming all the rage into fuel for Cursed Supreme Momentum. She was eager to test the new aspects of her skills, but she wanted to wait. That was why she hadn’t reinforced her body either.

Instead, Amber let herself be hit by the lightning again. When she parried the hit, the lightning for some odd reason would be redirected, but when she blocked it, it would also damage her body. It was weird, and it was something that would have most certainly caused problems in the past, but now⁠…

Her vigor had increased considerably, and she had three body-enhancing skills working at the same time.

Amber grinned and used all her strength, along with Cursed Cleave, to redirect the hit from the centaur-like monster. The Juggernaut White Centar reeled, taking numerous steps back as its spear was cut in half, and Amber raised her foot before she stomped.

The ground in front of her broke, and the monster screamed in pain, blood coming from within the gaps in its armor. Cursed Stomp had just gotten so much better in its 3rd Rank. Somehow, its 2nd Rank had also improved, which Amber appreciated.

[Cursed Stomp has reached 3rd Rank — level 1.

Discombobulate your enemy and inflict them with the curse you bear! Destroy them and make them suffer! This skill uses mana.

2nd Rank ⁠— Cursed Stomp will now go through barriers and armors.

3rd Rank ⁠— Cursed Stomp will travel instantly to its target and apply its effects twice.]

Double the damage and double the stun duration. Amber grinned watching the monster become stunned in its spot. This was perfect for her.

She stared at the blood oozing from between the plates of the monster’s armor. The mere sight gave Amber dopamine and urged her to do more, but again, it was almost the same as pushing herself to the limits. However, she did find it interesting that the Crimson Fervency Legacy Branch was like that.

“Well, it’s not like it matters,” she muttered.

Adding one thing or something to try to throw her off was a welcome challenge. In the end, maybe even the Juggernaut class should’ve been something she considered more, but she wasn’t as confident back then as she was now. More than anything, Cursed Chosen Berserker led her to eventually acquire her current class: Cursed Supreme One.

The monster, after a full second of being thrown off, turned back to her. Its head was covered by a helmet, so she couldn’t see its gaze, but she could see small embers burning all around its body. It was the Curse of Consuming Flames. In theory, with it, she was able to ignite her enemy and then run away until they burned to death⁠. Of course, that was fucking lame, so it wasn’t even on the table of tactics.

Instead, Amber focused on the current status quo of her skills. Supreme Cursed Momentum was about two-thirds of the way there, whereas Crimson Fervor was, at most, a third of the way there⁠. Unfortunately, she couldn’t force it to go up faster.

However, once it caps out, I may be able to keep it permanently active.

Amber grinned and looked at the lightly burning figure; red blood stained the once-white perfect canvas. Even though the battle hadn’t been going for long, the once beautiful room had already been torn asunder. Parts of its floor were missing, others were charred, and others were stained with the blood of the monster it was hosting.

This was only the beginning.

* * *

For the next fifteen minutes, Amber did one thing and one thing only, and that was pass the time to get all her buffs to the max. At first, it was all normal, deflecting the attacks from the monster’s spear. But as the fires began to increase inside the monster and it realized it wasn’t getting anything done, it got faster⁠, stronger⁠, frenzied.

In a mere minute, Crimson Fervor would be topped off⁠, and when it did⁠—

She smiled. I’ll only use my physical abilities and no skills.

Amber wanted to fully explore the full extent of her capabilities, and this was the best way to do so. She watched as numerous lightning bolts went off inside the room. She was using Quick Dash to dodge around and even took the opportunity to truly learn when teleportation was most useful. And well⁠… even though it was logical, attacks that couldn’t be dodged were the best time to use it. However, she also found that she could teleport to the enemy’s blind spots rather easily.

That wasn’t all. She also made sure to thoroughly learn how to avoid lightning⁠—or magical lightning. She determined that it had a one-meter radius of reach when it struck something, though Amber didn’t know if it was surface dependent, skill dependent, or anything else, so she dropped the idea quickly.

Now⁠, the monster roared in anger as the lightning increased in tempo. Numerous bolts went off at once, and Amber felt happy. She was mere seconds from achieving her goal. After, she could truly go all-out.

Amber dodged another lightning bolt, then another⁠, and just as she was about to get struck, Crimson Fervor reached its max.

It’s over.

She pumped mana into her body, and the lightning struck. Sizzling pain hit her, and she shook before smiling right at the monster. She had tanked the attack in full. Her eyes took in the room as she imagined all the stuff she wanted to do and try with her new-found strength. Amber knelt, and the monster roared.

She jumped, dodging a lightning bolt. She flipped in mid-air and hit the ceiling, stabbing it with her sword and piercing it. Then, before the monster could attack again, she used her skill⁠ Supreme Cursed Momentum. In an instant, her body was substantially enhanced, and she⁠ jumped towards the monster. Her speed caused the Juggernaut White Centar to raise its lightning spear in a hurry⁠—

Cursed Cleave⁠.

She appeared right behind the monster, carrying all her momentum as she swung the sword.

“Surprise!”

Blood exploded as the monster screamed in pain, she became bathed in crimson and immediately burned it all. In an instant, her healing nearly tripled. All of the damage she had taken was immediately healed. Amber felt just great.

The monster stumbled, and she jumped towards it wielding her sword, and then she cut⁠ using Cursed Supreme Momentum. It almost felt like a pendulum, starting slow and gaining incredible speed in bursts. Any stamina that was drained was regenerated due to Recovery of Curses.

This was it…

All of this was what she wanted. She had the perfect tools to push her limits like never before. The ability to heal, to recover, and to gain strength while pushing herself. It was everything she once dreamt of back on Earth. How long would she be able to run if she didn’t need to worry about injuries? If she had infinite stamina and strength? How long would she be able to run if her mind was the only limit?

Amber smiled and dashed towards the monster, easily parrying its attack and slashing right through its armor with brutal strength. Amber even cut herself with her dagger to refresh Crimson Fuel’s enhancement. She wondered about the best way to deal with not having to do that, but she quickly forgot about it, instead continuing to attack the monster.

The more she attacked, the faster and more efficient she got. She even began to play with the armored monster as it desperately attacked her by dodging at the very last moment with a burst of increased momentum. Even though the monster had a skill⁠ — red vapor began to come off its body, and its speed substantially increased ⁠— it didn’t matter. Amber still avoided everything all the same.

The flames began to proliferate across its entire body, but Amber paid it no mind. Instead, she focused on just giving the monster everything she had with her physical strength. The Juggernaut White Centar was essentially a tank—a durable opponent that could last until she found out the full extent of her physical capabilities.

So, for literal hours, Amber fought the monster, chipping away at its armor and its limbs. It even used numerous skills to somewhat placate the flames and regenerate, but in the end, it was useless. Any damage Amber took was regenerated with Crimson Fuel’s effect, using the monster’s blood to gain regeneration.

In the end, the monster fought a battle it couldn’t win, and eventually⁠, it realized this and threw away its weapon. Amber, of course⁠, did so, too. She stowed away the flaming sword, which luckily didn’t burn her clothes or possessions, and instead engaged in a fist-fight with the monster.

Even though it was a giant, she just leapt towards it and hit it across its chest, fracturing the plating on its body. The monster, of course, tried to fight back, but it had so many wounds that its movement was impeded. A lot of its body was exposed. Its armor had long fallen and was replaced with the burning of flames.

It wasn’t a surprise to Amber that the monster died close to an hour later.

[You have defeated a [Juggernaut White Centar. Lvl. 110].]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

Just like that, it was over.

Amber stared at the dead, lumbering figure. Its body was still burning. She was happy⁠—incredibly happy. A battle like that would have taken her everything previously, but now⁠…

“I have a lot of energy to spare.”

She grinned and immediately used Quick Dash towards the stairs to the next floor but hit an invisible wall. To her surprise, a System window opened in front of the stairs.

[Next floor in: 0 days 11 hours 32 minutes.]

Really?

That was the first time it had happened, and to some extent, Amber hoped it would be the last. However, that made her wonder.

It probably meant there was a Primordial Spirit inside the tower? Amber wasn’t all too sure anymore. She had spent so long inside the tower that she wasn’t convinced and had nearly forgotten about it. The cube had stopped whispering a few months ago, too, and she had seen no attempt at reclaiming the cube either, which supposedly belonged to the spirit of this place. Then, there was also the fact that the tower was weird.

Now then, what to do to pass the time…

Amber turned towards the flaming corpse in the room and had an idea. One that would keep her occupied for quite some time.

* * *

Amber continued onto the next floor with a wide smile. During the eleven hours of waiting, she had achieved something interesting.

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

Not only that, but the burning flames helped her keep Cursed Supreme Momentum active and built rage at the same time. It was something that Amber kept in mind⁠. The fact that she didn’t need to get hit by her enemies was just great. However, during the waiting time, she also decided that while she was going to take as few breaks as possible, she wanted to level up her skills.

So, sprinting into the next floor she immediately attacked the gigantic tortoise she saw. It had a shell of rock, and the surroundings were reminiscent of a tundra environment. She didn’t pay any mind to that, instead using one of her skills instantly.

Curse Battery⁠—

The tortoise exploded into flames and thousands of cuts burst all around its body. The monster screamed in pain as its screeches echoed across the floor. Of course, the monster was just as strong as the centaurus from the previous floor, but Amber didn’t care about any of that.

Instead, she was going to use it to train her skills.

She swung using Curse Manipulation and Cursed Rage Synergy at the same time.

The monster was cut, and as Amber burned herself with the fires on its body to increase the rage within her body, she knew it was going to be a long day.

No, she knew that every floor was going to be a long day⁠—

Because she was going to level her resistances on every single one.


Chapter 35.

Amber jumped as a vast chasm was formed where she had just been standing. The tortoise was defiant, even though she hardly attacked it! Amber stared at the flaming monster. Large parts of its shell were slowly falling apart, crumbling as they carbonized to the raging fires. She had been fighting the monster for over ten hours now, using Curse Battery for the most part.

The tortoise—or the Rockis Dinidae, as the System called it—was furious. The monster was using complex earth magics to attack Amber, and at times, she’d find herself needing to stand on top of the monster itself, burning in her own flames. The flames would hurt her, but that was why she could obtain rage from them, though, luckily, they didn’t spread onto her and continue to burn her for all eternity⁠—that certainly would’ve been troublesome.

All in all, even though she found the battle tedious, she didn’t mind it too much. That was for one simple reason.

Amber smiled and slammed her hand down upon the Rockis Dinidae⁠.

Curse Battery.

A deluge of flames exploded in a single area of the shell as lacerations erupted all over⁠— blood ruptured, pouring out from being thinned, and the tortoise screeched in response. Its shell shifted, and the rocks on top of it slammed. Amber found herself caught in between the burning and melting stones, but she didn’t care as she grinned instead and raised her sword.

“I’ve been meaning to test this, and now it’s the right time.” She swung the sword down. “Flamethrower!”

A deluge of red flames blasted downwards, engulfing the entirety of the Rockis Dinidae in a single moment. Even the previous fires were snuffed out by the crimson flames that melted everything in their path including the rock of the tortoise, and even its own flesh as the heavily weakened monster was reduced to nothing but cinder in mere seconds.

The attack lasted for almost ten seconds, and by the time it was done, only chunks remained of what had once been a gigantic house-sized turtle. Now, all that remained were small crimson embers that clung onto the monster’s remains, trying to reduce its existence to nothing but pure ash.

Amber looked at her charred surroundings; small columns of smoke billowed all around, flames continued burning, and ash was beginning to slowly rain down.

“That’s just… amazing.” Amber panted.

The sword used a lot more mana than she had anticipated, but she couldn’t deny that the effect was nothing short of great. Besides, she was sure there was a better way to regain mana while in battle.

Perhaps mana potions existed? Amber wasn’t quite sure, but she had a feeling that there was something like that.

She smiled to herself and turned to the monster’s remains.

“You were tough but nowhere near as tough as that centaurus.” She paused. “Probably.”

Amber wasn’t actually quite sure how well the centaurus would survive that many uses of Curse Battery; the turtle had survived four if not five⁠— she didn’t quite count properly. Amber was still happy. After all, she was being rewarded for her struggles. Or her time rather.

[You have defeated a [Rockis Dinidae. Lvl. 110].]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

Amber grinned at that. Every single one of her resistances had leveled up—and for good reason. After all, she tanked the hits from the turtle directly, its magic, and she was also constantly burning in her own flames.

That wasn’t all. Her skills had leveled up, too.

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 6 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

Most of her 3rd Rank skills had hardly been used, so it made sense that they hadn’t leveled up, but they were far from Amber’s priority at the moment. She wanted to obtain the 3rd Rank of her other skills.

If her other rank ups had been this good, she couldn’t imagine what was waiting for her.

Amber smiled and turned to the Flamecursed Sword. It was a strong weapon—incredibly strong really. As for why it was Firecursed instead of Fireblessed⁠, her only guess was that the monster hated her so much in its death that its hatred turned into a curse. It sounded feasible to her, at least.

She felt a little tired given the mana drain from the sword, but Amber still felt more than ready to ascend to the next floor. However⁠, she walked over to some flames and stuck her hand into them instead, immediately refreshing Cursed Supreme Momentum. She also sliced her hand open with the dagger to refresh Crimson Fervor.

Then, Amber turned to scan the room. Everything was torn asunder, and even though she was in a tower, there were deep pits everywhere. The ceiling was hard to see⁠, resembling a sky instead. She didn’t know how towers actually worked, or how all of this was possible, but she didn’t actually care.

While she felt more than strong enough, Amber wasn’t so sure about leaving the tower yet.

“The person from the Arcane Council would easily wipe the floor with me if he was in full health…” That declaration was hard to believe for her, but it was true. “I have to grow stronger.”

There was also one more reason for her to stay in the tower:

I want to see the top.

I want to see if there is a Primordial Spirit here.

The cube had gone silent, and the tower gave a robotic feeling, so she was growing more certain of that fact. But at the same time… Amber smiled. The tower was the perfect opportunity for her to grow, and she wasn’t going to waste it. Like many times before, she wondered if she would encounter someone inside the tower but decided to not think about it too much. If it happened, it happened.

Though…

Amber looked down at herself. Her armor was in tatters, and a lot of her skin was showing at this point. She had managed to keep the cube inside her chest piece all this time, but at this rate, it was most definitely going to fall out mid-battle.

Perhaps I need to skin a monster…

Amber saw the remains of the turtle and then turned and headed towards the stairs in the distance.

Hopefully, there is no barrier.

She arrived before the stairs, extended her hand⁠, and it passed through without problems. Amber raised her brow at that and then took a step forward, then another, and another. She smiled.

There was no barrier.

She immediately rushed to the next floor.

* * *

Amber had ascended through four more floors, taking her a total of two and a half days. She was sure that about three days had passed since she had her advancement, which was nothing short of amazing. Six floors in four days. She had never been able to climb that fast. The only time she was able to do that was on the first two floors of the tower with the Venomous Vencer and Grand Sarwk, and since then, she hadn’t been able to match that pace.

Of course, she conveniently ignored the fact that two floors were trap floors.

Amber felt glad. She had gotten her advancement, and she had grown so damn strong from it. That said, it surprised her how much experience was needed for a single level now. She didn’t know if part of it was due to having a Legacy Branch or just a natural increase.

Nevertheless, she had made a lot of progress. She had killed a gigantic black alligator type monster and a monkey-like monster in the past day and a half. While Amber was sure she could defeat them much faster, she took her time to level her skills.

[You have defeated a [Dark Allitoris. Lvl. 112].]

[You have defeated a [Leviathan Simiasani. Lvl. 112].]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[You have reached level 107. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She had only leveled up once so far, but she didn’t mind the incredibly slow progress now. At least, not while she was focused on leveling her skills.

That said, I’d really like to be able to get the 3rd Rank of Toxin Resistance. She frowned. She had yet to see another monster or place where she could train her Toxin Resistance, which she found to be a shame. Then, there is Sharp Instincts. Getting it to 3rd Rank would be good, too…

She made sure to add that to her to-do list in terms of leveling. She was rushing to the fifty-seventh floor now, and she felt slightly awkward feeling the leather of the alligator stuck in between her armor pieces. It was the best she could do for now, and she was sure it would last quite some time before she would need to fashion herself new equipment.

Amber arrived at the next floor and paused, feeling a slight dizziness as soon as she arrived. The floor reminded her of a cave system, except the ground contained pits of acid.

“Well, isn’t this just great?”

It was the perfect place to level up her Toxin Resistance!

* * *

Amber spent the next two days fighting the floor’s monster. Part of it was not wanting to kill it, but the other was that it was exhausting to fight with the poisonous fumes. Amber had leveled up her Toxin Resistance to Rank 2 level 10 in that period, and she had also leveled up some of her other 2nd Rank skills, too.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

At the end of the second day, she finally killed the resident monster of the fifty-seventh floor. The gigantic lizard fell from the ceiling; the flames engulfing its body actively burned the toxin fumes into nothingness. Amber had to give it to the lizard. It was strong—much stronger than she had ever expected. This was great since it helped her level up her skills during and after the fight.

[You have defeated a [Venomous Repti. Lvl. 112].]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

Amber smiled at that, and minutes later, the fumes of the room cleared, and the lizard’s corpse disappeared. She had taken quite a lot of time on this floor, but she deemed it worth it. Amber did wonder how fast she could clear the floors if she only focused on that, and… after pondering for a few minutes, she decided to do just that.

She had been leveling her resistances for the longest time now, even before fighting the Fireblessed Velstalker, and while her resistances were only level 5 into the 2nd Rank, they probably had advanced enough. Amber also felt like she could level them up whenever she wanted, and so⁠—

Amber went to the stairs for the next floor, but this time, she had a different agenda in mind.

In the end, I want to see what is at the top soon.

Of course, given how long she had spent in this place, she felt like her resolution on doing it as fast as possible was fickle; her main goal was keeping herself entertained. While she was fairly introverted, the main thing that got to her was that the tower was incredibly boring at times. However, she had made it this far, and quitting just because she was bored would be nothing short of idiotic.

So, Amber climbed the stairs.

* * *

The next floor had a bunch of traps, which she bulldozed right through, and while it went well for an hour, she eventually ended up stuck in one spot for a few hours. The reason it took her so long was because the traps were laced with a paralytic agent, but she also figured that it was making progress towards the 3rd Rank of Toxin Resistance, so she didn’t mind too much.

In the end, Amber ended up spending about twelve hours on the trap floor, having gotten numerous painful injuries but also learning quite a lot in regard to traps. Mainly, in having to rely on her Sharp Instincts skill to make it through. However, Amber did wonder if she could destroy all the traps on a floor without getting injured.

Of course, without knowing the type of traps that was basically impossible, but thinking about the floor she had just been through, it sounded possible to her.

Well, that was something for her to test later. Because now, she had a new enemy to focus on.

Amber found herself in a forest-like scenery, and in the middle of it, a slumbering beast lay. It resembled a wolf, except it was gigantic⁠—its body was multiple meters long even sleeping, and she was quite sure she would be hard pressed to try to lift the monster, even using all her strength.

Though, none of that mattered because⁠—

Amber pointed her sword at it. “Flamethrower.”

A deluge of crimson flames engulfed the wolf. Amber didn’t bother to use Identify on it as she heard pained shrieks echo inside the forest. The flames quickly proliferated, and what would have originally been a pleasant environment to fight on instantly turned into the incarnation of hell.

The fires engulfed and consumed everything, and Amber coldly stared ahead. She didn’t derive joy from the destruction but from her capabilities instead. Even though a lot of the forest had burned, she didn’t think enough had burned. She needed more points in Wisdom to achieve that, and she was going to do just that.

The fires raged, and the wolf⁠ pounced through them. Its fur had been set ablaze, crimson flames surrounded it, and the monster roared at Amber as its speed nearly tripled⁠. It was faster than her, much to her surprise, but that didn’t matter.

Amber had one goal, and one goal only: to kill the monster as fast as possible.

* * *

Amber did find the monsters in the tower to be incredibly durable, though none of them seemed to have as much attack strength as the Fireblessed Velstalker. Maybe the tower was doing that on purpose; she most certainly was curious how she’d fare against some kind of glass cannon. Unfortunately, she wasn’t going to be finding that out any time soon.

