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Chapter 1.

Amber paused seeing all the commotion around the camp of elite knights surrounding the tower. She had snuck into the tower, and even though she had met a group of knights well into the journey and befriended their captain, Terrel, she didn’t expect for things to devolve like this. The initial plan was to use Terrel’s name and get out of trouble, but this kind of trouble wasn’t one she expected.

And it was all because of a single person.

Amber craned her head back to look at the Primordial Spirit standing at the top of the tower steps. Her name was Val’leri, and she was the spirit to enlighten Amber about the higher realm, Ill’hine, about what she had to do now, and give her guidance as she answered all the questions she had.

She was eccentric just like Ax’thra—the Primordial Spirit she first met when coming to this world. Ax’thra was her first friend here, and he had disappeared after being attacked by Dargon of the Arcane Council—the wretched organization that targeted the gods in the name of research—and now he was in the higher realm.

She had come here in search of answers and planned to leave quietly. Unfortunately, that didn’t happen.

All because the Primordial Spirit had said goodbye to her.

“Good luck and goodbye. See you, Amber.”

With those words, she vanished back into the tower. Amber hadn’t expected this, but even if she had known⁠ the spirit would say goodbye outside the tower⁠, she probably would have still forgotten that there was a whole encampment of knights waiting there. So, she didn’t even blame the spirit.

She watched as the camp scrambled in a panic.

“Did the Primordial Spirit call her friend?!”

“Are my eyes correct? Was that the Primordial Spirit of the tower?!”

“Friend? Did she complete the tower in record time?”

Amber paused as numerous knights gathered. Some were too stunned to talk or do anything, but a large majority of them held their weapons as if ready to attack at any time. So, instead, she waited as a single knight walked out of the crowd.

He had the same red cloth as Terrel, signifying that he was a captain. However, that wasn’t the reason he stood out or why Amber noticed him long before he spoke. No, the real reason he was more noticeable than everyone else was because he was bald. Completely and utterly bald. He had a long beard, and his build was massive. He was probably the tallest man Amber had ever seen.

[Warrior. Lvl. 134]

He was also at a much higher level than her. Amber had leveled up all the way to level 119 since arriving at this tower eight months ago, but even then, this knight was someone to be cautious of.

He walked forward.

“Adventurer, explain yourself!” he said, his voice booming. “While you are a friend of the Primordial Spirit, we cannot overlook this.”

All of the knights nodded at that, which Amber found to be slightly uncomfortable and borderline confusing. However, as she looked around, she realized something. Someone who was supposed to save her from this situation was missing.

She turned to the knight. “I wish to speak with Terrel.”

“Terrel, huh?” The bald man cocked his head. “He is not here. He is in the capital. How do you know him?”

Amber frowned. “I met him in the tower.”

The man’s eyes narrowed for a moment before he spoke again, “You must be Amber, right? You match the description except for having new armor.”

“Right.”

Amber couldn’t really tell where this was going, or what was going to happen next. But she didn’t want to deal with escaping from the knights and becoming a fugitive or anything like that. Yes, she was friends with Val’leri, but the kingdom had relationships with her, so she didn’t even know how much leverage that represented. So, she decided she was going to see all of this through.

“Terrel spoke highly of you, and, in fact, we were planning on welcoming you into the camp when you returned, but there is a small problem.”

“And that is?”

He shook his head. “Before that, I just wish you to know that I am loyal to the king and queen and hold nothing personal against you. However, the small problem is the fact that you walked out with the Primordial Spirit.”

Amber nodded. “I got that much at least.”

“Some of us have made it to the one-hundredth floor of the tower, and as you can imagine, we have never met the Primordial Spirit. The spirit only shows themselves to those worthy of her presence, such as the king and queen of Cytel, so here is my question: who are you, Amber?”

“Who am I?” Amber repeated.

Do they think I’m some kind of important person or something?

“Why did the Primordial Spirit meet you? Why are you friends with them now?”

Amber blinked. She didn’t know how honest to be, or what was the right thing to do, but she had to say something.

“The spirit found me worthy of their presence, due to my class and abilities. Need I say more?” She raised her brow. “As for friendship? Well, I just spoke with them.”

Of course, she wasn’t as dumb enough to say Val’leri met her because she had the Cube of Stars—the whispering cube that she’d use in the future to request the help of another Primordial Spirit, following Val’leri’s advice.

The knight shook his head. “While that makes sense⁠—despite the lack of information⁠—you can’t expect me to believe you just befriended the Primordial Spirit through talking, can you?”

“Why not?” Amber was confused.

She had befriended Ax’thra basically that way, just by talking. She had given him nothing of value aside from information about the world⁠—and that information had long been exhausted after the first week. So, she couldn’t see why a Primordial Spirit couldn’t be befriended solely through words.

In response, the knight snorted. “Look, don’t lie to us. We don’t want to have to arrest you, not after everything that Terrel said. He spoke very highly of you. So, tell us what you can, tell us about your ascent through the tower, and tell us about what happened with the Primordial Spirit.”

Amber frowned. She didn’t mind telling him all of that, but the knight seemed almost hellbent on getting answers that frankly⁠—in Amber’s opinion, at least—didn’t particularly matter. But then again, she supposed that seeing a Primordial Spirit was a much bigger deal to them than to her.

I thought all I had to do was not tell anyone the location of this tower and there would be minimal trouble.

She shook her head, and just when the knight was going to say something else, another knight stepped forward.

“Volkar, aren’t you going too far?”

The bald man raised his brow. “I’m just doing my job and interrogating a trespasser of the tower.”

“Yes, but she is a friend of the Primordial Spirit!” the knight said, evidently panicked. “That means she is someone of equal status to the king and queen!”

With those words, the knights began to nod, everyone gathered seemingly agreeing. Somehow, the knight they trusted with the questioning had become someone they no longer approved of.

“That’s right, Volkar. We can’t just treat her like this!”

“While there may be no repercussions for disrespecting her, I think the king would be displeased!”

“She is a friend of the Primordial Spirit.”

Amber was more than a little confused about what was happening, but at the same time, she understood that⁠, again⁠, being friends with a Primordial Spirit was a much bigger deal to them than to her.

The bald knight frowned, evidently not wanting to relinquish. Amber did feel like he was just doing his job, but at the same time, perhaps normal rules and norms did not apply here. After a few moments of being told off the knight nodded to himself, evidently having a change of heart.

He turned to her and spoke solemnly. “I’m sorry for the way I’ve treated you. It was improper of me.”

Amber shook her head at that. She didn’t care about being questioned all that much. However, she watched the knights looking at her strangely, almost awkwardly, and realized that perhaps, it was better for her to answer what was asked of her. If it helped foster a good relationship with the knights—one not based on fanaticism⁠—then it’d be worth it. It wasn’t as if the information held anything interesting, after all.

“It’s fine. I’ll answer your previous questions.”

Volkar’s eyes widened at that. “You really don’t have to⁠—”

“I will,” she interrupted. “My ascent through the tower was interesting, I suppose,” Amber admitted. “Some rooms lasted weeks, evidently wanting to test how long I could fight for.”

The knights slowly nodded, and the bald knight’s eyes in particular widened for a moment as he nodded, listening intently.

“Some of the rooms had unnatural monsters, some were intelligent, and most shared one trait.”

Volkar raised his brow, then after a moment, Amber continued.

“They were all hard to kill, or rather, they had incredibly high durability,” Amber explained. “It wasn’t until I met Terrel and his squad that the tower changed. It became a lot easier for me to deal with after that.”

There was a pause before the bald knight decided to speak. He seemed hesitant now.

“Terrel did say that traveling with you was nothing short of a boon, that all the floors were special floors, that everything was challenging, and that his squad saw great gains,” he said. “However, he also said you asked to be attacked to level your resistances?”

Amber paused at that before slowly nodding.

Some of the knights looked at her weirdly in response. Evidently, while they had heard that information before, they still found it strange.

“I see. Terrel seemed certain that you’d meet the Primordial Spirit, and we called him crazy, but it looks like we were the ones in the wrong.” Volkar smiled. “Again, I’m sorry for the way I treated you.”

Amber nodded, and the knight continued.

“Though he did say something strange; he said that you declined all invitations of food⁠—did you eat the monsters?”

“Uh…” Amber didn’t know how to exactly say it. “Actually, I didn’t really eat anything for the entirety of my time in the tower.”

Amber expected someone to call bullshit, but instead, all of the knight’s eyes widened, including Volkar’s.

“That kind of skill… No wonder the Primordial Spirit deemed you worthy of meeting…”

“Unbelievable…”

“No wonder she is friends with a god…”

“I wish I was that strong…”

Amber didn’t know what to say to that, so she just continued dumping information on the knights.

“Yeah, so I traveled with Terrel for a month, maybe a bit under that. I lost track of time,” Amber said. “They helped me level up my resistances, I saved their lives like once or twice, and that’s about it.”

She couldn’t really remember anything else other than befriending the captain, which was already established.

“As for my encounter with the Primordial Spirit…” Amber pondered. She didn’t really feel like sharing anything.

She wasn’t about to tell them Val’leri wanted to kill her because she was mistaken as a member of the Arcane Council. ⁠Though, there was something she could say she supposed. She tilted her head, much to the anticipation of the surrounding people.

“Well, I learned a few new things about the Arcane Council.”

At that, all of the knights paused, and Volkar opened his mouth in surprise. “Wait, you know about the Arcane Council?”

“Yeah.” Amber nodded. “I know they were the ones who attacked the capital and stole the artifacts.”

Of course, she didn’t mention that Terrel was the one who told her that information, but that seemed enough to shock the knights, who just opened their mouths in disbelief.

“That is classified information…” he said dejectedly. “Why do you even know all of this?”

That… Amber found that question difficult to answer, but she still decided to do so.

“Because they attacked my friend, I wanted to find out more about them⁠—”

“Don’t!” Volkar said in a hurry. “Their power is not something you can imagine. Ignore the people who attacked. We have learned information that most other kingdoms don’t know.”

Amber raised her brow. “Is that so?”

“They have several members that are incredibly powerful. One of them actually attacked a Primordial Spirit not too long ago. You can’t imagine the level he has reached⁠—”

“Oh, Dargon?” Amber raised her brow. “Isn’t he level 400?”

“What…?” Volkar paused. “You even know that?”

“Yeah.”

He paused, muttering to himself.

“Unbelievable…”

“Oh, I also know they have the power to destroy the country.” She raised her brow.

Numerous knights freaked out at that.

“Of course you do.” A sigh left Volkar. “Is there anything that you don’t know?”

Amber didn’t really know what to say to that, so she didn’t reply. The bald knight massaged his temples while the other knights present seemed to be blown away. She didn’t know how she felt about everything, but she was glad that there was no animosity from the knights anymore.

“I see,” Volkar finally said before turning to her. “I have one last question, if you’d allow me to?”

Amber raised her brow. “Sure?”

“Can you tell me about how you came to this tower and why you came? Hopefully, that’s not too much.”

Some of the knights nodded, evidently wanting to know that. Perhaps it was just morbid curiosity, Amber didn’t know⁠, but she didn’t particularly mind telling them that much.

“I came to this tower looking for the Primordial Spirit but also because a merchant told me it was a trial of strength, and that greatly interested me. So, I ran around the forest until I found it⁠.” She tilted her head. “And let me reassure you, that I don’t wish to tell the Guild.”

“Even if they’d pay you over a thousand gold for the information?” the bald knight asked.

“I don’t have a need for that much gold,” Amber said simply. “Nor do I care about it.”

The knight smiled at that. Everyone did. Volkar stepped forward and extended his hand for her to grab.

“I see. Thank you for entertaining my questions. While I still have plenty of them, it’d be rude of me to continue taking up your time,” he said simply before offering his hand again. “My name is Volkar, and again, I’m sorry for the trouble earlier.”

Amber shook it, and that was that, or that’s what she’d thought, but then Volkar continued.

“You know, Terrel spoke very highly of you,” he began. “More than you probably expected. He told tales of your strength and your abilities, in general.”

“Right.” Amber didn’t know where he was going with this.

“He said that you went out of your way to kill monsters, that you rode a monster to death, that you destroyed numerous traps with brute force, and other feats, too.”

She stared at the knight as he continued.

“And well, I want to test it for myself. I don’t mean a spar, but how about we shake hands again? If you don’t mind, of course.”

“Shake hands again?” Amber blinked at that.

“Yes, we will shake hands, and we will use all of our strength, I want to see your strength, and you’ll see mine if you are curious.”

Amber watched the expressions of the surrounding knights. They all showed great interest, and given that she was out of trouble, she figured⁠ why not? She wasn’t going to try too hard, it was all in good fun⁠ after all. And so, she grabbed his hand.

The man smiled at her. “Ready?”

Amber nodded, and at that moment, she felt a heavy pressure from his grip. Given how she didn’t recognize it as an attack to begin with, it didn’t activate Cursed Supreme Momentum, but that didn’t necessarily matter because⁠—

She forced her stamina to increase the momentum of her skill, and she bit her tongue⁠—hard. The blood increased her strength immediately, and the man’s hand cracked⁠—

“Ouch.”

Amber let go, and he removed his hand, flicking it back and forth in pain. Except, his expression just had a small smile. The surrounding knights seemed shocked for whatever reason, finding it impressive she assumed.

Amber ignored their reactions and turned to Volkar.

“You weren’t really trying were you?” she asked, raising her brow.

“I wanted to see what you would do, and I can’t say I expected you to bite part of your tongue,” he said, chuckling. “Well, I won’t ask why or what was that sudden burst of strength. Instead…”

He reached for her hand and pulled her closer, much to her surprise.

“I welcome you into our camp. In my name, Amber is a guest here now!”

His voice boomed for all the knights to hear, and those gathered cheered, whereas the ones that weren’t nearby looked over with some shock. The announcement attracted the attention of all who were present, which Amber found awkward. Some of the gathered knights began to disperse; however, new knights approached.

“Is she interesting, Volkar?” one asked happily.

“She is.” The bald knight belly laughed. “Ah, but remember she is a friend of a Primordial Spirit, so treat her well.”

Amber still wasn’t used to the ‘friend of a Primordial Spirit’ status, but at least the atmosphere had cleared.

She was glad that she had been welcomed into the camp. Though one of the knights who had recently gathered was looking at her weirdly.

Volkar turned to her.

“Welcome to our camp, Amber. What will you do now? Will you go back in for round two?”

Amber shook her head. “No, I’ll probably return to Laria.”

“Why not visit the capital first?” he asked.

“Well,⁠ I don’t know—”

“I know you,” the knight who was looking at her earlier said.

Amber raised her brow, and the man continued. “At first, I wasn’t sure if it was her, but now I’m quite certain.”

Amber was confused. “What are you even talking about?”

“You are the girl wanted by the Risnar and Starkell families.” He pointed at her. “The killer of the Risnar’s heir and the kidnapper of Velda Starkell. You are the one that conspired with Liz Starkell to do so.”

Amber paused. I’m wanted?

Meanwhile, the knights turned towards her, especially Volkar who simply scoffed.

“Nonsense. How could this girl be wanted? Terrel spoke so highly of her, he even told us all about her oddities. She even willingly told us information she had no reason to share.”

“That’s right!” another knight agreed.

“And she is friends with the Primordial Spirit of all people!” another said.

“No, I think she matches the description of the wanted girl!” a different knight called.

Amber watched as the knights broke into an argument. The large majority were on her side, and those who weren’t were quickly convinced. However, this didn’t really sit right with her because, after all⁠, she had indeed killed the Risnar’s family heir, and she had indeed kidnapped Liz’s sister, but it was for a good reason.

These people were the knights serving in the royal castle. They had more power and authority than normal knights. She could easily be apprehended for her crimes⁠—if she wasn’t a friend of Val’leri anyway⁠—but they also had the resources to research and look into things.

And so, Amber made her decision. She made the decision of just telling the truth.

“I did kill the heir of the Risnar family, and I did kidnap Liz’s sister,” she admitted for everyone to hear.

At that moment, all of the knights stopped, looking at her in disbelief.

“Back in Laria, I am known as the Demonkiller. And I have fought demon cultists before just like the one who tried to sacrifice a woman in the capital’s sewers.”

Some of the knights murmured about that.

“I think I’ve heard about that.”

“Me, too. Aren’t investigations underway?”

“Yeah, but the search is at a dead end now.”

Amber nodded.

“And just like that woman, Velda Starkell was going to be sacrificed in the name of summoning a demon because she was sold by her own family, all in exchange for being part of the inner circle of this organization.”

There was silence once more.

“She was sold to the Risnar family; the Starkell family conspired with the Risnar family to sacrifice their own daughter to the demons.”

Amber took a breath.

“And with her blood they wanted to summon a Flametouched Demon to destroy the Kingdom of Cytel.”


Chapter 2.

Amber watched as some of the knights were stunned into silence, while others seemed confused and lost. No one was happy about her confession; however, the only one who seemed to still be composed was Volkar.

“Now, this claim is…”

“Ridiculous?” Amber asked.

“Yes.” He nodded. “But the title of Demonkiller of Laria is something that a few of us know. In fact, we’ve talked about what kind of person this Demonkiller is. You’ve also proved yourself to be incredibly trustworthy.”

“Right.”

Amber expected to have to argue for her claims, but now, she didn’t really know where it was going. So, she let Volkar continue to speak.

“The situation with the demon cultists is something that we’ve tried to investigate, but as you’ve overheard, the search reached a dead end,” he said. “However, ever since re-opening the capital, there have been gradual disappearances every month—or so I heard when I was last there two months ago.”

She slowly nodded, paying attention. A lot of the knights also nodded.

“And while your claims about the noble families are… ludicrous to say the least, it is something I’d like your help to confirm with some further questioning.”

“I don’t think there is much more to say about it other than all the guards at the Risnar residence knew about it, too,” Amber said. “Interrogating a guard should be possible.”

“The problem is that those guards have been executed because they failed to capture the killer of the Risnar’s family heir.”

“Oh.”

“So, I’d like to take you for formal questioning, Amber,” he said. “I’d like to take you to the castle for interrogation and call upon the court mages to see if your words are truthful, and then depending on your words, we will act accordingly.”

“So, you mean arrest me for my crimes or go after the family instead?” Amber asked.

“Indeed, but arrest might be too strong,” he stated simply. “Think of it as detainment instead at most.”

Volkar seemed to have entered professional mode, though the same couldn’t be said about the other knights. A very small portion voiced that it was a waste to go that far and to detain Amber right now, others argued against that. Some even suggested that they should go after the noble families immediately.

Overall, the people who wanted to detain Amber were very few. The fact that she was friends with the Primordial Spirit and Terrel made most knights overwhelmingly inclined to believe her. Then, after a few moments, she watched Volkar turn to the crowd.

“My squad will handle this. All of you remain here,” he said for everyone to hear. “I’ll take her for interrogation at the castle.”

At that, surprisingly, no one objected.

Then he turned to her. “We are departing now.”

Amber nodded and then, without so much as grabbing any equipment, Volkar began to walk. She followed right after him, and four more knights joined them. It was such a sudden departure that Amber didn’t know what to make of it, but as they entered the forest, the reality of the situation settled in on her.

She really was being taken in for questioning.

* * *

[Archer. Lvl. 130]

[Warrior. Lvl. 133]

[Mage. Lvl. 132]

…

Amber found herself walking for more than an hour. None of the knights had said anything, not even Volkar. It was awkward, and at the same time, she felt on edge due to the tense atmosphere. It was a completely different ambience to the one in the camp.

She had a lot of things on her mind, but the archer’s voice broke her out of her thoughts.

“I would suggest you relax.” He shook his head. “Neither of us believe you to be a terrible person, but neither of us believe your words completely either.”

“What are you even trying to say?” Amber raised her brow.

“He’s trying to say that we are all just doing our job,” the mage said. She was a woman. “And our job is to take you for proper questioning so that your claims can be verified. Nothing else, and nothing more. Also, you are a friend of the Primordial Spirit. Even if you get arrested, you’ll get away with a slap on the wrist. Plus, all of the knights really like you, myself included, so don’t worry about it.”

The woman shrugged, and Amber relaxed with her words. While she was kind of aware that nothing truly bad would happen, it was good to have verbal confirmation.

She still didn’t like her situation, but at the same time, this was perhaps the best outcome for her. Amber knew that she was telling the truth, and this way she’d get some form of revenge towards the two families for what they did to Velda.

Of course, Amber wasn’t hellbent on getting revenge, but this was a great opportunity to do so.

* * *

They walked for another two hours before some form of conversation was started up. This time, it was the mage speaking to her.

“So, you are the person who snuck into the tower a few months ago,” she said, examining Amber. “Being honest, I thought you were as good as dead.”

“Why?” Amber raised her brow.

“Because everyone knew that only one or two people entered. That’s why the scouts didn’t sense anything when it happened.” She shrugged. “With only two people and more than six months without anyone coming out⁠… well, you can assume they are dead.”

Amber didn’t know what to say to that, so she just nodded.

“Anyway, I could never do that, so you have my respect, and well, you have my admiration for befriending the Primordial Spirit, too.”

She was about to say thank you when Volkar spoke up.

“We are almost there. No more talking from now on.”

“Sorry,” the mage said.

And then, there was silence. Amber was slightly confused about where “there” was exactly since the capital was pretty far still. But she didn’t question it; instead, she walked on in silence.

Soon after Amber saw a small, dilapidated hut in the distance, but no one said a word. Even as they entered and the door closed. It wasn’t until Volkar raised a black stick that he had pulled out of his pocket that he spoke.

“[Teleport to Anchor].”

Amber blinked, pausing as they ended up in a relatively large room with guards pointing weapons at them, though they were promptly lowered as they recognized the knights. Amber was confused, but she couldn’t really ask about anything as they immediately began to move again.

* * *

They walked through various halls of the castle, and it wasn’t until they waited for Volkar outside a room that she decided to ask.

“So, can you all just teleport here and then back there whenever?”

“Not exactly,” the mage answered. “Only captains have that tool, and the tool is linked to their mana signature⁠—it is also linked to the vice-captain’s, too, I suppose. But it only allows to teleport between two fixed locations, meaning it cannot be used anywhere else but where the anchors are.”

“Huh, I see.” It was a lot more limited than Amber expected, but at the same time, she was glad that she didn’t feel like she was missing out. “So, that’s how the knights leave towards the tower.”

“That is right.” The mage smiled. “Isn’t it an amazing feat of magic?”

Amber paused. “I don’t know. I’m just a warrior.”

She scoffed at that, and the archer spoke a moment later, turning toward her.

“Volkar is coming, and he is with the interrogation officers.”

Amber paused but nodded. It took just a few seconds, but eventually, the bald knight arrived with two fancily dressed people. The pair wore something akin to military uniforms, though she didn’t have too much time to appreciate them since Volkar said goodbye immediately.

“I’ll leave you two to it.” He nodded at the officers before turning to Amber. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Amber. Let’s see each other again. Sorry for the trouble.”

“Right. See you.”

With that, the group of knights departed, and she was left with the two officers who seemed to already be sizing her up.

“We’ve been told of your claims and your admission of guilt,” the first officer said simply. “If your claims are true, you won’t face repercussions and may even be awarded for your achievement.”

“But if your claims are false, then you’ll be executed,” the other said.

“Right.”

Amber didn’t actually believe that claim, but given this was her first time being questioned so formally by anyone in her life, she couldn’t help but feel slightly tense.

“It seems you understand,” the second officer said. “Let us go then.”

And just like that, she was taken in for interrogation.

* * *

Amber found herself in a white room, though it wasn’t what she expected. It had a large desk which she sat behind, a red carpet underneath, and only a single entrance. The officers were⁠… missing. They had told her to wait a few minutes ago—a few minutes Amber spent burning herself with her sword and biting her tongue, all just to pass the time.

Though, once her skills had been maxed out, the door opened, and the two officers walked in⁠ with a group of blue-robed mages.

[Mage. Lvl. 110]

[Mage. Lvl 102]

[Mage. Lvl. 130]

…

There were about six of them, and all their levels seemed inconsistent, but they also didn’t seem to be here to attack her. Instead, they all lined against the wall to the side, for Amber and for the officers to see.

The first officer spoke up. “The questioning shall begin.”

With those words, the mages raised their staves, and then after they muttered something, all of the staves turned green.

“This test will determine how truthful you are being. All six will remain green if you are telling the complete truth, if not, they will turn red in accordance with how truthful you are being, and all of them will be red if you are telling a lie. Do you understand?”

Amber nodded. “I understand.”

At that, one of the lights turned red, and the officer shook his head.

The second officer said, “You must be thinking about a loophole. Don’t.”

Amber blinked at that before nodding. In all honesty, she was surprised that such a method for interrogation existed.

“I understand.”

At this all of the lights turned green, and the first officer began to ask questions.

“Is your name Amber?”

“Yes, what else would it be?” She felt confused.

The lights remained the same color as he continued.

“What is your age? Are you wearing a disguise?”

“Twenty-one now, I think? And no, I’m not.”

Pretty basic questions I suppose.

“Where were you born?”

Amber paused. That’s a troublesome question. She paused, wondering what exactly to say, and the second officer warned.

“Failure to answer will have you arrested.”

She took a moment. “From a place whose location I don’t know, but it’s very far away,” she said. “That’s all I’m willing to say.”

The second officer frowned at that, but the lights remained green.

“Well, we aren’t here to find out your mysterious origins, so I’ll continue.” The first officer nodded. “What were you doing on the day the castle was attacked?”

“I was kidnapping Velda Starkell and killing the Risnar’s family heir whose name I’ve forgotten,” Amber said simply.

The lights remained green, and the man nodded.

“How did you escape the Risnar residence?”

“I jumped out of the window and ran to a prepared safe-house with Liz. The knights had lost us by then, but we still left the capital through the sewers.”

Even though she was nervous, Amber had no plans to lie⁠— unless it was absolutely necessary anyway. But so far, everything seemed to be going well.

“I see,” the first officer said. “How do you know the Starkell family is involved with the demon worshippers?”

“The family heir of the Risnar family declared that after negotiations, they had to include the Starkell family in their inner circle to get their hands on Velda Starkell,” Amber said with a sigh.

The officers looked towards the lights, but nothing had changed, so the first officer continued with his interrogation.

“How did you get your hands on this information?” he asked with a frown.

“A view Enchantment scroll, though the heir also revealed that he was planning on using Liz as the sacrifice once she showed up to save her sister.”

“What kind of demon were they trying to summon.”

“A Flametouched Demon,” Amber said. “A demon they could only summon with someone that has a Flametouched class.”

At that, the two officers nodded with utmost seriousness.

“Was it only the heir or is the entirety of the Risnar family involved?”

Amber thought for a moment. “He talked about not wanting to disappoint his parents.”

“So, the heads of the house are involved at least.” The second officer gritted his teeth. “Do you know who is involved within the Starkell house?”

Amber shook her head. “No. All I know is that according to Liz, Velda was disciplined physically to the point of having line-like scarring across her body by both parents.”

“We shall look into that, too.” The second officer nodded.

Meanwhile, the first officer continued with his questions.

“Was this the reason you kidnapped Velda… to save her life?”

“No, even if she wasn’t getting sacrificed, I would have still kidnapped her. Liz wanted to save her sister from an arranged marriage. She even heard her sister ask for that.”

The lights remained green, and the officer nodded.

“Did you obtain anything from killing the heir of the Risnar family?”

“Aside from levels, not really,” Amber said.

“What have you done in the past eight months?”

“Climb the tower of the capital.”

There was a small pause before the officer nodded.

“I heard you befriended the Primordial Spirit. Is this true?”

“Yes.”

“Was she told about the demon problem?” he asked.

“Briefly, and she found it funny.”

The two officers frowned at that, but the lights remained green.

“Final question: do you know the Primordial Spirit’s name?”

“Yes.”

With that, the two officers nodded, and a moment after, the green lights disappeared, evidently marking the end of this lengthy interrogation. Amber, in turn, relaxed and basically plopped into the chair, a long-held breath leaving her.

She was done with the interrogation.

A moment later, the mages began to exit the room.

“Thank you for your time, court mages,” the second officer said.

The court mages nodded as they exited the room. Amber supposed that was some kind of special title, but she wasn’t planning on asking about it. Instead, she was leaving⁠⁠—

“Thank you for your time, Amber,” the first officer said.

Amber blinked and watched as the man bowed.

“I am deeply sorry for this treatment. As a friend of a Primordial Spirit, you shouldn’t be subjected to this. So, I hope for your understanding,” he said apologetically. “Please know that all of the threats we made were empty. Volkar explicitly told us what happened at the camp.”

“Right.”

She kind of knew that they couldn’t actually arrest her or do anything by the time the interrogation started, so she didn’t really have much to say to the man.

He continued, “If there is anything we can do for you, don’t hesitate to let us know.”

She nodded at that, and the man smiled.

“We ask that you remain here. I shall relay your truths to His Majesty.”

The officer stood up and left the room and Amber was left with the second officer, who had been acting as the bad guy throughout the entire discussion, though he didn’t seem to have that demeanor anymore. Instead, he turned to her.

“As Clint said, I’m terribly sorry about the way we treated you. It’s just our job. Whether you are a friend of the Primordial Spirit or not, we are forced to do this in order to get as much information as possible.” He bowed, explaining, “If there is anything I can do for you⁠—”

“Can I have some water?”

The man immediately nodded and left the room.

Amber never expected that being a friend of the Primordial Spirit essentially made her be treated like nobility, but she supposed it made sense given the king also had relations with Val’leri.

Still, they could’ve been a lot nicer about the questioning. She didn’t exactly blame the men, but she still would’ve given them the complete information even if they made no threats and asked their questions over a cup of tea.

A sigh left her as the man re-entered the room with a glass of water, which she took.

She wanted to leave, but now it seemed that she had to wait until the king was made aware of what she had said⁠—which she supposed was fair given it was, well, the king.

And so, Amber waited as the minutes passed.

About ten minutes later, the door opened, and the first officer returned.

“The king of Cytel requests your presence.”

Amber blinked. “Wait… what?”

* * *

Not in a million years did she expect to have an audience with the king. Even though her armor was sparkling, she still had some grime on her face, and her hair was disheveled⁠. Needless to say, it wasn’t the best first impression. However, no one seemed to care about that. Not even the random guards around the castle who had never seen her before. No⁠, instead, all of them bowed in her presence and looked at her with great admiration, all due to her new-found status.

It had taken Amber close to a minute to process that she was meeting the king, and now that she had processed it⁠…

“The king awaits your presence,” the officer said, pushing the gigantic double doors open. “This is as far as I go. Please, go in.”

Amber nodded and walked into the massive hall. It was reminiscent of the one on the one-hundredth floor of the tower but surprisingly less opulent, though the ground remained lined with a red carpet, and there were banners all around the room as well as knights whose levels were question marks to her.

As she continued to walk, her gaze landed on a figure sitting on a throne with golden accents and red cushions. Given the adorned crown atop his head, Amber figured that he was the king. He had graying hair and a smile on his aged face. Next to him, there was a mage with black robes whose face she couldn’t see.

“Welcome, Amber the Demonkiller of Laria,” the king said, his voice echoing for everyone to hear. “Thank you for coming.”