Some hours later, the wolf fell dead. The monster, like many others, had quite a lot of preservation skills⁠.

Was the tower trying to stall her or what? Was it trying to tell her to train her resistances while she could? Was it just designed to be like that? Amber had so many questions but so few answers.

Shaking her head, she headed to the next floor, going over her notifications as she went.

[You have defeated a [Vorestwelf. Lvl. 112].]

While none of her resistances had leveled, two skills that she didn’t expect to had leveled.

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from level 1 to level 3.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from level 1 to level 3.]

[You have reached level 108. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Amber blinked at the sight.

“Two skill level ups at once? That’s not something I expected.”

Perhaps it made sense given they hadn’t leveled so far before despite always being active. She didn’t think too deeply on it and went to the next floor. To her surprise, there was no barrier for this one either. So, she went on ahead, renewing her resolution to ascend as fast as possible.

* * *

Amber found herself on a floor reminiscent of the ones in the Ax’thra tower. It had multiple passages, and it resembled the insides of a temple. From experience, she knew it was a trap floor. She took a step forward and paused, already sensing the pressure plate before her. She knew that spears would shoot out of the wall as soon as she took out another step.

“Destroying all the traps and not taking damage seems doable.” She tilted her head.

After a moment of deliberation, she decided to try it. She pointed the Flamecursed Sword at the wall and swung⁠. The 3rd Rank of Cursed Cleave immediately exploded the wall and destroyed it, leaving flaming embers behind. Just like that, the first trap had been destroyed.

Amber grinned and took a step forward. Her eyes slightly widened seeing a near invisible string right in front of her.

“This floor is interesting, isn’t it?”

She grinned and raised her sword, and this time, she was truly indiscriminate with her slashes, tearing apart anything that alarmed her senses. Amber sprinted through the room, slashing and avoiding numerous traps, and even then, she destroyed the ones that were already set off.

She pushed her senses to the limit as she pushed forward with an inhuman focus.

She wanted to clear the room without taking damage, but she also wanted to be fast at it. Which was why she tried her best.

* * *

Amber spent the following hours going through the trap-infested room. At some points, she had to block the attacks from the traps with her sword⁠. She didn’t know if that counted as not taking damage, but she decided to count it.

She tore through walls, sometimes charging right through them instead of taking the main path, and at times, she had to stop to even figure out where to go. However, she got through them all through sheer brute force.

In the end, she used all the skills in her arsenal to destroy every single trap, and she was rewarded for it. Though, she was also exhausted after the fact; it seemed that mana was her current bottleneck.

While Amber’s advancement had helped her tremendously, it didn’t make her undefeatable or anything, which made her glad. She didn’t desire to be weak, but she did desire to have higher mountains to climb. She was sure that if she fought the Fireblessed Velstalker now, it would still be a somewhat difficult battle. Not something she could take easy anyway.

At least, she had gotten some nice level ups.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

Instead of continuing to the next floor, she rested. If Amber’s time perception was accurate, it had been about a week since she advanced. If she was honest, it made her feel good. A lot of her 2nd Rank skills were nearing 3rd Rank, she could feel it. That said, the feeling got infinitely stronger until they eventually ranked up, so it was hard to tell when they would do so.

Still, considering how long it had taken her before, she was sure that this was going to go a lot faster. She closed her eyes.

Hopefully.

A sigh left her. She was going to recover her mana and then maybe sleep; she hadn’t slept in quite some time, and while at this point it didn’t quite feel like a necessity to her, she still enjoyed it.

She looked at the ceiling.

“I wonder how many floors are left for me to climb?” She closed her eyes.

She really wanted to see the top and see if there was anything there. Just when she was about to sigh, a small light at the corner of her eye caught her attention. She snapped in the direction of a hallway where a light was growing stronger, and⁠ she began to hear a multitude of footsteps. She also heard voices, but she didn’t manage to pick up what they were saying due to the shock she felt.

People were here.

And they were on the same floor as her.


Chapter 36.

Terrel had just cleared the fiftieth floor with his squad, when they saw a door open. It was a strange thing. While not all the rules of the tower were known, he knew that a door opening to a different route could mean multiple things: one, the group in that route had left the tower. Two, the group in that route had died. Three, both floors had been cleared at roughly the same time⁠, interlinking them.

While Terrel did not know which of the three was it, or if it was something else, after a day of rest, they decided to investigate. The first thing they noted was that no corpse was present, not even the one of the boss monster. The monster hadn’t respawned, which meant that the kill happened recently.

However, the remains of the battle gave everyone pause. The room had been destroyed. It looked as if the room had been melted during the battle.

His reaction, like the rest of the group, was pure shock.

“Whose squad would be capable of this…?” he asked.

“Maybe Volkar’s while being in a rush?” Brent, the vice-captain answered. “But it doesn’t make sense. They are not even present in the camp now. Plus, if it had been a group we would have known⁠—the camp would have known —so, it must be a person… but…”

Brent didn’t need to finish that thought. Everyone nodded, knowing what it represented.

“Didn’t the back entrance close six months ago?” a man asked. He was quite new in the squad.

Terrel and everyone turned in the direction of the voice. His name was Percy, and he had joined the knights just a couple of months ago. He was a talented mage. Not only that but he was in his early twenties—a rookie in everyone’s view. This was why Brent immediately scoffed.

“That happened six months ago. Whoever it was, they are probably long dead.” He shook his head. “However, it is undeniable that there was someone here. Someone of a higher level than all of us.”

“They have either left the tower or have continued climbing,” Terrel stated simply.

Everyone nodded at his declaration, and then there was silence. It was time for Terrel to make his decision to try to meet whoever was climbing or leave it to someone else.

The royal family kept the tower secret; however, they wouldn’t execute those that trespassed into it but would either try to buy the silence of those who trespassed or try to recruit them. That was the standard procedure. Of course, sometimes neither of the two things were possible, and that was when things got ugly.

If news of the tower spread, it would become an adventurer attraction. Though, considering how little outside visitors it had, it hadn’t been a problem yet. However, now it was Terrel’s turn to fulfill that duty—if the person hadn’t left the tower yet anyway.

After taking a deep breath, he spoke.

“Let’s continue ascending this route.”

In response, the rest of the knights nodded.

* * *

They ascended the unusually long flight of stairs to discover a white room, finding it destroyed. In the middle, a white monster lay, burning and very much dead.

“What the fuck…” Brent was the first to speak. “This is a special floor…”

Terrel and the others nodded. This floor wasn’t like the normal ones in the tower. They were meant to be a true challenge to the group or individual that was passing. Yet⁠, the monster had been absolutely annihilated. Considering the tower floor, Terrel assumed the dead monster had to have been level 110.

Yet, it was defeated just like that. Judging by the sheer number of blood stains in the room, Terrel could only guess that it had been a painful death for the monster. He couldn’t think of any way that an individual of around this level could do this, which meant: The person traveling must be over level 120, if not 130… He gulped at the thought.

His job had just gotten a whole lot harder.

Terrel wasted no time and told everyone to continue ascending. They had to get to the bottom of this.

While he was sure that his squad had numerous thoughts, Terrel hoped that the person had already left.

* * *

They continued ascending with great caution, but the tower had yet to respawn the monsters or restore the traps that had been taken, which made everyone all the more wary of the strength of the individual who was or had been here. That was because they saw what the person was capable of.

A lot of the floors had still-burning fires, and others had soot from the fires that had recently been present. Some of the monster corpses remained, and every single one of them was marred with disgusting and awful wounds. It looked as if they had been slashed thousands of times and then torched alive.

Finally, there was the fact that almost every single floor was special. While special floors weren’t that unique in themselves, the fact that there were so many of them, could only mean that the tower welcomed whoever was passing.

Terrel and the group stared at a carbonized forest, fires burning in the distance. They could also see the corpse of the monster that had been in this area. Just like all the other ones, it had died in a brutal fashion⁠—except this one seemed to have taken more damage than normal.

“Are you sure we should continue…?” a knight asked apprehensively.

Brent was the one to reply. “It is our duty as knights to ensure the secret of the tower is kept, and the likelihood of the person being an enemy of the kingdom is almost none.”

“But what if they are⁠—”

“Then don’t be a coward!” Brent bellowed at him. Everyone turned to look at the vice-captain, who started to gesticulate with his arms. “We serve the queen and king of Cytel. It is our duty to fulfill their orders! We are not blind fools. We have an escape plan and a designated messenger in case we are all in danger!”

Terrel didn’t necessarily agree with Brent getting this upset, but what he was saying was true, and so he just let it play out. Still, he prepared himself to intervene if it took a bad direction. The vice-captain faced the knight.

“If you do not wish to serve the king and queen, then why are you even here?”

The man was shaking, and Terrel sighed. The direction changed way too fast.

“I⁠ am just… afraid,” the man answered.

Brent frowned, and Terrel stepped forward.

“That’s enough. We have to keep moving. As Brent said, we won’t throw our lives away should the worst situation happen⁠—which it won’t. An individual this powerful bearing grudges against the kingdom would have raided the camp as soon as they arrived.”

He shook his head.

“Let us stop being paranoid and move on.”

He was met with reluctant nods, and moments later, they continued onto the next floor.

* * *

The royal family had made use of the tower for a very long time. While Terrel wasn’t aware of the specifics, they had a special deal with the Primordial Spirit that owned the tower, in order to allow the knights to nurture themselves and grow stronger. Thanks to this deal, they could easily bring supplies into the tower and stay for months. Those who weren’t knights had no such advantages, which was why it was almost unheard of for an adventurer to make it to the fiftieth floor⁠, and yet the person they were looking for had made it past that.

Terrel held a torch in his hand as they walked through a completely demolished trap floor. He didn’t understand why every single trap had been destroyed, but it made traveling through it infinitely easier. That said, it also made everyone infinitely more tense. It was far from normal behavior⁠—all the person’s kills were far from normal.

So, as they traveled the floor, all of them remained on guard.

“What level do you think this person is…”

“They have to be at least 130…”

“No, they must be over 150…”

Of course, aside from Percy, Brent, and himself, the rest of the knights were nervous, so whispers were inevitable and perhaps desirable to alert the other person of their presence. Terrel felt like they were getting close to the trespasser, just one more floor probably.

His eyes narrowed, and he turned the corner only to see a woman sitting down a couple of meters away from him. She had a sword that looked as if it had just been taken out of the forge, and her armor was in utter tatters.

He shivered⁠—they had found the person⁠—and then Identify went off.

[Warrior. Lvl. 108]

She was a level 108 warrior—about their level. All the knights had the exact same reaction, jerking before relaxing. Terrel, of course, knew what he had to do. He slowly approached the woman who was looking at him strangely.

“Where is the person who cleared all the floors?” he asked. “The one who entered the tower with you.”

The woman raised her brow, confused. “What do you mean?”

Terrel was about to clarify but the woman continued before he could say anything, pointing at herself.

“I am the one who cleared all the floors.”

* * *

Amber watched the knight blink in slow motion. All the knights did. She wasn’t wary of them, given none of them had hostility towards her, though was what she had said that strange? She didn’t understand it. She took in their levels.

[Warrior. Lvl. 107]

[Mage. Lvl. 105]

[Warrior. Lvl. 109]

They were all around her level. The leader—the man who had approached her—had been the highest level one. While all the knights dressed the same, he had a red cloth at his waist. Then a different one wore a blue cloth⁠. Amber figured they signified their ranks. The leader shook his head.

“I believe you are misunderstanding what I am saying,” he said.

Amber looked at the man who looked slightly older than Thieney and felt confused.

“Aren’t you asking who was the one to slay all the monsters on the previous floors and clear the traps on this floor?” Amber asked.

The man slowly nodded.

“Then that is me, unless that gets me in trouble; in that case, it was definitely not me,” Amber stated simply.

The man blinked, and at that moment, the knight with the blue cloth⁠—a blond man who looked as old as Thieney—stepped forward and walked past the leader.

“Do not play with us, Adventurer. Just because the king and queen are merciful, it doesn’t mean we cannot drag the information out of you⁠.”

“Brent,” the leader called coldly, and the man froze, “that is enough.”

The man⁠, Brent, paused. “Y-Yes, Captain.”

Ah, he’s the captain. Amber looked at the rest of the knights and deduced the one who had just threatened her was the vice-captain. Even though he spoke menacingly, she didn’t feel the intent to hurt her anywhere coming from him, so she didn’t feel wary.

Finally, the captain approached her again.

“This is a very important matter, you see; this tower isn’t meant to be public knowledge, so it is important we can talk to all the parties involved,” he explained.

Amber nodded. “So, I won’t get handcuffed or arrested or anything?”

“No.” He shook his head. “However, I do hope for your cooperation in telling us who entered with you.”

“I am alone.” Amber sighed. “I’ve been in this tower for six months now.”

The captain frowned, and so did the vice-captain? Amber wasn’t too sure, but she watched a knight ask from behind; he had a staff on his hand.

“Are you perchance the person who snuck into the back entrance of the tower six months ago?”

“Yes…” Amber agreed, her voice low.

The captain looked at her with scrutiny and then turned, gesturing to everyone. Amber watched as the knights left for elsewhere, except⁠ one who stayed behind. The man with the staff, rather than follow them, approached her and leaned on the wall next to her. He had black hair and black eyes; his complexion was on the pale side.

“Why did you stay behind?” Amber asked.

“They are probably having an audience about whether what you said is true or not.” He shrugged. “I personally see no point in being there when I can be talking to you.”

Amber rolled her eyes at that and decided to ask, “What are the outcomes of this audience?”

“Well, I don’t actually know.” The knight frowned, thinking. “I think their main priority is ensuring you don’t go and babble about the tower to the Guild, and the other is finding out if you really are alone or not. As for anything else, I don’t know.”

“I have no interest in talking to the Guild about this.”

“Why not? What if I give you my special permission?” He winked, and Amber shook her head, almost groaning.

Is he serious?

In response, the knight chuckled.

“My name is Percy, but you can call me Percy. Whichever suits you better,” he said, smiling.

“They are the same thing.” Amber had to suppress a sigh. She didn’t like this man⁠, Percy, and to believe this was her first human interaction in six months.

“If you say so.” Percy shrugged. “So, what brings you here? How did you even find this place?”

“I ran in a straight line inside the forest and eventually saw it.” She shook her head. “As for what brings me here? Well, I heard this is a trial of strength, so I am here for that. So, does the royal family have a deal to train knights here or what?”

She kept any questions in regard to the potential Primordial Spirit to herself.

“They do,” he responded, smiling. “However, we aren’t any just knights but the knights who serve inside the royal castle. We respond to the queen and king directly.”

“Huh, I see.”

Not exactly what I expected, so everyone here has direct ties to the royal family? she thought. So, showing the cube is either a really good or a really bad idea.

“By the way, I never got your name. What is it?”

“Amber.”

The man blinked. “Strange name, but it sounds nice.”

She shook her head at what he said. Percy could be a nice way to glean information about the capital⁠ or, more importantly, about what happened during the attack on the royal vault. She decided that it was too soon to ask about that. She didn’t know if it was public information.

She felt tempted to leave the knight and head to the next floor, but Cursed Supreme Momentum had ended. She sighed and reached for her dagger. The man blinked and pulled his staff, but all Amber did was cut herself.

Her skills refreshed, and she burned the blood on the palm of her hand⁠⁠, instantly evaporating it. The cut quickly closed.

“What are you doing?” he asked tensely.

Amber put the dagger back in its sheath and met the man’s gaze. “Do you think I was the one to clear all the floors or there is someone else?”

Percy blinked and hesitated. The man looked at her all over, then his eyes landed on the Flamecursed Sword. The ground surrounding it was charred black, but no flames had been ignited.

“I think… you are telling the truth…” he finally said.

Amber nodded. She hoped that that would make the man stop his advances ⁠—if they were even that. She wasn’t interested in doing any of that yet, and she certainly wouldn’t choose this man even if she was.

Finally, after a few seconds, Percy sat down not too far away from her.

“You aren’t going to return to see the meeting or whatever?” Amber asked.

“No, I think it’s kind of pointless,” Percy replied. “While I am still skeptical of your claims, I think the only real solution is to continue climbing the tower and see for ourselves. Only then will the truth be revealed.”

“Huh, right.”

So, I have to wait to see what they end up doing…?

Well, she was fine with that. So long as they didn’t tell her to leave the tower anyway.

* * *

During the meeting, Percy was missing, but Terrel just let him be in favor of having a productive talk, choosing to listen to everyone’s opinions in regard to the strange young woman they had just met. One of the knights had a rather peculiar one.

“Maybe she is a lure for her master, so she will lead us to him…”

“Nonsense!”

He shut that conversation down quickly, but it was important for Terrel to hear what everyone had to say. In the end, everyone believed that she was lying. That she had come with someone else, and this other person had gone into hiding. But Terrel had a feeling that that wasn’t the case.

He remembered the woman’s sword, and the ground around it was charred⁠. It reminded him of all the burn marks he had seen on the floors below. Not only that but the young woman herself looked feral—for lack of a better word. Her hair was a mess and covered with flakes of ash, while her face looked clean aside from some scorch marks. Terrel had a weird feeling about her.

Her presence, too, felt a lot bigger than normal people.

Finally, he concluded the meeting.

“I have heard everyone’s opinions, and I believe what I initially suggested is the best option,” he stated simply.

The three knights in the meeting reluctantly nodded, except for one⁠—Brent, the vice-captain.

The blond man stepped forward and spoke in a hushed whisper, “No, absolutely not. When have you heard of this happening before?” he asked.

Terrel shook his head. “Never, but we don’t know how to deal with trespassers, and this is my solution,” he began, explaining. “If she is alone and telling the truth, then it will be good for us, and if she is lying, there is only one way to find out. Worst-case scenario we dismiss her and tell her to exit the tower. The knights outside will take care of it.”

Brent raised his hand. “But she is an adventurer, and we are knights. Unlike an adventurer, we are here to serve the queen and king and nothing more⁠—”

“For that, we must grow stronger,” Terrel said. “Which is why this is our best choice.”

The vice-captain reluctantly nodded. While Terrel thought he was quite a hot-headed guy, he also knew that Brent was incredibly loyal to the kingdom and his people. Not only that, but Brent was actually a kind-hearted person. He had seen him in the past donate food or do charity work, though it was a shame that most knights here did not know that side of him.

Terrel looked at his vice-captain.

“It will be fine. I will take responsibility.”

The man nodded, this time slightly more convincingly. With that, they headed towards the young woman. She was still in the same spot, except that Percy was near her. Brent shot him a look that made him quickly rejoin the formation. Then, Terrel approached.

“I assume Percy told you about what we usually do?”

“That you don’t want me to tell anyone about this and stuff…?” she asked. “Yeah.”

Terrel nodded. “Alright, skipping that, there is a question I’d like to ask you.”

The warrior raised her brow. “What is it?”

Terrel met her gaze and spoke.

“Will you join us in climbing the tower?”

She blinked.


Chapter 37.

Amber thought about agreeing. Many would have called her crazy and even say that thought was nonsensical, but that couldn’t be further from the truth. She had many reasons for agreeing. One of them was keeping peace. She didn’t want to fight some knights and become the enemy of the kingdom. She had already snuck into the tower, after all, and even though they seemed mostly fine with it, there was no point in shaking the hornet’s nest.

Who knows how they’ll react if I say no. She stared at the group of people before her.

Another reason was because these people⁠—if to be believed⁠—served directly under the king and queen, meaning she could probably obtain a lot more information in regard to the Arcane Council and what happened that night now that so much time had passed. When she first came to the tower, the knights were clueless, but now, she thought differently. They weren’t ordinary knights but rather elites trusted with the secrets of the kingdom.

Plus, she’d get to ask about the Primordial Spirit of the tower⁠.

Lastly, this was infinitely more interesting than just ascending the tower alone. She hadn’t talked to someone for six months, and even though she was perfectly content with that, a big part of her desired something more. Perhaps it was hedonistic behavior to change her goals on a whim like that, but she had been well aware her goals were fickle at this point. Naturally, she still intended to reach the top of the tower, but the knights probably wouldn’t affect that too much.

There was an issue with experience, but Amber couldn’t even tell how much worse it would get. She was getting about two levels a week at this point, and⁠ that was actually infinitely faster than before her Class Advancement.

Those were all the reasons to agree. As for the reasons to disagree⁠…

Well, there are plenty… Amber closed her eyes. In the end, I have to appease them to some level, and it will also be good for me in some ways…

While there were a lot of reasons to disagree, ultimately Amber wanted to know about what transpired in the capital the night she rescued Velda with Liz. Which was why she agreed.

“Sure.”

She watched the captain smile and some of the knights lightly shake their heads. However, there was a caveat.

“But I don’t want to travel forever with you people. In fact, it’d be nice if you all left the floors to me alone.” She crossed her arms. “So, I’ll only be temporarily around. After that, I want to be left alone to ascend the tower.”

The knight captain frowned, while the vice-captain stepped forward. “Do you think you have the right to make demands?”

The captain sighed. “You are asking for a lot, don’t you think?”

Amber reached for her sword and stood up, making the knights take a wary step back.

“Well, for starters, where did you all come from?” She raised her brow. “It’s been six months since I saw a person, so, it’s very strange for all of you to show up all of a sudden.”

“A different route opened when we cleared the fiftieth floor,” the captain explained. “So we went through that door and found your fiftieth floor.”

Amber tilted her head at that. It was strange. So the tower merged instances? No⁠, it wasn’t a merge, it was an option to go into someone else’s path.

“Doesn’t that mean you are all basically breaching into my space?” she asked. “I think it’s kind of rude to just decide to forcefully take my spot in what I was doing.”

The vice-captain frowned at that but didn’t say anything; instead, he turned to the captain, who had his eyebrows creased and nose pinched with one hand.

“So, because of that you demand that we accommodate you?”

“Well I don’t care too much about taking the floors on my own, but I don’t want to feel bound to a group,” Amber said. “Can’t you go to your fiftieth floor when you are done here and continue climbing the tower from there?”

“That I do not know,” the captain answered swiftly before offering his hand. “But, how about this: If you are who you claim you are, we will agree to leave when you request us to. However, we will fight on all the floors.”

Amber lightly frowned at that, and so did the knights. In the end, to them I am speaking gibberish. She felt slightly disrespected by the man’s wording, but she figured she had nothing to lose since she had, in fact⁠, been telling the truth.

She gripped the man’s hand and shook it.

“I’m Amber, and you are…?”

“Terrel,” the captain simply said. “The vice-captain is Brent, and you can turn to him if I am unavailable.”

Right… She looked at Brent whose expression showed great displeasure.

“I’m sure he’ll be reliable.” Amber nodded.

Terrel smiled at her and then spoke.

“I do hope you find it acceptable that we rest before continuing towards the next floor, otherwise⁠—”

“That’s fine,” Amber interrupted. “I’ll go elsewhere and leave you guys to it.”

She smiled and waved, walking past everyone. I’ll just sleep on the stairs of the previous floor. Of course, she didn’t reveal her intentions. Instead, she simply let the knights do their own thing. They began to talk with the captain, Terrel, who was left to do damage control.

Meanwhile, Amber napped at the first step of the previous floor, finally getting the rest she wanted. However, as she drifted off to sleep, she wondered about the knights.

Hopefully, they won’t cause me any trouble…

She really wanted answers to all her questions, after all.

* * *

Amber awoke, unknowing of how long her nap had been, and headed to the floor she met the knights in, and she blinked.

There was a whole encampment, and some of the knights were already sparring with each other. But what confused her the most was…

Where did they get all those tents from?

She stepped into the camp with utmost confusion, and a man called out to her.

“Amber.” It was Percy.

She turned to face him, and the man continued, “The captain was looking for you. We were waiting for you to ascend to the next floor.”

She blinked at that. So, he is a man of his word. They could have easily tried to go up without her, but instead, they waited. Amber smiled.

“Tell him that I’m ready to go.”

Percy nodded and excused himself. Minutes later, Amber watched as the encampment began to disassemble, and to her surprise, she watched as the multitude of objects began to vanish into thin air upon being touched by the knights. She found it confusing but abstained herself from asking questions. Right now, more than anything, she wanted to climb the tower.

After that, I’ll ask questions once they are more comfortable with my presence.

So, ten minutes later, they stood in front of the stairs to the next floor before departing.

* * *

Amber could feel the tension as she moved up the stairs. While Cursed Supreme Momentum wasn’t active, the same couldn’t be said about Crimson Fervor and Crimson Fuel. She ensured both remained fully active, so she wasn’t particularly weak at any moment. She was sure that she was going to find a way to keep Cursed Supreme Momentum always active down the line. It was just a matter of time.

“Why are the stairs so long?” a knight asked.

“Probably a special floor,” Brent answered. “It’s probably already been cleared.”

“Special floor?” Amber raised her brow as she led the charge.

Brent did not reply, however, the captain did. “A type of floor that is said to push the limits of people. They look vastly different to the usual dull floors. They will have special and varied environments.”

Amber blinked. “Oh, so like a lot of the floors before?”

“Yes.”

Well, that’s interesting.

Amber did wonder if the floors would change if the knights joined or if they would still be single monsters. It was something that made her curious, and soon, she would have her answer.

The group continued for about thirty seconds before they found themselves in a very large white hall. It resembled the interior of a fancy building and was reminiscent of the floor of the centaur, being made entirely of white marble.

Except, there were dozens of statues lining the walls. They all reminded her of the Greek sculptures from Earth given they were practically naked and bore no weapons. 

“This seems fun,” Amber commented.

[Marble Guardian. Lvl. 105]

[Marble Guardian. Lvl. 105]

[Marble Guardian. Lvl. 105]

“So, the person went into complete hiding?” Brent asked, looking around.

The captain stepped forward and turned to her.

“We will do our own thing, and you do your thing; no interfering with each other, okay?”

Amber nodded at that. “Sure, that sounds good to me.”

Terrel smiled and then commanded his people to attack.

Amber watched as the mages began to attack the statues and all the knights gathered into a mass that protected its center, which seemed to have a single healer. Just like that, the knights were taking on a dozen of the sculptures at the same time. The sculptures didn’t seem to be particularly strong or fast, but what they didn’t have in strength, they made up for in numbers.

Amber smiled, watching the rest of the statues begin to come in her direction, and there were dozens of them.

She unsheathed her sword and immediately rushed to the first one. This is going to be fun⁠. Cursed Cleave went off, and the first statue was immediately beheaded. Her strike went past it and hit into the wall. Then she turned and used Cursed Stomp⁠, and around two dozen guardians were stunned and cut multiple times. Some had their legs broken and fell.

Amber grinned at that. “This is really damn fun.”

All the enemies she had fought so far had been tanky beyond belief, so having things die was so satisfying to her. Granted, they were statues, but⁠—she sheathed her sword and punched one in the head, cracking the stone⁠— it was all the same to her!

Amber ducked under a swing and then did an uppercut⁠. Cursed Cleave went off and split the head in half, destroying part of the ceiling along with it. She smiled and then kicked another statue, breaking its calf with a single strike.

She didn’t even bother to pay attention to see how the knights were doing; instead, she immersed herself in a close combat battle against hundreds of adversaries.

* * *

Amber lost track of time fighting. However, when she ripped the trachea from a statue and no more remained, she blinked.

“That’s all⁠—”

She heard a scream, and she turned only to see three knights standing fighting two final statues. The other three knights were on the ground, evidently too tired to fight. So, they haven’t finished yet.

Amber decided to take a seat on one of the statue corpses. All around her lay nothing but destroyed rocks. Even though the end was abrupt, she had enjoyed herself.

She had also leveled up some of her skills.

[You have defeated a [Marble Guardian. Lvl. 105].]

[You have defeated a [Marble Guardian. Lvl. 105].]

[You have defeated a [Marble Guardian. Lvl. 105].]

…

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

She smiled and then turned to watch the unfolding fight in the background. Only Percy and Terrel remained against the two statues. Percy stepped back and unleashed a ball of light towards one of the monsters. It struck and took a large chunk of stone from its torso, but the monster tried to attack him, nonetheless.

Amber blinked. Why aren’t they aiming for the head?

She watched as Terrel cleaved the arm of one of the monsters, then carrying the momentum, he sliced off one of the legs. That was enough to turn the tides of battle, for the monster fell. Then he charged at the remaining guardian, the one attacking Percy. Terrel crippled it the same way, and then they slowly finished both off.

Amber approached the panting group—or more specifically, Terrel, the captain.

“You know, you would have had a much easier time if you aimed for the head,” she said simply.

“I know…” He breathed heavily. “But this is to… train our skills…”

Oh. She certainly didn’t expect that. So, they struggled that much on purpose. She definitely respected that.

Her opinion of the knights immediately changed, and then she turned around⁠.

“Wait… how did it go for you?” Terrel asked.

Amber smiled. “A lot of them were killed with head hits, so it was fun rather than anything else, but you can see the destruction if you want.”

With a shrug, she left the knight alone. Terrel stood up and walked towards her, but as soon as he got a sight of her battlezone, he blinked.

“What the…” The knight was too stunned to speak. “I guess that makes sense if she mostly aimed for the head…?”

She could hear him doubt his own words, but Amber didn’t really care as she headed towards a burning fire in the background. For now, she’d keep her Cursed Supreme Momentum active, then continue to the next floor whenever the knights were ready.

* * *

They cleared two more floors together before resting. Even though Amber had fun, the knights were confused. She could overhear their conversations.

“Where is the companion of the girl?”

“Maybe she was telling the truth?”

“Pfft! Don’t be ridiculous!”

They didn’t believe her, and while her goal wasn’t to convince the knights of her strength, she knew that perhaps doing so would help.

* * *

After resting, they continued their journey towards the next floor. She did receive some questioning from the vice-captain in regard to why she was carrying a piece of flaming stone, but she didn’t answer. It was obvious she had ignited it earlier.

Instead, she immersed herself in her own thoughts.

In a few floors, I’ll ask what I want to ask. Right now, it is still too soon.

If she was honest with herself, she was putting more effort into getting this information than any of her social interactions in the past. However, she did want to know. She wanted to know what was stolen, what was taken, and what they knew about the Arcane Council. She also wanted to know about the tower.

Maybe, I should give it a try.

She didn’t think it would hurt her chances of obtaining the information in the future, after all.

“I met a person almost seven months ago, and they claimed to have attacked the capital,” she began and looked at the captain.

“That is not information I can corroborate or share,” Terrel answered.

Amber closed her eyes at that.

I guess I’ll have to wait to ask about the Primordial Spirit and everything else.

She continued the ascent to the next floor. In the end, she was going to need to prove she was the one who had climbed all those floors.

It took about another minute, but eventually, they found themselves in a large plain with a sun. In the middle there was a stone formation, reminiscent of a certain ancient rock construction back on Earth. There were seven different pillars in a circle, all different sizes and widths.

Amber, of course, continued with great curiosity, while the knights discussed strategies and other stuff. However, given no clear enemies were visible, they settled on waiting until she engaged to make a plan.

She paid that no mind and instead approached the pillars of stone. Once she was about twenty meters from the entire formation, the biggest and largest pillar shone. It emitted a golden light that shifted in figure, and a second later, a large Velstalker appeared.

[Maelstone Velstalker. Lvl. 110]

Not what I expected.

Amber smiled as the Velstalker dashed with a burst of speed. She raised her sword, and the monster struck. She was sent sliding back, and the knights fervently began to discuss before deciding to set off.

However, Amber instead paid more attention to the Velstalker. It was much faster than the Fireblessed one, after all.

* * *

Eventually, Amber grew bored and decided that she wanted to finish this fight at once. The Velstalker just didn’t… compare. The guardians were fun due to their number, but this⁠… It just feels like a downgrade.

She easily dodged a swipe from the Maelstone Velstalker, and even though its claw sent a ripple that cut into the air itself, she didn’t feel threatened by it. Amber didn’t understand if the tower difficulty had gone down due to the knights joining or something else, but the weaker enemies didn’t necessarily bother her.

What bothered her was the stone taking the shape of the strongest enemy she had fought.

“Aren’t you an insult to his existence?” she asked the reptile.

In response, the Maelstone Velstalker hissed and threw a claw at her. She dodged and met the gaze of the stone being.

“Is that all you can do, really?”

A hiss came her way, and a red aura enveloped the monster. Even now, she still held some hope that the monster would be able to somewhat match the terror from the thing it was portraying, but as Amber forcefully increased her momentum to dodge every single one of its attacks, she became disappointed.

Well, if you can’t do more, you’ll still have at least one use, she thought.

The monster grew frenzied and even managed to take a small strand of hair. It snarled and shrieked at her, and Amber sighed. Those were its results from three minutes of exchanges. In the end, it bothered her that the monster that had given her such a challenge and pushed her limits so much was being disrespected like this.

She prepared her sword, pulling it back and raising her free hand in preparation. The monster took the chance and clawed.

Her forearm took the brunt of the attack, and three cuts exploded on her shoulder, shedding blood. In the end, that was all this monster amounted to.

Her eyes narrowed. “At least, you will help me show the knights what they refuse to see.”

Amber stabbed her sword forward, letting its tip go into its chest.

“Flamethrower.”

A deluge of crimson flames consumed the monster and the environment whole.

* * *

Brent was struggling. This was the most formidable foe he had fought in quite a long time, and he wasn’t used to solo battles, but⁠ he blocked with his sword as the scythe-like limb attacked him, and he activated his skill Protective Aura as the after-hit was blocked.

At the start, he wasn’t too sure about the potential number of special floors, but now that insecurity had disappeared. This was the perfect training for him. The perfect training to grow stronger to serve the king and queen.

While he still thought the person who accompanied the woman was in hiding, the woman, Amber, was still much more capable than he gave her credit for. So, he was going to make sure to finally acknowledge her and also thank her and the person traveling with her for this opportunity.

Still, he couldn’t believe that he had yet to sense this person who had cleared so many floors. How could they hide so well?

Brent smiled, hitting the monster back.

I want to meet them⁠—

A fiery crimson deluge blasted not too far away, turning the environment red as he blinked.

That’s where Amber is fighting, but that power… He watched the flames consume everything. It can’t be… right?

* * *

Percy had still been doubtful of Amber after their encounter; however, he knew what a rejection was, so he had stopped being weird. Still, he couldn’t help but worry for the woman. He was struggling with his foe, so why wouldn’t she get injured against whatever she was fighting.

I’ll finish this and go help her⁠—

At that moment, he saw a sea of red flames blast in the distance. One that turned all his doubt into a fact.

Amber was…

* * *

Amber was telling the truth.

Terrel watched the crimson blast engulf a large part of the environment, burning it and turning it into nothing but cinder. The fire was so prominent that everything stopped. The air, the knights, and even the monsters.

Instead, everyone turned to look at the source of the fire where they saw a single warrior. A woman with a flaming sword—one who the knights had already acquainted themselves with.

Amber.

She was the person they believed to be level 130.

The person who had cleared all those floors.

The person they had doubted.

Now, she was looking right at them.


Chapter 38.

Terrel was frozen in place. Something within him didn’t let him move under the gaze of Amber. Now, she was staring right at him. He was sure she was trying to say something with her stare, but he couldn’t quite place it. However, he also found it hard to look away; his hairs were standing on end, and even the monster next to him was looking.

The crimson fires raged in the background, their crackling echoing in the air, and then, Amber took a step forward, and she⁠ vanished. A small cloud of dust was left in her spot, and Terrel felt shocked for a split second before he heard a shrill cry to his side.

At the corner of his vision, he saw Amber kneeing the large stone serpent he had been fighting. Chunks of stone flew across the air, and he saw the woman’s expression. The world slowed down just for a moment, and then it resumed⁠. The snake was sent flying as its hisses filled the air.

Terrel blinked, and Amber dashed away to a different knight. He turned only to see him get saved. The centipede-like creature was stunned by a stomp skill, except it had traveled instantly, and the duration was⁠… well, it was long enough for Amber to grab it by its tail and throw it crashing against another monster.

The battle was immediately plunged into chaos as numerous monsters turned to face Amber. The only one left unattended was Brent’s adversary, otherwise… they were all facing the woman. One was Terrel’s serpent, one belonged to Percy and was akin to a centipede, and the other three were reminiscent of a bear, a tall man with elongated limbs, and some kind of drake.

Terrel questioned Amber’s decision, but as he saw the state of his men, he realized what she was doing.

She was saving them.

She was saving the men who most definitely wouldn’t be able to defeat their foes, as for his opponent being taken away… Terrel believed there was some hidden motive to it, but he didn’t think about it. Instead, just like everyone else, he watched on. He watched Amber face five enemies at once.

Surely, she was fighting much more than what she could chew, except⁠ that wasn’t the case. Everyone was proved immediately wrong when the Maelstone Voidlurker swung at Amber with its club. She blocked it without issue and then⁠ she extended her hand.

People immediately frowned, Terrel included. She hit the monster with her palm, and, of course, that achieved nothing⁠—

Fire burst.

A deluge of flames exploded as thousands of cuts streaked across the monster’s body. Stones rippled in all directions, and all everyone could do was… pause. The monster was…

Dead.

The Maelstone Voidlurker hit the ground, the flames consuming its body.

It had only taken her one skill to kill one of the monsters. It seemed ridiculous to him⁠— no, it was ridiculous to everyone who was watching. Percy was the first to speak.

“She… really did just kill it in one hit, right?”

“Yeah…” a knight agreed.

“It’s the same type of kill that we saw when ascending the tower…” another added.

Terrel nodded at that and turned to look at what was happening.

Amber was standing in front of the flaming rocks that had once been a terrifying monster. She was showing her back to them, facing the rest of the stone beasts. Their ferocity had dropped, as if they knew the fate that awaited them. She stepped forward.

“If you aren’t coming then I’ll do it myself⁠.” She stomped.

All the monsters were hit at once, cuts and small embers bursting around their bodies, immediately setting them ablaze, and the show didn’t stop there. She dashed with inhuman speed next to the serpent and slashed⁠. A wave of energy went past the initial slash and carved deep into the torso of the monster. It hit a second monster, too.

Then she did it,⁠ again and again. Wave after wave of hits engulfed the monsters, destroying stone and leaving multiple cuts behind along with the remains of fires, and that was just the beginning. Everyone saw her effortlessly dodge hits and strike with incredible and unprecedented speed. Then she began to dash to different spots to throw off the monsters.

“Doesn’t she get tired…?”

“By the gods, what am I watching?”

“She is just… something else…”

At the sight, Terrel, too, couldn’t help but wonder about many things. Her speed didn’t make sense to him. It was like a variable that didn’t seem to have limits. She allowed herself to be hit a few times, and her durability certainly was much higher than his. Then there was…

Amber teleported in mid-air, pointing her sword down at the group of monsters. “Flamethrower.”

A deluge of crimson consumed the entirety of the monsters whole, finishing them in a single swoop.

Then there was her strength relative to her level…

Terrel couldn’t make sense of it, not in the slightest. He wanted to understand it, but he didn’t think she would tell him. Why would she? Though, he had a hunch.

Perhaps she has a Legacy⁠— No, what am I thinking. It had to be an extremely rare class. Legacy Branches were seldom seen by anyone in their lifetime, even meeting an individual with one. Not only that, but Terrel had only learned of their existence recently.

The likelihood of her having one was lower than her class being something never seen before⁠—that was how rare they were. At this level anyway. Still… Terrel felt jealous but also…

Maybe I can get her to join the knights⁠…? No, that was a ridiculous notion.

He raised his head and saw the woman standing amidst all the burned corpses. She was looking down at them with an almost expressionless face.

Someone like her would never agree to that…

A sigh left him as the surrounding knights gasped. Terrel, meanwhile, took the time to collect himself. In the end, it was better to let Amber do her own thing. Her presence was already a boon to their training.

Terrel turned to the knights.

“Let us begin to set up camp and rest. Brent will join us in a few hours,” he said simply. “Then we will continue climbing the tower with Ms. Amber.”

The knights paused before nodding and getting to work.

* * *

Amber continued climbing the tower with the knights, but she didn’t try as hard as that floor again.

Amber kicked. The centaur’s head snapped, and it was sent stumbling back before falling over. Its large figure shook the ground and even cracked it, its blood spilling onto the ground as all the present knights blinked.

[You have defeated a [Forest Centar. Lvl. 115].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

Just like that it had died. She turned to see the panting knights looking at her in shock. Only the captain seemed unfazed. The others, however…

“Just one kick…”

“She finished it off just like that?”