Amber smiled. It wasn’t as if she could just refuse to meet the king, even if she was a friend of the Primordial Spirit.

“I’ve been informed of the rather alarming information you’ve delivered.” He nodded to himself. “And I’ve decided to pardon you for killing the heir of the Risnar family, Noah Risnar.”

“Thank you for your pardon.” Amber slightly bowed but, in reality, had absolutely no clue if that was the right thing to do.

The king smiled at her. “I was informed about your friendship with the Primordial Spirit, who I’ll call Vi, for short.”

She decided to listen to what he is saying.

“Considering you are a friend of Vi, you are a friend of our kingdom, so don’t be so tense,” he reassured her. “Like any Primordial Spirit, she takes friendship very seriously, so doing anything to you would be a very serious offense.”

I kind of knew that already. Amber nodded at that.

“That said, I’m relieved at the information you have brought us. We have sent a group of knights to take the Risnars and the Starkells into custody for interrogation.” He nodded and smiled, but a moment later, his voice turned serious. “And then we will purge the capital of those demon worshippers.”

Amber remained silent and allowed the king to continue.

“I wanted to thank you for that, but I also want to thank you for the help you’ll bring during the extermination of the demon worshippers.”

Amber blinked. “Help with the extermination?”

The king raised his brow. “You want revenge for what happened with Velda Starkell, do you not? From my brief research, you are very close with Liz, her sister.”

“That is true, but I kind of thought your people would take care of it?” Amber scratched her head. “I mean, the allure of levels is great and all, but I’d much rather fight monsters than humans. Having them pay at the hands of your kingdom is enough revenge for me.”

The king blinked at that, evidently too stunned to speak, and Amber took her chance.

“Though, I’m glad my information has helped.” She smiled. “But as you know, I’ve spent eight months in the tower, and I want to see my friends more than anything, so I will take my leave now.”

With those words, Amber turned around and began to walk away. Some of the knights reached for their swords, but the king hurriedly called, “You brutes, you already know she is friends with the Primordial Spirit. Don’t attack her!”

Amber smiled⁠; she couldn’t really be stopped.

“What if I offer you a reward?” the king called after her as she was about to reach the double doors.

She paused at that and turned.

“A reward?”

The king nodded. “I will offer you a reward if you help us cull the demon worshippers from the capital.”

Amber blinked. “What kind of reward?”

Not everything was sure to interest her, after all.

“What if I offer you a sword? But not just any sword. I can see the great power in yours already, so what if I offer you this?” The king turned to the mage. “Show her the sword.”

The mage raised his staff and then⁠ hit the butt against the ground, whispering something that she couldn’t hear.

A light flashed before the throne of the king, vanishing just as fast. However, Amber paused as she saw a gigantic sword inside a glass casing. It was larger than her current sword and way thicker; however, that wasn’t what attracted her, no. There were pulsing lines of blue around the sword, similar to the ones in the cube.

“A divine weapon. One created by Vi herself.”


Chapter 3.

Amber paused at that. Needless to say, she was interested.

“And this isn’t just any divine weapon,” the king continued. “You are a Cursebearer are you not?”

She blinked. “How do you even know that?”

“I have a sharp eye.” He chuckled. “Anyway, this weapon was meant for Cursebearers. Vi made it specifically for that. However, as we both know, a Cursebearer is as rare as a Primordial Spirit themselves, and that is why it hasn’t been used in the ages long past.”

“Hasn’t been used?”

“That is right. Ever since the dawn of its creation, this weapon has been missing a Cursebearer to wield it,” the king said simply. “The reason it’s glowing is not only because you are a Cursebearer, but also because it wants you as its owner.”

“It wants me as its owner?”

“According to Vi, yes. Also, it can be used with other swords as well.”

“It can be used with other swords?” Amber saw its size, and it certainly didn’t mean dual-wielding. “What do you mean?”

“That’s all the information you are getting.” The king of Cytel smiled.

Amber frowned. There were so many things she wanted to know about the sword. How come the Arcane Council hadn’t taken it? What kind of powerful curse did it have if it was meant only for Cursebearers? She had so many questions, and her interest in the sword was⁠…

Needless to say, she wanted the damn sword.

Ignoring how fun it could be to fight with or the fact that it was a divine artifact, the king’s words alone were enough to interest her.

If it was something specifically made for Cursebearers, what was it like to use? And if it could be used alongside other swords⁠… well, what did that even mean? And did Vi really make it, or was it the other Primordial Spirit?

No⁠, that didn’t matter. Regardless of who made it, she could use it as leverage in her meeting with the purple Primordial Spirit.

Amber took a breath.

“I want it.”

“Good, lest I was going to have to offer you the whole kingdom for your help.” The king laughed. “Welcome aboard.”

Amber was sure that there was a more in-depth reason as to why the king had offered the sword so readily, but she was sure he wasn’t going to tell her why.

But at least I get a super badass and useful sword out of it. Amber grinned.

The king smiled. “Glad we can get along, and thank you for taking care of Noah Risnar. I’ll see to it that Liz and Velda Starkell keep their nobility after all of this is done.”

She nodded at his words. The king seemed to be a good man all things considered. To be honest, she kind of expecting him to be incredibly forceful or annoying to deal with, but he wasn’t.

“I did hear something interesting that wasn’t fully confirmed, and that is that you haven’t eaten in eight months. Is this true?” the king asked with curiosity.

At his words, some of the knights around them shook their heads, and she even overheard a snort, accompanied by the word “ridiculous”, but she paid that no mind and just gave her response.

“It is. It’s all thanks to a special skill.”

“Are you not hungry?” He leaned forward on his throne.

Amber paused at that, and she had to actually think about what hunger felt like, but after a moment, she nodded.

“I think I am.”

“Well then, I’ll have my chefs prepare a fine meal for you,” he said simply. “Consider it a small gift of gratitude. After all, any friend of Vi is my friend, too.”

She didn’t expect that but nodded. “Thank you, Your Majesty.”

The king laughed. “Sure, sure.” Then he turned towards the mage in the black robes. “Please inform the chefs.”

The mage nodded and raised his staff. Amber never thought about having a mage as a personal assistant, but from the looks of it, it looked incredibly convenient. She stared at the man as he opened his mouth and then⁠—

The doors burst open. Amber had to take a step to not be hit, and a knight immediately rushed into the room. He wore light leather armor. He was evidently some type of messenger by his lack of weapons. He knelt in a rush, his voice booming.

“The royal knights request for a court mage and a royal scout with tracking skills at once!”

The king raised his brow. “So, the families are missing?”

“Both of them my liege!” the man called.

The king frowned. “I’ll send another squad of knights along with the mage, the scout, and Amber.” He turned to her. “You will accompany this new squad. I have a feeling we may encounter more than just the two families, so your presence will likely be required.”

Amber blinked but nodded.

Then the king turned to his assistant. “Have the preparations made at once.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” the mage replied in a low voice before gathering mana at his staff⁠. He slammed it down. “[Call].”

Amber blinked since nothing happened after that, but the king nodded in approval. The scout also seemed to be relieved.

“I’ll return to inform the royal knights of your orders, I’ll also inform them of… Amber.” He looked at her strangely.

“Tell them that she is a friend of the kingdom and not to be disrespected,” the king said.

“Yes, my liege.”

With those words, the man departed, and Amber was left to stand there. She didn’t really know what to do, but the king spoke.

“Brim, take her to see the royal knight squad that is getting ready.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” the knight nearest to her said. Interestingly enough, it was the knight that had said “ridiculous”. He began to walk and nodded to her. “This way, esteemed guest.”

Amber nodded. She still felt slightly weird about being spoken to in such a way, but she said nothing as she left the room with the knight.

[Warrior. Lvl. ???]

She couldn’t see his level. Amber, by this point, had sort of figured out that she could only see the levels of enemies up until they were twenty levels higher, but that was the limit. For all she knew, the knight could be level 140⁠, but he could also be level 200. Amber didn’t know at what point the question marks in the class started.

“Is being able to forego food that rare?” She thought back at the reactions back in the camp in regard to that.

“At our levels, for a few weeks it’s not rare, but for months?” The man shook his head. “It is unheard of, esteemed guest. However, given your friendship with the Primordial Spirit, Vi, I shouldn’t be surprised. Sorry for my unsightly snickering.”

Amber ignored his apology, instead asking what she had in mind.

“Do you know her name, or is that a nickname that everyone uses?”

“A nickname, esteemed guest. Only the queen and king are aware of her name.”

Amber had a hunch, but it seemed that indeed⁠ the king was friends with Val’leri as well.

“Just call me Amber.”

The man nodded, not stopping to look at her. “As you wish, Ms. Amber.”

Amber couldn’t really tell if the knight actually disliked her or not⁠. Maybe he didn’t even care. All she could sense was professionalism through and through, which she didn’t mind. However, the same couldn’t be said about the knights who bowed to her down the halls. She had noticed it before, but she had missed the admiration present in their eyes.

She didn’t know what to make of that, especially after nodding at one of them and seeing them beam with happiness. However, the knight took it upon himself to explain.

“As a friend of both the king and of Vi, and as a guest of honor, it is only natural for trainee knights to react that way upon receiving your acknowledgment,” he explained.

Amber nodded, but she couldn’t help but pause at a part of the man’s statement.

I am the king’s friend?

“Huh…”

Amber didn’t expect that, but she enjoyed the recognition she was getting. It was nice. And the king declaring her his friend was a nice thing, too.

It took another minute for her to be led to some barracks where there were knights fastening their armor, which were all a pale white.

“Here we are.” The knight gestured before smiling at her. “Good luck out there, Ms. Amber.”

She nodded, and with those words, the man departed, leaving her in the middle of some barracks. There were five knights present. She only got nods from four of them, but a woman immediately smiled.

“So the rookie is here,” she said. “Welcome⁠— Oh.”

Amber felt confused at her reaction, but then she continued, “You are much weaker than I expected, though I suppose given you have befriended the dear Primordial Spirit of the capital, you must be able to punch way higher than your level. So, welcome aboard.”

The woman smiled at her again, and Amber’s confusion remained. She seemed glad to have her but also⁠ brutish and raw? It was her first time meeting a person like that.

Amber stared at her large build. Even though it was clearly a woman, she was a full head taller than her, and she had short bright-red hair that was quickly hidden by a fancy helmet that Amber imagined would inspire awe on the faces of the public.

The red-haired knight was the first one to get ready, and she immediately approached Amber with a proffered hand.

“Nice to meet you. I am Ave.”

Amber blinked and shook her hand. She half expected for her to try something weird, but she just received a firm handshake.

“Hmm…” Ave looked at her strangely. “I have a sixth sense, and you know what it’s telling me?”

Amber raised her brow. “What is it telling you?”

“It’s telling me that you could kill me in a blink should you want to.” She chuckled. “Scary. No wonder you are friends with a god.”

“Well, lucky for you, I don’t kill for sport.” Amber smiled.

In response, she got another chuckle. Then Ave turned to look at the rest of the knights who were just now putting on their helmets.

“Alright, you bastards, let’s go kill these fuckers.”

At that, the knights did a small cheer, and Amber noticed the woman was wearing the captain cloth.

The captain turned to her. “Follow our lead.”

Amber wasn’t particularly sure what to expect but nodded. She figured that, for now at least, she should go along with the knights, and then⁠, once the time came to deal with the demons, she’d do her damn best to get that sword.

They went to the gates where they were joined by the royal scout and the court mage who had been requested. Of course, Amber couldn’t see the level of a single person in the group.

Then they then set off to search for the Risnar and Starkell families.

And possibly exterminate the demon cultists.

The sooner it happened, the faster she’d get that sword.

* * *

“Please, I’ve told you everything I know!” a servant cried.

“These are the orders of the king.” The knight slammed them into the wall.

Amber and the group were just now arriving as she watched the scene unfold. No one really said anything past a whistle from the squad captain, Ave.

The knight doing the questioning wore the same white armor. Something that Amber noticed drew a lot of stares from citizens. The stares were of respect and admiration more than anything. Though, Amber felt that it should be fear given what the knight captain was doing to the servant.

They stopped at the entrance of the house watching the scene unfold.

The knight grabbed the butler by the neck and slammed him into the ground, making him spit blood.

“I’ll repeat that one more time. Where did the Risnar family go?”

“They told me they were going to have a meeting with the Starkells!” the butler screamed.

“And I’ve told you the Starkells are also missing, and their servants said the exact same thing!”

The knight let go of his neck and raised his foot to stomp⁠, but the court mage approached.

“That is enough,” the mage said, raising his staff. “[Truth].”

It shone in a green light. The knight nodded and slowly lowered his boot.

“Do you know where they are, yes or no?”

“No!” the butler cried, and the light remained green.

“Do you have any idea where they could possibly be?”

“No!” The green light remained.

The knight doing the interrogation scoffed, and even though Amber was put off by the brutality she witnessed, she had to commend their resolve to do that without hesitation. The knight turned towards several terrified servants in the back.

“Bring the close personal possessions of the Risnars to us, now!”

With shrieks, the servants scrambled to go and fetch what was asked. Amber didn’t really know whether to say anything. She wanted to say she felt bad⁠, but she didn’t. It wasn’t a sight that she was unprepared for. If the knight had killed the servant that would have been a completely different story.

“Well, he may be brutal, but he’s efficient,” Ave said at her side. “He finished interrogating the entire house of servants by the time we got here.”

The knight gave them a discreet glance, which Amber sensed but said nothing.

“I’ve been meaning to ask, but why are you here, Amber?” Ave asked. “You aren’t a trainee knight or anything, so I don’t see why you came along.”

“The king wanted me here since I gave the initial information that began this search.” Amber shrugged. And I get a sword I really want in return, she added in her thoughts.

The captain nodded.

“Well, he’s someone with great foresight, so I’m sure that he had a very specific reason for asking you to come,” Ave said, her voice sounding certain.

“Is that so?”

She was met with a nod in response. It felt a bit weird, but she didn’t question it.

A moment later, the servants arrived with several pieces of jewelry, several documents, and a couple were even dragging a desk. The knight nodded approvingly and turned to the mage.

“Track their mana. The scout will take over once we get close enough.”

With that, everyone got to work. Amber watched as the scout approached the items, grabbed several, and studied them in great detail, even smelling them. The mage, on the other hand, had his staff extended, pointing at the pile of items and muttering to himself.

Amber could see glimmers of magic on his staff but nothing more.

“So, we just wait then?”

“Pretty much,” the red-haired captain confirmed. “They can track anyone this way.”

Why wasn’t I tracked then?

The obvious answer was⁠ they didn’t have the resources to spare given what transpired the same night. Though, Amber did have a question.

“Can the noble families track people this well or only the king?”

“Well, you can always try to hire adventurers with this skillset at an exorbitant price.” Ave tilted her head in confusion. “But aside from that, only the king’s retainers are capable of doing all of this. The noble families don’t have enough incentives to keep people like these in their ranks.”

Amber nodded. It was good to know that.

They waited a few minutes before the mage swung his staff lightly, and a small blue magic circle flashed in the air. It was laid horizontally, but it expanded up and down as the mage spoke.

“[Sense].”

It expanded in a blink, going past the room and everything. The mage took a breath and announced, “I know their general direction.”

“Then let us go kill these traitors,” the interrogating knight replied as he hastily walked.

Amber and Ave let him pass, and soon, everyone set off in the direction that the mage led them.

Amber began to bite her tongue and burn herself with her sword, much to some of the confusion of the knights.

She was going to do her best. The sooner she got the sword, the better. She had so many questions about it that she wanted answered, and the fact that it would potentially help her attain essence only made her want it even more.

* * *

When the scout took over, he paused.

“It’s inside the Institution of Arcane Research.”

Amber paused. Everyone did. They were all standing in front of the building, and Amber felt just as confused as the others. She had come here with Liz once and met a strange man who wanted to play a game with them to fund the institute, but otherwise⁠, she never expected the demon worshippers to be here.

“Maybe just the two nobles gathered here. We can arrest them if that’s the case,” Ave said.

“Then that shall be our plan of action,” the other knight captain said. “And if we find the entire demon cult, we burn them to the ground.”

“Alright,” the red-haired captain agreed. “Let us go then. Scout, lead the way.”

“Right away!”

The man immediately entered the building, everyone following behind.

Their force was eleven strong, including Amber but excluding the two people who were doing the tracking. All in all, Amber felt a bit awkward walking into an institution with a bunch of level 140+ people, but she didn’t pay it any mind. The same, however, couldn’t be said about the people inside.

Those inside immediately began to panic, one even ran in front of them by accident, and was promptly thrown to the side by the other knight captain. The scout, meanwhile, continued into the building, heading for a door that almost resembled a maintenance closet.

When he opened it, there was nothing, but he reached into the air and⁠ twisted an invisible door handle. At first, Amber was confused, but as he pulled back, a stairwell was revealed, much to her surprise.

“This way.”

The scout descended, and everyone followed right after him.

The stairs continued for several minutes, gradually becoming more and more misshapen and natural-looking the deeper they went. It didn’t take long before they ended up in a large cave system. It was well below the capital, droplets of water falling from the ceiling, and yet⁠—

“When the fuck did they build all of this?” Ave asked.

There were torches lining the walls.

The scout looked between the two directions and then turned left.

“There are multiple access points to this place, too, it seems. Only the nobles entered through this route,” he stated. “Both tunnels seem to curve around; however, this one feels like the shortest, so I’ll continue in that direction.”

The group continued in silence for another minute, not rushing by when they got close enough⁠. An archer from one of the knight squads pulled out his bow and began to whisper. At that moment, Amber sensed two people⁠—

She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and landed behind the patrolling guard, stabbing him through the chest. The other man reacted but received three arrows to the head.

“Whew, well done,” the archer said. “Fast reflexes, should I say—as expected of our guest of honor?”

Many knights nodded in appreciation, but Amber said nothing, even ignoring the notification.

She had to do a commendable job if she wanted the sword with no strings attached, after all.

Crimson Fervor and Cursed Supreme Momentum were maxed now, which meant she could take the lead.

“Let’s go,” Ave said. “It seems that we are here.”

The knights continued ahead, and the scout followed, and when Amber turned the corner, she saw a large pair of double doors waiting for them.

The scout spoke. “I have been masking all our presences since we got here, but it won’t last much longer. I can sense over a hundred presences beyond this door. Good luck to you all in your mission,” he said.

Meanwhile, the mage crossed his arms. “I have already called for reinforcements.”

Everyone nodded at both statements, and Amber turned towards the door. The sooner she got this done, the better. Plus, no one seemed keen on waiting in spite of the number differential.

The other captain gestured at everyone to back off and nodded at her.

“In respect to your strength, you can take the lead,” he said. “Show us what it means to befriend a Primordial Spirit.”

She said nothing as she unsheathed the Firecursed Sword and pointed it at the door. Amber’s eyes narrowed, and she spoke.

“Flamethrower.”

And the door was engulfed by crimson flames.

* * *

“Royal Flush.” Dreen smiled, setting his cards on the table.

“What?” Bruntal asked in confusion. “This is the fourth time you pull this hand!”

“That’s right. You are a dirty cheater, you swindler!” Narisa said.

Dreen chuckled. “Of course not. I’m merely a thief, and I’m barely above level one hundred like all of you.”

The table threw up their hands in exasperation. There was no other way to kill the time. They were supposed to stay on guard to ensure that Oracle’s operation went by without a hitch. In just a few hours, the capital would go up in flames, but he did say that it was only a matter of time before the knights came.

Though, that was nonsense.

Dreen had been playing cards for hours with his partners, and he hadn’t so much as felt a hint of danger. While he was a thief, he had enough skills to double as a scout⁠—a very shitty one at that⁠—, but his range was enough to detect past the door.

And there was absolutely nothing beyond, just like the past few hours.

He closed his eyes. “This is boring.”

However, the others didn’t respond. They were silent.

“What is that?” Bruntal asked, hesitation in his voice.

Dreen opened his eyes. “What is what⁠—”

He paused, seeing a glowing spot in the door, and even though he couldn’t sense anything, he knew⁠ that they were about to die⁠.

“Shit! Get away!” he screamed and used Flash Step⁠—

And the door exploded⁠, and a deluge of red flames engulfed his companions and singed his back, making him scream. The dying shrieks of his companions echoed out, but that wasn’t enough to alert the group. He had to sound the magical alarm. The flames proliferated to his body in an instant, but just as he was reaching into his pocket to activate the alarm device, a flaming sword stabbed through his chest.

He looked down in shock. The flaming sword was cursed. As Dreen died and the knights began their assault on their base, he had a realization.

The knights had brought a Cursebearer. The perfect person to fight most demons.
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Oracle knew that the end was near. He knew that soon the capital would be brought to its knees. The entire kingdom was about to undergo a shift. The upheaval of a new era, one with a brand-new world. The Kingdom of Cytel was merely the first step of many, but perhaps, it was the most important.

Once Cytel was gone, the gates to a vast new world would open. To a world where demons served humankind. A world where fearing monsters was something of the past. It was time for humans to be their own gods. It was time for the Primordial Spirits to be replaced, and through the demons, it all was going to be possible.

Of course, it wasn’t all sunshine and rainbows. Sacrifices were required. But it was a small price to pay in the grand scheme of things. Those that were killed, those that were sacrificed, all would be venerated as heroes in the future. They would be the ones who paved the way for the new era to begin.

Demons had once been beings of fear, but people were wrong. They were beings that could be controlled. Beings that did not belong to this realm and had restrictions. Restrictions that could be exploited. He had passed his knowledge on to those in the inner circle, but soon enough, it would become available for anyone to access.

When that happened, when everyone had access to such strength, all of the fear of the world would be gone. He would act as the arbiter of this new world, and with such a system in place, peace soon would follow.

However, before peace, there must be turmoil.

Oracle raised his head, looking at a gigantic ritual circle. It was the biggest they had ever created, and it was to summon a single demon. A powerful one. One that even the Arcane Council would have trouble dealing with. With all the preparations complete, the time to call the demon forth was near.

A demon from the depths. A demon that would soon be part of this world, and when that happened⁠—

“The new era will begin,” he whispered to himself, his voice low.

He had prepared for so long, and at last, his efforts were about to be rewarded. In the past, he had been called crazy. He had been told that his research was fruitless and taboo, and more than anything, it wouldn’t succeed. But they were wrong. He had succeeded, and now, he was about to achieve his magnum opus.

And it all began by summoning this demon. A Demon of Genesis. One of the first demons. And now, it was going to enter this world.

He stared at the circle.

“Soon…”

He paused. An alarm had been triggered. Oracle had lived a long life, a very long one, and so he wasn’t stupid enough to underestimate the capabilities of the kingdom he was planning to take down. Through one reason or another, they had found out about the plan, and now, they were acting to stop it.

But he couldn’t let that happen.

He swept his gaze across the room of people. They all stood at the edge of the summoning circle, and all of them were channeling their mana into it. Then, finally, as his gaze landed on the man right next to him, he made his decision.

“Emil.” His voice reached his disciple who immediately tensed and turned towards him.

“What can I do for you, master?”

“The knights have invaded this sacred place,” Oracle said simply. “Take care of it. You are one of my most trusted disciples, one of the most capable.”

Emil paused. Even though his face couldn’t be seen from within his robe, Oracle could tell the man was happy.

“Right away, master.”

Emil nodded, and with those words he turned, departing. Oracle nodded, then regarded all of the people present.

“Sound the alarms, expedite the ritual, and let’s take the capital down once and for all!” his voice boomed. “The knights are here. Do not fail!”

A booming yes came in response, and various people moved into action.

Oracle shook his head. It was all pointless. It was pointless for the people to try to stop what was happening. The ritual wouldn’t be stopped. This wasn’t the only summoning site, far from it. Even if this one failed, hell would still be unleashed upon the capital.

He closed his eyes.

“The capital is going to fall, and the start of the new era will begin.”

He continued the ritual as his disciple got underway.

* * *

It was time.

It was time for Emil to prove his worth, or rather for him to truly shine. He had trained for a very long time just for a moment like this. For a moment to serve Oracle. He had been devout in his research, and while it was a shame that he couldn’t directly aid with the ritual himself, he arguably had a much more important task.

That was to fight the knights who dared to try and stop this ceremony. He wasn’t only going to fight. He was going to exterminate them. He was going to annihilate them. He was going to fulfill the order he had been given with the greatest efficiency he could.

Ever since he was a child, he had been guided by Oracle. While the man hadn’t always been by his side, his teachings had accompanied him all his life, and now, it was time for him to serve his purpose.

Emil pulled his staff out of his cloak. While he had a talent for summoning demons much like the people here, his main strength resided in a different school of magic altogether. And now, it was time for him to show this prowess.

He had heard great things of the royal knights, and now it was time to see how he compared to them.

A smile crept across his face as he strode forward. He could already hear the sounds of battle, he could feel the blood in the rooms ahead, and he could just tell that he was going to have so much fun.

Immediately, Emil stepped around the corner and had a knight come at him. He stepped to the side and tapped his staff on the ground.

“Nice try, but I can sense you.” His staff began to glow. “[Dismember].”

In a moment, blood exploded all around the extremities of the knight who had just attacked him. The white-armored knight stumbled forward, blood leaking from his armor. Emil snickered and turned away. Perhaps he had expected too much⁠—

He stepped to the side as the knight’s sword barely missed. He raised his brow and smiled.

“Perhaps I overestimated you a bit.” He pointed his staff and began to channel his magic. “[Fall].”

A purple glow encompassed the knight and made him hit the ground. Just like that, he was incapacitated. It was a pity. Even though the knight had trained a lot and was even higher level than him, he couldn’t actually do anything.

Such was the difference between their powers and classes, after all.

Emil raised his staff at the man again, and this time, a savage grin spread across his face.

“I had been so wary of you, but it turns out that you are this weak⁠— [Rebound], [Swing].”

A purple light tethered onto the man, and then Emil swung. He slammed the knight into the wall, and the man bounced off and hit another wall with a splash of blood. Just like that, an unstoppable chain of bounces started. One that caused more and more blood to appear until⁠—

[You have defeated a [Warrior. Lvl. 143].]

Emil blinked. “Oh, he died.”

He hadn’t expected that. He thought that the royal knights would be so much more powerful, but it turned out that they weren’t. It turned out that they were weak. They were only human. He, on the other hand, had surpassed what it meant to be human. He had changed his body, demonified it, all to surpass the limits of his own humanity.

He knew that soon he would acquire a Legacy Branch, and by then, he would become unstoppable. That said, he had been worried about having to use his strongest spell, but it seemed that his worries were unfounded.

Now, that didn’t exactly matter. This was his ticket to leveling. This was his ticket to gaining more recognition from Oracle. And more than anything, it was something that allowed him to further his own goals while helping Oracle’s.

He was going to protect the ritual, do it in the most effective way possible, and grow stronger.

And these people were his fuel.

He smiled and cocked his head⁠ as an arrow flew by.

“Come on, now. Do you really think that will work on me?” he asked with a grin.

He pointed his staff ahead into the darkness, and with a burst of magic, he called: “[Pull].”

A purple tether went ahead, and then there was a moment of thrashing before a knight was brought over⁠, surging past him and hitting the wall. A loud crack resounded, and Emil raised his brow. “A shame that there aren’t that many knights here. You are all spread around like insects.”

The archer knight huffed and slowly stood up, raising his bow at Emil.

“Well, at least you got willpower.” He pointed. “[Deflect].”

The archer shot, and⁠ his shoulder exploded with blood. The knight collapsed to the ground with a sharp grunt. He raised his head, looking at him with hatred, but Emil just his brow.

“So, you were aiming at my shoulder? What happened to aiming at my head?”

The knight glared in response but was unable to move.

“You can’t heal yourself, either?” He tilted his head as he walked forward. “I guess you are only here to give experience.”

He stood before the angry knight, and with a swing of his staff⁠, the knight’s head snapped the other way. Just like that, another knight had been felled. Emil was disappointed, but then again, they weren’t the products of rigorous and torturous training like he had endured. It wasn’t for nothing that Oracle had entrusted him with this task.

It was because he was one of the top disciples! He was one of the strongest ones! And while he had been cautious of the knights at first, now he knew better. Now, he knew what they truly were:

Trash.

There was a lot of disappointment, but at the same time, he received a big rise in confidence. In the end, he had been downplaying his strengths. He had always been taught to be humble, but there was no reason to do so now. At least, not here.

Emil smiled, turned towards the darkness, and walked forward. This was going to be fun. There were knights to hunt, after all. His walk quickly turned into a small jog.

But just as he was about to round the corner, he paused, his head craning towards a wall.

“So, that’s where more of you people are?” A smile formed on his face, then he raised his staff. “[Reposition]”.

He slammed it into the ground.

In a single moment, he found himself in a different room, where some of his fellow companions were getting slaughtered by two knights. The ritual in this room had been interrupted, which was⁠—

“Unforgivable!” Emil screamed and pointed at the first knight. “[Pull]!”

The knight was tethered and thrown towards him, but that wasn’t enough to kill him. No, far from it.

“[Dismember]!”

Blood exploded from within the knight’s armor cracks as he screamed, then a moment later, he hit the wall with a loud bang and a cracking sound. But Emil knew better than to stop there; instead, he continued his spell-casting.

“[Swing].”

Another tether hit the knight, and with the movement of his staff, he swung the knight against the wall, again and again. Blood littered the surroundings, and now, he was going to finish it⁠—

“[Deflect].”

A swing came from behind before a loud grunt resounded. Blood exploded behind him, and he looked to see a kneeling knight captain. It was a woman, surprisingly.

“I see you are eager to die, but wait for your turn,” he said and then he turned back to the fallen knight. “[Distort].”

The knight exploded. Chunks of armor and flesh streaked across the hall. Then, he dodged a sword swing from the captain, and he pointed his staff at her.

“[Fall].”

The knight captain collapsed onto the ground with a loud thud. She was gritting her teeth, and if he was honest, it was an admirable effort, but it wasn’t enough. It most certainly wasn’t anywhere near enough. The fact that he didn’t so much as consider using his trump card was proof of it.

He would only use it against an opponent who seemed and felt untouchable, one that felt untouchable.

A chuckle left him as he looked at the knight.

“Really? I heard such great things about the royal knights, and this is all you can do?” He scoffed. “Disappointing.”

He raised his staff at the captain.

“I can’t believe you are the strongest here.”

“The strongest?” The woman chuckled. “I’m not the strongest here.”

Emil paused at that and raised his brow. That had certainly gotten his interest. The knight captains were supposed to be the strongest. Was there another captain roaming? That in itself wasn’t surprising, but somehow, he had a feeling that the woman wasn’t talking about that.

“Then who is the strongest?”

She looked behind, and a moment later, a wave of flames erupted from the end of the hall. Three of his companions went flying, combusting into flames before even hitting the ground. Emil blinked, looking at the raining ash as the captain spoke.

“She is.”

With her words, Emil saw a woman with a flaming sword walk out. And she was⁠—

[Warrior. Lvl. 119]

Weak.

He laughed. “Is this some kind of sick joke⁠—”

And he moved to the side, a phantom slash passed by his arm from behind. Emil grunted as embers ignited on his arm. He felt as if he had been cut multiple times from that slash. He looked behind only to see the brown-haired woman already swinging her sword at him.