“Four hours of fighting…”

They couldn’t believe what had happened, and that wasn’t the only time. While she wasn’t trying to impress anyone, sometimes it was inevitable.

* * *

In a room full of gigantic ants, she fought with her fists while the knights did their own thing. She abstained herself from using any skills to ensure her resistances leveled up as much as possible, and at first, it went well, but the ants grew fiercer in their attacks, and they began to use their hard bodies.

It would take about two punches to crack their chitin, and it wasn’t an issue until they decided to start ramming into her⁠. Dozens of ants swarmed and piled on top of her, and Amber had had enough⁠.

Curse Battery!

Flames and cuts exploded across the group, immediately incinerating all the ants in the vicinity with a fiery explosion of gore. When she blinked, once more the knights had seen it all.

Their expressions were unreadable to her.

* * *

Eventually, a week passed. All the bickering about her had completely stopped after her first display of strength. Amber made sure to not overstep and let the knights do their own things. So, things should’ve been going swimmingly, now. The vice-captain even looked at her with great respect and admiration! Though, even now, neither he nor the captain answered her questions about what happened in the capital.

Ignoring that part, she should have been happy with the outcome of her acts, but instead, she felt weird about it.

A sword clashed against hers, and she stomped. The adversary was filled with cuts as it was momentarily stunned, and then⁠ she cleaved right through the plating on its shoulder with all her strength, dissecting the monster in an instant, and ending its life right then and there.

The split armor clattered to the ground, flames slowly consuming its remains. The living armor had died just like that.

Amber ignored the notification and turned to see the knights still fighting a bunch of them. Unlike a lot of monsters, these felt a lot like undead, only dying after taking a lot of damage.

She observed the knights. They were fighting, sure, but when they weren’t fighting, they were…

Avoiding me. Amber could tell from this past week. They avoid me like the plague. Did I go too far?

She didn’t think she did, but this was the outcome.

At the same time, the monsters were a lot weaker in all aspects. They didn’t have strength or speed, nor durability, nothing that made them special, so she didn’t understand the… avoidance she was going through.

At the same time, the knights struggled? Weren’t they meant to be the palace knights?

Amber stared at the group ahead. They were certainly coordinated⁠—infinitely more coordinated than she could ever be—but their individual power left things to be desired. Though, perhaps she was missing something⁠.

A voice cut through everything.

“Just die already!” It was Percy’s. “Unleash Purgatory!”

The room was filled with light, and Amber could have sworn dozens of monsters were evaporated in an instant. The knights blinked, and a commotion broke out between them.

“Why would you use your powerful skills?! This isn’t part of our training itinerary,” Brent bellowed.

Ah right… They were trying to train. Amber had forgotten all about that. Though now she had gleaned that⁠, they were using weak skills on purpose or limiting themselves to certain skills.

The floor was cleared shortly after, and they continued on their way.

* * *

Amber continued climbing the tower with the knights, and while at times it was slow, she didn’t mind. She was still able to level her skills in an effective manner. She had seen a few level ups here and there that made her happy.

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

Even her resistances had leveled, too.

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 5 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

She had even gained a level.

[You have reached level 109. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Though, she felt like there was more that could be done. Much more, in fact. There was another way of leveling her resistances, and after thinking long and hard, she was going to act on it.

Maybe it will help the knights get used to me, too, Amber thought. She didn’t like being constantly treated like an alien. First, an outcast, and then, someone feared…

The camp was currently set up, and everyone was supposed to be resting after climbing the tower, but some knights still sparred with wooden swords. From what she had been able to gather, this was so they could still progress their skills even without fighting⁠. It was slow progress, but progress, nonetheless.

This was where Amber came in.

She smiled walking into the camp, and in an instant, all activity stopped as all eyes landed on her. Of course, she paid that no mind and instead sought out the captain immediately, who happened to be in a tent with the vice-captain.

“What do you need, Amber?” he asked.

Brent, meanwhile, leaned against the table, waiting for their discussion to be done.

“Well, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, right?” Amber smiled.

“Right…” The captain didn’t seem to be following.

“So, how about your knights train their skills on me?” she asked, basically chirping.

The captain blinked. “Do you gain anything from this? Is it related to your class?”

Amber nodded. “Not related to class, but I do get to level my resistances.”

Brent, in the background, immediately snapped his gaze in her direction, but Amber paid it no mind. Instead, she turned to look at the captain who seemed to be deeply thinking.

“So?” she asked.

Finally, he nodded. “I will ask the knights if they are interested.”

Amber smiled at that and followed Terrel out of the tent. The vice-captain came along, too, evidently interested in the events that were about to transpire. It didn’t take long before all four knights were gathered in front of her. They stood neatly in formation.

“Amber has come to me today with an interesting proposal,” Terrel began, and Amber saw almost all the knights visibly tense except for Percy. “She has suggested leveling skills on her, and, in return, she will level her resistances from the attacks received.”

The people blinked and turned to look at her as if she was crazy.

“I believe we know that she won’t get seriously injured, but to exercise precaution, you will still use wooden swords⁠—”

“Actual swords are fine,” she interrupted. “I can heal myself, and there is a healer, too.” She pointed at a knight who blinked. “Plus, he will get to train his healing skills.”

Terrel blinked but nodded, going along with what she was saying. Though, the knights looked at her as if she was crazy.

“So, Amber will allow you all to attack her with your swords in non-lethal areas to level up your skills. Who is interested?”

Percy immediately shook his head. “I’m not that kind of person.”

However, the healer immediately raised his hand. “I’d like to help heal…”

Terrel nodded and then turned to the remaining two knights. One was a mage, and one was a warrior. Both shared a glance before shaking their heads.

So, only the healer…? Amber frowned at that.

“Very well.” Terrel nodded before looking towards the healer. “Casper, come with me.”

Then, to her surprise, Terrel turned towards her.

“I will take you up on your offer.”

Amber blinked, and to her surprise, Brent spoke up. “I’d like to join, too, if you don’t mind.”

She felt further confused before smiling. “Sure.”

Just like that, her resistance training began.

* * *

Amber, of course, continued to climb the tower and defeat the various enemies that she had seen. Most of the time it was boring, but she had fun in the ways she could. For example, there had been a pack of bulls that she let the knights deal with except for one…

The monster bellowed in anger as it thrashed beneath her. It had gigantic horns, and it was wildly rocking back and forth. A normal person would have suffered numerous sprains from riding it, but Amber⁠—

“This is fun!”

It had been thrashing for ten hours straight. The knights had set up camp some time ago, but they didn’t bother her except for keeping watch on the monster. After all, it would’ve been bad if it rampaged through the camp. However, when the monster tried to do that, Amber would grab it by the neck and squeeze hard.

It also had the side-effect of making it angrier and more focused on getting her off its back. Amber, of course, saw the challenge in it, and so she kept riding it until the knights picked up their camp.

After they got tired of waiting, the monster unleashed a terrifying bellow before it⁠ died.

“Did it really die from exhaustion…?” the captain asked in shock.

“Yep!” she beamed.

In reply, all he did was stare in silence at the fallen bull.

* * *

Of course, she diligently trained her resistances with both the captain and the vice-captain. The healer, Casper, was there, of course. A week had passed since she had asked them to do so. She had asked them about the capital once again, not too long ago, but she was met with a respectful refusal, which meant questions about the tower were a no-go, too.

Now, she stood like a tree trunk as the two warriors swung at her arms as if they were lumberjacks. Except instead of axes they used swords, swords which were on fire and covered in magical energy instead of being normal. It had been hard to convince them to do it at the start, but now, they didn’t mind.

The healer was also hard at work, given the rate of the attacks.

“How are you even… Doesn’t it hurt?” he asked.

“Well, it does, I just ignore it,” Amber replied. “Plus, it helps my resistances.”

“You keep saying that…” he said, apprehensiveness evident in his voice, “but it’s just such a gruesome sight…”

“I do find it inhumane,” the captain grunted, “but, I also acknowledge its effectiveness, so I bear with it.”

“Me… too…” Brent agreed through heavy breaths.

Amber did agree that intentionally hurting someone to level your skills was probably a weird experience. Though, she didn’t think too much about it because she was on the receiving end of it. She had already leveled up all her resistances once, and⁠ they were due to level again soon⁠—

A notification interrupted.

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

“Oh, my resistances leveled.” She smiled. “That's enough for today.”

Both men stopped mid-swing, shaking their heads. Amber’s wounds healed in about two seconds. She had taken off her armor for this given she didn’t want to further destroy it, so she immediately headed to re-equip it. As she reached for it, she turned to Brent and Terrel.

“Thank you, though if you both find it inhumane, why keep doing it? Surely, it’s not only to level your skills?” she asked.

She couldn’t actually imagine actively doing something she disliked or found repulsive outside of pushing her limits. The idea was… off-putting. Yet, the two of them were doing that.

“It is because we serve the king and queen, and it is our duty to grow stronger for them by any means necessary,” Brent explained simply. “While every knight has limits to what they are willing to do, this doesn’t exceed mine.”

“Would you kill a fellow knight?” she asked.

“Unless they betrayed the king and queen, no.”

With those words, he departed. Amber found it interesting but decided to not ask Terrel or Casper about it. There was something called tact, after all. Instead, she bade her farewells and headed for some rest.

* * *

Some days later, they cleared the seventieth floor, and while it was more difficult than other floors, there was no particular mini-boss or anything. At least, Amber had leveled up some of her skills, one into the 3rd Rank.

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Recovery of Curses has reached 3rd Rank — level 1.

The curses fuel you. You regenerate stamina and health when affected by a curse. The higher the skill level, the more effective the skill is.

2nd Rank ⁠— Once a day, the skill can enter overdrive, doubling its effect for 30 minutes.

3rd Rank ⁠— Curses that hit you will instantly heal you.]

It was certainly niche, but she genuinely believed it to be a good rank up. She had also seen another level up.

[You have reached level 110. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She, however, did avoid looking at the new Core Skill notification. She was going to look at it later because right now she had training to do.

Or, at least, that’s what she thought. She had gone off to do her necessities, and when she came back to the camp, she found all the knights seemed tense and were looking at her apprehensively. Something was most definitely off.

Naturally, she headed towards the usual tent where she would find Terrel and Brent, and just like before, they were there. However, their expressions seemed hard.

“Just like the others, I don’t think it’s a good idea,” Brent advised.

Amber blinked. “What is going on?”

Terrel stepped forward and spoke. “You expressed interest in what happened in the capital a half a year ago, and I suppose I want to fill you in. As a thank you.”

“A thank you?” She sounded collected, but her heart had skipped a beat.

This is the information I’ve been trying to get for so long now…

“Yes, for letting us join you in this expedition. We have all seen greater growth than ever before.” He nodded. “Which is why I will answer all of your questions in regard to what happened that night.”

Amber paused but nodded. She felt excited but did her best to not show it. It was almost too good to be true. Or maybe it was.

There is no way he is serious, right…? She hesitated. Only one way to find out…

“Who attacked the castle?”

“A group that called themselves the Arcane Council. They seemed awfully obsessed with Primordial Spirits based on eye-witnesses,” he stated simply.

He is telling the truth. Amber gulped; she didn’t expect this. I’ll also finally get to ask about the Primordial Spirit and learn the truth about my uncertainty…

This had completely blindsided her and for good reason. While it should have been a lengthy conversation, there was something she wanted to find out more than anything in regard to the capital. Something that she had been wondering about for months.

“What artifacts did they steal?” Amber asked. “I know they went after the vault.”

Brent frowned. “How do you even know that⁠—”

“It’s fine,” Terrel interrupted. “I am not privy to everything they stole, but from what I heard, one is a cube. A divine artifact that is said to curse anyone who touches it with a terrible fate.”

So, that’s its curse… Amber nodded slowly.

“The other and more important one is…” He took a breath.

“Are you seriously telling an adventurer this?” Brent asked in annoyance.

Terrel ignored that as he spoke. “They stole a beacon. A divine beacon.”

“A beacon…?” Amber blinked.

“While it needs to be charged with a ludicrous amount of mana, based on the strength of the organization, I personally suspect it shall be fully charged soon,” he continued, ignoring her question.

Fully charged? Amber didn’t have a good feeling about this but made sure to ask the important part in her mind.

“But what does the beacon do?” she asked with a frown.

The captain explained, and it was something Amber never expected.

“A divine beacon that can summon a Primordial Spirit from any location in all of Vir.”

Her heart paused.

Ax’thra.


Chapter 39.

Amber couldn’t believe what she had just heard. Of course, she didn’t understand how Ax’thra’s confrontation with Dargon had unfolded; all she knew was that the mage and brawler had died after it was over. She didn’t know if Ax’thra had emerged victorious without a struggle or if anything happened⁠. Even if he emerged unscathed⁠, did that matter?

The beacon could be used to summon him right into a trap. It was just bad, plain and simple. The Arcane Council certainly wasn’t stupid. If their intention was to summon Ax’thra, they would be prepared. Amber had a feeling that that was indeed their intention. What other Primordial Spirit would they summon? While she, naturally, knew of no other Primordial Spirits, she did know of one that had just been attacked by the organization.

It just made sense…

Amber sucked in a deep breath, getting odd reactions from both knights. The first to react was Brent.

“Is everything okay?” he asked. There was some concern in his voice, which Amber didn’t expect.

“I don’t know…”

Amber’s thoughts became tumultuous in a single moment. She didn’t know what to do⁠—a large part of her wanted to ditch the knights and run. She wanted to make her way out of the tower and do what she could do to stop the Arcane Council. Except, where the fuck would she even find them? She had no clue, not a single lead. How was she going to rush to stop whatever summoning was happening if she had no clue where to start.

There was also the fact that the member of the Arcane Council she had fought was weaker than the ones she first met. Meaning; the bare minimum requirement for her to fight the Arcane Council was level 150—and that was probably pushing it.

Amber gritted her teeth. She felt… powerless. She hadn’t been in this world for all that long, not even a year yet. And while she was aware that the speed of her leveling was almost unheard of, it still didn’t feel like it was… enough.

Amber worried for Ax’thra. He was her first friend in this world, and he had helped her out tremendously. He had also actively protected her when the Arcane Council came for him. She had plenty of reasons to care; however, there was also another thing that added to that worry.

I wanted to get to know him a lot more…

Amber shook her head. None of that mattered right now. Instead, she had to focus on what she should do⁠—what she was going to do. After thinking about it for a few moments, the answer was obvious.

Grow stronger.

That was what she was going to do, and what she had to do. If there was a Primordial Spirit inside the tower, she had to meet them. She had to. It was no longer an optional thing.

“Amber?” Terrel asked.

Amber blinked, brought back to reality. She was once again being looked at with utmost confusion. It made sense given her reaction.

“Right, sorry.”

The captain raised his brow. “Are you worried about them trying to control a Primordial Spirit or something?” he asked before shaking his head. “They are gods. All the beacon can do is summon them, nothing else, nothing more.”

“Right, yeah,” she agreed. “I’ve been meaning to ask, but is there a Primordial Spirit inside this tower?”

The captain blinked before chuckling.

“This tower is unique. It can run without the presence of a Primordial Spirit.”

Amber felt her heart skip and her shoulders sag. So, I was right. If there had been a Primordial Spirit, it surely would have come to look for the cube. She would have met them a long time ago, but that didn’t seem to be the case.

“But, to answer your question, presently, yes, there is a Primordial Spirit inside the tower. They can only be found at the top of the tower.”

Amber blinked and slowly nodded.

Then I must climb the tower as soon as possible… Hopefully, I can ask them to help me meet Ax’thra…

She took a moment to collect herself before deciding to ask about the Arcane Council once more. 

“Is there anything else you can tell me about the attack, or is that all the information you can share?”

“They entered through the sewers, which have now been officially blocked from the public,” he stated simply before crossing his arms. “Aside from that, the members of the Arcane Council clearly knew what they were doing and how to strike. There is suspicion that they received help from the inside.”

Amber nodded at that.

“However, even with all of that, they still lost a member.”

She blinked. “Wait, they did?”

“Yes, he was found bleeding and dead right outside the capital.” He nodded.

Oh… the one that I killed… Amber suppressed a sigh as the captain continued.

“He was identified to be the weakest member of the group that attacked; however, given everything that I know, there is one thing I can say.”

He took a breath.

“Based on what we just saw from the Arcane Council, and from the limited information that the country was able to piece together, one thing is for certain.”

Terrel met her gaze, and the words that came out of his mouth next shocked Amber.

“They have enough power to destroy the entirety of Cytel.”

Amber blinked, and Brent slammed his hand on the table.

“What kind of information are you sharing?!”

However, the captain ignored that and continued.

“I can see that you want to know about their whereabouts.” Amber paused at his words as he continued. “But, unfortunately, that is all the information I have. I hope it was satisfactory.” He smiled.

She took a moment but smiled back. “It was.”

He nodded and gestured towards the exit. “You should leave. I have to talk with Brent.”

“Talk? I need to give you a stern scolding!” the vice-captain said in evident anger.

After a slight nod, Amber turned around and began to walk. But just before exiting, she looked back. She saw Terrel, who looked rather happy, and then there was the vice-captain who was angry that the secrets of his kingdom had been spread to a stranger.

“Thank you, Terrel.”

With those words, she left the tent. There was no resistance training done today. Instead, she just rested. The worry remained in her mind, but with a plan of action, she was able to find some rest.

After waking up, they continued to climb the tower.

* * *

Unlike before, Amber fought ferociously and without restraint.

Amber stared at a large lake in front of them. Though, calling it a lake wasn’t quite accurate. It was more akin to a very large puddle. They were in a large passage, and the ground went down right into water. They could see the end of the floor at the other side.

“This floor has had nothing but traps,” Terrel mused. “I wonder what it is this time around.”

“Only one way to find out.” The vice-captain stepped forward before throwing a pebble into the water.

Thousands of fish engulfed the spot. The water splashed multiple meters above, and a bubbling-like mass formed at the spot before it slowly began to turn crimson from the fish inside attacking each other. It took a few seconds before the water calmed again, though this time there were streams of crimson present.

“That is bad…” Terrel commented. “Anyone got any ideas?”

Percy raised his hand. “We can blast it with our strongest skills and hope all the fish die.”

Amber raised her sword at the lake. No one was paying attention to her, it seemed.

“Except, your strongest skill requires line of sight, which you don’t have,” Brent said. “Also, there is a chance that you and⁠—”

“Flamethrower.”

A blast of crimson engulfed the lake. Sizzling sounds echoed as the slapping of the fish joined it. In a single moment, the whole lake was covered, the walls and ceiling of the room were singed black, and vapor quickly filled the room.

But Amber kept it for a few seconds until⁠ nothing remained.

The knights stared at the large indent on the ground with wide eyes. All that remained was a sea of black with crimson embers that were dying out. Not even the ash of the fish remained within the charred hallway.

There was only silence before the healer, Casper, laughed.

“I know she is capable, but every time I see it, I just can’t believe it.”

“Perhaps, she trained her skills on another person, and that’s why she extended that opportunity to us some time ago…” another said.

“Wait, but she is a warrior. How does she do that⁠—”

“Amber has cleared the path,” Terrel interrupted. “We can proceed. Let’s advance to the next floor.”

“Well, she has been clearing all the paths,” Percy mused. “Not like I can complain.”

And just like that, they continued onto the next floor.

* * *

As more floors passed, Amber tried to do more. She needed to level her skills more than anything, given leveling up wasn’t much of an option and while, for now, it didn’t trouble her. Still, she knew that soon it was going to be a problem. Her goal was to get stronger, and while she enjoyed the company that Terrel specifically provided, it wasn’t enough to off-set her need to level up in the long term.

But she felt that she hadn’t gained enough skill levels just yet, and that was why her skills had to level. She had to reach her 3rd Rank in a lot of her skills.

She still wanted to reach the top as soon as possible. For now, she could justify climbing with the knights, their pace in climbing the tower was fast, but sometimes, she couldn’t help but wonder if she’d be faster alone.

She needed to meet the Primordial Spirit.

Amber sprinted through a dark void with numerous venomous darts embedded within her body. She constantly converted the rage she was building into healing from Recovery of Curses. However, this wasn’t going to be for long because she felt the thing she was fighting was close.