This time with better dexterity, he dodged the swing and the after-attack, and then he raised his staff and pointed.

“[Fall].”

A purple light enveloped the woman and she— she continued her assault. Emil was forced to block with his staff as his chest was cut open, and he frowned.

What is happening? He didn’t understand it. Why didn’t my spell affect her?

He backed off. “[Deflect].”

She swung,⁠ her sword bounced, and he smiled, except⁠ nothing else happened. Emil was forced to take another step back as he pointed.

“[Dismember], [Distort]!”

Two of his most powerful spells went off back-to-back. However, aside from causing ripples across the woman’s skin, they did absolutely nothing.

“Why does nothing work on you!” he screamed.

The woman swung, and he was forced to block. His shoulder was sliced open. Even though his previous wound was already healing, he still suppressed a scream of pain.

“Guess you’re just not strong enough,” she said.

Not strong enough!?

Emil continued to fight a losing battle, and that’s when he realized⁠ that he had no choice but to use his final attack. His ultimate move. The thing he had to use against those he couldn’t touch. Against those who threatened his life. He was bleeding all over, and he knew it was only going to get worse.

He had thought he wasn’t going to need to use it, but he was wrong. A smile spread across his lips, his magic charging into his staff.

“You have gained my respect. You must have a Legacy Branch,” he said simply.

The woman didn’t visibly react as she tried to behead him, but Emil endured, charging his attack. His glowing staff continued to build up its magic, the light coming from it increasing by the second.

This attack would even vaporize those resistant to this school of magic⁠. It was his ultimate trump-card.

The woman teleported behind him, but he saw her moves coming.

“[Bind]!” He slammed his staff.

At that, thorny vines spread across her legs as she paused there, and Emil turned with his staff, pointing at her point-blank.

“Got you.”

He smiled wickedly, the rest of his mana concentrating on his throat as he used his strongest attack.

“[Cursed Extinction].”

A blast of purple light engulfed the woman. It broke through the wall as flames, cuts, and explosions alike all went off. Emil’s boots slid across the ground as the blast from his continuous attack gradually pushed him back. Everything that was touched by Cursed Extinction would cease to exist. Oracle had dubbed it his ultimate weapon. One of the strongest skills that could be obtained.

The blast of purple gradually turned white as the ground and ceiling cracked. Even the knight captain seemed to be gaping at what was happening, and for good reason. Even the ground nearby was beginning to get cut by the concentration of energy. It was exploding into chunks with the supernatural energies at play.

And that was just from being nearby. The person on the receiving end would be erased from existence. The attack began to fade, as smoke billowed. There was nothing that could potentially survive such a powerful attack. There was absolutely nothing, not even a level 150 could⁠—

And Emil’s eyes went wide.

“What the fuck…”

There, the woman stood, and she was… unscathed.

“Are you done?” she asked, cracking her neck.


Chapter 5.

“What the fuck are you?!” he screamed.

Amber raised her brow at that. She figured the man would have known her class already, but it seemed that that wasn’t the case. She glanced around the room and saw a dead knight. She hadn’t seen his death, but she was well aware the man had given him a painful death. And now, she was going to do exactly the same to him.

“I’m not really a fan of doing this, but I’ll make sure your death is painful,” she spoke simply.

“What?!” The man raised his staff. “Don’t speak to me that way⁠— [Bind]!”

Amber looked down as she saw the bindings from before, but this time, all she did was⁠ step forward, and they broke apart as if they were paper. The man’s eyes widened for a moment, and she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash.

In a blink, she arrived behind him and used Cursed Supreme Momentum, swinging her sword with a burst of speed. The man’s eyes went wide, and he side-stepped, but even then part of his arm was cleaved. Blood splattered, and he took numerous steps back, clutching his arm.

“This doesn’t make sense! Even a normal Cursebearer would be overwhelmed by that attack!” he cried.

“Is that so?”

Amber used Cursed Stomp, and some cuts appeared across the man’s body; he seemed to be rather resistant to curses, but she didn’t care about that. She capitalized on him being discombobulated and arrived at his side with the use of Quick Dash. It was enough of a gap for her to grab his arm, and⁠—

“[Deflect]!” he called.

Amber held him and slammed him against the ground. The man coughed, and she raised her foot and used Cursed Stomp again⁠, this time right into his rib cage.

His ribs shattered in a single moment, pulverized as he took the full brunt of the attack. The man coughed up blood and screamed in pain. He looked up, gritting his teeth, and in response, Amber raised her sword. But just as she was about to stab down, he whispered, and with a tap from his staff, he appeared across the room.

“I don’t⁠—” He coughed, almost falling. “What are you?”

Amber was confused. “A Cursebearer. Your worst enemy.”

“Nonsense!” He waved his hand off. “Even if you were, you shouldn’t be able to survive that! A Cursebearer has a limit to how many curses they can absorb. That would exceed anyone’s!”

“Is that so?” Amber tilted her head.

“You monster!” he shrieked, raising his staff. “Fine, if curses won’t affect you, then I’ll do this⁠— [Summon]!”

Amber blinked and watched as numerous circles appeared on the ground. They were a sickly purple, and evidently, they were demon-summoning circles. Amber watched as the first demon seemed to emerge from it⁠—it was akin to a naked man but with red skin and horns—and Amber⁠ dashed.

She appeared in front of the demon, whose eyes went wide, and then⁠ she stabbed. Her sword pierced through its throat, and with a swing, it was decapitated. Its head flew clear, and her Cursed Cleave-laced slash hit another demon that was just in the process of being summoned.

Amber turned her gaze to the rest of the room where there was still a dozen of them, and she made her decision⁠. She could use Flamethrower, but that would be boring, and she wouldn’t learn anything from it. So, instead, she used Cursed Cleave again and beheaded the demon from afar, then with Quick Dash and Cursed Stomp, she stunned five demons at once.

Amber sent a flurry of slashes that easily defeated another five demons, the 3rd Rank of Cursed Cleave making everything trivial. But even then, another six demons were summoned, and the man laughed with glee.

“You certainly lack firepower in area attacks! Kill her!”

With his orders, all six demons jumped on Amber, and she shook her head. They were all slightly under level 100, and yet⁠⁠⁠—Amber raised her sword⁠—they were weak.

“Flamethrower.”

She whispered, and a sea of red flames engulfed them as she slashed. The crimson deluge disappeared as soon as it came, not lasting more than a second, but when it cleared, all that remained were the ashes of her enemies. She turned towards the mage. He was supposed to be strong.

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

Yet he seemed terrified of her. He backed off apprehensively, his eyes widening.

“Those flames are cursed. Everything on you is cursed⁠— You…” He gritted his teeth. “You are the same woman who messed with the Risnar family, aren’t you?!”

Amber smiled at that. “The one and only.”

He spat on the ground. “You greatly delayed our plans, but no matter. It is time for revenge. It is time for me to put an end to you once and for all.”

She raised her brow at that as he raised his staff up high, his fist facing the ceiling as the staff began to glow a purple light. Amber wasted no time and rushed. She swung at the man, but a purple barrier blocked her hit. It didn’t so much as crack, and the man met her gaze with a smile.

“Let me show you the peak of demon magic!”

He screamed, and Amber noticed the man’s skin was becoming ashen and rugged. Horns grew out of his head by the second, and he spoke.

“The next stage, a way to ascend beyond humanity, one that doesn’t require a Legacy Branch!”

With his words, his body shifted, and Amber even heard his bones crack. He was clearly powering up, and yet⁠ she just let him. The reason was simple.

“This is my [Ascension].”

With those words, the barrier fell. He had long black horns that matched the sclera of his now-golden eyes. His skin had become gray, and his strength had increased. The man laughed, looking at his hand, and then he turned to Amber.

“It’s time for round two!”

In a single moment, he dashed, and Amber swung⁠—

It happened in a blink. First was blood, then there was a scream, and a moment later, the sound of something hitting the ground. Blood dripped onto the ground, and it wasn’t Amber’s. The man was clutching the stub of what had once been his arm. It clearly didn’t make sense to him as he backed off, gritting his teeth.

“H-how?!”

Amber shook her head and walked towards the man. He panicked and knelt for his staff that lay on the ground. The reason she allowed him to do it was because nothing would change. He grew stronger physically, and perhaps he got more mana⁠, but his spells, his magic⁠, it all remained the same.

Amber watched as the man grabbed his weapon, all while she kept the same walking pace toward him. He scrambled and raised his staff to attack her.

“[Dismember]!”

She felt the curse ripple through her body and do absolutely nothing but heal her. In fact, every single curse made her feel better. The man gritted his teeth.

“[Distort], [Break], [Annihilate]!”

Numerous powerful curses passed through her and did absolutely nothing. The man began to panic, swinging his staff wildly as he cast more and more spells.

“[Tear], [Discombobulate], [Destroy], [Kill]!”

Her steps were drowned out by the rapid casting of the mage, but he continued backing off until⁠ he hit the wall. He looked at her with fear and screamed.

“[Fireball]!”

Amber was engulfed by flames that singed her skin, but the burns basically disappeared in the time it took her to raise her sword.

“You know… that attack that tore apart the room?” she asked, and the man’s eyes flashed with surprise. “It felt really refreshing. Almost as if I took the best nap of my life.” She smiled.

The man’s eyes widened in absolute shock, and then⁠ she swung.

His head went flying with a splatter of blood, and Amber shook her head. A thud echoed from his head hitting the ground, and another swiftly followed, signaling that his body had met the same fate.

And just like that, he had died.

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 140].]

For defeating an enemy 20 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

She ignored her notifications for now, intending to look at them after the battle was done. But, she had reached level 122 from that. Instead, she turned towards Ave, who had already tended to her wounds.

“I don’t suppose that was their leader?”

“Of course not,” she snorted. “They are farther inside.”

Amber nodded at that. “You know, I thought you were stronger.”

“And I thought you were weaker,” the knight said back. “However, it is a fact that most people fare poorly against curses, me included. Especially against such a strong curse user.”

Amber nodded at that.

Then she turned to the dead knight, staring at him for a few moments.

“How many rituals do you think are left?” she asked the captain.

“That I don’t know, but it shouldn’t be many with all the extra help.”

Amber nodded. The reinforcements had arrived, after all.

“I’ll be counting on you to deal with all the curses,” she stated. “So, I’ll be in your care, Amber.”

Amber lightly smiled and then turned toward the end of the hall. Knights were fighting in the other room, and this time, Amber wasn’t going to let them die. Without pause, she ran in that direction.

“Let’s go then.”

The captain followed after her, and just like that, she was now leading the charge, more knights joining after.

* * *

His name was Xander, and unlike a lot of his fellow knights, he was someone of common birth. But ever since he could form his own thoughts, he knew that he wanted to be a knight. That it was his calling. But it wasn’t easy. His parents couldn’t afford any kind of training equipment. So, he trained with a wooden branch, and when it gave out, he found another one, and then another⁠…

He spent endless nights training and trying to reach for higher levels of strength, and eventually, it paid off. He saved a wealthy merchant from some monsters. Even though it had been a brutal fight, he came out on top, and as a reward, he asked for a sword. From there, he slayed monsters, participated in swordsmanship tournaments, and eventually, he proved himself in recruitment.

From there, it was history. He fought in the tower and became a royal knight. A knight who worked directly under the king, and with such a job title, he was able to grant a better life to his family. To the family who raised him and encouraged him, to the family who gave him advice when he needed it. There wasn’t a single night when he didn’t think about them.

And even now, in his final moments, he thought about them.

He thought of his mama, the woman who gave birth to him and taught him how to write and read. Even though they were poor, his mama had been from a wealthy family; she eloped to be with his papa. His papa, on the other hand, was an honest man. He chopped wood for a living, nothing else, and nothing more. And yet, even though he had such a simple job, Xander admired him.

When he woke up for training, his papa was outside chopping to the moment he went to sleep. It was something he had never seen before, and something he had to convince his papa to stop due to worsening health. Now, he was the head of the household, the one responsible for ensuring that his family was safe.

Though, now that didn’t matter. Now, he was going to die.

At least, the king should give my family financial aid after my demise.

Everything he had done, everything he worked for, had been for his dreams, but also⁠ it had been to take care of his family. And Xander didn’t regret it.

He smiled, clutching the open wound in his stomach. It was bad, and worst of all, his flesh was actively dissolving due to a powerful curse. His remaining time in Vir was numbered, and that was fine. Though⁠…

His vision began to fade.

He was hoping to live long enough to see the cultists have their heads bashed in. They were near the main room at this point, and their large force had torn through a large chunk of their hideout. Unfortunately, however, that didn’t seem like it was going to happen⁠.

A crimson blast engulfed his vision. He squinted his eyes before a voice pulled him back to reality.

“Drink this. It’s a High Quality potion.”

He immediately chugged the liquid. Even if he had already drunk one or two potions, it didn’t matter. He was going to cling to his life with every last breath. His eyes slowly opened, and he saw the silhouette of a woman right in front of him. Her face wasn’t visible, but he could’ve sworn she was like an angel.

His vision recovered a moment later, and⁠ it was the woman warrior who had accompanied them. It was the friend of the Primordial Spirit, the girl who had joined them at the last minute. He remembered doubting her, thinking she was too fresh, thinking that she must have gotten lucky to befriend a Primordial Spirit.

He even remembered thinking she wasn’t worth any respect— after all⁠, so long as she didn’t get killed, it was not as if the Primordial Spirit would do anything. But now, in a single moment, his perspective of her shifted. She was unscathed⁠. On such a battlefield, she had yet to sustain injuries, and still, she was on the front lines.

Xander’s eyes grew wide, and then he saw a shadow⁠—

“Be careful!” he spat, some of the liquid in his mouth spurting out.

She shook her head, forced the vial into his mouth again, and then⁠ raised her arm. A sword was brought down, it cleaved well into her arm, and she snorted. With a maneuver that he was barely able to detect, she pulled the sword free and slammed the cultist to the ground, incapacitating him immediately.

Xander didn’t understand, but he was forced to drink until nothing remained. Once that was done, she turned towards the room. It was still the same battlefield, except now three people were coming for her.

He thought she was done for, but she parried one of the swords and then cut the man’s arm off without her blade even touching him. Then, with a punch of her fist, she broke the sword of a different man before pulling him close. The third person, the mage, fired a powerful curse that struck his companion.

Then Amber pushed them forward and aimed her sword before torching them alive.

Xander couldn’t believe it. He would have struggled to fight all three at once, and yet she did it effortlessly. A purple blast engulfed her. His eyes widened, but then⁠ she emerged unscathed.

The woman vanished and appeared behind the mage who had cast the spell. Her sword went through his back⁠, stabbing him in the heart and killing him. Then there was silence.

Xander blinked as he realized something. All their enemies had died, and the knights⁠—his companions⁠—were… alive.

He craned his head and watched all the reinforcements arrive, and he knew that the demon cultists were as good as over with so many knights near the center of it all. The main ritual was going to be stopped.

Then, he looked towards Amber, the brown-haired woman, and as she sprinted into the darkness, followed by the rest of the reinforcements, he couldn’t help but feel deep admiration towards her. She was his savior⁠. She was the savior of all the knights who were present here. And more than anything, she was the one who was going to put a stop to this all.

She was going to be the savior of the capital.

* * *

Oracle smiled. While more knights had arrived, that was only a trivial thing. Emil was out there dealing with them. Unlike his other disciples, Emil should have no problems dealing with the royal knights. After all, even if the knights were over level 140, Emil had the advantage of wielding curses as his weapon.

He was essentially the perfect counter to all those pesky knights. Oracle was sure that Emil wouldn’t go down without a fight, greatly delaying the knights in the process. And even then, he thought that Emil was more likely to survive than to meet his demise, which meant:

“The ritual will finish without a hitch,” he spoke, glee in his voice.

Now, it was only a matter of minutes before the Demon of Genesis was summoned, and when that happened, the new era would begin.

He smiled, looking at the people around him. Every single person here was gathered for a single dream, a dream of a better future, a dream where humans were their own gods. And it was now coming to fruition.

It was simply⁠—

The door across the room exploded, knights burst into the room, and⁠ one of his members was pierced by a flaming sword being wielded by a brown-haired woman, interrupting the ritual in a single blink. Oracle recognized her⁠ as he felt rage well up inside of him.

It was the same woman who had intervened with his plans in Laria, the same woman who had killed the Risnar’s family heir, and the woman who had just ruined his ritual⁠.

“Amber the Cursebearer!” he screamed.


Chapter 6.

Amber immediately watched as the room devolved into chaos. Not every cultist was twenty levels above her, not even close in fact. Most were level 125 to 130, with the occasional member that was of a higher level. However, there was a whole group of people whose level she couldn’t see. And at the center of the group, there was a robed man whose robes looked slightly different. He had a bushy white beard coming from his hood, and he was⁠—

“Kill that damn Cursebearer! Kill Amber and sacrifice her!”

Angry.

Amber watched as a few knight mages shot spells in the direction of the group, but they were quickly blocked by empurpled barriers. Amber wasted no time in dashing towards the group. Perhaps it was a brash move, but given the knights were taking care of the people across the room, she figured⁠ this was her best course of action.

In a blink, she arrived in front of the group of people and stabbed forward. A barrier blocked the attack, and the mages backed off in a panic, except for⁠—

“Move,” said the bearded man. He pushed someone out of the way. “I’ll deal with her!”

Amber watched as the old man moved past all the other mages, who seemed rather panicked at the development⁠.

“Oracle, wait!” one of the mages called.

He’s Oracle? Amber raised her brow at the mage. He had aged and rugged hands, evidently belonging to an old man. However, what surprised Amber wasn’t the fact that he was old⁠. No, it was the fact that she had heard his name before.

It was during her battle with the Risnar’s family heir. He was the man who had figured out a way to connect with the demons. He was the reason all of this was happening. He was their leader. And now, he was coming to kill her.

Amber dodged as the man unleashed a blast of lightning. With Quick Dash, she ended up a couple of meters to the side.

“You⁠! You are the reason all of this is going wrong!” he bellowed.

“Maybe,” she answered with some caution.

A moment later, she paused, seeing the man put his arm at the tip of his staff and pull, creating a piece of solid lightning. It wasn’t magic that Amber had seen before, but it was dangerous. He raised the lightning as if it were a weapon and⁠ threw it.

Amber used Quick Dash to appear behind him and stabbed, but a purple barrier emerged to protect him. Meanwhile, the explosion of lightning tore part of the room, hurting allies and enemies alike. Oracle turned in anger and slammed his staff with a burst of fire. One that made Amber used her sword in response.

“Flamethrower.”

The crimson deluge clashed with the orange blast of flames. Both fought for dominance as their surroundings were engulfed by the scorching heat, charring them in an instant.

Meanwhile, from behind the veil of fire, she heard Oracle call. “You have been missing for eight months, and yet you are here now,” he said, his voice low. “All here to ruin my plans. Maybe I should’ve killed you when I met you.”

Amber raised her brow at that but said nothing. Instead, she focused on one thing and one thing only, and that was fighting the leader of this group. She had no idea what his level was, or what the full extent of his abilities were, but Amber didn’t care about that. All she knew was that she shouldn’t hold back.

Amber hadn’t ever used Curse Battery sparingly, always choosing to unleash it all at once, but she knew she could do it. She knew she could moderate it. And this time, it seemed like the only way to do so.

She took a moment and then⁠ teleported. She slashed against the barrier as Oracle turned.

“Battery!”

Unleashing part of the skill⁠, the barrier immediately cracked, and Oracle scoffed. Pointing his staff at her, he said a single word.

“[Repulse].”

Amber was blasted in a single moment, flying into the air. Her vision remained steady. All the attack had done was send her away. She hit the wall and landed on the ground, Amber turned in the direction of Oracle, only to see him standing right in front of her, a bolt of lightning in his hand.

“If you weren’t a Cursebearer, you’d be dead by now,” he said in an angry tone.

She, on the other hand, focused on one thing and one thing only, and that was using Cursed Battery again, this time expending 15 minutes’ worth of curses instead of the 10 from before. The barrier exploded, and Amber chose to trust her resistances as she raised her sword. This was her chance to get a clean hit, and she wasn’t going to let it go.

Oracle swung down with the bolt of lightning, and she was hit squarely. Amber felt all her insides fry as she grunted, but still, she⁠ swung. Oracle had his chest cut as he grunted, and Amber, with a messy Quick Dash, punched him, coating her fist with his blood.

The mage and leader of the cultists recoiled in pain, and Amber burned the foreign blood present in her hand, immediately receiving a drastic increase in her regeneration. But that wasn’t all. Amber used some of her accumulated rage to speed up Recovery of Curses, allowing her to fully regain her wits in no time.

Still, Amber didn’t let Oracle back off. No, even with her vision blurry, she swung her sword upon him. The old man raised his staff to block. The two weapons clashed, and Amber felt her strength growing back. The bolt of lightning had done quite a lot of damage to her, but it wasn’t enough.

Oracle backed off. He was much stronger than she had ever expected physically, but evidently, it wasn’t enough.

“You have a Legacy Branch, don’t you?” He gritted his teeth. “If I wasn’t weakened from the ritual, this would be going a lot differently.”

An explosion went off in the background, and people screamed. She didn’t know what was happening within the room. All she knew was that she had to kill Oracle to put an end to it all. She watched as the wound in his chest healed before her eyes, and she realized she was going to need to do a lot more.

“If you are weakened, then doesn’t that mean you are a hell of a lot easier to kill?” she asked.

“I’d like to see you try, Cursebearer⁠.”

Amber smiled and channeled all her rage into the next attack. She took a breath and spoke, channeling Curse Manipulation into it.

“Curse Battery.”

All at once, almost a full hour’s worth of curses was unleashed upon the man. Cuts appeared all across his body, blood exploded, and fire burst forth. It was something that should have killed any man, but Amber watched as a lot of those parts⁠ froze. As if time had been turned back, some of the injuries healed, and some of the fire disappeared.

It happened in less than a second, and then⁠ all those curses were unleashed upon her. Amber felt herself be healed by that, Curse Battery being considerably recharged in a single moment. Oracle backed off, parts of his body bleeding, but the fires had already been extinguished.

I suppose that killing him with curses is not easy.

“You are much stronger than I ever anticipated, I’ll give you that, and I can understand your absence is due to this, but what I can’t understand is,” he growled,” how did you know about my plan?”

“The heir of the Risnar family and his scheme to sacrifice the Starkells. That’s how I was made aware of it.”

“That was eight months ago!” He raised his staff. “How did you know about today?”

Amber blinked. “Oh, we were just going to arrest the two noble families involved. This is just a coincidence.”

Oracle paused at that, gritting his teeth in pure anger. And then, he slammed his staff on the ground.

“[Claw]!”

A demon arm emerged in the air, and Amber cut right through it, the purple blood landing on her armor and threatening to melt it in a single moment. But Oracle didn’t stop there as he began to summon a myriad demon limbs to attack her, all of which she tore right through as she chased the man who backed away.

He had no words for what she had just said, but it was evident that he was shocked beyond belief, and Amber⁠ found she was glad. She was most definitely going to get that divine weapon and use it to help her reach greater heights. She was going to explore its mysteries, and she was going to damn enjoy it after.

All she had to do was kill Oracle.

Amber stomped on the ground, using Cursed Stomp, and a purple barrier that emerged immediately shattered. She appeared behind the man with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and then slashed upon his back with a burst of fire. However, lightning crackled through his body.

Amber’s slash hit⁠, Oracle screamed, and she gritted her teeth in pain. His lightning was damn painful, and if it weren’t for her resistances, she’d say it was damn deadly. She dashed to touch the man’s blood on the ground before burning it to heal herself.

Meanwhile, Oracle cleansed the flames off his body with the tap of his staff. Then he turned towards her. This time, his lips were simply pressed into a thin line.

“[Jacket].” He tapped his staff against the ground, and electricity permeated his entire body.

Amber raised her sword. She knew it wasn’t going to be easy, especially after her opponent seemed to resolve himself, but that didn’t matter. It all ended here. She took a deep breath and then rushed at the man.

Oracle waited as Amber swung her sword; however, she used Curse Manipulation to project the Curse of Laceration coursing through her body forth. He blocked, and the cuts hit his staff, making him back off as he scoffed, but Amber didn’t stop there. She rushed again, and this time, she appeared behind him.

He flicked his staff, and Amber used Curse Battery.

In a single moment, an explosion rippled across his body, and Amber was⁠ immediately forced to use Quick Dash to dodge a gigantic arm that slammed against the ground. She was sure that her bones would break from that⁠. It was ridiculous that he always seemed to have a counter-attack, but at the same time, he was the leader. He was⁠ the one who—

She watched Oracle cough up blood. The man wobbled for a moment as the electricity around his body flickered out of existence, and Amber knew that this was her chance. She used Quick Dash in a single moment and appeared next to him, pointing her hand at him.

“Battery.”

She used rage along with it, and another powerful blast of curses engulfed the man, but she didn’t stop there. She continued to use Curse Battery as curses were deflected back onto her, healing her and fueling the next use of the skill. She constantly pushed the man back as he was afflicted by dozens of curses at once.

Oracle was screaming, except⁠ it didn’t quite sound like pain to Amber.

“[Teleport]!”

He vanished, appearing a couple of meters away with his staff raised into the air. He was bloodied, and yet his body seemed to be surrounded by a purple aura that was evidently made from curses.

“I’ve had enough. I’m going to put an end to this!”

Amber appeared behind him and swung her sword, but a brand-new purple barrier appeared. She heard footsteps coming, and then a different voice called⁠ out:

“[Repulse].”

It was the same spell that Oracle had used, and it sent her⁠ flying. Amber’s eyes widened as Oracle’s entourage assembled next to him once more. He seemed angry, but as he looked across the room, he realized that most of the cultists were dead, and Amber watched as he bit his lip and spoke.

“We are leaving!”

The retinue nodded at that, and they began to head towards a wall, though the knights didn’t stand idly by. They chased after Oracle’s group as they reached the wall that vanished from existence, revealing a passage beyond.

A warrior reached and was repulsed in no time by one of the mages, but a moment later, a dozen spells and arrows were shot into the tunnel, cracking the purple barrier. Some of the cultists had already gathered with him. The last remaining twenty or so put up a strong defense that Amber⁠ was planning to break apart.

She wasn’t going to let Oracle get away. Not after all of this.

With two uses of Quick Dash, she closed most of the gap, and she watched two mages raise their staves at her. Both evidently planned to use the same spell as before, wanting to push her away, which was why⁠ she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash.

Mana wasn’t a problem to her anymore, and it was because she had been spending her attribute points on Wisdom. That was why she didn’t need to hold back. She appeared behind the mage and stabbed with her sword.

A purple barrier blocked it. She didn’t know if it was a passive skill or due to an item they held, but it didn’t matter. Instead, she used the sword’s ability⁠, and a crimson blast of fire engulfed the barrier as it began to crack. Through the gap of the flames, she saw the man smile before raising his staff.

It was the same staff with thorns that she was familiar with, and he⁠ stabbed himself with it.

“I pledge my life to chaos.”

He fell dead, and Amber found herself confused, but she wasted no time turning to a different mage who also⁠ stabbed himself in the chest. His parting words were exactly the same, and she couldn’t help but have a bad feeling about things.

She immediately rushed towards Oracle but found herself repelled by a purple barrier. The cultists who were trying to repel her also⁠ stabbed themselves with their staves. Their crimson blood formed a river that made the footsteps of everyone present squelch. Amber didn’t know what was going on, but she didn’t need to know.

A cultist stopped to get in her way, using a curse. A purple blast hit Amber, one that did absolutely nothing, and in response, he also sacrificed himself as Amber ran past.

Nine cultists had already died, and Oracle and his entourage were running. Only eleven cultists remained⁠, and their leader was among them.

Amber hurried, and so did the knights; everyone rushed as fast as they could to catch up. Then, one of the more powerful mages turned towards them and stabbed himself. Blood splattered, and he called out, his voice booming:

“Use my life and the sacrifices to Summon the Demon of Chaos, He Who Serves It!”

At that, the deceased cultists⁠—every single one of the corpses—burst into flames. And yet, nothing happened. Amber used this chance to rush forward, trying to catch up to the entourage that had just teleported ahead.

“Ripper.”

Danger blared, and Amber’s eyes widened as a gigantic sword cleaved through the ceiling, forcing her to stop in her tracks. A curse-filled miasma swept through the tunnel as the knights were forced to back off, and Amber paused.

From the air itself, a black void appeared, acting as a portal. A gigantic demon walked out, one that had the head and lower body of a goat, one that had bulging muscles, and one whose skin was a bright red. It had protruding horns, and its appearance reminded her of a demon from Earth’s history⁠: Baphomet.

It turned towards her as she raised her sword.

And Amber⁠⁠ recognized it⁠.

It was the same demon she had fought in the Dark Den dungeon. The same demon that was supposed to destroy the city of Laria, and the same demon that she had killed for her Level 50 Class Advancement, yet somehow⁠—

“We meet again, lowly human.”

[Servant of Chaos. Lvl. 142]

It was much stronger.


Chapter 7.

Amber didn’t understand. She couldn’t understand. It was the same Servant of Chaos, the very one she had killed, and somehow⁠, in some way, it was back. It was the exact same demon, Amber couldn’t mistake it, and from the looks of it, it also recognized her.

“Human, did you really thinking killing me was enough for me to die?” It grinned. “You will have to do better than that⁠.”

Numerous spells went off, engulfing the demon in a cloud of explosions, electricity, and fire itself. That wasn’t all. Over a hundred arrows slammed through the veil of dust before hitting and⁠ clinking against something hard.

“I see you’ve brought company. Scared to face me, again?” With a swipe of his hand, the smoke cleared, and what was left was a purple barrier. “Your tricks will not work on me again.”

Amber’s mind was still whirling, but as she stared at the demon and felt its presence, she realized⁠ it was strong. Much stronger than anything she had fought so far. However, this wasn’t important. What was important was catching up to Oracle and⁠—

No, even if I get past the demon, I’ll be overwhelmed by all the mages that he’s accompanied with. Amber gritted her teeth. Which means I have to kill the demon as soon as possible…

Her eyes narrowed, and she turned towards the demon and used Quick Dash. She immediately ended up in front of the demon, and with a jump, she slashed forward. The barrier blocked the hit, and the demon raised its finger.

“Explode.”

Amber took the explosion head-on and was blasted away⁠, receiving little to no damage due to the amount of curses inside of it. The demon smiled before his barrier was assaulted by more attacks from the knights. Even though there were over a dozen mages and archers attacking, the barrier didn’t seem even close to giving way.

“I see you remain loyal to curses, human wench.”

Amber frowned at that. “And I see you’ve become a massive pussy. What happened to fighting without a barrier?”

There was a silence before a purple miasma exploded from beneath the demon. The tunnel walls cracked, and stones fell from the ceiling with a deep rumble.

“INSECT!” the demon screamed.

Amber smirked at that. So, he’s still just as pissy⁠—

She stepped to the side as a glinting purple slash passed. It happened in a flash, and Amber let out a small breath. But the danger wasn’t gone. Far from it⁠. She raised her sword to block, and a loud clink resounded. She felt her wrists tremble as she was sent skidding back across the ground.

She looked down at the Firecursed Sword, and it was… dented. Amber frowned and looked up as a slash dispersed the smoke. The demon was wielding a sword⁠—the same one that he’d summon with his spells. And then, before she could react, the demon appeared in front of her swinging its sword down.

Amber didn’t block. Instead, she sidestepped and raised her sword before using its active skill⁠.

“Flamethrower⁠!”

A crimson deluge blasted the demon, and he let out nothing more than a low growl as he was forced to take two steps back. Then, Amber, wasting no time, called out to the knights.

“Let me borrow some of your swords, now!”

There was no response. All that came were attacks from the mages and archers. However, just when Amber was about to act and grab them herself, she heard a scream.

“Give her your swords, dumbasses, or go fight the demon yourself!” Ave screamed.

At that, she heard multiple clinks, and Amber smiled. She dashed backwards and stowed away the Firecursed Sword, picking up two of the weapons at once, and then she turned and raised the two swords to block.

Its massive sword was brought down, and a loud bang resounded. Amber’s metal boots broke through the ground, and she gritted her teeth. The demon smiled wildly in response, and a barrage of magical attacks came⁠—one that was blocked by a barrier.

“What’s wrong, pest? Are you surprised at my strength?” The demon snickered.

Amber gritted her teeth; the demon was strong. It was as physically strong as her, except it was a mage. Even though it was level 142, it was infinitely stronger than the level 140 mage she fought⁠. Is this because he isn’t a being from this world? Or is this the equivalent of fighting someone with a Legacy Branch⁠? Amber didn’t know, but the demon seemed to take glee in her expression.

“That is right, fear me, tremble before me, and then beg for your life, Primordial Spirit servant⁠—”

Amber scoffed, channeling all of her built-up rage. “Battery⁠.”

Blood exploded, and the demon screamed as thousands of lacerations appeared on his body, flames engulfing him. Amber wasted no time in dashing forward with the two new heavily dented swords. She made sure to cover them with her blood as she prepared herself.

Then, she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and appeared on top of the demon, immediately slamming down both blades into its shoulder blades with a twist. The curses coursing her body affected her attack, causing a much stronger sizzling sound to echo.

“For someone who uses curses, you are awfully susceptible to them.” Amber smiled before holding the two blades. “Flamethrower.”

Amber didn’t even know if it would work, but given her entire body was affected by curses, maybe she could use the active effect of the Firecursed Sword without even wielding it. To her surprise⁠, a crimson deluge engulfed the wounds of the demon as a pained and angry scream resounded.

“HUMAN!”

The demon slammed her against the wall in a blink, and Amber’s back cracked. She gritted her teeth as the demon tried to reach for her, but even though Amber was hurt, she wasted no time in plunging her hand into his open wound and burning the demon’s blood, which caused a very angry demonic scream.

Then, before the demon could reach her, Amber used her skill again⁠—the 3rd rank of Curse Battery coming into use immediately as she screamed, “Battery!”

More blood was drawn, and the flames raged even stronger, then a moment later, a myriad spells hit the demon’s legs, barely missing Amber. There was no barrier to block. Evidently, the demon was in too much of a predicament, but Amber didn’t stop there.

“Battery, battery, battery!”

Thousands of slashes went off, multiple explosions of flames rippled, and blood splattered like there was no tomorrow. Amber smiled as she raised her dagger. The demon was screaming and moving around as if were helpless. Maybe it was much stronger than her, but it didn’t have the right skills⁠—

“DIE!”

Amber went flying, and her vision blurred as the whole world turned purple before she crashed against the wall. Amber felt all her bones break, shattering from the sheer speed at which she hit the hard surface. In a single moment, she had hit critical condition.

Amber, on instinct, used the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses, which immediately helped her, along with the already burnt blood of the demon and the rage that was converted into her healing skill. It took less than a second for her vision to refocus and for her to let out a pained groan.

When she saw her surroundings, she realized that she was essentially trapped in a purple arena. All the knights had been shut off to the outside⁠ and seemed to be frantically attacking the barrier, but it was all to no avail. Then, she turned to the center of the room as she got up, her bones cracking back into place.

At the center, there was the demon. It was slouched forward, looking at the ground. Close to half of its skin was charred and blackened, its body was littered with cuts, and blood was still oozing from its wounds. The Servant of Chaos was heavily panting and growling.

“Scum, trash, wench, human,” it said in a low voice. “You are lucky⁠— no, you are blessed that only a fraction of my power was summoned. Last time you were even luckier by interrupting the summoning.”

It looked up, anger evident in its eyes.

“Even if you win, even if you triumph, it will all be meaningless. Being killed is not my end, and I can tell⁠… I can smell Essence on you, which means it is only a matter of time before I can kill you for good,” it hissed.

Amber found it interesting⁠; the way demons worked⁠. It seemed that he was summoned with a set amount of power depending on the sacrifices, and there was also the fact that it seemed it wouldn’t actually die. But Amber took that as a challenge more than anything, though, she couldn’t smile about it.

“I will commend the fact that you have grown, but you are but an ant in the face of the true version of me.”

Amber scoffed as the demon summoned a blackened staff with a crimson jewel at its tip.

“I’m an insect in the face of a lot of things. Just like you are probably an insect in the face of gods.”

The demon said nothing in response. Instead, it raised its staff with a rather serious expression, its tip glinting in a purple light. Amber moved to grab another two swords from the ground. There were a total of five still there. She coated the two blades with her blood once again, and⁠ she heard a boom outside of the barrier, but it didn’t so much as shake.

“Don’t waste the thoughts of your tiny brain human. That barrier won’t collapse until you die.”

“And if I kill you?”

“That’s not happening. My magic may be limited, but I can still hurt you⁠.” He flicked.

Amber cocked her head, dodging a fine purple beam that grazed her and immediately drew blood. She could feel a curse linger that helped her heal the wound, but still, she couldn’t help but blink as the demon smirked.

“Curses heal you, but unfortunately for you, my magic isn’t solely curses. I am the embodiment of chaos.”

Amber didn’t know what the fuck chaos even was, but she bit back her quip and dodged. An explosion went off in her spot, one that would’ve seriously hurt her in spite of the curses it had. And then⁠—

“Fool.”

She was forced to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to dodge a second explosion, and this time, she chose to appear right next to the demon’s legs as she grabbed both swords. With a powerful swing, she cleaved them into his leg. A rage-laced Cursed Cleave went off as the demon’s leg was nearly chopped off right then and there.

The Servant of Chaos almost collapsed as it grunted.

“Soul Ripper!”

A sweeping sword manifested, one Amber barely managed to jump over, and then⁠ the demon swung its staff. Amber blocked it but was still sent flying and into the wall once again. Her breath was knocked out of her lungs as she wheezed, but even then, she pushed herself to her feet before using Quick Dash to dodge a subsequent explosion.

The demon didn’t seem to be healing. She squinted her eyes. Its wounds seemed to have stopped bleeding⁠. It was healing incredibly slowly, which was good for her.

Amber rushed the demon with Quick Dashes, and even though it was getting better at predicting where she would go, Amber was still left mostly unscathed as she arrived. The demon flicked its staff, and a hole was perforated in her shoulder, but Amber still stabbed with both swords at once.

Before the demon could hit back, she let go and backed off. The demon ignored the swords stuck in its thigh, and Amber reached for another couple. Once more she stained their blades with her blood. Needless to say that sometimes, it didn’t take effort, and other times she had to cut herself open to achieve it⁠— this time it was the latter. She also covered her dagger with her blood as well.

“Given up yet, human?” the demon asked, amused.

Amber didn’t reply and instead narrowed her eyes. She took in the state of the demon, and it seemed to be lightly wobbling. Her plan was rather simple⁠: poison it to death with her blood. However, Amber didn’t know when that would happen.

“No last words? Well, then, I guess I’ll put an end to you now.”

He raised his staff, and the ground emitted purple light. Sharp Instincts warned Amber of an incoming explosion, and yet all she did was smile⁠—

Quick Dash!

She teleported on top of the demon and stabbed both swords into its chest. In response, the demon met her gaze.

“That is not enough to save you, insect.”

Amber grabbed at the dagger on her thigh. “I know.”

“Then give up⁠—”

She slammed the dagger into the palate of his mouth, then kneed⁠ it, snapping its jaw shut as the spell immediately became undone. The demon reeled back and slapped her out of the way, but Amber was too agile. She maneuvered and dug her hands into its body to remain glued onto it, and then using the Firecursed Sword, she stabbed it⁠, embedding it with all her strength into its back.

The sword was so long that she only managed to get half of the blade inside, but it was enough to distract the demon. Amber used this as a chance to grab another two swords. She cut into her arms with them, and with the 3rd rank of Quick Dash, she stabbed them almost instantly.

Amber went off to grab the second sword as the demon threw the dagger at her⁠. It hit her armored shoulder as it let out a loud clink, and the demon pointed at her.

“Ripper⁠.” A sword generated, and the demon continued, “Ripper, ripper, ripper⁠—”

Amber’s eyes widened as she found herself dodging a barrage of blades, but even though she was stronger and more agile than ever, she still found it hard to avoid some cuts and gashes⁠— one, in particular, tore through her stomach as she got close to the demon.

While she could tell it was affected by the poison, it wasn’t acting nearly as fast as she’d like. At the same time, her mana was⁠—

Running out.

Amber gritted her teeth. If only consuming my blood will do it then⁠—

She was interrupted as another blade took a good part of her shoulder. Her mind whirled as she tried to think of a strategy.

Then, I can only make him ingest more blood⁠—

Amber could only think of one way to do that, but it wasn’t sane⁠. It wasn’t something that anyone would think of, and it was⁠—

She gritted her teeth as her leg was nearly chopped off.

It was the only damn way to win.

The demon was spamming its blade-summoning spell without restraint and regard to its mana consumption. It was hellbent on killing her now, no matter the cost.

“I don’t care if this makes my time in this world extremely limited. I’ll use all of me if I have to⁠! Ripper!” it roared.

Amber gritted her teeth as she was forced to block another sword before she was thrown to the ground. The cooldown for the teleportation was about to end. It just had a bit more time to go and then⁠—

“BIND!”

Empurpled thorns covered her, and Amber found herself unable to move, then the demon pointed his finger at her.

“Ripper!”

Another sword came her way, and Amber kept on trying to use Quick Dash. It was almost in  slow-motion, but just as it was about to hit⁠ her, the skill went off.

She immediately landed on top of the demon and stabbed it with the final sword, and then she shifted to its face and jabbed her bloodied arm into its mouth, screaming.

She was fucking doing it⁠, even if it was a damn gamble—

“Just fucking drop dead already!”

Then Amber kicked⁠. Its jaw clenched over her arm, and she twisted, making its teeth tear into her flesh as her blood oozed out. The demon, in turn, grabbed her and ripped her away— unfortunately for her, she kept her arm whole as she was thrown away.

Amber hit the wall with a painful thud, and then the demon spat⁠ out the remaining blood in its mouth.

“Once upon a time, a Primordial Spirit said my pride would be my undoing,” it said. “And for the longest time, I thought they were stupid, but if I hadn’t been so prideful, you would be long dead.”

She gritted her teeth, looking at the demon as it raised its staff at her.

“I considered you a worthy opponent, but I do not understand, why would you do that, insect?”

Amber wanted to laugh. She didn’t have it in her to tell the demon that her plan was to feed it her entire arm. She didn’t even know what to say. She was desperate, and she had little to no options anymore.

Her mana was nearly depleted⁠, and the only thing she could do at this point was⁠—

Amber stomped, and the demon was hit by it⁠. Some cuts appeared, and blood splattered, but there were no flames to be had, no nothing⁠. Her cursed sword was inside the demon. Cursed Stomp did not so much as stun the demon. And for a moment, she wondered what to do.

Amber was tired. She didn’t know what else to do, or how to finish off the demon. Curse Battery was spent, and with no curses to properly recharge it⁠—

Amber blinked.

“I commend you, human.” The demon met her gaze. “I won’t have the energy to kill all of those knights behind you after your death. You have earned my praise.”

Amber said nothing; instead, she reached for the broken Sword of all Mortals and⁠ stabbed herself with it.

“Just know that for an insect, you’ve put up a valiant effort.”

Then, the demon began to channel its magic to blow her up for good, and Amber⁠⁠ continued to stab herself as she smiled⁠.

Curse Battery was being charged and fast.

I can win…

She was spent, but she had one last attempt in her.

She didn’t even have enough mana to use Quick Dash in quick succession, let alone its 3rd Rank, but she had enough for just one more.

The demon’s explosion coalesced on top of her, and it spoke.

“Goodbye⁠, warrior.”

Amber dashed⁠ as the explosion went off, tearing through her armor and grievously injuring her back as she crashed against the demon, throwing it against the ground as its injured leg gave way, and using all of the accumulated rage in her body she screamed⁠—

“Battery!”

Blood exploded in all directions, and Amber was about to continue when a notification popped up.

[You have defeated a [Servant of Chaos. Lvl. 142].]

For defeating an enemy 20 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

It was dead…

She had done it…

She had killed the Servant of Chaos yet again.

A long breath left her as the barrier collapsed.

Then, with a deep breath, Amber turned to her notifications, and at the end, a new one appeared.

[You have received a title…

And Amber’s eyes grew wide.


Chapter 8.

Amber saw a myriad of notifications. Most of her skills had leveled once from this whole escapade; Quick Dash, Cursed Supreme Momentum, Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body, Cursed Stomp, Curse Manipulation, Recovery of Curses, Cursed Rage Synergy, Curse Battery, Crimson Venom, Crimson Fuel, Crimson Fervor⁠, and Sharp Instincts— all of those had leveled up once. Her resistances⁠—except for Toxin Resistance⁠—had also gained a level.

Not every skill had leveled up only once. Two skills had leveled up twice.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

There was another skill that had also leveled. It had been ages since it had done so⁠.

[Identify has leveled up from level 2 to 3.]

That wasn’t all. Another skill had also hit its 2nd Rank.

[Quick Recovery⁠ has reached 2nd Rank — level 1

You’ve survived numerous encounters with the help of your skills. This is an upgraded version of Fast Recovery, helping you heal from your wounds and injuries slightly faster.

2nd Rank ⁠— You require half the sleep of a normal person to function.]

Of course, Amber didn’t really need to sleep at this point due to Recovery of Curses, but she still felt good from leveling Quick Recovery to 2nd Rank. After all, the skill had been stuck at level 10 for so long that she had nearly forgotten it existed. She had also leveled up a couple of times.

[You have reached level 123. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 125. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

However, Amber didn’t care about that. She didn’t care for her level ups, she didn’t care about having a new Legacy Branch skill to receive, and she didn’t care about the skills leveling up either. Because, there was a notification she had never seen before⁠.

She had gotten a title.

Amber had never even so much as heard of titles before, and yet she had gotten one.

[You have received a title: Demonkiller

Vitality +10

Strength +10

Dexterity +10

Endurance +10

Intelligence +10

Wisdom +10

You deal 150% bonus damage towards demons.

You have received the Title Skill [Abyssal Blast].]

The stat bonuses were quite nice all things considered, and the fact that it basically made her deal more damage towards demons was something she found great, too, but the main thing that surprised her was the skill she had received. 

If someone had told her that titles were a thing and that they came with a Title Skill, Amber would’ve immediately thought it would be some sort of buff, but looking at Abyssal Blast, she seemed to be dead wrong. 

[New Title Skill! You have learned Abyssal Blast 

Through slaying more demons than most people do in a lifetime, you have acquired access to the Curse of the Abyss, a curse that is extremely effective against demons. The skill unleashes the Curse of the Abyss in a blast cone in front of you. It can only be used once a day. 

The Curse of the Abyss will exacerbate any curse that a being is bearing and exacerbate curses on its user. On demons it will melt their flesh. 

This skill cannot be leveled.] 

It was such a weird skill in Amber’s opinion, mainly the fact that it couldn’t be leveled, but at the same time, it seemed incredibly strong. If it was used after unleashing Curse Battery on an enemy repeatedly, it would essentially act as a finisher move—something that Amber wished she had when fighting against the Servant of Chaos.

Before she could continue thinking about it, however, a group of knights had rushed to tend to her, while the captains took over and commanded the rest of the squads to chase after Oracle. The warriors that had given their swords had gotten new swords from the cultists in the room, which they used to give chase.

“Drink this, Lady Amber.” A knight pushed a potion onto her, but Amber shook her head and tried to stand.

She wanted to chase after Oracle, but after she found her legs wobbling uncontrollably, she sat back down on the demon’s corpse. She turned towards the knight. He wore the same white armor as everyone else, so she couldn’t really see his expression, but the way he held the potion for her showed that he was worried.

However, Amber wasn’t all that injured. In fact, the main thing that kept her from chasing was just the fact that she was damn exhausted. Though…

I guess I won’t say no to a free potion.

Amber grabbed the crystal vial and uncorked it, chugging down its contents. There was some level of relief provided, and to her surprise, she felt slightly less exhausted. Amber watched as most of the knights moved on, leaving only two of them behind with her.

“I have to say, Lady Amber,” the knight that gave her the potion began, “I saw your fight against the demon, and even though your level is much lower than mine, I would never be able to do that.”

Before she could reply, the wizard knight nodded.

“That is correct, none of the warriors dared to step in. It was too dangerous. You are nothing short of impressive. No wonder the king sent you, Amber.”

Amber didn’t really know what to say to either of the two knights, but in the end, she nodded after they held their expectant gazes long enough.

“Thank you.”

Amber turned towards the dark cave ahead. The knights were nowhere to be seen now. But even though the knights were missing, she could still see the ashes belonging to the cultists, the blood on the ground was still present, and it was a dreary sight.

“Do you all think that Oracle got away?” she asked the knights.

At her question, she was met with silence. The mage looked down, and the warrior crossed his arms. Both of them seemed to be thinking⁠.

“I think, it is likely, yes,” the wizard said simply.

“I think so, too, Lady Amber,” the warrior agreed a moment later.

Amber sighed at that.

Of course, she still clung to hope that the man hadn’t escaped and that they were fighting right now. She wanted to end all of this⁠. She wanted to get the divine weapon, she wanted to demand more rewards from the king, and she wanted to know that no more people would get sacrificed to summon demons. Especially, the fact that Liz or her sister wouldn’t have anybody come for them, vying for their classes anymore.

This was why she had to recover as soon as possible.

“Do you have more of the same kind of potion you gave me?” Amber asked, turning to the warrior. “It seemed to cure my fatigue.”

The warrior nodded and reached for a pouch on his back before producing two more vials. Vials which Amber took.

The knight nodded. “They are good potions, only accessible to us. Slightly more effective than a High Quality health potion and with extra benefits.”

Amber nodded and turned to the mage.

“Can I have your potions, too?”

“Uh, sure,” the mage agreed in a confused manner before giving the vials to her, which she thanked both of them for.

Now, with a grand total of five vials in her hand, she received questioning glances from the two knights present.

“What are you planning to do with them?” the warrior asked.

Amber smiled. “Drink them.”

They both paused, and then she uncorked all the vials at once, much to the horror of the knights.

“Wait, Lady Amber, that is a bad idea!”

“You will be poisoned!” the wizard said in a hurry.

But Amber ignored both of their protests and chugged down the vials’ contents to her heart’s content. It took about a second before she recoiled⁠, and then the sensation immediately disappeared, being replaced with a feeling of great relief.

The two knights looked at each other in confusion.

“What just happened…?”

“I don’t know. I saw her recoil, but she seems fine…?”

Amber didn’t necessarily blame their reaction, but at the same time, she didn’t plan on explaining it. Instead, she got off the large demon and immediately turned to the warrior.

“You, help me move the demon. My main sword is stuck in its back.”

The warrior blinked but immediately complied, and with his almost non-existent help, Amber flipped the demon. Why did I ask him for help if I could’ve flipped it myself? It seemed that she had greatly underestimated her own strength, especially given Cursed Supreme Momentum was still active.

Amber immediately moved to recover her weapons and refreshed her skills while at it, much to the present knight’s confusion. Then, once she was done, she turned to them.

“Let’s go chase after Oracle.”

The two blinked.

“Now…?”

Amber ignored them and immediately dashed into the darkness, leaving the two knights to chase after her in a hurry.

* * *

It had taken about two minutes of running, but eventually, she reached a dead end with all the knight squads present. The warriors were resting while the wizards were analyzing the collapsed tunnel. Ave and the other captains seemed to be overseeing the process, and while Amber knew the fact that Oracle had gotten away, she still approached the captain she was familiar with.

“So, what is the situation looking like?” she asked.

The red-haired captain turned to her, no longer wearing her helmet. A bitter laugh left her.

“What do you think?”

“Well, can he be tracked⁠ is what I’m asking?” Amber asked.

Ave shook her head. “That is what we’re trying to achieve but…” She glanced back at the wall. “No success so far.”

Amber sighed. Perhaps she was being overly eager, but the idea of nipping a problem in the bud greatly appealed to her. Plus, she couldn’t do it halfway and say: “I tried”. That seemed lazy and simply wrong.

She turned to the surroundings and saw how tired the knights looked. She actually hadn’t killed all that many cultists, and while most knights had probably done less than she had, they endured curses she didn’t have to deal with. So, all things considered, maybe they weren’t even in a state to give chase.

Finally, she turned to look at Ave. Aside from having dirt smudges on her face she looked rather normal, though she did seem bitter about the whole thing.

“Well, for what it’s worth, we reported this result, and our majesty, the king of Cytel, has declared this operation a success. Of course, I relayed your monumental contributions to him, too.” She smiled.

Amber felt happy at that. “Thank you.”

“He said that you truly earned your reward, so if that’s what you wanted to hear and why you were so eager⁠, congratulations,” Ave said, some bitterness in her voice.

“I’m not shallow enough to chase Oracle to the end of the world just for a sword. I had my own reasons too.” Amber snorted.

The captain nodded at that, evidently pleased with the answer. However, Amber had something else in mind.

“So, what happens now?”

The red-haired woman tilted her head in deep thought, then she glanced back to the walls and the mages who were shaking their heads.

“We will return to the castle in about thirty minutes, and then⁠… to each their own, I suppose.” Ave shrugged. “Even though you contributed a lot more than me, I’m spent, so I’m just looking to relax.”

Amber nodded. “Yeah, I should probably relax, too.”

In reality, she hadn’t had much of a break⁠. She had ascended the Primordial Spirit tower in a rush, met Val’leri and talked with her for a few hours, and then descended the tower and started this whole thing without even sleeping. Even though more than a day had already passed since then, Amber hadn’t rested at all.

She turned to the collapsed wall.

So, in the end, he got away.

Amber didn’t know what they were trying to summon, but she was glad that she didn’t have to witness a city being destroyed first-hand.

* * *

After an hour, the knights gave up their search. Even with court mages they had been unable to track Oracle and his group, and while Amber was a little disillusioned at that, she also didn’t find it to be unexpected that they had measures against being tracked.

She thought about looking into that for herself, but that was for another day. For now, she returned along with the other knights. However, even though she tried to just be at the back of the whole group of knights, she was unanimously forced to lead them.

Amber found that a little annoying, but she just focused on returning to the castle. She passed through the stairs that had led them there initially, passed through a now empty Institute of Arcane Research, and then exited the building to see an empty street.

Finally, as she rounded the corner, she saw a group of knights cordoning off the section she was in, which she supposed was normal. Though what she didn’t expect was what happened after she passed into the restricted area⁠—

“Mommy, look they are the heroes of the city!”

“Is that the famous friend of the nation!?”

“Terrifying! I can’t see any of their levels…”

There were people, and they were all pointing and cheering at them. However, one in every three gazes landed directly on Amber, every single one of them calling her the friend of Cytel, the adventurer who had fought the demons and won⁠. It was ridiculous.

All Amber wanted was to return and get her reward. She didn’t want to be celebrated for it. While she enjoyed the attention, it simply wasn’t the right time for her.

“How do they even know this anyway?” she muttered.

In response, Ave chuckled. “The king probably made an official announcement.”

Amber shook her head at that, and as she continued to be stared at and called a hero. In all honesty, she didn’t feel like she deserved to be called that given her main motivator for coming in the first place was a reward.

Of course, she didn’t tell that to anyone.

* * *

The return to the castle was time-consuming given the knights had slowed to greet and wave at people, and Amber ended up engaging in that a bit, too. Still, eventually, everyone went their separate ways, and she was guided to see the king alone.

Or “alone”.

She was still in the throne room surrounded by the personal guards of the king, and the assistant mage was also present. Though, it was as private as it could get.

“Amber,” the king began, “today, you have proven to be a great ally, a dependable person, and someone who the knights can truly call a friend.”

Amber nodded. She was planning on letting the king talk, though it didn’t seem like it would take long as the sword was summoned in front of the king.

“You have gone above and beyond what was asked of you, which is why I wish to grant you the noble title of ‘Duchess’.”

She blinked. Isn’t that a high rank?

The king chuckled, watching her reaction. “Of course, you won’t have land to manage, people, or any duties towards being a noble, unless you want them?” The king raised his brow.

Amber shook her head. “I appreciate the offer towards having duties, but I don’t think I am suitable for that kind of thing.”

He smiled. “Then, you will just become an official noble, and I will ensure every city in Cytel knows about this.”

Amber nodded. She was tempted to decline the offer, but declining just based on how she felt and ignoring the possible benefits would be quite stupid on her part, so she simply accepted her newfound status as a noble.

“As for your friend, Liz Starkell, and her sister, Velda Starkell, their parents and the heads of the Risnar family have yet to be found. They are either dead or with Oracle, the mastermind behind it all,” the king began. “Which is why I officially declare Liz and Velda Starkell to be the heads of the Starkell household and also offer them the chance to take over everything belonging to the Risnar family. I’ll ensure everyone in this city knows of this.”

Amber nodded. That sounded like good news for Liz and Velda.

“Now, as for you, there are a couple of things I want to reward you with, Amber.” The king nodded. “First is your nobility title, and second is a thousand gold coins for your efforts and your help, as well as for being a noble.”

She paused. “A thousand…?”

That was more than enough to cover all her armor repairs and food needs for⁠ ages to come. She thought she misheard, but as the king smiled, she realized that he indeed had said that number.

The king turned to his assistant. “Give her the gold.”

The mage nodded, and after a moment of using magic, Amber saw a large ornate chest appear in front of her, showing its golden and glittering contents. She most definitely couldn’t carry all of that, but before she could even say that, the king continued.

“Another one of your rewards is this ring,” the king said, removing a ring from his own finger. It was a pitch-black band with white engravings. “Use it well. I’ll have another one made for me another time.”

With those words, he leaned over and tossed it. Amber caught it with one hand in utmost confusion, and then, she used Identify.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Ascar Ring ⁠— Superb Quality

This ring has the enchantment of Pocket Space. With the use of your mana, you can access the pocket space this ring is bound to, allowing you to store or take out items that fit within this pocket space.] 

Amber stared at it. It was a literal inventory ring. If that wasn’t incredibly useful she didn’t know what was.

“Consider it a gift.” The king smiled. “Now, you will always be able to eat warm food.”

She raised her brow. “What do you mean warm?”

“Time does not pass inside the bound pocket space,” the king explained. “Food will remain hot for as long as the ring remains enchanted.”

Amber, of course, thought about storing flaming objects to burn herself with instead, but, nonetheless, she was still incredibly happy, and she was indeed planning on using the ring to store food if it had enough room for that.

“You should try it. Just focus on the ring and the object you want to store, then touch it.”

She nodded and touched the chest containing the gold coins, and with a small amount of mana, it vanished. To her surprise, she could tell how much space the chest consumed inside the ring⁠, which wasn’t a lot⁠. She would most definitely be able to store whatever she wanted. However, the disappearance of the chest reminded her of something⁠.

“Do all your knights who go to the tower have these?”

The king laughed. “Of course not, but they do have storage rings that only work within the tower itself.” He nodded. “It’s part of my deal with Vi.”

Amber nodded at that, and the king continued.

“And finally, what you are here for.” He straightened. “In my name, King Octavius III, I award you the divine weapon: Cursewelder.”

A moment later, the sword appeared in front of her inside its glass case, except the door to it was wide open, and Amber used Identify on the divine weapon for the first time.

Her eyes went wide at what she saw.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Cursewelder ⁠— Ancient Quality

This is a sword forged at the hands of the Primordial Spirit Val’leri. An unknown alloy was fused with the use of Essence to make this Ancient Quality sword. This sword bears the enchantments of:

Sword Absorber: Absorb swords to gain their enchantments and abilities. This process is reversible. The Cursewelder can absorb up to five swords at any given time.

Curse Absorber: Absorb curses to make Cursewelder gain their effects. Only five curses can be stored at any given time.

Curse Amplifier: Any curse while wielding Cursewelder will have its strength doubled, whether it is received or unleashed.

Heavy Attack: Swings from this sword will have double the weight behind them.

Essence Detector: Cursewelder can sense the presence of Essence, showing it with a blue color.

Ability: Self-repair: At the cost of your mana, Cursewelder will be repaired from any damage.

This description can only be seen by those who know Val’leri’s name.] 


Chapter 9.

Amber stared at the sword in front of her. It was as if the whole world had paused as she looked at the wall of effects the sword had. She knew it was a divine weapon, and therefore her expectations were high, but even with such high expectations, she was still blown away. For a moment, she thought back about the fact that she had failed to kill Oracle and that⁠ annoyed her.

“Oracle may have gotten away, but the threat to my nation has been destroyed from the root.” The king nodded. “So, don’t be shy, grab the Cursewelder. It is yours now.”

Amber nodded. She didn’t need to think about all of this at the moment. While she had failed to kill Oracle, Liz would probably not have to deal with that threat for a while—or hopefully never again. But, if by any chance, the demons appeared again, she would take care of it. For that, however, she needed to grow stronger. She would need all the help she could get.

Finally, Amber shook her stupid emotions away and looked towards the Cursewelder. She needed it for her ambitions, and while now it was pretty much confirmed that the other Primordial Spirit hadn’t been the one to make it, it would still serve as a bargaining chip towards gaining their trust given Val’leri’s advice to be careful.

The path towards Essence, the path towards seeing Ax’thra once more, it all began with this.

Amber took a deep breath, and with a step forward, she reached for the handle of the sword inside the glass case. It was wrapped in some unknown leather, and as soon as she got a hold off it, the light of the Cursewelder⁠ stopped. It became a much less attention-grabbing sword, though while at first glance it looked normal, Amber could see carvings and designs all along the blade. It was truly a piece of art in its own right.

And now, it belonged to her.

She pulled it, and while it was about twice as heavy as the Firecursed Sword, she actually didn’t mind the weight at all. In fact, she kind of preferred it. She stared at the Cursewelder for a few moments. While she was tempted to feed it the enchantment of the Sword of all Mortals and feed it the Firecursed Sword itself, she stopped herself.

Instead, she placed it into her storage ring and turned towards the king. While she was happy, she still made sure to not disrespect him.

“Thank you for your generous reward, Your Majesty.”

The king chuckled. “When will you talk to me normally?” He smiled. “Come on now, my name is Octavius. There is no need for formalities.”

Amber blinked.

She remembered the king declaring her his friend, but it was still a bit unexpected for him to ask for such a thing. However, as Amber saw his expectant gaze, she decided that⁠ he clearly wanted this, and frankly, being all courteous was a pain for her, so she had no qualms with obliging.