She could almost smell it.

Amber heard an object slide across the ground, and she⁠⁠ teleported with Quick Dash. In a blink, she stared at a gigantic lizard that stood on two legs, multiple spots of its body bleeding. There were cuts all over, marks of burns, and Amber knew it was going to end soon.

The Venomous Werelizard turned, but it was too late⁠. Amber slashed, avoiding the use of cleave, and using Cursed Rage Synergy instead.

In an instant, the Firecursed Sword dug deep into its arm as dozens of lacerations burst from Curse Manipulation. Blood splattered, and the lizard reeled. It swiped its other arm, sending out two poison lacerated spikes, which Amber happily let herself be hit with. Then, she followed up with another hit.

In a single moment, the sword struck the side of the monster, and blood exploded from the lacerations. Its skin was singed, but Amber extinguished the fire immediately just like she had done before.

The Venomous Werelizard screeched, and then⁠ a cloud of gas exploded. Amber⁠ dashed.

She bolted into the darkness and thrust out her hand.

“It worked once, but it won’t work again⁠.

Curse Battery.”

The darkness exploded into flames and blood as a pained scream echoed out. A moment later, a notification came.

[You have defeated a [Venomous Werelizard. Lvl. 115].]

After that, the room cleared, and Amber saw the knights not too far away from her. They were unscathed and confused. This meant that the only monster in the room targeted her and only her, which she didn’t mind.

Still, the knights did look at the monster with some horror.

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

To her surprise, one of her skills had reached 3rd Rank.

[⁠Cursed Rage Synergy has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You store attacks you receive as your own rage. Stored rage does not disappear. You can unleash your rage in a single attack or transfer it to improve your skill, Cursed Momentum, granting it great build up, or Recovery of Curses, granting it increased recovery.

At higher levels, the skill may be more effective at improving your skills.

2nd Rank ⁠— Rage builds up twice as fast.

3rd Rank ⁠— Twice more rage can be stored.]

“So, the skill just became twice as strong for burst attacks…” Amber blinked.

Thinking about what it would become when Curse Battery reached its 3rd Rank, she couldn’t help but smile wildly. She had also leveled up.

[You have reached level 111. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

* * *

Just before resistance training, Amber decided that she finally wanted to see the Core Skill offered to her for reaching level 110. Deep down, she had been afraid of having to make an incredibly hard choice, and that’s why she had been putting it off. But she couldn’t do it any longer. However, as she opened the notification, she wondered about when she’d get skills for her Legacy Branch.

To her surprise, it was potentially now.

[New Core Skill or Legacy Branch Skill! For reaching level 110 as a Cursed Supreme One who bears the Legacy Branch of Crimson Fervency, you have been offered a new Core Skill option or a new Legacy Branch Skill.

You may peruse both options before choosing.]

“This is new…”

Amber sat on the steps and frowned before commanding the System to show her both options.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 110 as a Cursed Supreme One, you have been offered Curse Extraction ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown used to curses, and you are now able to extract them in order to disenchant objects, allowing the general populace to use them once more. Should someone be cursed, you can remove the curse afflicting them.]

Yeahnoooo…

If its 2nd or 3rd Rank allowed her to store said curse and transfer it to another object, it certainly would have been an amazing choice, except⁠ the System never said what the 2nd or 3rd Rank would do. This meant she would be taking a literal gamble and potentially shooting herself in the foot by replacing one of her good skills.

If she wanted to help someone who was afflicted by a curse, she was pretty sure she could just hold them and passively siphon it away. Plus, she still had health potions.

So, she turned to the Legacy Branch Skill.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! For reaching level 110 while bearing the Crimson Fervency, you have been offered Crimson Venom ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown used to spilling your own blood, and now you can damage your enemies with it. You have been afflicted by toxins so many times in your life that your blood has gained venomous qualities. The strength of the venom depends on skill level.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

“Not what I expected, but.” She smiled. “I can lace my weapons with it.”

She accepted the skill.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! You have learned Crimson Venom ⁠— level 1.]

* * *

The days passed, and Amber continued with her training. She kept three of the darts from the Venomous Werelizard embedded in her body, and when she was resting on the seventy-eighth floor, it paid off.

Amber’s eyes widened seeing the notification.

[Toxin Resistance has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve lived an unfortunate life where poisons seek you⁠—except you’re actively looking for them. Please stop. Poisons and other toxins are considerably less effective on you now.

2nd Rank ⁠— All toxins are 30% less effective on you. This is stacked with the main effect of the skill.

3rd Rank ⁠— Toxins will be cleansed from your body within one hour.]

“Hopefully, that won’t be a problem for leveling up the skill…” she muttered before moving to remove the darts from the monster.

Even now, they were still afflicting her. Though, their damage was trivial, and if they didn’t make her body slightly numb, she probably would have kept them all the way.

Still…

Amber was happy. Through her resistance training, she had leveled up all her resistances to the 3rd Rank, and now, thanks to the darts, Toxin Resistance had reached that as well. It went without saying, but all the other 3rd Rank resistances had the same 3rd Rank.

And it was a good one.

3rd Rank ⁠— You grow sturdier to magical attacks the longer you are in battle]

…

3rd Rank ⁠— You grow sturdier to physical attacks the longer you are in battle]

…

3rd Rank ⁠— You grow sturdier to elemental attacks the longer you are in battle]

Amber smiled.

Tomorrow will be my final day with the knights, then I’ll finish climbing the tower alone.

* * *

The seventy-ninth floor had been nothing but nice. It had been very nice, in fact. It had nothing but hordes of enemies that Amber had used to have fun. As they ventured up to the eightieth floor, she didn’t expect anything. Or rather, she expected perhaps one thing, and that was to level Curse Manipulation to 3rd Rank.

Just like any other time, Amber walked onto the floor first while being followed by the knights. The place looked unassuming and resembled a large room with towering pillars. The colors were mostly deep blues that veered towards green. It all looked normal until Amber felt a prickling sensation over her neck and then⁠—

With the sound of a wet splatter, screams echoed.

She snapped in the direction, and her eyes grew wide. The arm of one of the warrior knights was flying through the air. Blood flew, and in the middle of the knight’s ranks there was a two-meter-tall mantis. Its chitin was a dark blue, like the night⁠, and white spots littered it as if it was the vast welkin of space. Its serrated limbs shimmered with purple light.

He lost his arm, just like that⁠—

[Noxsella Mantid. Lvl. 125]

The monster vanished into thin air, its figure turning translucent in a moment. Yet, Amber could feel its presence—though barely. She couldn’t even tell its general direction past whether it was close or not, and so far, it remained at the same distance.

It was a dangerous enemy.

“Take shell formation!” Terrel screamed, and the knights hurriedly moved.

Meanwhile Amber’s eyes darted around. She couldn’t see the monster anywhere. However, there was only one place where it could be. It wasn’t near her, so it meant⁠—

She turned towards the knights and dashed, crossing the distance. As soon as the dash ended, she saw the figure of the monster appear, slashing with both hands at Percy and the other mage. Amber immediately used Cursed Stomp, and the slashes hit⁠—

The monster screeched, reeling back as numerous cuts appeared in its chitin and embers started. Meanwhile, more blood was drawn. The mage fell back clasping at his clavicle screaming. Percy, on the other hand, had a small cut around his neck that he grabbed at with evident fear. The healer moved to aid them, and the monster disappeared back into nothingness.

She was going to need to say goodbye after this battle. The knights would begin to slow her down at this point, and als⁠o⁠… I don’t want anyone to die.

Amber looked for the monster. It didn’t seem sturdy at all. She just had to⁠ get a clean hit in.

She barely stepped out of the way as the monster’s scythe dug right into her shoulder, breaking into it. Amber gritted her teeth and stomped. The monster reeled back, this time splattering blood into the ground before disappearing again.

Amber knelt and touched the blood on the ground, burning it for her recovery. The broken bone immediately shifted back into place and was already mending. The bone fragments meanwhile shifted out of her flesh as she slowly stood.

This monster is a pure glass cannon… She could tell it had been hurt by the two Cursed Stomps. However, its speed was insane.

Amber raised her arm and blocked⁠ another attack, taking the scythe of the monster. It went halfway into her arm, and she smiled as she twisted.

It was the perfect target to test her strategies on.

The monster tried to pull back, but its scythe got stuck. Then, with her other hand, she grabbed it to keep it from pulling away.

The Noxsella Mantid screeched, letting out a dangerous hiss as it lifted its other arm, and Amber once more⁠ stomped. The monster flinched, and then she⁠ headbutted it. She felt its hard chitin crack under her strength, and that wasn’t all. Using all her strength, she⁠ broke its arm. Like a twig, it snapped with a loud crack.

The mantis shrieked in pain and swung its still-broken arm, and Amber let it hit⁠. The scythe dug well into her torso. It had quite a lot of strength, but⁠—

“What’s the point if you are so easy to kill?”

The monster tried to pull back before swinging forward with its head, trying to bite her with its mandibles.

“In the end, you got the worst enemy possible.”

The Noxsella Mantid panicked at her words. Amber didn’t know if it understood her, but it didn’t matter⁠.

“Curse Battery.”

The monster burst into flames as its entire body was cut repeatedly.

It shrieked for half a second before it died. Its burning body collapsed to the ground, quickly turning into nothing but ash. Then, the lighting around the floor increased, indicating that it had been cleared.

[You have defeated a [Noxsella Mantid. Lvl. 125].]

It was the fastest floor clear so far, and yet it had been the most dangerous one. Amber ignored the rest of her notifications for the time being. Instead, she turned to the knights who were still tending to their injuries. Three out of the six people had been injured in less than a minute. The healer was re-attaching the severed arm now.

I guess this is where I should say goodbye⁠.

Amber blinked as she saw Terrel approaching her.

“I wanted to thank you for saving us. I hope we can count on you from now on.” He bowed. “While this was a bit too dangerous, I think we will be safe for a few more floors.”

Hearing that, Amber couldn’t help but purse her lips. “About that…”

He blinked. Terrel looked at her up and down. It felt almost awkward as she stood there, but the captain nodded with his signature smile.

“You plan on continuing alone now, right?”

He has always been perceptive. Amber sighed.

“That is my plan, yeah, so needless to say⁠—”

“We won’t follow you. You have my word.” The captain nodded before extending his hand. “So, this is our goodbye then?”

Amber grabbed his hand. “It is. For what it’s worth, it was nice meeting you, Terrel.”

The captain of the knights smiled. “Likewise.”

Their hands parted, and their gazes met.

“Are you sure you don’t want to say goodbye to the others?”

Terrel was the closest person to her, and maybe the only one that mattered. She was an acquaintance with Brent, and with the others⁠, she couldn’t even be considered that. So, she shook her head.

“No, just say goodbye to them for me.”

“Alright.”

Amber smiled and then began to walk towards the stairs, waving at Terrel.

“Good luck in meeting the Primordial Spirit since I can tell that’s your goal. I hear not everyone gets to see them,” he said.

“Thank you.” She nodded at him.

It wasn’t the best goodbye, but it was sufficient for her. She didn’t hold hope on meeting him again, but he had been nice company for the month or so they had known each other.

It didn’t take long before she reached the stairs.

In the end, she was slightly sad to leave the knights like this, but at the same time, she was never really quite accepted in the camp, so it only made sense⁠.

“Amber!” Percy called.

She turned only to see the whole group of knights coming towards her. Percy was leading the charge. They all stopped a dozen meters away.

What are they doing⁠—

Percy continued, “Good luck in your climb! May you reach the top!”

“Yeah, I am praying for your success!” Casper added.

“Don’t die, Amber,” Brent said.

She blinked. And that wasn’t all. Even the two other knights who mostly ignored her were⁠ here.

“Thank you for saving my life so many times!”

“Make sure to use Terrel’s name when leaving the tower!”

Then she saw the captain approach her with a smile, chuckling.

“It looks like they wanted to say goodbye in person.”

Amber smiled at that and spoke. “Goodbye, everyone. Thank you all for the company.”

With those words, she turned and headed up the stairs as the knights waved her off and bade their farewells to her, wishing her luck.

“I think I’ll miss this.” She smiled as she disappeared toward the stairs.

Finally, Amber turned to her notifications to see what she had missed out on, this time turning serious.

First was the fact that she had gotten two level ups in a moment.

[You have reached level 112. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

[You have reached level 113. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Then there were two much more important notifications.

Two of her skills had leveled, and by that, she meant⁠ they had ranked up.

Cursed Manipulation and Curse Battery just reached 3rd Rank.

She grinned, looking up the stairs. She couldn’t wait to test their new effects.

Once more, she wanted to see them in action rather than just reading about them.

It can’t get any better, can it?

Amber suppressed a laugh as she stepped on the stairs to the next floor. She was going to test her skills and finish climbing the tower.


Chapter 40.

Amber momentarily missed the knights. She missed the idle chatter, and more importantly, she missed their presence.

Maybe I should have accepted their food at least once… Amber thought. She remembered the numerous times she was offered, but she declined wondering if Recovery of Curses had a limit for how long it would allow her to go without food.

Except, after more than seven months in the tower, it didn’t seem to be the case.

She shook her head. Her idle thoughts didn’t last long since she had two main goals in mind: to grow stronger, and to meet the Primordial Spirit of the tower.

That was exactly what she was going to do. It was what she must do. Now that the knights had left, Amber felt that the floors were about to drastically change to challenge her once more. Though, something seemed weird⁠—

Amber stabbed the wall and burned it with the Firecursed Sword before sticking her hand into the fire, refreshing Cursed Supreme Momentum⁠.

She had to refresh already while going up the stairs⁠. In fact, they felt like the longest stairs she had gone up in the tower so far.

Even the stairs have changed? Amber smiled. Interesting.

She readied her sword and then dashed forward with Quick Dash⁠—she almost stumbled at first but quickly got the hang of it as the stairs and walls themselves blurred. Whatever was waiting atop of the stairs was sure to be good.

Only twenty floors until floor one hundred.

She didn’t know if the tower ended there, but there was only one way to find out⁠.

Amber ran at full speed for a minute, and just when she was about to need to refresh again, she saw a door at the top of the stairs. It was wooden with a metal frame and seemed aged, almost brittle. So, Amber⁠ burst right through it.

Wood splinters flew, the worn-down metal streaked and clattered on the ground, and Amber blinked. She stood in the middle of a place that looked like an empty bar, except one of the walls was broken down, and fires were burning. There was also an outside. It looked like more like a town.

Interesting.

Amber wasted no time in stabbing the floor and burning it before using it to refresh her skill once again. Then, she observed. She saw the fallen stools, the spilled drinks on the floor, and finally, the fires at the broken wall. It all looked recent.

Then, she heard a roar.

Her gaze snapped towards the hole in the wall, and there⁠, she saw a gigantic creature⁠. She could only see its foot, but it was massive, easily covering the street right outside the bar. Amber wasn’t close enough to use Identify, but that wasn’t going to take long.

She used Quick Dash, immediately surging through the burning fires. Then, with another dash, she found herself in the middle of the street staring at the back of a monster⁠. It was a dinosaur through and through⁠, except for the fact that it had fur. Its body shimmered in green under the light of the burning fires in the surroundings, and then Amber saw the gigantic monster breathe fire⁠, destroying a house.

[Viridisaur. Lvl. 125]

“Oh, aren’t you strong?” she asked, and that was enough for the monster to turn around.

It stared at her with its crimson eyes before opening its maw, showing an incandescent light already beginning to form. Amber, in response, lifted her sword⁠—

“Flamethrower.”

The monster spat its deluge of fire. Orange and red flames crashed, and for a moment, it seemed that there would be no winner until⁠— the red started dying out. Amber wasn’t particularly surprised by the outcome as she lowered the sword and watched the flames come for her.

She wasn’t too interested in testing the capabilities of her sword. She was here for one thing and one thing only.

Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and landed on top of the monster. The Viridisaur let out an angry roar, and Amber pointed down at the monster, her index finger focusing on a single area.

Time to test both at once.

She smiled using Curse Manipulation first and then⁠…

“Battery.”

Curse Battery went off in the spot she pointed. Thousands of lacerations burst in a single moment, along with raging fires like never before. Blood splattered and burned⁠, sizzling into nothing but vapor before it hit the ground. Of course, the monster thrashed and reeled, its shrieks echoing well into the night sky.

I don’t need direct contact with the target anymore.

[⁠Curse Manipulation has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve been fighting along with curses for a very long time and have grown to adeptly control them. You can dexterously affect how a curse is applied and even the strength at which it is applied. While this skill is active, curses are 100% stronger. Percentage scales from skill level.

2nd Rank ⁠— This skill no longer consumes mana.

3rd Rank ⁠— You can now project the curses you wield.]

She just needed to be near enough now. 3rd Rank allowed her to project them well past her body. The fact that it directly helped Curse Battery made it nothing short of amazing. No, it was amazing on its own. If she attacked someone and her sword swing missed, the curses would probably still hit the target.

It was just damn great.

Then there was the 3rd Rank of Curse Battery.

Amber smiled, pointing at a different spot.

“Battery. Battery. Battery.”

In quick succession, hundreds of lacerations and fires burst around the monster, each weaker than the previous one, but all just as destructive as Curse of Consuming flames proliferated around its body.

The 3rd Rank of Curse Battery was nothing short of broken in Amber’s opinion.

[⁠Curse Battery has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You passively store the curses affecting you, and you can unleash an hour’s worth of them upon touching an enemy. You store 20 minutes per hour.

2nd Rank ⁠— The unleashed curses last an additional half-second on the target.

3rd Rank ⁠— Upon successful activation, half of the spent curses are refunded.]

Sure it yielded diminishing returns, but⁠ now, the monster knelt in pain, and Amber pointed her sword down.

“Do you really not have any tricks up your sleeve?”

The monster roared, and Amber sensed danger and teleported out of the way before the monster⁠ exploded. Flames streaked all over the town square, and Amber was forced to block as a deluge of fire passed through her body, burning and melting her skin.

That’s more like it.

When the fire cleared, Amber saw the monster rise, completely regenerated as if it were a phoenix, and it was looking right at her with the intent to murder her.

Just like that, the second round started.

* * *

The monster fought ferociously and commendably for two hours. Amber didn’t hold back much either, but when hour three came around⁠, Amber pointed her finger at the flaming monster that had its maw open to swallow her whole.

“Battery.” This time she used Cursed Rage Synergy, and the effect was strong.

Chunks of its flesh flew, and the monster fell forward, skidding across the ground as it landed before her. It let out a growl of defiance as it tried but failed to stand.

Amber pointed down at its nose.

“Battery, battery, battery.”

Her words melded together as the face of the monster exploded into pure blood.

Fire and blood exploded in all directions. Its flesh dissolved to the flames, melting away as only its bones remained. The fires on its body crackled and rose a dozen meters into the air as they burned all that remained.

Yet, Amber stared at it, waiting for it to rise as a skeleton of flames or something, but all that came was a notification.

[You have defeated a [Viridisaur. Lvl. 125].]

“I guess even having a proper second phase is something I should be happy about,” Amber commented, staring at its burning corpse. “Why was I even expecting for it to get back up. What’s wrong with me?”

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[You have reached level 114. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

“I got some nice levels⁠—” She paused. “I forgot to test Crimson Venom…”

A sigh left her as she looked around on the floor hoping to see another monster; however, there was nothing for her to find. The town wasn’t even there anymore, having vanished into nothingness.

She watched as the surroundings slowly turned to stone and the next staircase was revealed.

“I guess I’ll test it in the next floor⁠.”

Amber took a breath before sprinting.

She wanted to see what it could do, and what its capabilities were.

So, she was going to use the next floor for that.

* * *

As soon as she stepped onto the next floor, she heard snapping crossbows. She ducked, and dozens of arrows flew over her. Then, chains resounded, and Amber focused, feeling their presence.

They were the invisible guillotines.

She waited before twisting her body, and⁠ the slashes passed, rending through the ground and tearing through the air.

A trap floor, but also…

Amber craned her neck, and a guillotine passed, drawing a single line of blood across it.

The perfect floor to level Sharp Instincts—

“Though, couldn’t you have given me a monster to fight?” Amber sighed as she raised her hand and caught a guillotine.