“Thank you for the sword, Octavius.” She smiled.

The king had been nothing but nice to her, and all things considered, there was no reason as to why the king wasn’t her friend. And so, she relaxed. Amber felt the need to return to Laria, but she didn’t actually see why she should rush that much⁠—especially when she had just finished culling the demon people from the capital. She wanted to relax for a day or two before departing.

“So, where is my room?” she asked jokingly.

Octavius laughed at that. “And here I thought you were leaving already!” He turned to the mage. “Instruct the servants to prepare the guest house.”

“Guest house?” Amber raised her eyebrow. “Not room?”

“Of course not. You are a friend of the nation, a friend of the Primordial Spirit Vi, and my friend, too. It is only natural you’re treated as if you were the ambassador of a different nation⁠—at the very least,” he explained.

Amber couldn’t help but pause. Her sudden shift in social status had still to catch up to her. However, she figured she should take this opportunity.

“Octavius,” she started, “is there any place I can eat and test the new sword out?”

He got a pensive look for a moment before he nodded. “While there isn’t a place where you can do both, it will be arranged.”

“It doesn’t need to be arranged.” Amber shook her head. “I’ll just do one after the other.”

Octavius waved his hand dismissively. “Nonsense. I’ll do at least this much for you since I don’t see you coming back for a long while. So, just stay still.”

“Right.”

Amber watched as the king ended up making his assistant send numerous messages to accommodate for her poorly worded request. Not even five minutes passed before a well-dressed man came to retrieve her from the throne room.

All she could say was “thank you” to Octavius as he smiled at her and waved her off.

* * *

Amber found herself in a large garden, and while she could see a myriad of flowers in her surroundings, she could also see stone statues with swords in the distance. They had been put on the grass part of the garden just for her.

Though, she wasn’t going to go there yet.

Instead, she was at a table. The two chairs present were as ornate as she’d ever seen, even for outdoor chairs. There was an umbrella for shade, and of course, under its shade there was a full course of the finest delicacies that the royal chefs could possibly prepare.

Next to her, there was a butler at the ready, and Amber had just been staring at everything, once more⁠ taken aback by her newfound status.

“Is this not to your liking, Lady Amber?” he asked, gently.

“No, it’s not that…” She stared at the food. “Is it really alright if I eat all of this?”

The butler nodded in response. “Of course. His Majesty had all of this prepared for you. Please do not hesitate.”

Amber heard his words and still felt awkward⁠. Who could go from not eating food, fighting monsters non-stop, sleeping on the ground, and hardly cleaning oneself to sudden royal treatment. But still, as her stomach rumbled for the first time in eight months, she brought herself to take a bite of a juicy steak in front of her.

She sliced it open, and its juices seeped onto the plate. She placed it into her mouth, and as soon as she did⁠, her eyes widened.

Amber suddenly felt like crying⁠, having forgotten everything she had missed, and a moment later, she began to scarf down the food.

* * *

Even though the table contained enough food for three people, Amber devoured it all. And by the time she finished, she felt nothing but pure bliss. The food had to be the best tasting thing she had had since coming to Vir⁠—no, in all her life. Of course, she didn’t know if it was due to the fact that she was famished or if it really was that good. But she decided not to think about it too deeply.

That said, the thought of putting that much food into her ring⁠ was odd to her. She didn’t actually see the need to have whole feasts in the dungeon or anything, but she did consider putting in some food for when she wanted to eat. As for having feasts like these⁠… well, every few months would be nice.

The butler had already taken the dirty dishes away, and thankfully, he hadn’t so much as looked at Amber while she ate; otherwise, it would’ve been quite the sight. Amber looked at her surroundings. She was in the castle’s garden, surrounded by its walls and sitting under the table that was used for tea or something. In the distance, there were statues prepared for her.

Given she was alone, Amber figured this was the best time to test out her sword. She had been told that the stone statues would attack her as soon as she got close to them, which she found to be a great start.

So, she stood up and walked towards the prepared statues.

The first thing Amber did was take out the Cursewelder, the massive sword that was just as tall as her. Then, from her back, she unsheathed the Firecursed Sword. She didn’t even know how to make the Cursewelder absorb things, but it turned out to be a rather straightforward process.

As soon as she held the two swords close to each other, she felt a tug in her mind telling her to put mana into the Cursewelder to absorb the sword, but⁠—

“What if I want to absorb the curse instead?” she asked the sword.

To her surprise, the feeling in the sword shifted⁠, but it didn’t stop there. She also felt the need to place mana into the Firecursed Sword. It was an interesting and a rather intuitive process all things considered.

After testing switching between the two absorption modes, she absorbed the Firecursed Sword⁠—which basically disintegrated into dust and was absorbed by the Cursewelder. A moment later, a notification followed.

[ One out of five swords has been absorbed.

Cursewelder has absorbed the Firecursed Sword and now has the ability: Flamethrower.

Cursewelder now wields the Curse of Consuming Flames. ]

Amber blinked and watched as the Cursewelder’s blade immediately turned a bright orange, much to her surprise. Then, she pulled the Sword of all Mortals, and instead of absorbing the entire sword, she decided to take the curse off it. There was no point in preserving it, in her opinion⁠—

Though, Ax’thra will probably be quite upset to find out I removed the curse from his sword. She smiled and then⁠ consumed its curse.

[ One out of five curses has been absorbed.

Cursewelder now wields the Curse of Laceration. ]

Just like that, it was done. She tossed the Sword of all Mortals into her ring and then⁠ paused, having a random thought. Amber placed the Cursewelder on the ground, ensuring she didn’t cause a fire in the process, and then she grabbed her dagger and the Staff of Demons before throwing both of them into the ring⁠, essentially leaving her unaffected by every curse.

Amber suddenly felt all the fatigue hit her, and she sighed. She took out the dagger and the Staff of Demons from the ring⁠. In the end, the curses wouldn’t go through the ring, but then again, it would’ve been incredibly broken all things considered. So, she absorbed the curse from the Staff of Demons⁠ into Cursewelder and then threw the staff into the ring just in case she needed it as an emergency weapon.

[ Two out of five curses have been absorbed.

Cursewelder has discarded the decayed ability: Summon Servant of Chaos.

Cursewelder now wields the Curse of Demonic Blood. ]

Then, she sheathed her dagger. Just like that, she had reorganized all of her possessions. Though transporting the Cursewelder could be a problem⁠—mainly finding it a sheathe—but she figured she could ask Octavius for recommendations. For now, Amber wanted to test the sword. First⁠, though…

Amber accepted her new Legacy Branch skill.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! You have learned Crimson Sense ⁠— level 1.]

You’ve grown so used to blood that you can now sense it from a certain range. The higher the skill level, the more accurate the location becomes.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

It wasn’t the best, but at least she had some sort of sense skill aside from Sharp Instincts now, and it was also the main reason she had taken so long to accept it. Though maybe the skill had some sort of hidden potential that she hadn’t seen yet, she wasn’t particularly sure about it.

Finally, Amber took a deep breath and walked towards the sword-wielding stone statues.

It was time to test how strong she had become.

She readied her sword, Cursewelder, and through the use of General Weapon Mastery, she already felt as if she had used it countless times.

With one more step, all of the statues activated, all ten of them rushed her at speeds rivaling the might of a level 130 monster. Except⁠—

[Training Doll.]

[Training Doll.]

[Training Doll.]

…

Interestingly enough, none of them had levels, but it was not like it mattered.

Amber flashed a grin and⁠ swung. She didn’t use a skill, and yet the massive sword broke through the head of a Training Doll before it could even block. It felt distinctly different to the Firecursed Sword but in a good way. The weight was different, and it was⁠ fun⁠!

The sword slammed into the ground, and a cloud of dirt exploded in all directions, instantly destroying another doll, but Amber didn’t stop there. She carried the momentum of the sword and did a heavy swing, breaking through the body of yet another Training Doll. Very few moments had passed, and yet she had already killed three of them.

While Amber was just testing things, she didn’t dare let her guard down. Instead, she dug the sword into the ground and used it as a pole to move out of the way of three attacks, and when she landed, the sword came off the ground as four dolls came for her, all of them already swinging their swords.

She dug the sword into the ground and used it as a shield to receive all the attacks, and then⁠ she bashed, throwing the four dolls away from her. They streaked through the air, but Amber didn’t stop there. She did a small hop into the ground and then⁠ swung a forward swing that transformed into a full front-flip motion, arcing along with Cursed Cleave.

A crescent swing eviscerated through all four of the dolls and cleaved deep into the ground, leaving flaming embers. Then, she was attacked by two dolls, but it took nothing more than two powerful swings to destroy the pair.

Finally, she turned towards the last doll, which seemed to be in a defensive stance, its sword at the ready to block any attack.

Amber raised her sword in response, pointing at the doll, and then⁠ she used⁠ Quick Dash. Her sword stabbed through the abdomen of the doll, and then with an upwards swing, she threw it into the sky. While she could’ve continued the onslaught, it was clearly unfit to fight anymore.

So, she moved out of the way as it hit the ground, destroyed. Amber smiled, looking at her status.

[Name: Amber | Level: 125 | Title: Demonkiller

Class: Cursed Supreme One | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Legacy Branch: Crimson Fervency

Stats:

Vitality: 410

Strength: 355

Dexterity: 335

Endurance: 119

Intelligence: 72

Wisdom: 210

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Cursed Cleave - 3rd Rank Lvl. 8], [Quick Dash - 3rd Rank Lvl. 8], [General Weapon Mastery - 3rd Rank Lvl. 9], [Cursed Supreme Momentum - 3rd Rank Lvl. 7], [Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body - 3rd Rank Lvl. 7], [Cursed Stomp - 3rd Rank Lvl. 7], [Recovery of Curses - 3rd Rank Lvl. 5], [Curse Battery - 3rd Rank Lvl. 5], [Cursed Rage Synergy - 3rd Rank Lvl. 6], [Curse Manipulation - 3rd Rank Lvl. 5]

Legacy Branch Skills:

[Crimson Fervor. Lvl. 7], [Crimson Fuel. Lvl. 7], [Crimson Venom. Lvl. 6], [Crimson Sense. Lvl. 1]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Abyssal Blast], [Identify. Lvl. 3], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 3rd Rank Lvl. 2], [Elemental Resistance - 3rd Rank Lvl. 4], [Physical Resistance - 3rd Rank Lvl. 4], [Magical Resistance - 3rd Rank Lvl. 4], [Sharp Instincts - 3rd Rank Lvl. 6], [Quick Recovery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1].]

She had grown a lot, and she was happy.

Now what?

Amber turned and⁠—

She paused. The grass around her was absolutely destroyed, and while the flowers were intact, she couldn’t help but feel that perhaps arranging for this area to be used for this hadn’t been a good idea.

Amber sighed and then she sensed blood.

She turned to see two people walk into the garden, approaching the table where she had eaten her food. One of them was a woman in a frilly white dress who was clapping her hands. She had light-blonde hair and hazel-colored eyes, and the other was a fully armored white knight with a fluttering red cloak.

Of course, Amber couldn’t exactly ignore them, so she walked over to meet them. Though, neither of them was bleeding, so⁠ why had she sensed that? She shook her head. She’d think about that later.

First, Amber looked at the woman.

[Mage. Lvl. 100]

She was higher leveled than she expected, considering she didn’t even have a staff on her person, though maybe it made sense since Amber could tell she was someone important.

Then there was the knight⁠.

[Warrior. Lvl. 130]

He wasn’t that much higher level than she was, which somewhat surprised her given a lot of the knights were level 140+.

“An admirable spectacle,” the woman chirped. “As expected of you, Amber.”

Amber raised her eyebrow as she arrived at the table. The woman had already taken a seat, her guard standing next to her.

“My admiration for you has done nothing but increase.” She nodded, confidently. “Looks like I was right to seek you out!”

“What do you mean seek me out?” Amber asked.

She smiled at that. “You are Amber, the Demonkiller, you are the hero of Cytel, and you are the one who repelled Oracle and his goons,” she declared. “It’s only natural I’d seek you out.”

Amber was still not following.

“You still haven’t explained why you are here.”

“That is true,” the woman agreed. “But it is of extreme importance, which is why I’d like you to take a seat.”

Amber shook her head. She wasn’t following this conversation at all, and she wasn’t about to have some tea with this cryptic, well-dressed woman. So, she met her gaze.

“Will you please tell me who are you first?”

The woman blinked. “You don’t know? Did father not mention it to you?”

“Father?” Amber placed a hand on her chin. “Who?”

“Octavius III, my father.” The woman was also confused. “Did he not mention me at all? Like, at all?”

Amber processed what she had just heard and decided to sit down, given the king’s daughter was the one in front of her.

“So, you are the princess, and no, he didn’t mention you.”

The princess paused before shaking her head and chuckling. “I guess he got carried away over making a new friend.” She smiled, getting up from her seat and bowing. “I’m the princess of this kingdom, Aurelia.”

Amber nodded, and Aurelia sat back down a moment later.

“So, continuing the topic.” The princess clapped her hands and gestured at herself. “I really, really, really admire you.”

“You admire me?” Amber was taken aback by that. “Aren’t you a princess? Shouldn’t I be the one admiring you?”

Aurelia chuckled at that. “Well, do you admire me?”

Amber lightly shook her head in response before deciding to ask what was on her mind.

“Why do you admire me?”

“Why wouldn’t I?” the princess asked back. “You are free, you are friends with a Primordial Spirit, you don’t have to deal with politics, and need I say that you are strong? You also have an extremely rare class.”

Amber slowly nodded. This was probably the only princess in the whole world who would admire an adventurer.

“Anyway, I heard about you from my knight⁠—you made quite an appearance at the trainee camp,” she explained. “And after some digging, I found myself interested in you, and then you became the hero of Cytel, and now… well, we are here.”

Huh… Amber wasn’t quite following what Aurelia was getting at, but she had a small idea of it.

“So, you just wanted to meet me?”

“Yes.” She nodded immediately. “And I’m glad I did. You are much more impressive than I thought⁠—I wish I got to see you fight, giving it your all.”

“Right.” Amber was now, once more, not following.

“And since you just got our divine weapon, I imagine you must be itching to test it some more, given the training dolls aren’t exactly the most exciting opponents.”

Amber blinked.

“I guess that is true.”

“That’s right.” Aurelia smiled to herself. “Which is why I’ve come up with a proposal that will satisfy both of our needs.”

“A proposal?”

“Yep!” she chirped.

And then, Amber watched as Aurelia extended her hand to her, smiling.

“How about you duel my personal knight, Charles?”


Chapter 10.

Amber wasn’t all that interested in dueling ‘Charles’ as Aurelia had called her personal guard, but at the same time, she did want to test her sword against someone stronger than the training dolls. There was also the fact that Aurelia could potentially be useful to befriend. All in all, even though Amber wasn’t all that keen on the request, she made her decision to accept.

“Sure, I’ll duel your bodyguard.”

Aurelia clapped her hands. “Great!”

Amber was planning on ending this duel quickly. Though, of course, she wouldn’t be cursing the man to death or even using curses on him given it was a duel and a friendly one at that.

“Oh, I’ll also give you two hundred gold for your troubles,” Aurelia added.

Amber nodded at that. It was a nice bonus and motivator. Though, there was also the fact that⁠—

She turned, seeing the already somewhat ruined field of grass.

I don’t want to damage the surroundings much more.

She had half-expected for the duel to occur somewhere else, but Charles, Aurelia’s knight, immediately walked over to the grass and unsheathed his sword. Looking at her, he nodded and began to speak.

“It is an honor to have a duel with you, Amber.”

“Oh, and don’t worry about the garden. We can have the palace mages fix it anyway,” Aurelia said from behind.

Amber sighed and got up from the chair, then picked up the Cursewelder. Even though the sword was massive, with her current Strength stat, it was no different from picking up a normal sword⁠—except, that it, of course, had multiple times the weight of a normal one. The personal knight looked at her and nodded approvingly.

“I’ve heard tales of the Cursewelder all my life, and this is my first time seeing it with my own eyes,” he stated. “Let us have a good duel. Princess Aurelia will be the one to announce its start, but before that, let’s establish some rules.”

Amber arrived in front of him as he continued to speak.

“First rule: either of us can call for the duel to stop. Second rule...” He tilted his head. “The second rule is: we aren’t trying to kill each other.”

She nodded at him in that, and Amber decided to not use curses⁠— it was a duel, after all, not a fight to the death. Plus, burning the princess’s personal knight is a bad idea, she added in her mind.

“Third rule: if either of us leaves the grass field, we automatically lose.” He gestured.

Amber looked around. It was about the size of half a football field⁠, which was wide enough for her needs. So, she had no complaint about that.

“And the fourth and final rule is…” He trailed off and nodded. “To have fun.”

She raised her brow at that but smiled a moment later. Even though the armor made the knight look collected and serious, it seemed that he was quite likeable. His tone of voice at no point indicated displeasure or boredom, and at the same time, he seemed quite excited by it all.

Unfortunately, I’ll have to crush his dreams.

Amber wasn’t planning on spending too long on this. She sensed Aurelia approaching through Crimson Sense⁠—once more. Did the skill just sense blood regardless of whether it was spilled or not? Amber pondered for a moment before Aurelia spoke.

“The duel will begin in three…”

Amber gripped at her sword, and the knight went on guard.

“Two…”

She readied to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash.

“One…”

Amber’s gaze focused as she bit her tongue, drawing blood.

“Fight!”

She disappeared from her spot, immediately appearing above the knight, swinging with the blunt side of Cursewelder. His back was wide open. It happened in a blink, and there was no way for him to react, even if he had sensory skills to aid him.

Amber smiled as her sword encroached⁠.

I won⁠—

He blocked. It happened in an instant. Amber hadn’t even been able to see him turn. From one moment to the next, he changed positions without motion in between⁠.

Dirt exploded, and the knight’s boots dug into the ground from the strength of the hit. Though, Amber couldn’t help but frown⁠. His strength was similar to hers, if not slightly higher.

Cursed Supreme Momentum immediately kicked in as she landed, and then⁠ Amber crouched and did a sweeping hit that was deflected at inhuman speeds. Amber frowned at that as she was forced to back off.

The knight raised his sword. “Accelerate.”

Danger⁠.

Amber increased her momentum to the max and blocked⁠. The knight’s sword hit at the same time. Her boots gritted through the grass, and once again, she found herself surprised. If it hadn’t been for Sharp Instincts that attack would’ve well dug into her throat in a fraction of a second.

The knight, Charles, didn’t chase. Instead, he stood there on guard, and Amber found herself smiling. Her heart had just skipped a beat just now.

I guess I should take this seriously. Amber raised her sword. Turns out, the princess wasn’t joking about wanting to see me giving it my all.

Of course, Amber still wasn’t going to use curses⁠, but she was most definitely going to use everything else at her disposal. At the same time, she figured depriving herself of curses was good to see how she would fare against someone who was immune to them⁠, and it was also good training.

So, she continued to fight while pushing herself to the limit.

* * *

Ave had just finished gathering the group of royal knights she was meant to train for the day when she heard shocking news. News that she almost couldn’t believe.

Amber was fighting Charles.

Charles was the personal knight of the princess, and aside from those who worked directly under the king, he was most definitely the strongest royal knight around despite his level. Needless to say the news—that was brought by a worried butler who hoped the duel would stop before anybody got hurt—caused an uproar.

Nobody planned on stopping the duel; instead, everyone had practically begged her to go see.⁠ ⁠Given that they would be heavily reprimanded if they went without permission, Ave was left to make the decision.

The very obvious decision to go watch.

Not only did she want to see it, but it would probably be a very enlightening experience for the royal knights. While normally she dreaded being the captain in charge of training when it was her turn, today she was delighted.

They were all rushing through the castle halls to arrive at the training camp, and it wasn’t a brisk walk, but rather a full-on sprint to see this unexpected event. It had taken one whole minute to arrive from the barracks all the way to the garden. And when they did⁠, an explosion of dirt greeted them.

Multiple knights gasped, and Ave was also shocked. Amber had the Cursewelder⁠—they had only heard rumors of its existence, but multiple people had recognized it immediately based on descriptions. It was a massive sword⁠—one that had carvings and looked unassuming yet made the people in its presence fearful.

Was that the reward the king gave her?

Ave didn’t know, but regardless, the shock wore off a moment later as Amber disappeared and attacked Charles. It happened in a blink, and yet the knight was able to fend it off without problems⁠—well, if no problems meant the ground splitting open from the sheer strength of the attack.

Their ferocious exchange continued, and even though Amber was relentless and a good fighter, Charles was just faster⁠. He sliced her cheek open, causing her to grit her teeth. And then, touching her own blood, she⁠ evaporated it? It nearly combusted into flames as the wound closed, and Ave couldn’t help but blink.

Wasn’t she supposed to be a Cursebearer? No⁠, Amber did something similar during her fight with the demon.

Which meant⁠…

Amber vanished and swung upon Charles, then with a different hit, she swung upwards, a large flaming sword manifesting and cleaving through the knight’s shoulder. He grunted before he deflected the weapon away, and when he did, it turned to dust, absorbed by the Cursewelder. It was the exact same sword she had used against the demon.

Of course, everyone gasped⁠—not at the fact that she pulled out a sword out of thin air but at the fact that she had hit him and injured him.

“Well done!” Charles exclaimed.

“I don’t need your praise!” Amber snapped and appeared behind him, kicking.

Her boot dug into his chest and sent him flying, and a laugh echoed in the air as the knights couldn’t believe what they were seeing. She was beating him. Sure, to Ave it shouldn’t have been surprising, but Amber wasn’t using curses due to the fact it was a duel.

These are the best conditions for Charles, given he can go all-out.

After all, just like Amber, he had a rare class and a Legacy Branch.

* * *

Amber wanted to end this, and she was serious. She was using all of the skills she could use to the fullest. From allowing herself to be hit so she could store more rage in order to make her next attack much stronger to using Quick Dash’s 3rd Rank on demand. She even took out the Firecursed Sword for a second to injure the man she was fighting. Cursed Supreme Momentum and Crimson Fervor had long since peaked.

But in spite of all her attempts, she couldn’t truly overwhelm him. Sure, he was getting injured, but⁠—

Amber had her shoulder clipped by his sword. It happened in a blink, and she hadn’t been fast enough to defend it. This wasn’t the only time it happened. It had happened multiple times before that. Yet, for some reason, the knight had been on the defensive so far.

I can just use Curse Manipulation to negate the curse so⁠— She stomped.

The knight was discombobulated as she smiled, and then she appeared in front of him, swinging with the backside of her sword. She hit his chest and made an enormous dent as he spat blood and was sent flying, but Amber didn’t stop there. The hit hadn’t been enough to throw him out of the arena.

So, she rushed with two Quick Dashes, arrived in front of him, and punched⁠. An uppercut hit the knight across the chin as blood splattered from his visor. At that, everyone gasped, but Amber wasn’t going to have any mercy; instead, she used the fact that the knight was thrown off to do a wide swing that would throw him away once and for all.

And it hit⁠— the knight, Charles, but it didn’t so much as move him as blood came from underneath his helmet. Amber paused at that before she felt sudden danger, but it was too late. In a single blink, he appeared in front of her and⁠ headbutted.

Amber’s world spun. She was suddenly in a tremendous amount of pain, which didn’t make sense to her. It was as if her entire body was destroyed in a single blink, and multiple bones were fractured, but it didn’t stop there.

Charles swung his sword, and even though Amber blocked it, her chest was still somehow dented⁠—multiple ribs broke as she was sent flying across the arena. Still, it continued. He kicked, and even though it shouldn’t have been a painful kick, it made Amber vomit a mouthful of blood before she was grabbed and thrown away with ridiculous strength⁠.

In a single moment, she landed on the flowers, destroying the beautiful garden and leaving a trail of blood behind her. Amber, even though she was injured, couldn’t understand what the fuck had just happened.

What the hell was that⁠?

She broke into a coughing fit as her bones rearranged themselves back into position. The spectating knights, meanwhile, had lost their minds.

She turned to see Charles walking towards her, except he was limping, and she could hear his ragged breaths. Clearly, it hadn’t been an easy fight for him either. But, Amber, nonetheless, was confused.

She had had the edge the entire time, and then suddenly, she was annihilated and thrown away like a trash bag to the curb. Not only that, but she had received grievous injuries in nothing short of a mere breath.

The knight arrived in front of her, and Amber was still pretty damn injured, so she couldn’t help but ask, “Can you let me touch the blood on your helmet?”

* * *

“As expected of Charles, there is no way he could lose!”

“What are you saying? That is Amber we are talking about. I’m surprised she lost! I heard she cleared ten dungeons in a single night, you know?”

“That’s right. Did you not see her fight that huge demon? It was damn bloodied!”

Ave shook her head at the knights. They were all fervently discussing whether it was a righteous victory or not. Thankfully, it seemed that the overwhelming majority thought Amber should have won. She wasn’t the hero of the kingdom for no reason.

“Captain Ave, what do you think of that fight?”

Ave turned to see Captain Lars, the captain who had spearheaded the interrogation of the Risnar and Starkell houses, and the captain she had initially started the raid on the demon headquarters with.

“It was an excellent fight.” She nodded.

“Indeed,” he agreed immediately. “Amber is someone who doesn’t cease to surprise me. I saw her fight twenty cultists at once and come out on top with ease.”

Ave chuckled at that. “Should’ve seen her fight that level 140 curse mage. Not only did he summon demons in desperation, which Amber immediately torched, but he also demonified himself and got his arm chopped off in a moment.”

“Oh, tell me about that.” Lars seemed greatly interested.

“Well, he unleashed a blast that could easily kill a level 150 with curses, and Amber took it head-on. Apparently, not even a normal Cursebearer would be able to survive that.” Ave shrugged. “Or so the mage said, and Amber said it felt as if she had taken the best nap of her life.”

At that, her fellow captain broke out in a bellowing laughter.

“Interesting! She is truly one of a kind. No wonder she befriended the Primordial Spirit and made Oracle that damn angry.”

“Oh, she made him fucking furious.” Ave nodded in agreement.

Then, the two watched as Amber touched Charles’ helmet, evaporating the blood on it. It was a nice gesture all things considered, and she couldn’t help but overhear the knights.

“What a fight! I’m fired up now!”

“We have to spar with them!”

“Let’s ask the captain!”

At that, Lars turned to her. “Well, looks like you’ll be busy, so I’ll take my leave.”

Ave nodded, and then, she was faced with a barrage of twenty enthusiastic knights.

* * *

Amber combusted Charles’ blood and immediately saw a great increase in her healing. In just a couple of seconds, she’d be back to feeling like new, though⁠ the knight offered his hand to help her stand.

Amber took it, and she couldn’t help but ask, “Why were you holding back the entire time?”

At that, the knight chuckled. “Holding back, what?”

Amber fully stood up as she watched Charles shake his head.

“There was no holding back. The only reason I won is because you didn’t use curses; otherwise, I most certainly would have died in a serious battle,” he stated. “Which I appreciate.”

She raised her brow. “But you broke every bone in my body in a blink?”

“Yes, because the entire duel I was accumulating the damage you did to me. It’s part of my special class⁠—in fact, I can accumulate the damage I deal to others, too, and can also take the damage of others,” he explained. “Then I can unleash it.”

“So you moving fast is…” Amber wasn’t too sure about saying it out loud so she whispered. “Your Legacy Branch, not your class.”

“So you figured I have one?” he said, glee in his voice.

“It’s not that hard to guess,” she snorted.

Charles ignored Amber’s comment and nodded. “It’s called Flash Swordsmanship, and it allows me to remove the time between sword-techniques to zero but at the cost of great stamina. That’s the simplified version of it.”

“Huh…”

“So, what’s yours called⁠—”

Clapping reached both their ears. They turned to see the princess walking up to them or, more specifically, Amber.

“That was amazing. Thank you!” She was clearly happy. “I appreciate you honoring my request.”

“Oh, yeah.” Amber had forgotten all about that already. “You’re welcome.”

“And here is your gold,” she said, handing over a bag.

Amber accepted it and then threw it into her ring, which took up a minuscule amount of space in it. Then, when she thought she was done, she was approached by multiple knights, all asking the same thing.

“Amber, I want to spar with you!”

“Please hear me out!”

“Our captain has given us permission to duel. Let’s do it!”

All at once, she was faced with over half the knights asking her to duel⁠, while the rest were asking Charles for a duel. And just when she was about to decline, Charles spoke.

“Now, now. If we do it like this, it will take all day.” He shook his head. “So, instead, how about we spar you all at once.”

Amber blinked at that.

“Amber and me, versus all of you.”

At that, there was an uproar, then Charles turned to her.

“Unless you don’t want to.”

However, contrary to his expectations, Amber immediately nodded.

“Let’s do it, sounds like damn fun.”

After her spar, she was itching for more, and fighting twenty level 140 knights at once just sounded like her cup of tea. At her response, Charles turned towards the crowd.

“Alright, bring the healers!”

* * *

It had taken a few minutes for the duel to start, if it could even be called a duel. It was two versus twenty. During the waiting time, Amber got to see Charles’ face since he removed his helmet, and he looked to be in his late twenties with an attractive appearance. He had black hair and black eyes as well as a rather well-defined jawline. Ave stared at him for quite a while, which made Amber raise a brow, but she didn’t question it.

No one did. Everyone was waiting for the healers to arrive so that the duel could begin. It was the entire reason as to why there was an atmosphere of excitement and anticipation all around.

By the time they arrived, everyone was ready to fight, including the now healed Charles, and Aurelia, the princess, announced the start of the duel mere seconds after.

“Fight!”

All the knights rushed at her.

“Do not disappoint me, Amber,” Charles said, grinning.

“Given your classes, I should be the one saying that to you,” Amber retorted before smiling. “I can fight for weeks, after all.”

Charles chuckled at that, and the first knight arrived in front of Amber.

“Got you!”

He swiped, and Amber dodged to the side before kicking him away. The air was knocked out of his lungs as he was thrown, rolling over the ground. It didn’t stop there as Amber was attacked by three knights at once.

She swung her sword and two blocked, one disarmed and pushed away. One of the other two gritted his teeth.

“I’ll take you seriously then. Vanish!”

He swung in a blink, and Amber was actually forced to take a step back, but it didn’t end there as she saw a knight mage aiming his staff at her, shouting, “Blast!”

Amber barely dodged it with Quick Dash, only to run straight into a blade. It pierced through her shoulder as the stabbing knight grinned.

“Admit defeat!”

As much as Amber wished it to be an easy duel, it wasn’t. Fighting so many people at once without full use of her arsenal was hard⁠. However, at this point, she considered not using curses as part of training herself, but she most certainly wasn’t going to give up because it was still fun.

“No!”

She headbutted the man. He screamed as he let go of the sword, and Amber removed the sword and used it to parry a different blade before throwing it at a mage who was forced to dodge.

Then she turned as three knights were thrown away by Charles, all of them exiting the arena and immediately losing the duel.

Oh⁠— Amber had entirely forgotten that she was meant to win.

She ducked beneath a sword swing and then threw the Cursewelder into her ring before grabbing her attacker by the arms and doing a spinning throw⁠. The knight went flying and was caught by someone else to prevent them from exiting the arena.