The blade cut deep into her hand, but she stopped it with her strength. Of course, she couldn’t shatter the metal with her bare hand or anything crazy just yet, but the fact that the guillotines were no longer something for her to be completely scared of was something that made her happy.

Amber looked into the dark room and couldn’t help but smile before dashing inside.

* * *

Amber dodged every trap imaginable, from falling floors, quicksand, explosions, to even cutting mana rays. After a few hours of avoiding, dodging, and getting occasionally injured, she did it. It had taken an eternity, but she had finally leveled up her skill as she reached the end of the floor. 

[⁠Sharp Instincts has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You continue to survive, and now that you have grown used to telling how dangerous things are, you have grown wiser as well. This is an upgraded version of Keen Senses. You are now more aware of potential dangers and attacks, now it's on an instinctual level.

2nd Rank ⁠— Allows you to gauge how dangerous something is.

3rd Rank ⁠— You can predict a trap’s trajectory, effects, and when it will activate.]

“Talk about niche, though.” Amber tilted her head. “Would trump cards count as a trap?”

Well, she doubted the System bended words that badly, but the thought remained in her head. The more she thought about it, the more she believed it to be a possibility. So, for now, she refrained from saying the 3rd Rank was going to become useless. After all, the skill itself had improved, too, so 3rd Rank was still useful.

She shook her head.

Now that the trap floor was cleared, it was time to go test out Crimson Venom.

Amber headed to the next floor.

* * *

Amber went through two more trap floors, which took her an entire day due to their sheer length and various timed traps, but she was sure that the next floor was going to be different⁠.

She paused. “What the fuck…”

It was yet another trap floor.

“Is the tower just trying to make me quit through frustration or something?” she asked. “Because it’s not going to fucking work.”

She was upset, but she had spent an entire month of her childhood doing the things she hated the most, and honestly, this was absolutely nothing. The tower didn’t know the lengths she had gone to in the past to push her mental limits.

With a small yet annoyed grin, she stepped into the room and tilted herself forward⁠. Dozens of crossbow bolts were fired, and three guillotines passed⁠—and they all missed.

“At least the 3rd Rank of Sharp Instincts makes trap floors a joke.”

Shaking her head, Amber continued on.

* * *

The next four floors had numerous monsters, which Amber used to thoroughly test Crimson Venom. Though, unfortunately, none of the floors had a single big monster; they were all groups of mobs. One floor contained thousands of goblins, which Amber enjoyed incinerating, and another contained more ants. A different one had flying monsters that were akin to insects, and the last one had ten bulls.

To clear all these floors, Amber had taken about three days, mainly because some of the monsters would focus on running away from her and surviving rather than anything, but also because she rested after every floor. The main reason was because she was thoroughly exhausted after testing Crimson Venom and its limits on every floor.

Amber figured that once she understood her skills completely, she’d be able to climb the tower much faster.

One of the first things she found out was⁠ that her blood would remain on the Firecursed Sword, refusing to burn to its touch.

Another thing was that depending on the size of the monster, it would take from a few seconds to ten or more minutes for the venom to fully take effect.

The last thing was⁠ that the more venom was injected into the target, the more potent it was.

Still, calling it venom was a bit odd given it was her own blood. Amber considered getting vials to store it in to make it easier to inject into her targets, which would be treating it like venom.

She also thought about selling those vials to make money.

Though, that was something to think more about when she left the tower.

She had leveled her skills during these past few days.

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

…

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Crimson Venom has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

She hadn’t gotten a level up, which made sense given how much experience it took at this point.

“Now, it’s time for the ninetieth floor…” Amber took a deep breath. “Primordial Spirit hopefully soon…”

She could see the stairs changing as she climbed them, and it didn’t take long before the surroundings changed. Then, sounds started to reach her ears. At first, she couldn’t tell what they were, but soon, she understood that they were growls⁠—or cheering growls. Thousands of monsters awaited her.

She continued ascending, and taking a spiral, she saw light⁠—sunlight. Amber blinked as she continued before the blinding light made it too hard to see.

Then, she emerged as her surroundings were filled with noise. Her eyes quickly adjusted, and she paused.

She was in a colosseum. A colosseum of monsters. Even the spectators were monsters.

She looked around in awe and saw a blue sky with drifting clouds. The day was sunny, and the monsters in the stands were cheering. In the middle of the arena there was a gigantic monster sitting on a throne. It had a staff of gold and a draping red cape that was lined with felt.

[Cursed Goblin King. Lvl. 130]

Amber stared; she didn’t really expect any of this. But the Cursed Goblin King stood and dropped its cloak to the ground, showing a body full of bulging muscles. It pointed at her with a finger and then began to talk.

It spoke in a language that she couldn’t understand, evidently making the crowd more and more excited.

Then, it turned towards her. Its gaze was focused and determined, before it immediately rushed in her direction.

She took a deep breath and rushed forward as well. She was going to put an end to this as soon as she could. She had leveled up all the skills she could level, and so⁠—

Amber swung her sword at the Cursed Goblin King, who used its club to block. Its strength was⁠ higher than hers. She was immediately pushed back—something that made her decide to go all-out from the get-go.

“Since this battle will last a while, I guess I’ll use it⁠.” She smiled. “Battery.”

Flames erupted on the monster before they were snuffed out in a single moment. The Cursed Goblin King smiled at her and then opened its mouth, speaking something she couldn’t understand.

Flames exploded again, and Amber felt her entire body rippled by something before it all disappeared, except for the light burns on her skin.

Her eyes grew wide before she smiled.

“So, no curses, eh?”

The Cursed Goblin King let out an affirmative grunt, and then Amber disengaged with a Quick Dash. She saw the crowd let out noises of disappointment, but it changed as soon as she perched her sword on her collarbone.

Then, she sliced⁠.

She spilled her own blood, fully coating the blade in it as the monster crowd of the colosseum went wild. The Cursed Goblin King, in the meantime, eyed her with some caution. Even though it was over fifteen levels above her, it still didn’t underestimate her. It was something that Amber appreciated, but at the same time…

“If you aren’t coming, then I’ll come to defeat you myself⁠.”

She teleported with Quick Dash, immediately swinging her sword with Cursed Cleave. Her blade blurred, and the Cursed Goblin King hastily turned around, but it was too late⁠. Part of its arm was torn open, and her blood seeped into its wound. The Cursed Goblin King in the meantime stepped away and looked at her with anger.

It stomped, and its staff changed into a gigantic mace. Amber blinked, and it rushed⁠ toward her. She barely blocked at its burst of speed, and she felt her bones crack with the hit. Her eyes slightly widened, and Amber was forced to block another brutal yet incredibly fast hit.

She took two steps back. Cursed Goblin King was strong, but it lacked technique meaning⁠ Amber predicted its next attack and moved⁠. Her wrist snapped, deflecting the attack. It had been a messy execution, and her bones had paid the price for it. She was forced to Quick Dash away before part of her body was broken further.

Amber took a deep breath and moved her hand⁠. Her bone snapped into place and immediately healed thanks to the help of Cursed Rage Synergy. Then, she regripped her sword and looked at the goblin king in the distance as it waited for her.

The only way I will win this is with Crimson Venom. She frowned. It’s a battle of attrition.

She couldn’t win through speed or strength, nor in health either. Her curse-based skills did not work either, which meant she only had her techniques and Crimson Venom⁠—though, there was also another skill she wanted to try.

Taking a deep breath, she rushed at the Cursed Goblin King, and then she readied her sword before⁠ stomping.

There was no blood, no fire, no cuts spreading across anywhere, but there was an opening. She thrust her sword square into its shoulder, and while it felt like hitting metal, more of her blood made it into the monster.

Amber immediately took a step back, and the monster swung, missing by a hair. Sharp Instincts told her to dodge due to the sheer danger of the attack. Then, Amber pressed forward with her new grip.

The monster sneered and attacked back, but this time, Amber⁠ parried it.

With a burst of Cursed Supreme Momentum, she slashed through the monster’s side before dodging another hit. Just like that⁠, she had found a rhythm.

Amber continued to fight the Cursed Goblin King, occasionally breaking a bone or two but constantly damaging it. Hours passed—or rather she lost track of time from how focused she was.

The crowd was tuned out of her mind.

The pain she felt from each exchange was forgotten.

Her ragged breaths became nothing more than a way to follow the pace of the battle.

She fought with great dexterity and conservatively, only slashing at the monster when it was important, and this continued until⁠, with a final slash, the monster stomped the ground and⁠ roared.

Amber smiled as the whole world went red, and the monster gained speed.

She forced Cursed Supreme Momentum to the limits, and with the use of rage, she⁠ parried. All the bones in her arms cracked, and the Cursed Goblin King’s weapon went flying. Then, carrying her momentum, she slashed with Cursed Cleave through one of its leg, making the monster nearly stumble as it roared.

It punched the ground, and the entire arena shattered. Then, it pounced.

Amber barely got out of the way as the monster tore part of the arena up again. Its strength had gone into a realm she couldn’t even begin to approach, but⁠ that didn’t matter.

Amber smiled seeing the monster try to stand before stumbling.

The poison was finally taking effect.

The Cursed Goblin King continued to try to stand but continued falling. The spectacle continued for a few minutes until⁠ it just fell on all fours, panting in anger. It roared, but when it banged the ground, it no longer shattered the entire arena, merely creating a weak thud.

Amber approached it, holding her sword. Her injuries had long-healed.

“You really are one scary monster.”

She raised her sword, and the Cursed Goblin King got on his knees, looking right at her. Its expression was unreadable, but Amber didn’t care⁠. Cheers nearly ruptured her ears.

Though, the crowd cares.

She met its gaze.

“You may be scary, but unfortunately for you, I have a brain.”

She swung, beheading the monster with a splatter of its red blood. The crowd went wild in cheers, and notifications came.

[You have defeated a [Cursed Goblin King. Lvl. 130].]

For defeating an enemy 15 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 7.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Crimson Venom has leveled up from level 2 to level 4.]

[You have reached level 115. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 116. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Amber let out a long breath before heading for the stairs. Even though the boss had been defeated, the monsters of the arena remained lively and continued to roar for her until she left through the stairs.

There, deep within the stairwell, she rested for a whole day before heading to the next floor.

It was the final stretch.

* * *

A week had passed, and Amber continued to climb the tower. No other fights came close to the difficulty of fighting the Cursed Goblin King, but even then, she still leveled her skills and obtained a few level ups.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 7.]

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Curse Stomp has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 4.]

[Crimson Venom has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

All her resistances had leveled up once as well, except for Toxin Resistance.

[You have reached level 117. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 119. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Now, she was here.

“The one-hundredth floor…” Amber took a deep breath.

She was nervous.

Floors ninety-one to ninety-nine hadn’t exactly been hard, but the ninetieth floor was a different story. However, that wasn’t the reason she was nervous. The main reason she was nervous was because she had been thinking about this floor all week.

Amber turned.

There was a large door in front of her. It was a crimson color with padding and golden ornaments. It was incredibly elaborate and almost gave off a royal feeling. That wasn’t all. There was an engraving. One that gave her chills.

Here lies death itself.

This is not a test of honor, nor for the brave.

There is nothing to prove here.

What is here is dangerous and hostile.

This message is a warning about danger.

This was the main reason for her nervousness. Still… she had been standing in front of the door for an hour.

“I came all the way here…” She took a breath. “I’ve been in this place for eight months… I can’t back down now, can I?”

It was a rhetorical question, and even though she was unsure, she was done hesitating. She steeled herself and pushed the door open with all her strength.

I’m not dying here, no matter what…

I must meet the Primordial Spirit of the tower.

She entered through a small gap, and then the door slammed shut. Amber found herself in complete darkness. The room was cold and unfeeling, and yet nothing seemed to be happening⁠.

Amber shivered, feeling as though someone was standing right next to her. There was now a source of red light, and even though she knew what it was, she still slowly craned her head, only to see a red figure⁠—

[???. Lvl. ???]

A Primordial Spirit.

A god just like Ax’thra.

Then it spoke, simply.

“Someone didn’t read the warning,” it said.


Chapter 41.

Amber took several steps back in fear of the Primordial Spirit; this wasn’t how she envisioned the meeting at all. However, even though she remained on guard, all the Primordial Spirit did in response was tilt its head.

“You have to be the weakest and most scared Arcane Council member I’ve seen,” it⁠— she said simply.

Amber blinked at her words and hurriedly sputtered, “Arcane Council what? I’m not with them.”

“But how can you not be with them when you are carrying the Cube of Stars. The cube taken by them,” she said. “The kingdom was robbed of that artifact, I was robbed, and now it’s somehow in your hands. How can you not be a member of the Arcane Council?”

“Because I fucking killed the member who happened to be carrying the Cube of Stars,” Amber explained in a hurry. “He was severely weakened and injured. That’s the only reason I was able to defeat them.”

“Is that so?” The Primordial Spirit began to walk around her.

Amber looked at the god as she examined her. She had the non-descript form of a woman. It was almost a text-book example in terms of anatomy. In difference to Ax’thra, her form emanated a red light rather than the blue she was used to.

The Primordial Spirit continued to walk around her before coming to a stop.

“So, let’s say your claims are true. Let’s say you are speaking the truth⁠. You aren’t with the Arcane Council, then why are you here? Why have you sought me out?” She tilted her head.

“Because…” She took a deep breath.

“Go on. I await something substantive, something worth my time,” she said. “Lest, I’ll know that you are⁠.”

“I was hoping you’d help me meet Ax’thra,” Amber stated with resolution.

At that moment, the darkness of the room disappeared as the Primordial Spirit seemingly froze. Amber turned only to see an ornate room, but before she could observe further, she heard a whisper. It was a question.

“What⁠—?”

She was faced with the Primordial Spirit pretty much breathing on her face.

“I said, how do you know the name of a Primordial Spirit. How do you know the name of my friend?” Her voice was cold and chilly.

“Because I am also his friend,” Amber said. “I came here to ask about what happened at his tower and everything after that.”

The god stared at her for what felt like a few seconds before she turned around and began to walk away.

“We can talk, Amber. I have confirmed you are Ax’thra’s friend, have ensured you are who you say you are,” she said.

Amber blinked at that. The Primordial Spirit’s manner of speech was… odd. She always reiterated the same thing twice.

“How did you confirm that? Did you look at my class or something?” Amber asked.

“No, I asked Ax’thra himself.” She gave her a glance. “Are you coming?”

Amber froze but then hurriedly nodded, immediately following after the Primordial Spirit. Though, while following, she observed the ornate room they were in.

It was a grand hall with towering pillars and draping banners lining the sides, and in the middle, there was a large red carpet with golden accents leading to some steps up to an ornate throne of gold.

Though, after a moment of observing, she focused on simply following.

I made it this far… Now, I just need to obtain the answers I seek…

* * *

Amber found herself in a small room, one that had a coffee table and two couches in parallel to each other. The room was as opulent as anything in the entirety of the one hundredth floor. Everything had red accents with gold, whites for contrast, and orange lights for a warm feeling.

From what Amber could tell, the one hundredth floor was the Primordial Spirit’s living quarters through and through. Though, she didn’t ask about that. Instead, she sat across from the spirit.

The spirit rested her feet at the table.

“So, Amber, you have sought me, searched for me, and now, we formally meet.” The Primordial Spirit smiled, her voice sounding happy. “Ax’thra told me he had made a friend some time ago. It is nice to finally meet you.”

Amber nodded, she still felt awkward but a lot more comfortable in comparison to their first meeting.

“I welcome you to my not-so-humble, not humble at all, abode.” She chuckled. “I’ll be doing the talking given you are, afraid, scared of me.”

That was quite accurate, but Amber didn’t confirm or deny it. Instead, she watched as the Primordial Spirit sat properly.

“You know, I have to say, I am impressed, surprised. You have a Legacy Branch at this level.”

Amber raised her brow at that, but the Primordial Spirit smiled.

“I want to find out how, but I’ll see for myself, so don’t answer.”

There was a small pause before the Primordial Spirit paused. She spoke in surprise.

“You killed a half-dead level 168 at level 67 and got to keep the Cube of Stars…?” she asked, disbelief present in her voice. “What…?”

Amber blinked. Can Gods just breach my privacy in a blink?

“Not only that but your Legacy Branch is… one of the savage and brutal ones, huh?” The Primordial Spirit burst out laughing. “I’ve purposefully kept myself from looking at your information, but now I really want to see, so—”

“Can’t you just ask me about it…?”

The Primordial Spirit paused and then turned to her, meeting her gaze.

“No.” Amber blinked, and she chuckled. “Just kidding⁠. So, what is your class, your very rare class, Amber?”

“Cursed Supreme One,” she stated simply.

“Cursed Supreme One…?” The Primordial Spirit repeated after her. “That means despite Ax’thra’s favor, you have gone above and beyond, though that seems hard to believe. It’s something that I have to check for myself.”

Before Amber could say anything, the spirit paused in further shock.

“You haven’t eaten a single thing in eight months… You have hardly rested, and you have fought for days on end on some floors of the tower. No wonder you befriended Ax’thra.”

A smile formed on the face of the Primordial Spirit.

“You are quite the interesting individual, Amber. In fact, you have my highest praise, my highest commendation. I’d give you much-needed food, but unfortunately, I don’t have anything of the sort here,” the spirit lamented.

“Thank you?”

Amber didn’t really know how to react at… well, at anything at the moment. She wanted to ask questions and find out what she needed to find out⁠, but just like when she first met with Ax’thra, she didn’t really get to dictate the flow of the conversation⁠, and also she couldn’t really gauge the Primordial Spirit’s personality either.

“Well, ask away. You are here for information, are you not?” She smiled. “What may I offer you?”

Here it is. She took a breath.

“Can you telepathically talk with Ax’thra, or how did you confirm I was his friend in the first place?”

She tilted her head. “In the past I could. Right now, it’s limited to simple yes or no questions.”

“Wait, why can’t you now?” Amber was confused.

The Primordial Spirit smiled. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

Amber sighed. They are friends, alright…

The spirit laughed to herself. “We’ll get to that part later.”

“So, what do you know about the Arcane Council?” Amber asked.

“Loaded question. It’s very broad. Extremely broad, in fact.” The Primordial Spirit tilted her head. “For starters, it’s an organization that tries to hunt Primordial Spirits in order to try to copy our power—which they won’t be able to.”

Amber blinked. “Wait, why⁠—”

“We’ll get to that part later.” She waved her hand dismissively. “As for how the council came to be. Some Primordial Spirits fought. One ended half-dead. He was found, experimented on, and when he died, the group wanted more.”

That’s… very straightforward? Amber felt confused, but the Primordial Spirit continued.

“Of course, I won’t go into details about how many kingdoms or even empires they have caused chaos in. They are obsessed. They want to research more, and they even developed techniques to level up their members.” She shook her head. “Kind of wish they decided to research demons instead, but they are hellbent on us.”

“Right.”

The Primordial Spirit shrugged. “Can’t exactly blame them because we are gods, revered throughout the land, icons of fanaticism, but still. It’s annoying.”

“Right⁠…”

The spirit smiled. “Sorry, I got side-tracked. They’ve captured three Primordial Spirits since the founding of the organization, almost two millennia ago.

Amber blinked. “That seems…”

“Very often? Tell me about it.” The Primordial Spirit snorted. “Thankfully, no one is stupid enough to get caught anymore. So, they are growing desperate; my guess is that their last test subject is soon going to die. Hence their bold moves⁠.”

Amber paused. She had forgotten⁠…

“They stole a beacon. They will use it to summon Ax’thra, so we have to⁠—”

“Do something about it?” the spirit asked. “No chance. Ax’thra will remain safe. The Arcane Council remain nothing but ignorant. They remain nothing but fools, unknowing of many things, and unfortunately for them, it's not like they can find out from those they have captured.”

Amber blinked at that. “Wouldn’t a god cave in and spill secrets given a few hundred years of… torture?”

“Yes, but it’s not like they can talk about it. It’s an impossibility. Something only kept between select few to other select few.”

“Wait… what are you even talking about?” she asked.

“We’ll get to that part later,” the spirit said dismissively once more. “For now, I’ll tell you that Ax’thra is safe. Ax’thra is not in danger.”

“Right… so the beacon…?”

“Forget about it for now.” She shook her head. “So, let’s see. Let’s think, Arcane Council… you are too weak to face them or even deal with them.”