At that sight, Amber couldn’t help but laugh.

She dodged more attacks and attacked back⁠—

This is fun!

Just like that, she enjoyed the first of many duels.


Chapter 11.

Amber had gotten some much needed relaxation from sleeping. It was still hard to believe that she had been given an entire house to herself right next to the castle, but it had happened. She even had servants who wanted to tend to her every need. Though, she didn’t spend too much time on that; instead, she had gone to bed not too long after arriving.

While she didn’t need sleep at this point, it still felt like heaven to drift off into a world of darkness. Amber couldn’t exactly remember her dreams, but she was left with vague impressions. Of Earth, of her mother, of dragons, of Ax’thra, and even Val’leri.

By the time she awoke, it was past early morning, but Amber was quite sure she had slept more than twelve hours given how early she had gone to sleep. And now, she was leaving. Not leaving to see the capital, not leaving to see the gardens, but actually leaving. She was going to depart from the castle and head over to Laria.

Even though she had only stayed a day, in the end, Amber was itching to see her friends. She was itching to know what Thieney was up to, she wanted to see Liz and her sister, and she maybe wanted to visit the smith as well.

Amber had been worried about repairing her armor, but then she realized that it had the same Self-repair ability that the Cursewelder had, which meant⁠ Val’leri had upgraded her armor to Relic Grade without even telling her.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Armor of Frenzy ⁠— Superb Quality.

This armor is enchanted with the enchantment of lightness, decreasing the weight of the armor by half.

Ability: Self-repair: At the cost of your mana, the Armor of Frenzy will be repaired of any damage.]

It was great, but at the same time, she wished she had realized it sooner, or better yet⁠, she’d been told about it when it happened. However, Amber didn’t complain; instead, she inwardly thanked the crimson Primordial Spirit. After that, she repaired the armor with a not-so-small quantity of mana, and then, after bathing, Amber went off to say her goodbyes.

The first person Amber found, and by pure coincidence, was Ave, the red-haired knight captain who had welcomed her into her team during the demon incursion. This time, however, she wasn’t wearing any armor, just simple clothes.

“Oh, look who it is.” She smirked. “The one who fought twenty knights at once and nearly won.”

Amber scoffed at that. “I'd like to see you do the same.”

Ave chuckled. “We both know that I can fight five at most, but hey, maybe if you cheer for me, I can do six.”

Amber rolled her eyes at that. She didn't take Ave for the joking type, but evidently, she was wrong. Still, her conversation reminded her of everything that had happened the previous day.

She had fought alongside Charles, and the battle had been a blast, even though it was short-lived. Apparently, she was the only person able to increase her strength at will, so it led to quite a lot of situations where the knights were caught off-guard.

After that, there were multiple one-versus-many fights, finally culminating in a one-versus-twenty. First, was Charles’s turn, and he fended off about ten knights before he got overwhelmed. Meanwhile, Amber⁠ almost won except one of the last people remaining jumped out of the arena, and since he was a mage⁠, he used a spell to swap their positions just as he was about to hit the grass. In the end, given she had already used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, she lost.

And even though Amber wanted to keep going after that, all the knights were too tired to continue⁠ except for Ave. Amber fought with her, and while the captain’s swordsmanship was most definitely superior, in the end, she still lost in the contest of true strength.

“So, what brings you here?” Ave asked.

“Well, I was on my way to say my goodbyes.” Amber scratched the back of her head. “I’m leaving for Laria.”

“Laria?” The captain thought for a moment. “To kill more demons or what?”

Amber smiled at that and then answered, “No, not killing more demons. I’m just going to visit friends. I haven’t seen them in a very long time.”

“Oh, I see.” Ave nodded.

“What about you?” Amber raised her brow. “Where are you going dressed so casually?”

“Today is my day off, you see? So, I was about to go and get wasted at a bar.” She smiled triumphantly. “Though, I do hope you were planning on saying goodbye to me.”

“I was, and now that you are here, I’ll say it now.” Amber nodded. “Goodbye, Captain Ave.”

“Just Ave is fine,” the captain said. “Though I’m surprised. I didn’t take you for one to say goodbye so dryly⁠—I’m kidding.”

Amber blinked as Ave placed a hand on her shoulder.

“We’ve known each other only briefly, but know that I’ll miss you. Goodbye, Amber.”

With those words, she was pulled in for a brief hug before the captain departed to “get wasted”. She didn’t expect her first goodbye to go like that, but she didn’t mind⁠.

“Oh, by the way, you can find me at the Golden Bar if you want to say goodbye again,” Ave said before disappearing around the corner.

Amber smiled and nodded before going off to find the others.

* * *

She said her goodbye to the princess and to Charles. Even though the latter was quite sad to see her go just a day after meeting her, he wished her well. They did, however, reminisce about the duels yesterday and had a few laughs about them. In the end, Amber told him that if the opportunity arose in the future, she would duel him once more⁠—with the caveat of being around the same level as him.

She wasn’t planning on just staying level 125 for all eternity, after all.

Then, after that, she headed to meet the king, Octavius, who welcomed her with open arms.

“Amber!” He smiled from his throne. “Nice to see you here. I just sent a message to my lady wife. I was informing her about you.”

Amber blinked. “Wait, is the queen not here?”

“Unfortunately not; otherwise, she would’ve loved to have the maids dress you in different outfits.” He laughed. “So, what brings you here, my friend?”

“I was coming by to say goodbye.”

“You going to the tavern or something?” Octavius raised his brow.

“Er no, I’m leaving,” Amber said. “To Laria.”

“That is soon. Are you sure you don’t want to stay around?” he asked, his voice odd. “You’ve only been here for a day.”

Amber shook her head. She had half-expected the king to try really hard to get her to stay, and while she did feel a bit bad, she also felt it necessary to go and visit Liz and Thieney. It felt like a duty. She had been gone for a whole eight months, and loitering about in the castle while not having taken care of that felt wrong.

“It’s been eight months since I saw my friends. It’s something that I must do.”

The king nodded sagely. “I suppose that that is a duty. I do hope you feel the same kind of obligation to see me in the future.”

Amber smiled at that. “Maybe I will, maybe I won’t.”

In response, Octavius snorted. “Then how about I rescind your noble status.”

“Uh… please don’t?” Amber smiled meekly.

“Anyway, Liz and her sister, Velda, are now officially the new heads of their house, and they have rights to everything that once belonged to the Risnar family,” he said simply. “But they only have one month to make that claim, so make sure to tell them as much.”

“Oh, I see.”

“As for you.” Octavius met her gaze before breaking out in a smile. “Have a good journey.”

Amber blinked. “Thank you⁠.”

“But, I do wish to hear of your travels whenever you return,” he said, nodding to himself. “That will be your debt to me for abandoning the people of Cytel so soon. What will the city do without a hero I wonder?”

She could tell he was joking, so she laughed. “Sure, sure. Considering I’m most definitely the strongest person here, your people will be fine.”

“And how did you draw that conclusion?” Octavius asked with amusement.

“Well, I hear one of the members of the Arcane Council died right outside the capital. I’m sure he was quite strong.”

“And yet, we were unable to recover the stolen artifacts,” he said grimly.

“But my point still stands,” Amber argued before adding, “but if I get my hands on the artifacts⁠—and don’t need them—I’ll make sure to bring them back.”

He smiled. “Should I say, as expected of the friend of the kingdom?”

Amber shook her head. “Don’t expect too much.”

“I won’t.” After a pause, he continued, nodding to himself. “Well, Amber, I hope you have a good journey. Do tell Liz and her sister that I'd like to meet them sometime.”

Amber nodded, and then the king smiled.

“I'd give you some kind of hug but this is the best I can do. So, goodbye, friend.” He waved.

Amber smiled. “Goodbye, Octavius, the only king I've had the pleasure of meeting.”

He laughed at that. “What an honor!”

Amber turned and waved, leaving her friend⁠—the king—behind. She briefly contemplated trying to visit Val’leri but decided against it.

Instead, Amber focused on leaving, having taken care of things⁠.

* * *

Or so she thought.

As she was leaving the castle, she was met by a familiar face. In fact, it was a face she was somewhat familiar with, and by the looks of it, he noticed her, too. Amber watched as the knight rushed from across the castle courtyard to her side. It was none other than Terrel. The knight captain she had befriended.

“Long time no see,” he said in a good mood. “Where are you going?”

“I’m leaving for Laria.” Amber scratched the back of her head. “But we can grab something to eat first if you want?”

At that, Terrel nodded, grinning. “I’d be skipping out on training, but I’m sure everyone will understand that I couldn’t miss an opportunity to hang out with the hero of Cytel.”

Amber blinked and sighed. “Please tell me you aren’t going to start treating me like royalty.”

“No, and I’m also not one for jokes, so don’t expect too many either.” He shrugged. “Anyway, let’s go?”

She nodded, and they departed from the castle, drawing many confused gazes. While Amber hoped the gazes would stop, they didn’t. Even though Cursewelder was now in the ring⁠—and still affecting her with curses due to the fact that its overall quality greatly surpassed that of the ring⁠—she was still attracting attention due to the fact that she was basically a public celebrity.

And so, she took out a cloak, which she used to hide her face. She had gotten plenty of clothing from the servants when they learned she only had her armor on her.

“When did you get one of those?” Terrel asked, seeing the cloak appear.

“As soon as I became a hero I got one,” Amber replied, smirking. “What kind of hero doesn’t have a magical storage?”

“Fair enough.”

And with that, they continued walking, but Amber noticed something⁠, and that was the way he looked at her. There was some level of disbelief in his gaze.

“Is something the matter?”

“When I met you, you were slightly lower level than me, and now you are over ten levels above me. It’s hard to believe that’s all.”

Amber raised her brow and used Identify.

[Warrior. Lvl. 114]

“Well, I fight alone, and you have a whole squad,” Amber pointed out. “It only makes sense.”

“That is true.” He nodded in agreement. “However, I’ve heard of your feats, and I don’t think I could do the same, even if I had the same opportunities as you.”

“I don’t think I’m that special, so, I think you could.” Amber shrugged.

All she had going for herself was stubbornness and an obsession with pushing herself. Other than that, she was actually pretty normal—at least that’s what she thought, but evidently, Terrel didn’t.

“No, I couldn’t.”

“That is pessimistic,” she said and got a chuckle in response.

He smiled. “You call it pessimism, and I call it realism.”

Amber shook her head.

A minute later, they arrived at the restaurant where they took a seat and ordered food. She ordered some extra food for her journey as well.

“So, I hear you’re friends with the Primordial Spirit. How was that encounter?”

Amber blinked before smiling. “Well, like any normal friendship, it starts with fearing for your life.”

“Ah, classic.”

“Then comes convincing them you didn’t come for their life, given they mistook you for a member of some dangerous organization, then finally telling them about your friends in common.”

Terrel nodded before asking. “I wonder who you met who knows the Primordial Spirit, though?”

“Well, he’s a very annoying but fun man,” Amber said before thinking. “Helpful and kind but also… well, annoying and will rub it in your face?”

He raised his brow at that. “He sounds like an interesting person.”

He is interesting given he is a god. Of course, Amber couldn’t exactly say that, so instead, she just nodded. That said, she did miss him, but at least she knew where he was now.

“So, what will you do after returning to Laria?” he asked. “You don’t seem like the type of person to stay around that long.”

Amber pondered. “I heard about the Grand Dungeon in the desert. I’m interested in that.”

“The Grand Dungeon?” he asked, surprised. “Well, given you are not a mage, the desert might not be that dangerous.”

“Oh right,” Amber recalled Thieney’s words from long ago. “It has bad mana density or something, right?”

“Yes, it makes mana regeneration painfully slow, so mana is precious when traveling through it,” he said simply. “Something to be mindful of, though, of course, you can always use a mana potion if truly needed.”

I should prepare a ton of those then, Amber noted. That said, she remembered wondering if they were even a thing in the past⁠, and considering Liz hadn’t bought any, she had to ask, “Never heard of them. Are they expensive?”

“Quite expensive, yeah. Expect to pay no less than one gold for a Rare Quality one. As for Common Quality?” He shook his head. “Those aren’t sold anywhere. They generally just get used as alchemic ingredients instead.”

Amber nodded. Thankfully, one gold seemed like a trivial price.

“Anything else I should be mindful of when going to the desert?”

He thought for a moment. “Bring money. It’s a trade hub and a place where uncommon goods constantly pass through. You never know when you may want something.”

Amber nodded at that. “Fair enough.”

“And finally, consider having high elemental resistance or the sun will literally burn you alive.”

Amber nodded, and just like that, she began to make a bucket list of things to get before going to the desert: water, food, money, and mana potions. While that happened, their food also arrived, so Amber enjoyed it to the fullest.

“So, who did you make friends with?” Terrel asked. “In the castle I mean.”

“The king, the princess, her knight, and Ave, the knight captain.” Amber tilted her head. “And that’s about it. Maybe Volkar, but I think we’re more like friendly acquaintances?” she second-guessed.

“An interesting and eclectic list.” He nodded. “So, you’re leaving right after this meal?”

“Indeed, I am.”

“I see, and how long will you be gone?”

Amber thought for a moment. “Maybe a few months, possibly more? Unless something comes up that means I need to return.”

He pondered for a few moments before speaking again.

“Before you leave, I’d like you to wait a moment. There is something I want to show you.”

“Huh, sure. I’m going to go see Ave anyway at the Golden Bar or whatever she said.” Amber tilted her head. “So, that’s fine, we can do that after.”

He shook his head. “No, this is important. I’ll get Ave to see it, too.”

Amber blinked. “If it’s that important to you, sure?”

At her reply, he smiled. “Alright.”

She wasn’t too sure what Terrel found so important, but she supposed that that was alright, given how long she would be gone and all that. They continued eating until Amber tried to settle the bill and⁠ failed at Terrel’s insistence. This was in spite of the fact that she had ordered multiple meals that she stored inside her ring.

“You know, I probably have more money than you at this point, right?”

“Well, I don’t doubt it, but let me treat you,” he said simply as they left the restaurant. “There is a chance you die out there, so I’ll consider that as our last meal until I meet you again.”

Amber scoffed. “I’m not that fragile. Also, if we don’t meet, will you just assume I’m dead?” she asked, raising her brow.

The man smiled. “Exactly.”

She sighed at that. “Fine.”

“Well, let’s go outside of the town first. There is a nice place you can depart from,” he said simply before gesturing for her to follow.

Amber did as such. She didn’t mind indulging his request given she wouldn’t be returning for quite a while.

Before leaving, she tried to get enlisted into a caravan, but it seemed that individuals of her level inspired fear in most merchants, so she had no luck with that.

Finally, they exited the city and walked for a few minutes before Terrel took a detour, and then, she found herself by a little pond off the side of the road. It was quite the pretty sight all things considered.

And that was when⁠ Terrel said something unexpected.

“Wait here for a few minutes.”

With those words, he left.

Did he bring me here to show me some family heirloom nobody can see? Amber wondered for a few moments. Or just to kidnap me? She was a helpless damsel without a weapon in the middle of the woods, after all.

Of course⁠, not for a moment did she take her thought seriously; instead, she laughed at her lame joke and took in her surroundings.

The pond was shimmering with crystal-clear water, its surface rippling from the fish that swam inside, and the sunlight reflected with a rather calm atmosphere. The wind blew, the air smelled of earth, and the trees rustled while letting leaves fall here and there.

Overall, it was a nice atmosphere.

Amber sat down and relaxed for a moment, and then⁠ she closed her eyes as she fell on the bed of grass.

It was nice, almost too nice.

She heard the humming of birds, the sounds of nature, and for a moment, she almost fell asleep right then and there. She would have if not for a voice that startled her⁠—

“I say goodbye thinking you’ve already left, and you’re just lazing about in a forest?” a familiar voice asked.

Amber’s eyes snapped open, and she turned to see⁠ the king, Octavius. Then she paused seeing that the princess was there, that Charles was there, that Ave was there, the mage secretary, and also Terrel. They were all huddled in a group.

“Wait… what are you people doing here?” Amber asked, standing up, confused.

“Your friend Terrel informed us that you wished to see us one last time before departing,” Octavius gestured. “And, of course, I’d oblige knowing that.”

Amber blinked. She was about to deny it before getting a knowing smile from him. Evidently, it was a surprise and something that she actually appreciated.

“Right, thank you.” She nodded.

“You could’ve just asked me to walk you to the gate, you know?” the king said, shaking his head. “As if I’d deny you that.”

“Your Majesty, that would cause quite the stir,” the attendant said quietly.

Octavius harrumphed before turning to her. “I hear you are departing after this, so.” He extended his hand.

Amber blinked and took the handshake, only to be pulled for a tight hug, then she was let go as she blinked.

“Stay safe. I know you won’t return for months if not years, so you better send some letters.”

Amber blinked. “Ha, I will.”

Then, the king took a step back, and the princess stepped forward.

“Listen, I know our meeting was very brief, but thank you for dueling Charles, and thank you for being so nice to me when we interacted.”

Amber blinked. “It’s not something to thank me for.”

Aurelia smiled. “Yet, I appreciate it regardless. My knight is also thankful.”

Charles nodded. He was clad in armor, but Amber could already tell it was him. Not by his level but just the aura he gave of, though none of that mattered right now.

“I’ll look forward to our next encounter. I will be trying to climb the tower alone, following in your footsteps,” he said. “Then I’ll befriend the Primordial Spirit.”

“Good luck with that.” Amber chuckled. “She is nice. If you meet her, send her my regards.”

“Will do.” He nodded. “When we meet again⁠, let’s duel.”

Amber smiled. “Yeah, and this time, I won’t lose.”

“Likely,” he agreed. “I’ll work hard to not fall behind.”

With those words, he backed off, and then Ave stepped forward.

“You know, I remember when I first heard of you. I judged you, and then when I saw you, I judged you, too,” Ave said, smelling lightly of alcohol. “But you were also very pleasant to talk to, and not only that, but you are also fucking strong.”

Amber blinked. “Right.”

“So, in short, you are a good girl, Amber, and I respect you.” Ave nodded. “It was an honor to fight alongside you in battle.”

Amber smiled hearing her words and then received a hug from the red-haired half-drunk woman. After that, it was Terrel’s turn to speak.

“I’ve said most of what I have to say, so all I have left is to wish you good luck.”

He nodded before leaning in for a whisper.

“This is my gratitude for saving the lives of my squad members. Hopefully, you enjoyed this surprise.”

Amber smiled at that. She didn’t fully know how he had gotten Octavius, in particular, to leave the castle since the reason she was given didn’t seem like quite enough, but she could never be too sure. At the same time, she didn’t really want to ask right now; instead, she just wanted to enjoy the moment.

And so, she did. She walked all the way to the edge of the forest, followed by the group, before finally, speaking once more. 

“Thank you all for seeing me off,” Amber began before smiling. “It makes me happy.”

“Seeing you off like this is the least I can do given you saved the capital,” Octavius, the king, said.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” Aurelia stated.

“Meanwhile, I saw the chance to see you off, and I took it.” Charles chuckled.

“I just got dragged into this.” Ave shrugged.

“Good luck.” Terrel smiled.

Amber found herself happy from all of it. It was weird. Weird to think she had come to this world with no friends, and yet, she had people she enjoyed talking to now⁠, people she wanted to hang out with, and people who appreciated her for who she was.

In the end, she found herself getting a little emotional over how far she had come, but, of course, she didn’t show it.

Instead, she turned around and bade her final farewells.

“Thank you all, for everything. I’ll return someday.”

“You’d better,” Octavius said, and she found voices of agreement followed.

Amber laughed and took a couple of steps forward, and just when she heard their footfalls move back toward the forest, she glanced back to the king with a grin.

“By the way, I don’t mind if you give me a couple of divine artifacts as departing gifts.”

“Bah.” He waved his hand before scoffing. “Next time, how about you bring me one instead.”

She laughed, and with that, she departed for good.

After eight months, she was finally returning to Laria.


Chapter 12.

Amber didn’t immediately go at full speed, but that changed once she was far enough into the wilderness. Having traveled from Laria to the capital a couple of times, she knew the way between the two cities like she knew her daily commute. Well, almost. So, Amber sprinted at full speed.

At first, it was uneventful. All she saw were the passing trees, mountains, and the occasional rock on the road that she accidentally kicked⁠—launching it into a tree and snapping its trunk in half from the sheer forces at play. All in all, it was a normal trip. She basked in the sunlight, she felt the wind, and she jumped off cliffs.

It was something she could have never done on Earth, and it was something that filled her with life. Not because it was thrilling or exciting, but because it made her feel free. Even if it was only during this short trip to Laria, Amber felt free. She was well aware that she wouldn’t take the two weeks that caravans usually took because she was going much, much faster than that.

In fact, it would maybe three or four days at most with some short stops, but still, Amber decided to enjoy herself as much as she reasonably could. So, she made the decision to stop and enjoy any sight she found interesting.

The first stop was a waterfall near a cliff. She used the water to wash her face free of bugs⁠—it was quite normal for her to be showered in them running that fast⁠—but after, she enjoyed the beauty. She enjoyed the downward-falling stream that made a rainbow from its mist, she enjoyed the sounds it made, and she enjoyed sitting at the cliff and swinging her legs playfully.

She had never made an effort to enjoy nature like this, but now that she did, she really appreciated it.

“I wish I had my phone, though…” She tilted her head. “Though, if Ax’thra got it to work, maybe he took some pictures of his birthplace?”

She didn’t dare to actually mention the higher realm out loud, but she thought about it. She thought about Val’leri’s vision, and she wanted to definitely see it in person⁠—that or in a photo album, either was fine.

“That said…” Amber stared down at the base of the waterfall. “I can really fall from here, break every bone in my body, and somehow survive? It feels kind of absurd to think about.”

When she was in battle, any inhuman feat wasn’t thought about too much, but right now, it was different. She was aware of it, and somehow, it clicked for her even more that she was on a completely different world⁠—well, she was kind of used to it, it just still felt shocking.

She wasn’t complaining, though.

Amber enjoyed her relaxing time for a few more minutes before setting off again. It was going to be quite a fun and entertaining journey back to Laria. Relaxing even.

* * *

Amber took a couple more stops throughout the day. One was at an incredibly dark cave, which she explored for about a minute before going back. Unfortunately, it was connected to an incredibly expansive cave system, and the likelihood of getting lost or spending multiple hours in it was quite high, so she had to cut her losses.

Still, she did leave a carving on the wall with her name on it using the Cursewelder. Perhaps someone would see it, perhaps nobody would, but it didn’t matter too much⁠—it was something done on a whim, after all. After that, she hit the road again, and it wasn’t until multiple hours later that she made another stop⁠—

She found an abandoned shed which was slightly dilapidated, it had holes in the ceiling, and the floorboards creaked, but it was right next to a beautiful river that she had to check out. Given the fact that the sun was setting, Amber decided that it was a good idea to spend the night there.

So, she made herself cozy by cutting down an entire tree. All it had taken was a single swing, then she chopped it into pieces and threw them right by the riverside before igniting them on fire. Just like that, she had made herself a campfire.

Amber then proceeded to get another tree trunk, this time for her to sit on, and once that was done, she looked at the sky above. It was a dozen times more beautiful than Earth’s, and yet it was a whole lot less amazing than Ill’hine’s, but Amber didn’t think a lot about the latter. Comparison was the thief of joy—or something along those lines. So, instead, she relaxed and looked at the stars. While at it, she took one of the meals she had gotten at the restaurant.

It was a vegetable soup with some kind of meat, reminiscent of chicken. While it was a simple meal, Amber found it comforting.

“Six months of no human contact, a little over a month of human contact, then two weeks of no human contact before leaving the tower, and then two full days of non-stop contact.” Amber tilted her head. “Kind of weird to think about.”

Her time in the tower was memorable, and yet parts of it were kind of a blur, to be honest. It was hard for her to imagine how long she had spent in this world. She had spent like two weeks with Ax’thra, then gone off to some dungeon, went to help Liz⁠…

“Ten months…?” she guessed. “Well, I guess it doesn’t matter. I can just ask Ax’thra when I meet him.”

With that, she turned to look at the surrounding wilderness. She saw the rustling trees, the flowing water of the river, and finally, her gaze landed on a deer-looking animal that was watching her from afar. Amber stared at it, and the animal stared back, and it wasn’t until it began to approach that Amber saw it for what it was⁠—a very weak monster.

[Cervi Agil. Lvl. 10]

Amber didn’t care too much about it being dangerous⁠—because it wasn’t. However, it was damn cute. Aside from some spikes on its back, it basically looked like a cute-ass deer. And so, she moved her hands forward and offered her soup to the animal.

It took a couple of minutes, but eventually, it made its way near her and actually⁠ began to eat the food she gave it. Amber nearly melted watching it scarf down her food, and in the end, she couldn’t help but give it another plate of some random meat and veggies. She even got to pet it.

“This is fucking awesome…” she muttered.

Normally, monsters were scared out of their minds when they were in her presence, but this time, it wasn’t the case. So, she enjoyed feeling its incredibly soft fur to the fullest. It was a literal deer with bone spikes on its back. It didn’t look funny, and it didn’t look too high fantasy to her, it was just cute.

Well, maybe the fact that I can kill it so easily isn’t so cute, but… She smiled, feeling its neck. It’s still nice.

The animal ate for another minute before the food ran out. While Amber wanted to keep feeding it, it would’ve been stupid to waste all her food on just it. What if she found an even fluffier and cuter animal later?

So, she watched the animal leave, disappearing into the forest, and just like that, she was alone once more, but she was also slightly happier.

After that, she extinguished the fire—not wanting to leave it unattended and accidentally burn the entire forest⁠—and then she went into the shed and slept on the floor. It wasn’t the most comfortable thing ever, but she made a mental note to either buy a sleeping bag or a full-on mattress in the future.

Just like that, she ended her first day of traveling.

* * *

She woke up a few hours later, and when she exited, she found the same Cervi Agil from yesterday standing just a few meters away from her. It was the deer she had enjoyed patting, but she didn’t want to give it more food. So, she ignored it as she prepared to depart.

Except, it followed her. It wasn’t until she reached the road again that the monster seemed hesitant, and Amber couldn’t help but feel slightly bad. It was a cute thing, and it seemed kind of helpless, after all. She had to go, but at the same time, it felt wrong to just abandon it like that. If it was that damn desperate for food maybe it just couldn’t hunt on its own.

It was too weak; its level was way too low for that…

And Amber suddenly had an idea.

“Come here.” She gestured for the deer monster. “Come, come.”

Her voice was low and quiet, and it was seemingly enough for the Cervi Agil to approach, and that was when Amber⁠ pounced. She swept it off its feet as it thrashed for a moment in confusion, and then carrying the deer in her embrace, she grinned.

“Now, let’s get you some levels.”

She set off.

Of course, she didn’t set off right into the forest, no⁠, she still set off to Laria, but now she was accompanied by a monster that she forced to tag along. There were probably plenty of monsters for the Cervi Agil to kill. Now, she just had to coincidentally run into them.

Maybe, just maybe, she was making a mistake by bringing the monster from its safe habitat and out into the unknown, but that was why she was going to level it quite a lot.

* * *

It took about four hours, but eventually, Amber saw monsters. Ferocious wolf-like creatures over level 50.

Sure they were attacking a group of people, so she had to hurry, but they were enough for her needs. And so, with excitement and slight nervousness for saving the people in time, she rushed with Quick Dash and got to work.

* * *

Cecile couldn’t believe her luck, it was damn terrible, and her heart ached. Her heart ached with guilt. She had hired three Gold-Ranked adventurers for this journey. It should have been enough under most circumstances except⁠—

She winced as a Rabidwelf tore into the throat of one of the adventurers. And even though the adventurers had managed to kill two of them, it certainly wasn’t enough given six of them remained. Right now, two adventurers remained alive, but for how long? The horses had already died or fled!

She had to do something!

But what? Sure, Identify showed her as a Warrior, in fact, a level 80 one⁠, but she was a damn merchant. Her class was a literal merchant class. It wasn’t meant for combat. She wished she had prepared some type of enchantment scroll, but she had been over-confident. She had survived the Great Desert multiple times over the years, so getting to Laria shouldn’t have been a problem with adequate preparation!

Preparation she thought she had⁠ made…

But she had been incredibly wrong for some reason or another. For starters, the Rabidwelf were meant to reside much farther in the forest, so it shouldn’t have presented a problem, but she was mistaken.

Cecile winced as the warrior protected the mage. The two were holding them off so desperately to protect her⁠. And that’s when she finally made her decision. She didn’t think she’d end up dead fighting against some damn level 50 monsters, but she was at least going to try to fight alongside the adventurers. So, she summoned a sword from her storage and stepped forward.

“What are you doing, get back!” the mage said.

But Cecile shook her head. She still had attribute points, and she still had some strength, even if it was nowhere near the strength she should have for her level.

So, she stepped next to the shield warrior and prepared her sword. She wasn’t ready for this, she wasn’t ready to die, but she was no fucking coward. So, she prepared herself to swing as the Rabidwelf pounced for her.

This was it⁠—

And the Rabidwelf was kneed⁠—

She watched an armored knee break its jaw in slow motion, and with a shriek, the Rabidwelf was thrown away, rolling across the ground. At that moment, all the other Rabidwelfs turned towards the new face.

Cecile paused. What the⁠—

It was an armored woman with a damn monster in her arms?

Of course, the pack of Rabidwelf did not give care about that. Instead, they all gathered together to rip her to shreds. Cecile assumed the woman was a warrior, but⁠ where was her weapon? Before she could think more, the woman stomped.

The ground shattered in a blink, and all the Rabidwelfs were stunned at once, then with a faraway kick, she chopped the legs off multiple beasts. It was like a wave of energy Cecile had never seen before, and then the warrior sprinted and consecutively kicked.

Each of her kicks crippled a Rabidwelf, leaving them unable to run or do anything. It was a completely one-sided thing, and for good reason.

[Warrior. Lvl. 125]

This person was strong.

And she most definitely had a rare class.

Cecile gulped⁠. The possibility of getting robbed was high. So, she watched the woman’s movements with utmost cautiousness as she⁠ set the monster she was carrying around on the ground and then urged it towards the Rabidwelfs.

“Come on, you can do it. Kill those bastards,” she whispered gently.

Cecile blinked but immediately grew wary of the monster. She recognized it as a Cervi Agil, but maybe it was a rare variant or⁠—

[Cervi Agil. Lvl. 10]

It was level 10…

She couldn’t make sense of things, not even when the warrior urged the level 10 monster to attack and verbally encouraged it, cheering when it finally did so.

Cecile watched as the monster laboriously finished off the Rabidwelfs one by one, all while receiving constant cheering and support⁠—it even got some food tossed to it as a reward!

In the end, she lost track of time, but the adventurers remained as wary as ever. Instead, she just watched as the monster dug its hooves into the Rabidwelfs until each and every single one of them died.

By the time they were done…

[Cervi Agil. Lvl. 35]

It had leveled up 25 fucking times. A level some people wouldn’t reach in their lifetime was reached by a monster in the span of an hour…

Cecile couldn’t believe it.

A sigh left her as the warrior pulled the surprisingly docile monster into her arms and then turned to them. The adventurers tensed.