“I know that…” Amber said.

“They have at least a hundred members, and they are all strong, powerful. It is not a joke that they could raze Cytel to the ground should they want to,” she said. “I know you already know this, but I’ll reiterate it. Ax’thra would give you the same warning.”

“Right…” Amber nodded. “On the Ax’thra topic, what can you say about Dargon?”

“Someone Ax’thra once saved, and then he became obsessed with the power of Primordial Spirits, and now he is one of the executives of the Arcane Council.” The spirit shrugged. “As for his level… I believe he is above 400.”

Amber blinked.

“400? What… How do you even find stuff to kill at that level?”

“I’d tell you, but that wouldn’t be fun.” She smiled. “And there are a handful of members in the council at around that level, so this kingdom.” She tilted her head. “Most definitely doesn’t stand a chance, a lot of kingdoms and even some empires don’t.”

“Right… and somehow, no one has banded together to… stop the potential threat to humanity?” Amber found it hard to believe.

The Primordial Spirit chuckled. “My sweet star, they are a secretive organization. Records of them barely exist, and the extent of their strength is hardly known to most of the residents of Vir. After all, they only target Primordial Spirits, who don’t exactly interact with the world a whole lot in the first place,” she explained.

“Yet you have a whole deal with the royal family…”

“I am an exception; why do you think I’m so knowledgeable?” she asked. “No one else could tell you this much about the Arcane Council. This is information I have gathered across centuries.”

Amber shut up at that. “Right, thank you for filling me in. How did Dargon grow so strong anyway?”

“Well, just like any other powerful person, they gained unique opportunities. Though, he also grew stronger with the help of the council. They were very open to accept him, given he had interacted with Ax’thra a fair amount⁠.” She tilted her head. “Though, Ax’thra did teleport the man to some extremely high-level ruins, and he came out alive, so he had a hand in making him stronger.”

“Wait, why didn’t he just outright kill him?”

The spirit smiled. “You know the answer to that.”

“Right… because it wouldn’t be fun…” Amber sighed.

“Exactly. You are very smart, very sharp, Amber.” She nodded. “I believe I’ve told you everything there is to know about the Arcane Council in a concise and not boring manner⁠⁠. Oh, I guess there was a small point in history in which they massacred an entire city for information?” She tilted her head. “That’s the only thing that’s worth mentioning, aside from them torturing individuals for information even if they are innocent. They aren’t the worst people in the world.”

“That sounds… quite cruel.”

“The world is cruel, believe me, trust me, I’ve seen worse.” She shook her head. “Anyway that’s the Arcane Council. If it’s related to Primordial Spirits, there is nothing they won’t do. Those people are obsessed, and some have been part of the organization for hundreds of years.”

“Right…”

Amber couldn’t help but wonder about everything she had heard. She thought the Arcane Council would have like ten or twenty people, but it was closer to a whole damn cult. It was much bigger and much stronger than she had imagined.

“My information is outdated, not of this time, so maybe the Arcane Council fell off its golden age or entered a new one.” The spirit shrugged.

Amber nodded. She was being told to take it with a grain of salt, but she still appreciated the information.

“Thank you.”

The spirit smiled and clapped her hands. “Now, Ax’thra informed me a while ago that you had interesting information, interesting knowledge, all from a different world.”

Amber blinked. “So, you want to hear it?”

“Of course.”

She nodded. “I’m not from this world. I’m from a world called Earth, and there is no magic.”

“Oh, tell me more.”

Just like that, a very lengthy conversation began.

* * *

Amber told the Primordial Spirit all she had told Ax’thra. She told her about Earth’s lack of magic, the invention of technology, the discoveries of physics, the fact that humans had reached the moon, and that there were no monsters or even any other truly intelligent species aside from humans.

In response, after Amber was done ,all the spirit had to say was, “That’s a boring world, not an entertaining one, that is for certain. No magic, everything is done at level 1 in terms of physical abilities, and your biggest worries are education.”

Amber blinked at that. “I mean, it’s a peaceful world and the mortality rate is infinitely lower than Vir’s.”

“Yes, but that is because the world is boring, Earth is boring, life and death, they go hand in hand. Interrupting with its natural course is weird⁠, though I guess growing stronger and getting a longer lifespan is also messing with life,” she thought. “Guess both worlds have their issues.”

“I’d say so…” Amber said. “I kind of thought you’d be more surprised.”

“I am surprised, shocked, but at the same time, I thought it would be something fantastical, not something that is boring and shouldn’t exist,” the spirit explained.

“Huh.”

“Though those car things sound fun,” she admitted. “If they are able to go faster than you at your level then that certainly is something admirable.”

“Right…”

The Primordial Spirit tilted her head. “I think Earth is boring, but I think, I believe, I want to visit. See it for myself how something so boring can have so many achievements under its belt.”

Amber blinked.

“I mean, for such a boring world, it certainly has impressive traits, all things considered. One moon that has been conquered, electricity that serves you⁠… it all sounds so interesting, but the core of it sounds boring. Do you want to go back home, Amber?”

She paused at that.

Go… back…? Her mind spun. She hadn’t thought about Earth in so long that the idea of returning seemed foreign, and yet a small part of her did want to do it. But… I know how I feel already… even if I forgot for quite some time.

“I don’t, or at least not anytime soon.” She sighed. “Vir is a place where I can push my limits with much more freedom than Earth ever allowed me.”

“Interesting.” The Primordial Spirit smiled.

Then Amber remembered something from earlier. “You kept saying ‘we’ll get to that part later’. What did you mean?”

The spirit grinned at her. “And here I was hoping, I believed, you’d forget.”

Amber paused at that.

“Very well, I guess I’ll tell you about that part.” She nodded. “But first, a change of scenery is necessary.”

With a flick of her fingers, the couch and table were transported atop the tower.

Amber blinked, feeling the chilly winds and the smooth stone ground that surrounded them; however, what caught her attention was the sea of blue around her. Not the sky, but the horizon⁠. She couldn’t see the ground or the forests. All she could see were the clouds below.

“Just how high does the tower go…?”

The Primordial Spirit said nothing and just began to talk.

“You wanted to know about the secret, about why the Arcane Council will never succeed, and why Ax’thra could only communicate through yes and no questions.” She began.

Amber nodded, and the sky darkened.

“And now I shall tell you. The secret is only something we Primordial Spirits can only tell to those we truly consider friends. It goes beyond a decision and is something that is part of our very being.”

What? Amber wasn’t quite following. The idea of that sounded ridiculous, but at the same time⁠…

“Can you even tell me then?”

She smiled. “Ax’thra’s friend is my friend.”

After those words, the vast welkin overhead became the night sky, stars speckling in its vastness. Amber blinked at that, and the Primordial Spirit continued.

“The Arcane Council will never know because of that. They will never understand why they can’t match our power. The nature of their goal directly opposes that core directive of ours.”

“So, you are saying that this secret is… important to getting stronger?” Amber asked.

The spirit nodded, and Amber’s interest only grew.

“Finally, as for why I can only ask Ax’thra yes or no questions, the answer is simple.”

At that moment, the sky became even darker, and the stars shone even brighter. They became colorful, and the sky was filled with a multitude of colorful nebulas as if a grand painter had made it their mission to create the most beautiful depiction of space possible.

“Ax’thra is not in this realm,” she said simply. “He cannot be summoned because he is not in Vir.”

Amber paused. “Did he tear a portal or something to a different world?”

“No, he is not in a different world.” The spirit chuckled. “He is in a higher realm.”

“A higher realm?” Amber asked.

“He has returned to our birthplace. The place where stars die and are reborn. The place where death and life permeate the very air itself.”

Amber gulped at that, and she saw visions of a grand land, one that was fantastical and also⁠ one whose mere vision made her feel death.

“He has returned to a place where the weakest creatures could destroy whole empires here. A place the Arcane Council cannot even fathom. A place where most Primordial Spirits aren’t even at the top of the food chain.”

“He has returned to Ill’hine, the land without a System. The land where one can acquire the power to become god.”


Chapter 42.

Amber could hardly believe her ears. She could understand that he returned to the birthplace of Primordial Spirits. Sure, she was surprised that the spirits weren’t native to Vir. But all the information she had received, combined with the brief vision she saw… well, it was a bit too much.

A land without a System. A land where the weakest creatures could spell catastrophe for Vir. A land where Primordial Spirits weren’t even the strongest.

Ill’hine is a place where gods aren’t the strongest…

Amber immediately opened her mouth. “But aren’t Primordial Spirits gods?”

“Yes, but not all gods are equal. Not everyone has the same strength.” The Primordial Spirit waved dismissively. “For example, Ax’thra is considerably stronger than me, even though we are both gods. The only reason the Arcane Council didn’t come for me is due to all my outside relations⁠—attacking me would draw too much attention.”

“Right…” Amber nodded at that. “I see… So barely anyone knows of Ill’hine?”

“Aside from us, the primordials, the gods, very few mortals in history have been made aware of it.” The spirit tilted her head as if thinking. “Probably less than all the digits on your hands.”

“Less than ten in history…?” Amber blinked.

“Indeed.” She nodded. “And that is including you.”

Amber’s mind spun. She didn’t understand⁠. She was supposed to take this super secret almost no one had heard of at face value. She was supposed to believe what she was being told⁠, and she did. But she found it odd; she couldn’t understand it. She briefly felt lost before she looked up.

“But why me?”

The Primordial Spirit smiled. “Because Ax’thra deemed you fit. He said that once you were much stronger he’d tell you, and then⁠… well, the Arcane Council came.”

“Ha?”

Ax’thra held me in such high regard? She had no idea, but then again, she always felt that the Primordial Spirit was fond of her, though she didn’t think that it was to that extent. It was… something incredibly unexpected, but it was also something that cemented her resolve in looking for him.

“He said, he told me, to tell you this:” The Primordial Spirit took a breath, her voice shifting to resemble his. “Amber, the road to truly test your limits is long. Now that you know this, you better not become the Knitting Hero of Vir.”

Amber chuckled at that. “Tell him that I won’t become that.”

“You can tell him yourself, relay it to him, but make sure to bring some knitting needles to scare him a bit first,” she said, evidently amused.

A smile spread across Amber’s lips, but while she enjoyed the moment, she couldn’t revel in it. She had important information to learn. However, before that…

“Before I ask more, I should give you back your cube,” Amber said as she reached for the straps of her battered armor.

In response, the spirit shook her head.

“Keep it. It doesn’t belong to me, it was just in my possession. It belongs to a different Primordial Spirit.”

Amber paused at that.

“Right.”

“Anyway, what do you have in mind?” the Primordial Spirit asked, smiling.

Amber nodded. “You said it’s a land without a System. What do you mean?”

“Well, there is no System, plain and simple.” She tilted her head. “Of course, your System will still work, but it’s not something that is inherently present in Ill’hine. After all, the System was a creation, something made, not a natural phenomenon.”

“That… makes sense…”

Amber wasn’t all that surprised given the Primordial Spirits could tinker with the System itself, but the idea of creating something that could grant so much power still seemed hard to believe. She had never even thought about… questioning it. She just took it as a fact of Vir. To some, it may have been obvious, but to Amber, it was still a revelation.

“I know the Primordial Spirits allowed the sapient creatures of Vir to access the System. Does that mean that you all created it?”

The Primordial Spirit grinned, proud of herself. “Yes and no. I didn’t play a hand in the creation of the System. The First made it.”

Amber paused. “The First? Who is the First?”

“Who is the First?” The spirit smiled. “Well, he is the first-born of the stars, the original Primordial Spirit. The one who started it all, and the one that created everything; a true god. Our forefather; the First.”

Amber slowly nodded at that. There was admiration present in her voice.

“He devised the System to grow stronger, to gain more power. That is why we Primordial Spirits are so strong, because we have access to the System and to the other power.”

“The other… power?” Amber asked. “The power of the stars or something?”

The Primordial Spirit laughed. “Of course not. It’s not something that mystical. I’ll explain it to you later.”

Amber nodded. “So, why is Ax’thra in Ill’hine, and what exactly is Ill’hine?”

“To answer your first question, he was injured, hurt, during his battle, and he’s decided to recover in Ill’hine. Dargon barely escaped with his life, and I hear he is severely weakened. Maybe even you could kill him.”

“Right.”

“As for what is Ill’hine?” The Primordial Spirit pondered. “There are monsters as big as mountains. Grand beings that the denizens of Vir cannot fathom. Here, I’ll show you. I’ll enlighten you.”

Amber blinked at her words and watched as she waved her hand. In a single moment, the surroundings changed⁠. All that remained static were the two couches and the table. The vicinity, however, became akin to the cosmos itself. Dust that sparkled like stars passed as if it was wind, and a moment later, they were on a grassy plain.

There was lava not too far away, and the grass looked dry. The sky had a myriad of suns, and even then, the cosmic formations beyond could still be seen. She looked at her surroundings and saw the mountains, numerous ones⁠—ones that were at the very minimum twice the height of the ones she had seen in Vir.

A loud roar echoed. It was ever-present. Amber couldn’t figure out where it was coming from until the Primordial Spirit spoke, a single yet simple word.

“Above.”

Amber looked up to see a gigantic maw opening right above them, its dimensions massive, easily able to swallow an entire city⁠. She found herself frozen as its massive body disappeared into the sky above, blurring into it. It was bigger than a lot of mountains, bigger than anything she had seen before. At that moment, an orange light came from its maw⁠, and it blasted⁠—

Amber winced as the attack struck, and yet, nothing happened. She opened her eyes only to see an orange deluge engulfing everything.

“Relax, it’s just a projection, an illusion,” the Primordial Spirit said. “There are monsters here that soar the stars like that Celestial Scourge, and there are monsters that live deep below the surface, swimming in the iridescent magma.”

Amber blinked, and the vision changed. They were now on a different plane, and a few hundred meters away, there seemed to be a rift in the air itself. Like a crack.

“The land is broken and has fractures that are interconnected. This is one of such fractures—and a small one at that. Though rare, they are connected with other regions in Ill’hine, while others lead to other realms. However, you cannot really access it without being powerful because if you tried…” She rubbed her chin.

Amber waited a second, but no continuation came.

“If I tried…?” she asked.

“You’d be ripped to shreds by the forces at play.” The spirit nodded in confidence. “Die in an instant. I wouldn’t recommend getting close to one. As for their dangers⁠— sometimes monsters come out of them.”

Amber watched as the rift distorted, and then⁠ a monster as big as a house came out, soaring into the skies with its dozens of heads and multitude of wings. She couldn’t really understand what she was looking at⁠—it was like a flying hydra mixed with a bird.

“Like that one.”

“Right…” She stared as the monster flew far away. “Is this land just monsters, or are there civilizations?”

So far, her impression was Ill’hine was that of a savage land, one that was unforgiving and ruthless. One that couldn’t support any form of organized life. Amber expected some sort of answer along the lines of there being settlements, or only the gods had any form of civilization, but instead⁠—

“There are even whole empires.” The spirit grinned.

“You mean that as in: similar to the ones of Vir?” Amber asked.

The Primordial Spirit nodded at that. “Yes, you could technically live a fulfilling life there, too. In a way, Ill’hine is not that much different to Vir except everything is much more lethal. In other ways, it’s completely different.”

“What do you mean?” Amber asked.

“Well, for starters, there are only a small number of humans in this realm. A lot of the sapient life will be foreign to you.” She tilted her head. “For instance…”

She flicked her fingers, and the surroundings shifted. The sky darkened, and the plain changed to a massive sea, one that had sparkling lights inside of it, reminiscent of a simple night sky. Then, Amber’s eyes caught a ship in the distance. It had around eight masts and was hundreds of meters long. There were dozens of sails pushing it, and there were people.

She squinted her eyes and saw that they looked tall, brutish, and they all had four arms and elongated ears.

“What do you think they are?” the spirit asked.

Amber hesitated before answering. “Orcs…?”

“No, high-elves. And surprisingly, they don’t care for metallurgy like elves in Vir do.”

“Uh…” Amber’s mind drew a blank. “Do elves here have four arms?”

The spirit smiled. “No, they look just like you but with long ears.”

“Right…”

Then, there was silence. The Primordial Spirit was awaiting for more questions, and Amber hesitated. Was it time for her to ask about the power of Ill’hine, or was there more for her to find out? She didn’t really know, so she paused.

“Wait, since the Primordial Spirits are native to Ill’hine, how did y’all end up here?” Amber asked having a realization.

“Well, the same way you ended up here, we woke up here one day,” the spirit replied simply.

What… Amber blinked. “Really?”

“Pfft⁠— no.” The spirit laughed. “But that could have happened, it is a possibility, it just didn’t.”

Amber shook her head at that, and the spirit began to explain. This time, there were no illusions to aid the explanation.

“There is a place we call the void. It’s a land that contains access to all dimensions. Unpredictable and chaotic. A broken place,” she said, the emotion in her voice unreadable to Amber.

“It’s filled with powerful monsters, and without enough power to navigate it, it might kill you or teleport you to somewhere else due to its erratic nature. It might send you to uncharted lands, to your death, or to…” The spirit pursed her lips. “Vir. That’s my theory to how you ended up here. You came into contact with the void.”

Amber blinked. “That makes no sense… Wouldn’t I be dead?”

“Well, I told you it can teleport you, too.” The spirit shrugged.

“But I was in my apartment. How the fuck did the void just invade my home when I was asleep in the middle of civilization?” Amber asked, befuddled.

“Don’t know. It’s not something I possess the knowledge to answer. It is just conjecture,” she stated.

Amber sighed, and the spirit continued.

“It was in this void where the dimension that contained Vir was found by us. Given Vir is peaceful, we took a liking to it. You know, given we are the only gods and all.” She waved her hand dismissively.

“And has no other god found this place?”

“Yes, but that is a matter you are not privy to.” The spirit smiled.

“Right, what about the demons. Are the demons from there?” Amber asked.

“Yes, the demons are from Ill’hine. Any other questions?”

“I don’t know.” Amber shook her head.

Amber went silent. She didn’t know what to say anymore. She was still trying to process all the information she had received. It seemed to be too much at once. There was a whole realm, a whole other world⁠—

“Then, do you want, do you wish to know about the primordial power that is wielded by the likes of me and other creatures of Ill’hine?” the Primordial Spirit asked.

Amber paused at that and hurriedly nodded.

“I want to know.”

“Very well.” The Primordial Spirit smiled and stood up. The illusion of the sea remained, though, so she was standing on water. However, Amber paid that no mind. Instead, she focused on the crimson Primordial Spirit. She brought her hands together and began to speak.

“Ill’hine is a vast land and has many names and properties, but it’s the land where the dust of dead stars is present, where the energy of life and death is latent. It’s where all kinds of life are born. All that energy, all that life essence, is this power.”

She separated her hands, and Amber watched as bright red particles whirled, almost a double helix, sparkling and glittering. It was just like the magic she had witnessed from the System, except it felt distinctly different, foreign. Its mere presence told Amber that it didn’t belong here.

“The System is just a part of what makes a Primordial Spirit strong. This is the other part. Essence,” she explained.

“Essence?”

The Primordial Spirit nodded.

“The Essence of life itself, of death itself, is what we harvest and use for our gain. We obtain it, we polish it, and we make it our own.” She separated her hands and lifted only one as a ball of red energy remained. “That is Essence, a power that comes from life itself, from our surroundings, from ourselves, and from the enemies we fell.”

Amber gulped as red particles were sucked into the mass of red energy at incredibly fast speeds. It was like a black hole that absorbed anything. Her hair was ruffled by the violent winds, and she had to squint her eyes as the red currents crackled.

“Essence is something natural to the environment of Ill’hein and yet hardly present in Vir.”

With her words, the energy began to shine⁠. It grew increasingly brighter and brighter until⁠ it vanished. The spirit had closed her fist on it.

“This is the power of Essence,” the Primordial Spirit said, lowering her hand as a shining crimson marble remained. 

Amber stared at the glowing object. “It looks… underwhelming.”

The spirit smiled at that. “You’d think that, but…”

She lightly turned and raised her hand with the marble on it. The small sphere was perched on her thumb, her index finger cocked behind.

“Just watch.” She flicked.