“So, I can assume what I’m doing is not normal, but can you all put your weapons down?” she asked. “You’re like scaring the deer I’m trying to level.”

“Deer?” Cecile raised her eyebrow. “Is that what you’ve named it?”

The woman shrugged in response.

“Anyway, why are you here… warrior?” she asked.

“Well, I saw a bunch of people getting murdered, so I figured I should help?” the woman answered, clearly confused.

Cecile was still skeptical⁠, but then again, she had just seen the woman level up a monster for some reason or another⁠. Perhaps they were nefarious reasons, but either way, she had yet to try anything.

“I know my level makes me look scary and all, so if you all don’t need help, I’ll just take my leave.”

With those words, the warrior turned around, causing the adventurers to breathe a sigh of relief. Cecile bit her lip. The warrior was preparing to sprint away, and while this wasn’t the highest leveled person she had ever met, she had most definitely been saved by them. Not only that but…

If I can hire them…

So, she called out, “Warrior!”

The warrior turned to her and raised her brow.

“What is it⁠—”

“I want to hire you!”

* * *

Amber blinked at the warrior. She was a woman of the same stature but with deep purple hair and violet eyes. She was dressed in comfortable travel clothes, oddly enough. She was also level 80.

“Why would a level 80 warrior want to hire me?”

“I’m a level 80 merchant, not a warrior, that’s why,” she answered immediately. “And you are incredibly strong, so I hope that answers your question.”

“Right…” Amber looked at her up and down. “And your goods are?”

She smiled and lifted a black ring, and Amber got the meaning immediately. But still, she couldn’t accept it.

“Even if you pay me a thousand gold, I won’t agree to it.”

At that, the woman’s eyes went wide. “Wait, why?”

“I’m going to Laria, and I want to get there in about three days’ time, so…” Amber pondered for a few moments. “You’d slow me down significantly.”

The merchant blinked, and there was a very long pause. Amber thought that would be it, but then she was told to give her a moment, and she went to talk with the adventurers.

It took about a minute, but she returned.

“What if you give me a ride all the way to Laria,” she suggested. “That is my destination, too. I have a small one-person cart you can pull.”

Amber blinked. “What do I get in return?”

“Well, I’m a merchant who specializes in goods from the Great Desert, so⁠—”

“Do you often go to the Great Desert?” Amber interrupted.

“Uh, yeah…?” The woman was confused.

“Deal,” Amber said immediately.

If the woman had visited the Great Desert multiple times, then befriending her was most definitely worthwhile. Though, she wasn’t about to act as a cart horse either, so Amber gave her a condition.

“However, you’ll ride on my back. That or sit on my shoulders,” she stated simply.

The merchant blinked. There was a long pause before she sighed.

“Fine…”

With those words, she went off to talk to the adventurers. It was a long talk and one where she apologized for the death of their comrade—much to Amber’s surprise. She paid them some gold coins, and after that, they began to make their preparations for leaving for the nearest town. They also began to burn the corpses, including the adventurer’s. Then, the merchant returned and nodded at Amber.

“If I’m going to do something so embarrassing, can I at least get your name?”

“Amber, and yours?”

“Cecile,” she said, defeated. “Is there no other way you can bring me to Laria?”

“Not really,” Amber replied. “Can you think of something that’s not your cart? I’m not about to feel like something less than an equal to you when I’m doing you a favor. In fact, you should count yourself lucky that I’m not lugging you like a potato sack.”

The merchant paused at her words, and after a brief silence, she nodded.

“Right, that is fair I suppose…” Cecile said. “I’m asking for a lot anyway, so let’s do it.”

Amber smiled and knelt for the woman to get on. In the end, she chose a simple piggyback ride, and after all was said and done, Amber set off again, making the merchant scream in the process.

* * *

On the first day, Cecile vomited so much that she passed out. On the second day, she also passed out, leaving Amber mostly alone. Amber, in the meantime, managed to level the deer, or Deer as she decided to call her, to level 47. She was planning to take Deer all the way to fifty so she could get her… evolution? Hopefully, at least.

According to Cecile, Deer was a she, which Amber found interesting. Thankfully, they didn’t run into any other caravans or anything during their travel, so the headache of trying to protect Deer from other humans wasn’t a thing.

On the last day, Cecile managed to hold a conversation, and Amber finally got to ask what she had in mind.

“So, you are a merchant, but it says warrior,” she started. “I’ll admit I never so much as used Identify on a merchant, but what is that about?”

“It’s just a non-combat class.” Cecile sighed, talking slowly. “Surprised you didn’t learn this as a kid when choosing what you wanted to be.”

Amber shook her head. “I grew up in a different world, so I didn’t.”

“Yes, I can tell.” Evidently, Cecile didn’t take her seriously. “Anyway, there are non-combat classes and combat classes. Non-combat classes are ones such as chef, receptionist, merchant, etcetera.”

She took a long breath before continuing her explanation.

“Of course, you don’t need these classes to be good at your job or anything, but for example, if your non-combat class uses magic, you’ll be classified as a mage under Identify,” she said simply. “Does that answer your question?”

“I suppose. I’m curious about what a merchant class even does, aside from the obvious answer of securing better deals, but...” Amber took a moment to think. “You’ll probably throw up if you try to talk that much.”

“Correct,” Cecile agreed immediately.

So, they returned to silence with the occasional small talk. Overall, the only times they talked were during the rest times at night, and using that period, Amber had gotten to somewhat get to know Cecile. She also learned a few key things.

Cecile was well over 50 years old, even though she looked to be 22 at most. She was a well-established trader and had a decent number of connections as well as good knowledge about the Great Desert, and a final thing, she had long earned enough to retire but had no other purpose in life other than to trade.

Amber found that a bit sad, but upon learning that Cecile wanted to make enough money to buy an entire country, she changed her mind and found it kind of admirable.

She had also learned interesting things about the Great Desert. Namely, there were whole damn nations in it, yet somehow, Thieney—or literally anybody else—thought to mention that. Though, perhaps to the other people it was obvious. Still, to Amber it wasn’t. Apparently, Torl was the main trade hub of all these nations. The trade hub that received goods from the sea on the other side of the desert as well as Cytel.

The City of Torl, which was where the Grand Dungeon of Torl was located, was quite important to a lot of territories, which was why it was also deemed a neutral and self-governing place.

Cecile did note that due to the conditions of the desert, mages weren’t particularly common outside of the confines of Torl, due to the lack of ambient mana, so warriors were actually the favored class there.

Overall, Amber found the experience to be incredibly enlightening, and she realized that when people named the desert the Great Desert, they meant it because it was actually massive. Even though Cytel looked to be just as big on the map⁠ she had seen, and was the largest territory in it, apparently the Great Desert was three or four times its size.

So, Amber learned quite a lot. Meanwhile, Cecile got to learn that Amber was 21, which got her called a liar. Cecile also got to know that Amber was leveling up Deer on a whim, which was met with doubtful skepticism, and lastly, Cecile learned⁠—

“Wait, you are the hero of Cytel, Amber?!”

Apparently, that was widespread news amongst certain circles. Not necessarily the general public, but that was enough for Amber to sigh.

Finally, towards the end of the third day, they arrived at Arthra Forest, where Amber made a stop and took Deer inside. Cecile chose to wait by the road while that happened.

* * *

Amber headed deep into the forest until she found a Grand Drake.

[Grand Drake. Lvl. 55]

When she did, the monster stared at her dangerously before⁠ bolting away. Amber immediately dropped Deer and used Quick Dash, appearing on top of it and attacking with a downward kick.

She felt the monster’s skull crack as it was sent right into the dirt.

And like clockwork, Deer approached and began her attacks. She had learned a multitude of skills from being able to shoot the spikes on her back to even growing claws from her hooves. So killing the Grand Drake took just a few minutes instead of a few hours, and, of course, Amber watched all the way through like a proud mother.

“In four days, you’ve grown from a helpless deer to an independent adult.” Amber nodded as Deer finished off the Grand Drake.

[Cervi Agil. Lvl. 51]

“Now, it’s time to say goodbye,” Amber stated. “Just promise me you won’t kill humans?”

Her question rang in the air for a moment, and then the monster⁠ bowed. Deer bowed to her for a very long time before giving an affirmative nod. Amber smiled at that, and while Deer seemed to still want to come along, Amber couldn’t take her.

So, instead, she gave the monster a very long hug before departing—one that made her shed a tear or two as the monster whined.

Maybe I’ll try to visit…

After a rather emotional goodbye, she left Deer behind but not before giving her some survival tips, even if Amber was quite sure the monster didn’t need them at this point.

When she returned, she picked Cecile up, and they reached Laria not too long after, arriving early evening, just as the sun was setting. 

Amber set the merchant down not too far away from the gates and received a wobbly nod in return.

“As for your payment,” Cecile said, taking out a sack of gold, “I’ll be generous and pay you⁠—”

“I’ll collect it in a few days,” Amber said. “How long will you be in the city?”

“For about a week?” Cecile guessed. “Then I’ll depart.”

“To?” she urged.

“To the Great Desert, of course.” She harrumphed before walking away. “If you want to find me, just look for the most expensive inn I guess. But for now, I really need some rest, so I’ll go.”

“Make sure to stay at least a week!” Amber called.

She got no reply, but she watched as the merchant proceeded to basically skip the queue and show a badge that got her instant entry into the town, much to Amber’s surprise.

Now, she was stuck with a bunch of terrified adventurers who didn’t dare get close to her.

Should I go to the desert with her or stay around longer? Amber wondered, and just as she did⁠—

She was hit in the back of the head. It didn’t even hurt, but an angry voice scolded her attacker a moment later.

“Velda! What the fuck are you doing?”

“I just felt like it! We haven’t seen her in eight months, so she deserves it!”

Amber blinked and turned around, only to see two familiar women standing behind her arguing. They both looked dirty as if they had just come back from a long journey. The sight made Amber pause.

“Liz?”

The blonde mage smiled meekly. “Hi, Amber, sorry about… Velda, she’s in her rebellious phase…”

Amber couldn’t help but smile.

After so much time, we finally meet again.


Chapter 13.

Amber, of course, didn’t really care about the fact that Velda had attacked her. Instead, she was just glad to be seeing her friend again; it had been eight months and a few weeks since they last saw each other after all.

She stared at the two sisters for a moment. First, was Velda who looked annoyed at her, and then, there was Liz who looked embarrassed more than anything. Amber wasn’t entirely certain what to say, but as she stared at the two mages, she used Identify.

[Mage. Lvl. 63]

[Mage. Lvl. 76]

“You both have leveled up a lot.” She smiled.

“And yet, you are nothing but question marks for me,” Velda said in reply.

Meanwhile, Liz’s eyes widened for a moment, but she said nothing, though their small interaction was enough to send the nearest adventurers into whispers.

“Did you hear? She is called Amber.”

“Amber as in the Hero of Cytel? That woman⁠? No chance. There is no way she can travel all the way here so fast!”

“But look at her level!”

Amber scratched her head at that, and Velda raised her brow. Liz, too, seemed a bit confused but smiled a moment later.

“Looks like we missed out on some news while we were out adventuring?” she asked, amused.

“I guess?” Amber wasn’t too used to having renown, but here she was. “How long have you two been gone?”

“Two weeks,” Velda answered simply. “So, a whole lot less time than you.”

Amber paused at that, and Liz chuckled, getting closer.

“Sorry about that. She’s just upset about not seeing you for quite a long time,” she said. “Maybe we should catch up over a nice dinner?”

Amber nodded, then after taking in the appearances of everyone, including herself, she spoke.

“Then how about we all clean ourselves up and then go and get something to eat?”

Velda slowly nodded, and Liz smiled. “Sounds like a plan.”

Amber was happy, though the muttering from the adventurers behind her irked her a tiny bit. King Octavius had gone a bit too far with all the announcements it seemed. At least, that reminded her of the news she had to give Liz and Velda.

However, as the queue advanced, she decided that the conversation was much better suited for dinner.

“So, Amber, considering your absence, I take it the trip went well?” Velda asked.

Amber looked back at the younger sister, who, for lack of a better word, looked hostile. But, in consideration to Liz’s words, Amber decided to ignore it and nod.

“It did. I made lots of new friends, and I got to level up a lot. What about you?”

Velda paused for a moment to think. “Well, we traveled to a lot of different places, and I almost died several times, but it was… enlightening.”

Liz grabbed her sister by the shoulder, chuckling. “You should have seen how motivated she was at the start. She kept talking about surpassing you basically every day.”

“And I will surpass her.” Velda snorted.

Amber smiled at that. Considering Velda had gained over 40 levels since she had seen her, it was something worthy of respect. Meanwhile, Liz had gained fewer, but she had still grown quite a lot. Still, Amber decided to give her some advice.

“If you want to surpass me then you’ll have to follow the same steps as me,” Amber said, before leaning forward and whispering. “Climb the tower of the capital for eight months, and use my name to your advantage.”

Velda blinked at that. “What does that even mean?”

“You’ll see later.” Amber smirked.

And a moment later, it was their turn to go into the city. Velda and Liz got in without trouble, but Amber⁠ was stopped by the guard, who seemed rather tense.

“W-what is your name and purpose to visit Laria?” he asked, somewhat nervously.

Amber raised her brow. “I’m Amber, and I’ve just come back from an eight-month-long trip to see my friends.”

The guard paused, his eyes growing wide by the moment. “A-Amber…?”

“Yeah?”

Amber raised her brow, and the guard stiffened before speaking in a hurry.

“Please wait a moment.”

With those words, he called over to another guard and left. Liz and Velda had stopped looking at the interaction and came back in confusion. The new guard also seemed nervous.

“What’s going on?” Liz asked.

“No idea,” Amber replied a moment later.

To some extent, she could understand that her level put the guards on edge, considering only the city lord of Laria was over level 100 or something? She couldn’t remember all the details, but at the same time, she felt that the reason for the guard’s reaction hadn’t been due to that but instead something else.

The question was: what?

A minute later, the guard came back and dismissed the other guard. He was holding a smooth piece of paper. It was small, but he looked at it, then back at Amber, then back at the paper. Finally, he showed it to her.

“Is this you?”

Amber blinked, looking at what was essentially a black-and-white photograph of herself. She was smiling and was covered in soot. She didn’t even know when it had even been taken⁠—or the fact that photographs even existed.

“That is me, yeah.”

At her response, the guard’s eyes grew slightly wide before he knelt, his head bowed low in shame.

“I’m sorry for not immediately recognizing you, Your Grace.”

Liz raised her brow at that. “Your… grace? You are a duchess…?”

“Oh…” Amber paused.

The guard immediately stood up and shot a glare at Liz. “Of course she is. She has been personally given the title by the king himself! Every knight of every city knows of the savior of Cytel!”

Liz and Velda stared in shock; meanwhile, the guard turned to her apologetically.

“Sorry for not recognizing you sooner. Your presence wasn’t expected so soon.”

“Right, it’s fine,” Amber dismissed. “Can I go in now?”

He straightened. “Of course, please go in. I shall inform the city lord of your arrival⁠—”

“No need for that. I just want to hang out with my friends,” Amber interrupted, walking past the guard. “So, see ya.”

With that half-assed goodbye, she left the man standing there in confusion. Thankfully, no one else had witnessed what happened at the gate, which saved Amber a small headache. Unfortunately, it didn’t save her from Velda and Liz’s questioning.

“So, you went missing for eight months to pursue nobility?!” Velda asked in frustration. “We are nobles, too, so you could’ve just asked us to adopt you into the house or something!”

“No, it’s not that.” Amber sighed. “It was just a reward.”

“I assume it’s the reason you are called the hero of Cytel now?” Liz asked, raising her brow. “Well, I can’t wait to hear all about it,” she chirped.

Amber shook her head. “You say it as if you aren’t obligated to share about what you did in the past eight months.”

“Well, obviously I traveled with Velda, given my level,” Liz answered with a haughty tone.

“And I obviously went to the Primordial Spirit tower,” Amber huffed.

Liz chuckled at that as they continued walking. They all headed to the same inn, where Amber paid for a room and a bath before splitting off from the group, and with that, everyone got ready for dinner.

* * *

Amber got into the private bathroom, and to some extent, she felt nostalgic. She could remember the first time she had used one. How she had leaned all her possessions against the wall, but now, it was different.

Now, she had stored everything on her person away in the storage ring she had received as a reward. Even with everything she had thrown into it, it had, at most, 3% of its capacity taken. Amber closed her eyes as she sat down in the bathtub, the water soaking every inch of her body.

So much had changed since she had arrived in Vir, and she was happy. She didn’t miss Earth too much, though part of her did want to return just to show off how capable she was now. Things that were previously monumental tasks physically were now child’s play. She wondered what the coach of the college would say⁠—what the other people she had met would think.

In the end, those thoughts were intoxicating to her.

Amber smiled to herself. Even in the past week a lot had changed. She stared at the black ring on her finger, watching as it shone in the light with a beautiful rocky pattern.

I can essentially make a personal room and transport it in its entirety… probably. It was akin to a mobile apartment or something. Though, of course, she wasn’t going to waste the ring’s space on that kind of stuff. But those thoughts were still nice.

Amber took out the Cursewelder, which she gently placed in the bath with her, making the water immediately start boiling. The currents caused by the temperature tickled at her skin, and even though the water would have burned any normal human, Amber found it comfortable instead.

She was essentially superhuman now.

And to think this was just beginning. To think she could reach level 400 and above and still be missing an entire section on the path of true strength.

Suddenly, Amber found herself excited, but as the water burned away, she realized that she had more pressing present priorities like actually bathing herself.

So, she hurried on with that.

* * *

It took about ten minutes, but soon Amber had cleaned herself up and wore casual clothing as she headed out into the lobby of the inn. Not a minute later, Liz came wearing a rather fancy-looking dress that made Amber raise her brow.

“Why the occasion?”

Liz snorted. “I expected you to dress nicely considering you haven’t seen us in eight months.”

“Counterpoint: I am an adventurer,” Amber answered simply.

“Correction: you are a noble now, so part of your duty towards your title is dressing nicely,” Liz said. “So, put something else on.”

Amber shook her head. “I don’t have anything fancy. These pants and shirt will make do⁠—oh, and my armored boots.”

Liz sighed. Amber couldn’t tell if it was one of exasperation, annoyance, or disappointment, but Amber didn’t care all that much about dressing nicely⁠—well, that was a lie. She did care once upon a time. What kind of girl didn’t like to look pretty once in a while? Though, she didn’t care all that much anymore.

“If you have clothes I can borrow, I’ll use them,” Amber said in an attempt to keep Liz happy.

At that, the blonde mage immediately piped up. “Of course. Just come with me.”

Just like that, she was dragged to the sisters’ room, where she met a very casually dressed Velda, which caused Liz to throw a fit, so in the end, all three ended up dressed nicely, wearing dresses instead of shirts or robes. Liz ended up doing the pairs’ hair, too given neither of them could.

After that, they went off to dinner, though the two mages still kept their staves.

* * *

Contrary to Amber’s initial expectations, Liz had chosen a fancy restaurant inside of Laria. It screamed nobility through and through, which Amber didn’t know what to make of. It was even more awkward when the different people around the restaurant looked at her, staring for long periods.

It didn’t stop until they got a private table to themselves far away from the public.

“Why is everyone looking at me like that?” Amber asked, shaking her head.

“Because you’re pretty,” Velda answered flatly.

She paused. “Ha?”

“Don’t mind it.” Liz chuckled. “Every person here has seen both of us once or twice, but given you are new, it’s only natural they’ll stare at you.”

“Right.” Amber nodded. That made sense to her. “So, why such a fancy place?”

“Why not such a fancy place?” Liz answered. “We haven’t seen each other in forever. Might as well make it memorable.”

“I suppose so.”

A moment later, the waiter came by, and food was ordered. Amber had gotten herself some kind of fancy cut of meat, something which Velda copied, but Liz chose something more tame; some sort of fancy vegetable dish.

“So, what were your adventures like, Amber?” Liz asked, quite happy.

“Well, for that I must know that nobody is listening. I can’t exactly talk about this stuff openly,” Amber said quietly.

Liz nodded, grabbed her staff, and soon, a white light shone from the tip.

“Silence.” With her words, a small ripple of white covered them. “Detect.” Another ripple followed.

Amber blinked, Velda said nothing, and Liz began to explain.

“No one beyond our table will be able to hear our conversation, and I will be alerted of any people who approach,” she said simply.

“I thought you were a fire mage?” Amber asked.

“I have some general skills. No one in the establishment is over level 50 thankfully, so we shouldn’t worry about rogues listening in or something. And if someone was strong enough to listen in⁠—”

“We wouldn’t be able to stop it.” Amber sighed. “Well, good enough for me.”

Considering she wasn’t going to tell them about Ill’hine, the information wasn’t all that sensitive anyway. It was more likely for the Arcane Council to catch wind of her being friends with Val’leri from the knights of the kingdom than from Liz and Velda.

“So, why are you being so secretive?” Liz asked.

“Well, it all started with sneaking past the knights that were outside the Primordial Spirit tower near the capital.”

With that statement, both of the sisters seemed as interested as ever.

“Then, I spent eight months climbing the tower, before finally, I met the Primordial Spirit at the top,” Amber stated simply.

Velda’s eyes widened for a moment, and Liz nodded as if she had already expected it.

“Wait, you met another Primordial Spirit?” Velda asked in shock.

Amber blinked, and Liz smiled sheepishly.

“I kind of told her about the first one you met…”

“Right…”

Amber thought about it. Given she had given Liz permission before to talk about her goals in regard to Primordial Spirits, she supposed that it only made sense that Velda would find out after so many months. Plus, since they were looking into the Arcane Council, it was probably useful information to know.

Finally, Amber nodded. “I did meet another one.”

“What were they like?” Velda asked with great interest.

“Eccentric. When talking, they more often than not restated the same thing.”

“Wait, what do you mean?” Liz raised her brow.

“It’s not that complicated, not that hard to understand,” Amber said, giving an example, and both of the sisters blinked. “I learned a lot in regard to a lot of things, from how extensive the power of the Arcane Council is to secrets of the world and things I basically swore never to speak of.”

She was met with nods before Velda began, “Actually, we did look into the Arcane Council. It seems that they went to a Primordial Spirit tower recently,” Velda said. “They were trying to summon a Primordial Spirit, but it seems that they failed.”

Amber raised her brow. “They failed? Why? How?”

“I don’t know. Based on sources, what they used should have summoned the Primordial Spirit, even if the target didn’t want to be summoned,” Velda stated, lowering her head.

“Right…”

Was that why Val’leri told me to not worry about the beacon? Amber pondered for a few moments.

“So, did you get information in regard to your friend?” Liz asked.

Amber nodded. “I did, and he’s safe.”

The blonde mage nodded. “Well, I suppose before we ask more about that, we should share what we were up to, right, Velda?”

Her sister nodded. “Yeah…”

“Basically, we looked into the Arcane Council with the help of Velda’s connections. It turns out⁠ that the Starkell family have access to quite a lot of information brokers. That’s how we learned of that summoning,” Liz stated. “Though, the information wasn’t cheap. We also learned a lot of stuff that you can find in this envelope, here.”

Amber stared at the letter that was being slid towards her and then made a mental note to pay the sisters. She grabbed it and slid it from sight before vanishing it into the ring.

Liz continued, “While that happened, I also leveled up and tried to help Velda get levels—as you can see, my sister got a lot of levels.” She gestured. “Aside from that, not that much has happened.”

Amber blinked. “Wait, that’s all?”

Liz smiled. “Just kidding. I did do quite a lot of stuff. I went on some adventures on my own and conducted my own research, but I do doubt any of that is enough to get me called hero.”

“I doubt we did anything exciting enough to really compare with anything that Amber did,” Velda said. “Kind of not fair.”

“Well, you did get a very rare class advancement,” Liz pointed out. “And Amber hinted that you should meet the Primordial Spirit of the capital in the future, so there is that to look forward to.”

“I guess…” Velda agreed, somewhat discouraged before turning to Amber. “So, what would you say is the bare minimum for me to try?”

Amber frowned. “I can only speak from my own experience, but being able to forego food, the need for sleep, and being able to fight for weeks straight were requirements for me.”

“Right…” She pondered for a moment before nodding to herself. “So, I guess I’ll only go after I reach level 100. Then I can leverage your name like you wanted me to.”

Amber nodded at that, and Liz smiled before speaking in a more serious tone.

“Now, there is something that I have to tell you about, Amber.”

Amber lightly tensed, and Velda nodded, seemingly knowing what this was about.

“What is it?”

“Continuing the topic of your friend,” Liz began. “I went to the Primordial Spirit tower in the Arthra Forest, and there I met a Primordial Spirit.”

Amber blinked in shock, and Liz met her gaze before smiling.

“But it wasn’t just any Primordial Spirit. It was your friend, the Primordial Spirit you always talk about.”

She met him? That wasn’t possible, but still, Amber chose to listen, and hearing the following words from Liz, she froze.

“I met Ax’thra.”


Chapter 14.

She met Ax’thra?

Amber was doubtful, doubtful that Liz was actually speaking about her first friend in this world, but it seemed that her doubts were wrong. Amber was wrong, but now she couldn’t understand what or how⁠—

She couldn’t understand anything.

Why did Val’leri say Ax’thra was in Ill’hine? Had he met Liz before he went off? There was so much she couldn’t understand because it didn’t make sense. Why didn’t he seek her out⁠? Why didn’t she hear about this from Val’leri?

It just didn’t make sense to her, and her sudden confusion and shakiness seemed to make Liz worry.

“What’s wrong, Amber?”

“I thought… he wasn’t in Vir anymore,” Amber said simply. “So, how did you meet him?”

“Well… it’s a long story…” Liz scratched her cheek. “Are you sure you want to hear it?”

Amber immediately nodded. “I do.”

At that, the blonde mage took a breath and then she began to regale them with her tale.

* * *

It was about two months after Amber had left that Liz decided to venture to the tower in the Arthra Forest.

Velda had gone off to a low-leveled dungeon to train her skills, so she hadn’t been worried. That was why Liz took the multiple-day journey towards the tower. Not only was the monster population a mess, but the forest was broken apart and destroyed as if a natural disaster had passed through.

Lacerations filled the trees, carcasses of dead monsters littered the surroundings, and the monsters were on constant alert as if death had just passed through⁠—which actually made the journey to the tower all that much easier for Liz.

Reaching it had been uneventful, and so had been the climb. All she did was explore multiple rooms and check things over, even finding Amber’s sleeping room⁠—or what she believed it to be anyway⁠—until finally, she reached the top. However, contrary to her expectations, it wasn’t empty. No, there was a figure sitting on the throne.

A figure she recognized⁠—how couldn’t she?

After hearing so many tales, so many bedtime stories, and reading so many books, it was clear what she was looking at was a Primordial Spirit.

She had met a Primordial Spirit.

Liz’s heart immediately stopped as the god fixed his gaze on her, but contrary to expectations, he smiled at her and beckoned her.

“Welcome, you are not who I expected, but…” There was a small silence as he tapped into the air and smiled. “You are Amber’s friend, and there is a message I want you to pass along.”

“A message?” She blinked.

The god nodded.

“I’ll tell you about it later. Your name is Liz, right? What brings you here?”

The god had an enchanting purple light and almost seemed handsome to her⁠—it was all confusing. Liz was nervous but chose to engage in conversation and learned a lot about the spirit. She learned about his fascination for weapons, the fact that he was in love with another Primordial Spirit, and she even learned that he was just reminiscing in this tower.

But finally, the conversation that went on for a while came to an end. She hadn’t gotten to ask many questions, let alone any meaningful ones, having been relegated to someone that listened instead. But she did learn a few things.

Yes, he had been attacked by the Arcane Council; yes, he owned the tower they were sitting in; and yes, he was indeed friends with Amber.

“I can see that Amber means a lot to you, so you should tell her you met me.”

Liz blinked. She was already planning on doing that. But before she could say as much, the spirit continued, meeting her gaze.

“You are trustworthy enough to know my name so: tell her that, I, Ax’thra, send my regards.” He smiled. “I’m sure that will make her whole week.”

With those words, he stood up and nodded.

“It was nice meeting you, Liz. As for the message I want you to pass along?” He glanced back at her, smiling. “Tell her to find me in the Great Desert so that we can have a nice reunion.”

With that, the spirit⁠— left, disappearing with a flash of light as she was left there to stare, unable to ask questions she wanted to ask.

* * *

“And so, that’s how I met your friend,” Liz finished.

It had been a lengthy explanation with a lot of details, but Amber couldn’t help but blink. Every single detail about the Primordial Spirit was off, from his likes and dislikes to his preferences to… his light color.

But, at the same time, they used Ax’thra’s name⁠—maybe it was Ax’thra? Maybe he just fabricated a fake personality?

He is eccentric enough to do that⁠—

Amber paused, having a realization.

No, it couldn’t be, right?

“Was the Primordial Spirit muscular?” Amber asked, tensely. “You mentioned his light was purple…”

Liz blinked and thought for a moment. “I guess he was, yeah, why? Shouldn’t you know this already?”

So that’s… how it is. Amber frowned. No wonder he mentioned the Great Desert, and no wonder every personal detail was off…

“The Primordial Spirit that you met isn’t my friend,” she finally said.

At that, the blonde mage paused. “What?”

“You got told the name of my friend, but he isn’t my friend⁠—in fact, he just gave you my friend’s name because… well, I don’t know…”

Amber shook her head. She didn’t understand why the Primordial Spirit went out of his way to lie, but he did seem to be considerate when giving Ax’thra’s name, given the entirety of the dialogue, so she wasn’t that upset. However, she was skeptical of why he was already looking for her.

This was six months ago⁠—meaning Val’leri couldn’t have possibly told him about her existence. So, why?

Liz seemed to be thinking. “But that makes no sense. Why was he there, then? Why did he know about you, why was he expecting me⁠, and why did he lie?”

“I already said I don’t know.” Amber sighed. “It’s a Primordial Spirit. Maybe he thought it was funny? But that’d be stupid.”

“Right…” Liz blinked.

Evidently, Liz didn’t understand what Amber was talking about, but speaking from experience⁠, Primordial Spirits were odd—at least if Ax’thra and Val’leri were anything to go by. Still, this was too odd even for them.

Finally, Amber continued, “However, I have a feeling that this is something that goes deeper than just being eccentric… But, at the same time, this Primordial Spirit is who I’m looking for, so maybe him knowing about me isn’t that bad...”

“Wait, why are you even looking for them? How do you even know about them?” Velda asked, evidently not following.

“I know about them from the Primordial Spirit I just befriended: Val. As for why I’m looking for them?” Amber shook her head. “That is not something I can answer.”

After that, there was some silence as Liz looked down at the table. Amber couldn’t tell if she was embarrassed or something else, but after a few moments, she raised her head.

“So, I met a Primordial Spirit who just so happened to lie to me at every turn…” She sighed. “That’s… kind of depressing.”

“Maybe the likes and dislikes he talked about are the truth,” Amber said. “But I’m sorry you met them like that… For what it’s worth, if things go well when I meet them, I’ll give them an earful about how they lied to you and make them apologize.”

Liz blinked at Amber’s words. “You’d do that for me?”

Amber smirked. “Of course.”