The shining object streaked through the air in an instant, leaving a trail of red behind, one that slowly went lower and lower until it hit the ocean and⁠ exploded. The whole sea erupted, like a deadly bomb that caused the water to splash upwards hundreds of meters into the air.

Then came the shockwave⁠, and even though it was illusory, Amber still found herself being pushed against the couch she was sitting on.

“That is enough to destroy a country…” Amber said muttering.

“Well, yes, destroying a country is trivial to me,” the spirit said dismissively. “But as you saw, Essence is different from the System.”

Amber nodded at that, and all the illusions ended. They were back in the ornate room as if nothing had happened, and yet Amber found her heart racing. She didn’t know if it was excitement or fear for what she had just seen, but it took her a few moments to compose herself.

“I don’t think I have any other questions…” Amber said with finality. “Or, well, I do have one last one.”

“What is it?” The spirit tilted her head.

“How do I acquire Essence?”

The spirit smiled. “The answer is simple. You just have to find a certain Primordial Spirit. They have a purple light, and their body is similar to Ax’thra’s except a lot more muscular.”

Amber nodded even though she wasn’t quite following.

“Last I heard, a thousand years ago, a millennia ago, this Primordial Spirit was in the Great Desert. Find them and show them the Cube of Stars, for they are its original owner. Ask them for help and then tell them you have been entrusted with the secret of Primordial Spirits.”

Oh…

The spirit continued.

“Then, they will show you the path to become a god.”


Chapter 43. Book 1 Epilogue

Amber slowly nodded at the Primordial Spirit’s words.

“However, I advise you to be careful. Use my name, use Ax’thra’s name. The Cube of Stars is not meant to be in the possession of humans,” she warned.

Amber paused at that and took the warning to heart. “And your name is?”

The spirit smiled deeply. “I’ll tell you that later.”

“What is this spirit like?” she asked. “Anything I should know?”

“They are eccentric, weird, just like all of us. Though, I suppose, I think that’s not of much help is it?” The Primordial Spirit raised her brow-bone.

Amber shook her head at that. “It isn’t.”

“Well, it is a bit hard to tell you anything you should know.” She tilted her head. “He has an intense hatred for demons.”

An intense hatred for demons…? Amber repeated it in her mind. She wasn’t sure how that could help her.

“Though, I wouldn’t worry too much. Don’t fret too much. I’m sure he’ll take a liking to you. You are an interesting individual,” the spirit complimented with a smile.

“Right. I guess.”

At least, I have a rough idea of what I want to do now… Amber closed her eyes. I want to grow much stronger.

The Primordial Spirit clapped her hands. “With all of that said, well done in climbing my tower, Amber. You have been one of the fastest in history to do so, even causing it to lock you out of a floor due to your speed.”

Amber blinked. “So, that wasn’t you?”

“No, I modified this tower so it can function on its own. Everything it does, everything it shows you, are its own judgments, not mine,” the spirit explained. “However, I’m still in awe of your performance.”

“Thank you…?” Amber felt that the spirit was sincere, but she wasn’t particularly used to praise.

“So, now that you know, have learned, this knowledge, what will you do?”

“Leave the tower, and then I’m not sure.” Amber closed her eyes. “Maybe I’ll go to the desert, or maybe I’ll go see my friends. I haven’t seen them in a while.”

“You are leaving rather soon. I thought I was a better host.” The Primordial Spirit tilted her head.

Amber lightly scoffed. “I’ve been in this tower for eight months. I think it only makes sense. I’ve been in this tower for much longer than I’ve been in this world.”

“That is a fair judgment.” The spirit nodded at that. “I will accompany you.”

She paused. “Accompany me?”

The Primordial Spirit blinked. “In descending the tower, not in your adventures. I’m way too old for that.”

“Ah.” Amber nodded. “Yeah, I’d appreciate that.”

“Then it’s settled.” She smiled. “I’ll accompany you in your descent.”

“Thank you.”

Amber looked at the red Primordial Spirit; their encounter hadn’t been the best initially, but now, after talking for some time, she felt rather close. Like a friend. While she wasn’t completely sure yet, she remembered the spirit’s words. “Ax’thra’s friend is my friend,” and to some extent, Amber could feel the meaning of those words.

It remained to be seen, but for now, she enjoyed the company.

Amber stood up from the couch and started to walk towards the door. The Primordial Spirit followed right behind her as she exited the room.

“So, do you get visitors often?”

The Primordial Spirit pondered. “Aside from talking with the royal family every few decades, not really.”

Amber blinked. “Every few decades is not often.”

“Well, my tower isn’t exactly known to the public past rumors and gossip, and most of the knights aren’t strong enough to make it to the one hundredth floor,” the spirit said. “And those who do make it don’t seem interesting enough to talk to.”

“If I hadn’t carried the Cube of Stars, would you have let me in?”

“What kind of question is that?” She chuckled. “Of course. There are a lot of things that are interesting about you.”

“Like what?”

“Everything.” The Spirit smiled.

She continued walking, and the Primordial Spirit followed close behind her. Amber could remember the way back to the main room, but she still stopped to admire the occasional painting or decoration.

“Do you like it? Do you enjoy it?” the spirit asked.

“Everything is a bit over the top for me,” Amber replied.

“I see.”

Amber continued with the small talk all the way to the main hall, where the throne rested. There was more gold in this place than she had seen in her life, and yet, she still felt welcomed⁠—or she felt welcomed now anyways.

“Do all Primordial Spirits have thrones at the top of their towers?”

“A good number of them do, but most towers are abandoned. Few Primordial Spirits are in Vir at any given time. Thankfully, the one you seek is still here.”

Amber nodded at that but couldn’t help but wonder. “And can’t you help me instead?”

“Sadly, this is outside of my expertise. I never tried to teach Essence to another being,” the spirit lamented.

Amber nodded at that. In the end, she was just curious, nothing else, nothing more. After that, she headed to the double doors, reaching them in no time and pushing them open. Then, she stepped into the entrance to the one hundredth floor.

Even though she had been here just a few hours ago, she felt completely different now. Amber had been nervous back then, but now, she felt excited. There was a world full of opportunities out there.

After taking a breath. Amber began to walk down the stairs with the Primordial Spirit following right behind her.

* * *

The two engaged in small talk as they descended the tower. She had asked if there was a different way to descend the tower, but the spirit told her this was the usual way, which Amber just accepted.

All the floors were empty except for the ninetieth floor which still contained an active crowd of monsters. However, all the floors remained in a cleared state, which was a relief for her.

While she wanted to get strong, she was done climbing the tower, and while she could push her limits in forcing herself doing something she didn’t like⁠, right now she was simply done with it. She had spent eight whole months fighting in the tower, and there was no point in self-torture if she didn’t enjoy it.

So, all in all, she was both glad and relieved.

She used the trek to reminisce about her time in the tower. The times she felt bored, the times she rested while idly wondering about what her friends were doing, and the occasional time where she thought about the knights. Now, more than ever, she thought about the knights. How would it go once she exited the tower?

Well, that was something for her to worry about later, and she had also been told to use Terrel’s name, so Amber wasn’t all that worried.

“By the way, where do all the monsters in the towers come from?”

“Oh, they are created by the tower using the great mana reserves, that is all.”

“So, you can create levels out of thin air?” Amber asked. “And one of the monsters I fought seemed almost… sentient⁠— no, two of them.”

She thought about the Fireblessed Velstalker and the Cursed Goblin King. She didn’t have qualms about killing them, oddly enough, but it was still odd to her.

“Perks of being a god.” She smiled. “As for them being sentient, well they are just made to be like the creatures they are imitating. So a Fire Velstalker with the same attributes and abilities as the one you fought may behave the exact same way in the wilderness. It’s not sentience as much as an imitation of it.”

“Huh…” Amber blinked at that. “Not what I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“I don’t know.” Amber shook her head.

They were walking down a stairwell, and the Primordial Spirit’s light illuminated the entirety of it.

“So, are all Primordial Spirits a different light color?”

“Yeah, my color is unique to me, just like Ax’thra’s blue is unique to him. Of course, there are Primordial Spirits with a similar color but a different shade,” she explained. “It’s what makes us unique.”

“Can you change that color?” Amber asked.

“Well, given I am a god, a timeless being, I can, but my natural color will remain this shade of crimson regardless of how I change it.” She shrugged. “You are the first being to ever ask me this. Is it that interesting?”

“It was an idle thought.”

“Is that so? Well I suppose being curious, wondering about things, isn’t wrong.”

Amber nodded and continued descending the tower with the Primordial Spirit at her side.

* * *

They passed familiar rooms, seeing remains of the knights’ encampments to places where Amber had slept. Eventually, they reached the room of the Fire Velstalker, in which she stopped for a few minutes.

Amber looked around at the charred surroundings. She could even see the entrance from where the knights had come⁠—it was a simple doorway that connected to a different room. However, she did not venture there. Instead, she just thought.

She looked at the empty spot where the boss monster had died.

Thanks to you, I am so much stronger. You might be the hardest opponent I’ve had in my time in Vir. Amber closed her eyes. Thank you for being a true challenge.

After that, they continued on their way. Amber passed through many familiar floors, and the Primordial Spirit even complimented her on how she handled some of the floors, though the one that received the highest praise was none other than the puzzle room on the fourth floor. The one where she had spat into the pedestal to continue.

“Never have I seen someone spit into the pedestal.” The spirit laughed. “It seems I was outsmarted.”

The descent had taken several hours, if not close to a full day, but Amber felt the same as ever, and the Primordial Spirit didn’t really mind either. There were periods where they didn’t really talk, whereas there were others where they talked for a long while.

Amber got to learn about the Primordial Spirit as a person. She learned that the spirit was fond of art and painting. She also learned that all almost all the decorations on the one hundredth floor had some sort of long and interesting history. In short, the Primordial Spirit was a collector.

On Amber’s side, she shared a lot of her escapades in Vir, and some caused more of a reaction than others.

“Wait, so you kidnapped a girl from an arranged marriage and got away with it⁠, and there is a whole organization trying to use demons? That’s ridiculous!”

Somehow, the Primordial Spirit found it all amusing. She didn’t seem all that shocked about Amber fighting in a dungeon for more than a day straight. According to her, it was only natural.

All in all, Amber had a good time talking with the Primordial Spirit. She was a lot more down to earth than Ax’thra, which Amber appreciated.

Eventually, they reached the first floor, where the decayed corpse of the Venomous Vencer rested. There was a shining doorway there, waiting for her. They approached it and stood before it.

“So, I guess this is goodbye?”

“Not yet,” the spirit said extending her hand. “My name is Val’leri,”

Amber nodded and shook Val’leri’s hand. If it wasn’t for the pause, her name basically sounded like a rather human and relatively common name.

“Nice to meet you Val’leri.”

The Primordial Spirit smiled. “Nice to meet you, too, Amber.”

Val’leri flicked her fingers, and Amber felt a shift. It was in her armor, and the center of balance subtly changed.

“Consider it a gift, a present, from me,” Val’leri said.

Amber blinked and looked down only to see her armor restored to like new. Gone were all the monster hides that made it, and back was the old design which she liked. The Armor of Frenzy was back to its full splendor, in all its elegant and fancy glory. Though, it also felt slightly different.

“You noticed, you realized?” the spirit asked, smiling. “I upgraded it to Superb Quality and Enchanted Grade. It now has the effect of feeling lighter to the wearer. There is also something extra.”

Amber was surprised. “You didn’t need to.”

“Nonsense. I’ll always show my appreciation to my friends, and there is also the fact, the truth, that your armor was unsightly, so I couldn’t let you leave like that.”

She was stunned but nodded. “Thank you, Val’leri.”

The spirit smiled and then⁠ hit her back. Amber stumbled forward into the light and⁠ found herself outside of the tower, standing on the steps to the main entrance. Immediately, some of the camp turned to look at her with weirdness, while others got up to warn their supervisors.

Amber was stunned but quickly descended the steps.

So, no proper goodbye? She felt a bit bothered at that, but⁠—

A red light came from behind. Amber turned only to see Val’leri standing at the entrance, waving at her with a smile.

“Goodbye, see you. Best of luck in your travels, friend!”

Amber immediately smiled and waved back.

“Goodbye, Val, don’t miss me too much.”

The spirit snorted. “I won’t.”

She chuckled at that and then turned around only to see the entire camp looking in their direction.

That’s going to be a problem⁠—

“The Primordial Spirit is real!”

“A spirit⁠— Goddess, please have mercy on me!”

“I can’t believe my eyes. Did she just say goodbye to that woman?”

The camp collectively lost their minds.

* * *

More than eight months had passed since she had said goodbye to her savior and the person who inspired her to become an adventurer, and while she occasionally missed her, she knew she had to grow stronger. All to surpass her.

All to surpass Amber.

She had once been a shy girl, one who didn’t dare to break the arranged marriage that her parents forced onto her, but it all changed once she was saved. Her worldview was immediately expanded, and she realized everything she could potentially be capable of if she just tried hard enough.

She wasn’t a scared girl anymore, and she wasn’t shy anymore. She wasn’t a noble girl that had to be protected anymore.

She was a—

“[Silverburst],” Velda called.

A gray orb streaked through the cave and then exploded⁠. A deluge of white ghastly flames engulfed the surroundings, and then shrieks echoed. Harrowing ones as shadows fell to the ground, burning to the white flames.

Then, the notifications came.

[You have defeated a [Ghastly Apparition. Lvl. 53.]

[You have defeated a [Ghastly Apparition. Lvl. 55].]

[You have defeated a [Ghastly Apparition. Lvl. 58].]

…

She got six of them with that attack, but there were more remaining. The question was… where and how many? Velda didn’t have any kind of skill to detect presences past whether there were enemies remaining or not. Her vision darted around the darkness, looking for discrepancies in her surroundings, but she couldn’t quite see anything.

Where were they⁠—

An orange flame struck behind her. A shriek echoed, and Velda backed off, seeing the creature burning.

“I told you to be more careful, and yet you still ignore me.” Liz, her sister, sighed from behind. “You’ve grown so much stronger, and you still behave like a novice adventurer.”

Velda wasn’t a noble girl of the Starkell house anymore. She was an adventurer.

She snorted. “I’m trying to gain a detection skill, so, of course, I’ll go out of my way to do so. Just like Amber.”

“You aren’t Amber.” Liz shook her head. “Even though you’ve grown really strong, you may still get killed because of this one day.”

Velda looked down at herself.

She had gained over forty levels in eight months, and she was proud of herself. While it wasn’t at the breakneck speed that Amber had, she was still pretty happy with her progress. Of course, at first, she was a lot more reckless, but after almost dying numerous times, she felt like she had reined that side of her in.

Liz thought otherwise.

“I’m going to surpass Amber,” Velda snorted.

“I’ll surpass Amber first if you keep needing my help.”

Velda paused at that. Liz wasn’t wrong.

[Mage. Lvl. 75]

While they were only twenty levels in eight months, Velda was well aware that her sister would keep on leveling until she trusted that Velda didn’t need protection. Finally, she relented, her shoulders sagging.

“Anyway, let’s return back to Laria.” Liz turned and began to walk. “We’ve been out here for days now.”

Velda nodded, following her sister. “Do you think Amber has returned yet?”

Liz’s pursed her lips. “I don’t know. Maybe she made a discovery in regard to the Arcane Council and went to investigate.”

“Well, I’m sure no matter where she is, she is safe,” Velda said, confidently.

The fire mage sighed. “I think she will survive, but I hope she returns soon.”

Velda nodded. “Me, too. I want to see her again.”

Liz nodded in response as they left the dungeon.

* * *

Far to the outskirts of the Kingdom of Cytel, a gathering began. The sky overhead was thundering, and heavy rain pelted the gathered figures on a circular roof. There were a dozen robed people, all with their hands extended towards a head-sized triangle at the top of a pillar. The fixture was pulsating with blue inscriptions repeatedly as the people chanted in a language that was supposed to be lost.

The language of the gods.

It was a sacred ritual, one that hadn’t been performed in many millennia, but soon, it would come to light once again. Soon, it would be used, except what had once been a ritual to call for help was going to be used for something else. It was going to be used for scientific research, to advance humanity, and to open the doors to something that had been kept from the masses.

The secret to godhood.

The twelve figures continued to chant as their arms trembled and their voices grew hoarse. Meanwhile, six other figures waited on standby, clearly ready for what it was about to happen. They were on guard; it would happen at any moment.

The fixture continued to shine, gradually getting brighter as the figures got tenser and tenser. When it reached peak brightness⁠, there was a flash as the twelve gathered people were blasted away.

Two of the six people jumped into the light, one with their fists and one with a sword that was longer than his body. However, they effortlessly passed through it, not hitting anything. A moment later, the lighting cleared.

Then, a hooded figure teleported and strode in a hurry with a limp, immediately heading towards one of the fallen twelve people. He grabbed him by the neck and screamed.

“What happened?! I thought you stole the artifact! Where is the Primordial Spirit?!”

His voice pierced through the heavy rain and echoed well into the distance. Even though they were at the top of a Primordial Spirit tower, his voice echoed all the way to the ground.

“I-I did, M-Master D-Dargon. I stole the artifact!” the man replied in a hurry. “I took it from the royal vault!”

“Then what is the issue?!” Dargon screamed. “Why is it not⁠—”

“I believe it requires some other kind of energy as well,” one of the six figures said. A mage. “I could sense it felt incomplete.”

At that, there was only silence as Dargon gritted his teeth before the man in his hand hurriedly spoke.

“T-The cube⁠—there was a cube we stole!” he said. “It was right next to the beacon. That must be the key⁠. We all felt that it had a strange energy, that something wasn’t right with it!”

Dargon slightly calmed. “And where is it?” he asked in a whisper.

“Ranir had it…” The man gulped. “He failed to escape and died.”

“And why didn’t you save him or retrieve it?” he asked, his voice low.

“I-It was too risky. We had to prioritize the safety of the beacon,” the man sputtered. “At least the royal family doesn’t have it!”

“Then who the fuck has it?!” Dargon screamed.

“I-I don’t know. I-I just know it’s not in possession of the royal family anymore!”

Dargon threw the man to the ground, making him hit the ground with a loud crack.

“Find me that cube along with your partner from whoever has it!”

Then, he took a step forward, bellowing, “AND BRING IT TO ME!”

* * *

Meanwhile, deep below the capital city of the kingdom, a different gathering took place. In this one, there was no summoning, no one was drained of their mana. Instead, it was a meeting.

At a wooden round table, more than twenty people sat. They all wore red robes that obscured their features; however, everyone had a vague idea of each other’s identities. Nobles, city lords, powerful adventurers, and they were all there with a single goal. Upheaval.

Even though it was a circular table, one seat stood out. Its chair was carved with engravings and almost resembled a throne given its backrest was taller than all others, drawing natural attention to it.

A solitary figure sat on it.

“Oracle, our preparations are complete,” the group said. It was a cacophony of voices, but they resounded almost at the same time…

Oracle nodded, leaning back. His hand looked aged, but the hood didn’t let anyone see his face.

“It seems we are ready for upheaval,” he said, interlocking his fingers. “While it is to my understanding that one of our noble houses failed and even lost their heir, it is of no matter.”

One of the figures flinched at that, but no one looked or said anything.

“Our plans have been meddled with by Amber, a Cursed Berserker, a rarely seen class. Fortunately, or unfortunately, she hasn’t been seen in more than half a year, which means no Cursebearer for us to capture and summon a demon with, and no Cursebearer to meddle with our plans,” Oracle said simply.

The gathering nodded at that as he continued.

“But now, none of that matters. Now, our plan will be set in motion⁠. It all begins with atoning for our repeated failures. The step of taking revenge on those who have gotten in the way of our plans.”

His following words boomed across the room.

“It begins with destroying this city; the Capital City of Cytel.”
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Ten years ago, Amelia woke up alone and lost in a broken world where she had to fight for her survival.

Now, after reaching the pinnacle of power, defeating the Void itself, and escaping the abyss, she has finally found her way back into the real world. But instead of returning to Earth, she arrives in the land of Vacuos. A fantasy world with magic, monsters, Classes, and Levels. A world that is governed by a System like it were a video game.

And when rewarded with a Class befitting her accomplishments— to become a powerful [Hero] that will forever dedicate her life to protecting this world that is not her own— she only has one response.

“Absolutely not. I’m going to live a normal life now, thank you very much.”
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