“But, wait, what happens if things don’t go well?” Velda asked.

Amber turned to her and nodded. “I’ll die.”

“Amber, you can’t just look for a Primordial Spirit that will potentially kill you,” Liz said in a somewhat scolding manner.

“I have to.” Amber closed her eyes before nodding to herself. “Plus, now that they’ve made my friend upset, I ought to make things right, don’t I?”

Liz paused at that and smiled.

Amber did mean it. Perhaps she wouldn’t chase the Primordial Spirit to the ends of the earth, but knowing this happened certainly was an even greater motivator for her to go and seek him out. After all, not only had they impersonated Ax’thra, but they had also made Liz feel like a fool⁠. That was certainly enough for her to hold a grudge over.

And there was also the fact that he was looking for me… Amber added in her mind.

“But where will you even find them?” Liz asked. “And are you sure you don’t need more preparations? You are only level 125.”

Velda’s eyes went wide, but this time she didn’t say anything, though the shock was obvious on her face.

Amber shook her head. “I don’t even know where to level up other than go to the Grand Dungeon in the Great Desert, and⁠… well, this Primordial Spirit just so happens to live in that same desert, so…”

“Right… so you’ll find their tower?” Liz asked.

“Yeah, the cube is useful at doing that.” Amber nodded.

“Right.”

After that, there was silence on the table. Amber didn’t know if she’d received great news or bad news, but at least she had some kind of new information. First, the Primordial Spirit lied for some reason. Second, he was acquainted with Ax’thra at the very least. And thirdly, he knew of her. So, hopefully, meeting him would go a lot more smoothly knowing the third thing.

She was sure she wanted to go to the desert soon, and so, she decided that tomorrow she was going to seek out Cecile for that very reason.

Amber sighed. It was a lot to take in, but the more she thought about it, the more it bothered her that the Primordial Spirit had impersonated one of her friends and deceived another one of her friends. And at the same time, she was curious about how he knew of her.

“You know, maybe you can visit the Grand Library,” Liz suggested.

Amber raised her head. “The Grand Library? What’s that?”

“You… don’t know what the Grand Library is…?” Velda asked in shock.

And that’s how Amber got to learn more information about the Grand City of Torl. She learned that it collected knowledge from all the surrounding nations and kingdoms, including Cytel. It was the biggest library on the continent.

By the end of the explanation, she had decided that that was the very first place she would go to upon arriving in Torl—and she once more blamed Thieney for being so damn brief.

After the explanation, Liz warned them of the waiter approaching, and just like that⁠, they received their food. The atmosphere remained a bit awkward as they ate, given the recent topic of the spirit.

“You know, we still have to hear about why Amber is called the hero of Cytel and why she is a noble,” Velda pointed out. “I mean, considering she is leaving again soon, I do want to hear all about it.”

Liz slowly nodded at that and jumped at the chance to change the conversation. “That is right. What the hell did you do, Amber?”

“Well…”

Amber grabbed her fork, thinking for a moment. She didn’t feel like keeping the Primordial Spirit topic going was a particularly good idea, and at the same time everything that needed to be said had been said, so⁠ she decided to also move the on and not let some liar god ruin their dinner.

“That’s a bit complicated,” Amber started. “It all began with wanting to get you two’s family arrested.”

Liz nearly spat out her food.

Velda dropped hers from her fork. “Wait, what?”

“I spoke about what the Starkells did to Velda and what the Risnar’s did, and the king concluded that the two families had to be arrested,” Amber stated. “And that’s how it all started.”

“You… wanted revenge for Velda?”

“Sort of?” Amber scratched the back of her head. “I wasn’t planning on intervening past that, but the king offered me something that I couldn’t exactly refuse.”

“And that is?” Velda prodded, though she seemed a bit uncomfortable.

Amber smirked. “A divine weapon.”

At that, the two sisters paused, evidently blown away by what she had just said. But Amber didn’t exactly want to summon a nearly two-meter-long sword for them to look at, so instead, she continued.

“Anyway, I went off with a bunch of knights to track the family down, and we stumbled upon Oracle’s ritual to destroy the capital.”

“Stumbled?” Liz raised her brow.

“That is right, and as you can imagine, Oracle was fucking pissed.” Amber nodded. “So, after that⁠, we stopped the ritual, and in a last-ditch effort, they summoned a demon to delay us from pursuing.”

Both nodded as Amber looked down at the table. She hadn’t started eating yet.

“But the demon summoned was somehow the exact same demon I killed here in Laria?” Amber thought for a moment. “Like, he even remembered me, and I feel like he isn’t dead even after I killed him again.”

“That is… odd, but not much is known about demons other than… folklore,” Liz said hesitantly.

“Well, after that, I was declared the Hero of Cytel and stuff,” Amber dismissed.

“And this occurred in the span of like a day?” Velda asked in disbelief.

“That is correct.” She nodded. “I even got the noble title of Duchess and a bunch of gold coins as reward, even though Oracle escaped.”

“Ha…” That was all Liz’s sister could say.

Meanwhile, Liz just sighed before she started chuckling.

“Should I say as expected of you?” She laughed. “That is more than I went through in the past eight months.”

Amber blinked but then remembered something. “And the king had news for you both.”

Liz wiped a tear from her eye. “What are they?”

“You two are now the official heads of the Starkell house and have the right to claim everything that once belonged to the Risnars.”

And after that, there was silence. Both of the sisters had stopped in their tracks.

Liz was the first to gather herself. “So you are telling me we have the right to become a prestigious noble family just like that?” she asked, blinking.

“I guess so, yeah,” Amber agreed. “The king did say you have one month to do so—about four days ago.”

“Huh, right…”

Liz thought for a moment and smiled widely.

“Then I guess we’ll have to take care of that as soon as Amber leaves for the desert.”

Amber snorted. “Suddenly, you are on board with the idea?”

“Well, that was before I found out I got vindication!” Liz retorted. “Though…”

The mage trailed off for a moment and then met Amber’s gaze.

“Thank you for your actions. I’m sure that your friendship with the Primordial Spirit of the capital had something to do with it, so I really appreciate it.”

“That it did…” Amber agreed, and she got a chuckle in return.

After that, they relaxed and enjoyed their food—something that made Amber consider buying meals from this restaurant and throwing them into her ring. Though, a minute or two into the meal, Liz raised her head.

“So, what will you do about the Primordial Spirit?” she asked.

“I told you already, didn’t I?” Amber smirked. “If it all goes well, I’ll give them an earful, and if things don’t go well, they’ll probably kill me so⁠… Ax’thra will give them an earful.”

Liz smiled at that, and Velda sighed.

“I’m surprised how unconcerned you two are about me learning the name of a Primordial Spirit second-hand.”

“Well, I had already told you the name long ago because I trust you,” Liz dismissed. “So…”

Velda shook her head. “And yet Amber doesn’t care.”

“Because I trust you as well.” Amber pointed her fork at her. “I understand that you’re upset about me leaving, but just know that I’ll always return, even if it takes decades to do so.”

“Why must it take decades?” Velda asked, appalled. “At least do it yearly!”

“Well, life is full of mysteries.” Amber smiled. “Can never know where my next journey will take me.”

At that, Velda snorted. It was clear to Amber that it was always going to be something that bothered her, but she’d deal with it later. For now, it was better for them to enjoy dinner, so she tried to cheer her up.

“Just so you know, if it had been you in Liz’s shoes when meeting the spirit, I’d be just as upset,” Amber said, smiling.

Velda blinked. “Really?”

“Of course.”

Naturally, it was a half-truth. She wasn’t as close to Velda as she was to Liz, but Amber was sure that after spending some more time with her, she’d feel the same way.

For now, however, Amber enjoyed her dinner.

* * *

The food had come with a price of over a gold coin for all three dishes, which was⁠ absolutely ridiculous, but Liz paid it without saying much. Unfortunately, Amber couldn’t pay Liz back due to the latter’s refusal, and when she expressed her desire to pay for the information cost in regard to the Arcane Council⁠, it was also rejected.

On their way back to the inn, Amber thought about ways of paying the blonde mage back. By the time they arrived, she realized that there was a single thing she could do, and given Velda had left for the bathroom, this was the perfect time.

So, Amber gave Liz her ring⁠—the ring she had gotten from the bandit boss a long time ago. Contrary to expectations, she was stared at for a few moments before a chuckle left Liz.

“You know you don’t have to give me anything, right?”

“Why not?” Amber raised her brow. “I’m essentially exploiting your kindness.”

“Exploiting?” Liz shook her head. “Let me remind you that you saved my sister.”

Amber crossed her arms. She didn’t have much of an argument against that, but it still felt wrong for her not to do anything in return.

“Besides, you also let me keep the staff from the member of the Arcane Council,” Liz added. “But if you insist, I’ll take it. However…”

“However?” Amber raised her brow.

“I’ll give it to Velda and say it’s a gift from you,” Liz stated with a sly smile.

Amber blinked. She was fine with that, but at the same time⁠, if it was a gift, how was she meant to repay the two sisters?

“Why won’t you just take gold,” Amber sighed.

“Because part of me enjoys seeing you this exasperated,” Liz smirked. “But, on a more serious note, I told you already that you saved my sister. The amount of gratitude I feel towards you is so immense that it’s not even close to abusing my kindness.”

Liz tapped her back.

“So, just take my kindness; otherwise, I’ll feel like I’m abusing your kindness instead.”

“Right, thank you.”

Amber decided to accept it, at least for now. In the end, she was glad that she had met Liz, even if⁠ their relationship had been rather weird at first, all things considered. After that, Velda returned, and it was time for them to go and rest, but something happened just as they were about to go⁠—

“Halt!” a gruff voice called, and Amber turned only to see a group of knights marching towards her. They all had their weapons at the ready but not raised; however, they looked at her with utmost seriousness as a man stepped forward.

“Are you Amber?”

She blinked, nodding, and then she was pulled by the hand as the man spoke.

“You are coming with us.”


Chapter 15.

Amber found herself following the knights. Aside from the initial forceful interaction, it all seemed rather calm. But she still felt like she was in trouble. Liz and Velda followed right after her, and thankfully, the knights didn’t seem to care about that particular detail. Instead, they just marched in silence. Finally, just as Amber was about to start asking questions, the man who had grabbed her spoke. ⁠

“The city lord asked us to retrieve you in a most urgent manner.”

Amber was taken aback. “What, why?”

“Orders,” the guard replied simply. “Your friends are welcome to join as well.”

With those words, the knight made a signal to the surrounding knights which made their formation shift to accommodate the three. Liz and Velda quickly joined her, bewildered.

“Why would the city lord order this?” Liz asked.

“Maybe he was really eager to meet Amber?” Velda joked, but after getting a glare from her sister, she looked at the ground. “Sorry.”

Amber shook her head. She had no idea what the city lord could have so urgently wanted, but she was a bit irritated by it. At least, there was no further force used. So, Amber just took the wait and see approach.

The streets were rather empty due to the hour, so it was a short and quiet walk all the way to the city lord’s residence. It was a wonderful mansion with beautiful gardening that Amber could hardly see due to the lack of light. All she could note was the stone path to the entrance in between some grand pillars.

After entering, they were led to a waiting room with several couches and a fireplace, and then, the knights left. They all sat down given the rather strange and calm atmosphere, and Amber took this chance to start conversation.

“Do you all have any guesses as to what he would want?” she asked.

At that, both of the sisters shook their heads. Liz seemed to have thought for a moment before doing so, but evidently⁠, no one had a clue to why they were brought here. But before Amber could even sigh, a servant entered the room and spoke:

“The city lord is expecting you at the dinner table.”

I was dragged for dinner…? Amber frowned at that, and Liz and Velda seemed confused about the whole thing. For a moment, she thought about refusing, but instead, she went along. In the end, she decided to give the city lord the benefit of the doubt.

She was brought over to a different room and took a seat before a grand feast and⁠—

“You didn’t send the guards to drag me just for dinner, did you?” Amber asked the city lord.

The city lord laughed. “You are straight to the point, I see.”

Amber frowned at the man. He appeared tall and aged, with combed hair and a groomed beard that gave off a classy feeling. Though, much to Amber’s annoyance, he seemed to be smiling.

“Do you not want to have dinner with—”

“I already had dinner,” Amber interrupted. “I assume I didn’t commit a felony given I am here and not in jail, so, why am I here?”

Her voice made the man chuckle, and Liz and Velda gave her a surprised look. Maybe she was being rude, but Amber heavily disliked the fact that she was made to feel like she was in trouble when evidently she wasn’t.

“You are here because of something that concerns you, but I also want to have dinner with you,” the city lord explained. “You see, my son spoke highly of you in a recent letter, so I figured a meeting was in order.”

She relaxed hearing that there was something that concerned her, and while she wanted to ask about that, she ended up asking about the other topic first.

“Your son?” Amber raised her brow.

“His name is Volkar, and he is a knight.” He smiled. “And I’m Astel, the city lord.”

“Huh.”

It wasn’t something that Amber expected, but her momentary surprise quickly wore off as she spoke.

“So, what’s this something that concerns me?”

“First, will you please indulge this old man on eating a bit with him?” he asked back.

“No,” she answered in a deadpan manner. “Just get to the point.”

The city lord paused, and for a moment, he was stunned. But then he quickly recovered with a laugh.

“Very well, I’ll get to the point.” He nodded. “As a high-level individual who frequents my city, there has been some research made on you, and while your origins are pretty much a mystery, there is something that we are worried about.”

Amber raised her brow again. She wasn’t quite following.

“You see, monster movements from the Arthra Forest have been irregular since you arrived in our town, and this monster movement seems to be drawing closer towards Laria at great speed,” he said. “Now, the knights are already acting on it, but do you happen to know anything? A merchant mentioned he spotted you leaving the Arthra Forest, and it seems that everything started after.”

Amber blinked, forgetting her annoyed mood for a moment. She had a hunch, but she had to confirm something.

“By monster movement, do you mean monsters fleeing in a panic?”

“Indeed. Ever since you left that forest, this has been happening,” he confirmed. “And even though it’s only been a few hours, we’ve determined this is a threat to the city.”

That’s when it dawned on Amber what was happening. Or at least, what she thought was happening, and it all had to do with a cute creature she had taken under her care for a few days.

“Oh…”

“Know anything?” He raised his brow looking at her reaction.

Amber didn’t want to explain⁠— especially because she didn’t want Deer to be hunted down—but she most definitely had to do something⁠.

And the door burst open as a servant called.

“Urgent matter: the knights have made contact with a monster that refused to fight them⁠. They are currently giving it chase, but they request backup due to its level.”

Hearing that, Amber immediately stood up from her seat. “I’ll deal with it.”

“You will?” the city lord asked dubiously. “Could it be that this is your doing?”

Amber immediately denied the accusation and made up some bullshit about how her friends resided in the city and this greatly concerned her—which seemed to convince the city lord. Not too long after, she set off with Liz and Velda in tow, all of them following after a scout.

Thankfully, neither of the sisters questioned anything during the trip.

* * *

It wasn’t until they entered deep into the forest and the scout left to look for the knights that Liz spoke up.

“So, you did something. What was it?” she asked in an accusatory tone.

Velda chimed in, “You’re hiding something from us.”

A sigh left Amber. “In simple terms, I may or may not have adopted a monster⁠.”

“You what?!” Liz freaked out, and Velda’s eyes went wide.

Amber didn’t think it was such a huge deal, but evidently, Liz was utterly baffled.

“How did you even adopt a monster⁠—it’s a monster; a savage creature meant to cause harm,” she said in disbelief. “You aren’t even⁠—”

“I just brought her around and helped her level all the way from 10 to 51,” Amber explained. “It’s not a huge deal.”

“And you even know its gender?” she asked, massaging her forehead. “Just look at the disaster you’ve caused.”

“Hey, she refused to fight,” Amber protested. “That means she listened to my order to not harm humans.”

Velda was just staring, and Liz sighed.

“You’re ridiculous.”

Amber was about to ignore her when she heard battle cries in the distance. She rushed toward the sounds, leaving the two mages momentarily stranded.

The trees around her blurred, and it took less than a minute for Amber to arrive to a group of knights with swords pointed at a monster. It wasn’t a monster that Amber recognized. It had a bone-like armor covering its body, and it almost looked like a majestic skeletal horse⁠, except it was over two meters tall.

The monster, however⁠, immediately rushed towards her, and one of the knights panicked.

“Be careful!”

Amber blinked, and she was tackled to the ground by the gigantic monster, except there was no desire to kill. Instead, it stared at her before the bones on its face receded. And that’s when Amber saw a familiar face shape⁠— it was Deer, and now she had evolved.
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The knights, however, immediately rushed to attack.

“Wait!” Amber called, making them halt. “I’ll take it from here!”

“Are you sure⁠—”

“You idiot, she is over level 100. Let’s just go,” a knight interrupted.

“Let us report this to the city lord!”

With that, the three knights left to do their duty. She did receive a few stares, which led to her pretending that she was trying to push Deer back, but after they left, she relaxed, and her monster licked her. Amber quickly found herself covered in spit from the now huge but rather cute armored monster. Thankfully, Deer seemed wholly uninjured, except for chips on the bone.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

At that, the monster paused and tilted her head. Almost as if implying that it was obvious, but Amber spoke.

“You weren’t supposed to follow me⁠—”

She received a whine in response.

Just as she was about to continue the conversation, she heard rustling from a nearby bush, marking the arrival of the two sisters. Liz was the first one to lay her eyes on the monster, and her eyes grew wide.

“That’s…?”

“She’s so big!” Velda exclaimed.

Deer glanced at them with wariness in her eyes. Evidently, the guards had scared her, but Amber made sure to explain.

“They are allies, my friends.”

At that, the monster visibly relaxed. Then there were introductions, which were over quickly. Amber half-expected to be roasted for naming the monster Deer, but thankfully, they had no idea that it was a word, so Velda said it was cute since it sounded like the word “dear”. After that came seeing Deer’s full form, which was…

“So cute!” Velda brightened.

“It’s not the murder machine I expected you to raise,” Liz said, crossing her arms.

Deer’s full form was essentially her pre-evolution form but scaled to be two meters in size. So instead of being small, she was big but still cute. It was something that Amber didn’t feel in any particular way about, but she found the bone armor to be a seriously cool skill.

“Amber, do you mind if I…” The noble girl looked at Deer, craning her head. “Uh…”

“Do you want to play with her?” Amber asked, raising her brow.

In return, she received an eager nod.

After that, Velda played with the tamed monster that wasn’t dangerous at all, and Amber was left to talk with Liz.

“So, what will you do?” she asked.

Amber scratched her cheek. “I don’t really know.”

The blonde mage let out a sigh. “The monster is clearly intelligent. It can understand our words perfectly, so I’m sure you can figure out a way that it doesn’t become a target for humans.”

For a moment, Amber imagined Deer patrolling the streets of Laria as a city guard⁠—or a monster that was part of the guard of the city. But there was no guarantee that people wouldn’t try to kill her, so that wasn’t an option. But as Liz said, she had to figure something out.

“I’ll explain to her the human world and do’s and don’ts so that she can avoid further trouble.” Amber sighed.

“Good, now you just have to figure out how to solve the attachment she has to you,” Liz pointed out. “Otherwise, she’ll follow you around.”

“Right…”

Amber looked over at Velda now riding Deer. The two seemed to be having fun at least.

It seemed that she had a busy week ahead of her.

The first thing Amber explained to Deer was that she had to wait patiently for her to return the next day. The monster obeyed reluctantly, so the first night was a success at least.

* * *

The next day was spent explaining to Deer stuff about the human world. Mainly things such as cities and the reactions of people towards monsters. This seemed to make her a bit depressed., but thankfully, Velda had insisted on coming along, so playtime cheered up the monster. Then, Amber made sure Deer understood everything she had explained.

The second day, Amber made sure to bring Velda along, but she was rather stumped on what to do with Deer. So, she went to the city to think, leaving the two of them alone. That was when she ran into someone unexpected.

“Amber?”

It was Thieney, and he was surprised to see her.

“I didn’t know you had returned.”

“Ah…” Amber scratched the back of her head. “I’ve been… busy.”

At that, the man chuckled. “Me, too. Do you want to catch up?”

Amber hesitated, but after a few moments, she ended up agreeing. Maybe he could give her some advice⁠—something she was missing. So, she got some street food with him and sat down.

“Do I want to know your level now?” he asked jokingly.

“Probably not.” Amber grinned. “But I’m the Hero of Cytel.”

“I heard of that… and to be honest, I don’t know how to react anymore,” he said eating a skewer. “You are so extraordinary that we belong in different worlds.”

Amber blinked at that, but Thieney didn’t seem particularly bothered. Instead, he continued.

“You save a city; meanwhile, I get a girlfriend⁠, then when I have a kid, you’ll become a god,” he said.

“You got a girlfriend?” Amber was surprised.

“Emma.” He nodded. “I want to marry her actually⁠—in a few months.”

“Oh…”

Amber didn’t exactly expect the first human she met in this world to end up with a girlfriend and get married in such a timespan, but she was happy for him.

“Anyway, you said you were busy, what with?”

“Ah…” Amber took a moment. “Well, there is this monster I happened to kind of adopt, leveling them up from level 10, and now that it’s over level 50, it doesn’t seem to want to leave me… alone?”

He blinked. “Wait, you adopted a monster?”

Amber nodded and let her friend digest the statement.

After thinking for some time, he asked, “So, the monster is attached to you because you helped them?”

“Yeah,” she agreed. “They are incredibly smart it seems…”

He frowned, thinking. “Well, I mean… I don’t know how monsters work, but I think you should show them you care. Right now, it kind of seems you want to get rid of them.”

“Right.”

“And while, I’m not saying you should take them along, finding them something to remember you by, might just be the move. Teach them something, give them something, I don’t know. Give them a part of you.”

Amber blinked. “Like… pass something down?”

“I guess so, yeah. Maybe with that closure, they’ll be happy to let you go,” he suggested.

Hearing his words, she nodded, thinking about it.

“Anyway, what else have you done? Tell me everything.”

“Sure…”

* * *

After talking with Thieney for an hour, and making him more impressed than ever, Amber headed back, mulling on her friend’s words.

To give them closure… she thought. A part of me that they can keep? Something…

On her way there, Amber found herself burning her own flesh to level her resistances. It wasn’t something she did normally because, while it was an easy way to exploit the System, it seemed to have diminishing returns. She normally only ever did it for stacking Cursed Supreme Momentum rather than anything.

And then⁠, she paused.

The reason she did this was to push her limits, and maybe just maybe…

I can pass this down to Deer?

Of course, it was ridiculous, but she had to at least try.

So, Amber hurried to try that. She found Velda playing with the monster but ignored them both and made her declaration. Surprisingly⁠, Velda joined in, too.

* * *

At first, there was a lot of pain and broken bones. In fact, it was so bad that Amber had to enlist Emma’s help to heal the both of them. During this time, Amber bought supplies such as a mattress, a tent for the mattress, and even the famous mana potions, which shocked the healer.

But after a few days, things got better, though she still had to keep bringing Emma and another trusted healer, given the fact that attacking each other with the goal of building resistances wasn’t exactly⁠—

“Fulminate!”

Velda screamed, and Deer was thrown across the forest as a pile of burning flames, breaking through numerous trees.

⁠—Nice.

At that, Deer rushed forward, and with a great burst of speed, she tackled Velda against the tree, breaking more than a few of the blonde girl’s bones. She grunted, and for a moment she teared up before throwing up blood, and then⁠ she began to laugh.

Amber just stared as Velda dropped to the ground. The person standing next to her, a level 70 healer, who was apparently Emma’s mentor, seemed mortified.

“Amber, I don’t think I can keep doing this⁠. This is insanity.”

In response, she handed him a gold coin, which made him pause.

“All I’m asking you to do is heal them. Also, doesn’t it level your skills?”

“It does, but⁠—”

“Then just do it.”

At that, the man hesitated but ultimately went to heal Velda, who was still on the ground and yet had a wide smile. Finally, after her bones snapped back into place and she stood up, she turned to Amber, beaming.

“My Physical Resistance just hit 2nd Rank!”

Amber smiled. “Congrats, but maybe we should put a pause on this⁠—”

In response, Velda hurled a spell at the monster before being tackled again and laughing, and for a moment, Amber couldn’t help but do a doubletake.

She had seen their progress for a few days now, and while she was fine with how it had been going in the past, now she couldn’t help but wonder if she had made a mistake.

Had she awakened two battle maniacs in the world of Vir?

Nah, at most they’ll be just like me, she inwardly dismissed.

Amber smiled and let them continue. She also made sure to arrange her trip with Cecile the next day.

* * *

Eventually, the fun came to an end, and the time for farewells came⁠— or was supposed to come, because.

“Amber, I want Deer to stay with me!” Velda requested.

Liz blinked. “What, no⁠—”

“I mean, you can,” Amber agreed, scratching her cheek. “I think Deer is okay with it, too. The problem is convincing your… sister.”

“We can’t take care of a monster, absolutely no way,” Liz said, shaking her head.

“But we can. Remember we have ascended to heads of the household and can claim everything that belongs to the Risnar family? We most definitely have the resources to do so,” Velda argued.

At that, Deer whined as if pleading. The gigantic cute deer had fortunately—or maybe unfortunately—gotten attached to Velda it seemed, which made Amber glad.

Liz paused, “We did ascend, but⁠—”

“Plus, Deer can come along for when I want to go adventuring! She can protect me. Isn’t that right?”

In response, Deer nodded furiously, which made Liz plant a hand on her face. She looked at Amber pleadingly but got a shrug in response, which made her grimace. The decision was entirely on her.

And finally, after a few minutes, she acquiesced. “Fine.”

“Yay!” Velda jumped, and so did Deer.

Then, Liz turned to Amber.

“But you better come visit.”

“Right… I will.”

And a few hours later, Amber set off with Cecile, the merchant, towards the Great Desert—or more specifically, the Grand City of Torl.

All to meet the Primordial Spirit who knew about her, the Primordial Spirit who had deceived and impersonated those she cared about, and the Primordial Spirit who would help her learn Essence.


Chapter 16.

About an hour had passed since they departed, and Amber used the time to relax, but eventually she decided to ask.

“Why not just put everything into your ring, and I can carry you?”

They were on a horse-pulled cart.

Cecile, holding the reins, sighed. “First, I’m not doing that again any time soon,” she said, her tone serious. “And second, I cannot fit all of this into my ring.”

Amber blinked and looked around the cart. There was a small space in which she was lying, but everything else was filled with wooden crates. She could most certainly fit all of that into her ring, but if Cecile’s was quite full it made sense. Amber did entertain the idea of storing everything for Cecile and trying to coerce her into running, but⁠—

Am I really in such a rush? I mean, I’m already heading to the Great Desert, and the spirit was seen like six months ago…?

She was excited to go to the Great Desert, and she was happy that the journey was finally beginning, and that was honestly enough for her. To some extent, Amber felt free of a lot of the responsibilities she’d previously had. Ax’thra was safe in Ill’hine, the demon worshippers had been chased away, and she had just visited her friends.

Amber nodded to herself as she looked at the rolling mountains in the distance, she looked at the bright blue sky and the clouds above, and finally she looked back to Cecile.

“So, how long will it take us to get to the Great Desert?”

Cecile pondered. “Well, we have a stop along the way, but taking into account that we will use the horses without the cart after the stop.” She tilted her head. “Maybe three weeks to reach the edge of the Great Desert.”

Amber blinked at that, she certainly didn’t expect that, but she guessed it made sense. Reaching Cytel at a much slower pace still took about two weeks, so if two horses running took three weeks to reach the edge of the Great Desert⁠…

Well, it was quite the distance all things considered.

Huh, I’d still take a week or a week and a half to get there running if that’s the case, Amber thought for a moment. But was the experience of traveling via being carried that bad?

Cecile did throw up, but surely she would adapt in due time, right?

“So, I heard that you are the Demonkiller of Laria as well,” Cecile began, pulling Amber from her thoughts. “How did that develop into tracking the entire organization behind it and halting their plans at the core? Do you hate demons that much?”

Amber blinked. “Not really? I mean, I did have the experience of killing the exact same demon twice, but…”

“But?” Cecile glanced back, raising her brow.

“It was kind of a coincidence that their plans were exposed?” Amber answered, somewhat unsure if to share. “Let’s just say I wanted to get two noble families arrested for working with the demon people, and somehow, that translated into that entire operation.”

Cecile blinked and smirked. “That is interesting, and here I was labeling you as a cunning and dangerous individual when I first met you.”

Amber raised her brow. “I was carrying a literal monster in my arms. How do you get that impression?”

“Your level,” Cecile answered simply, looking ahead.

“Fair, I guess?”

It was indeed true that people seemed wary of her when she was dressed in armor, though oddly enough, when she wore Liz’s dress, it was very different. She got looks of reverence instead? She thought about it for a few moments and realized that with armor, people thought she was an adventurer⁠—and given her level, she could do whatever she wanted.

Meanwhile, with the dress⁠, people probably thought she was a noble.

At least, that’s what Amber concluded, though both assumptions from the people were true, minus the potentially dangerous part. Although, none of these things mattered right now, she was just traveling with Cecile, a well-versed and experienced merchant. All to meet the Primordial Spirit and get to the bottom of things.

Of course, Amber was introverted, but⁠ it was way too awkward to just travel with someone without actually trying to get to know them. So, she made it her mission to befriend Cecile, which considering they were well acquainted, it was just going to be a matter of time.

So, she started up a conversation.

* * *

The conversation on the first day was innocent enough, but the conversation on the second day turned into Amber sharing details of her life—things that she had done, what she had experienced⁠—and Cecile was left to listen on in horror. She was appalled by Amber’s actions, appalled by the fact that she had ridden monsters to death, that she had fought for weeks on end just because, and that she had gone so much time without sleep.

By the time Amber was done, Cecile was looking at her with wide eyes. It was as if she had seen a ghost.

“Are you even human?”

Amber chuckled. It wasn’t a reaction she hadn’t gotten before, but it was still something amusing to her.

“I am as human as you are, minus being from another world,” she teased.

“So you are a freak, I understand.” Cecile nodded to herself.

Amber smiled at that, but a moment later, she raised her brow as she saw a stampede of monsters approaching. There were hundreds of them, and Amber recognized them immediately. They were the jackal-like monsters she had seen long ago.
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…

Amber didn’t want to deal with so many, so she raised her hand, and at the sight, Cecile panicked.

“Wait, this is bad! Warriors don’t have skills to deal with this many monsters!”

The Cursewelder appeared in her hands, and the merchant turned to her.

“Please, Amber⁠—”

“Flamethrower.”

A red blast of flames consumed it all. A wide cone that engulfed all the monsters at once and laid them to rest in a single moment. Nothing but ashes remained after the flames swept through it all. It happened so fast that all Cecile could do was stare at Amber, and then she turned to the charred road.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were also a mage?” she asked, shocked.

“I’m many things.” Amber smirked.

And just like that, their journey continued.

* * *

The days ticked by as Cecile grew more comfortable with Amber, who engaged in casual conversation, learning a bit about the city of Torl like cuisine or other things. Aside from that, all Amber did was joke around with Cecile. And eventually, she even got Cecile to joke back, which made the journey all the much more enjoyable. Unfortunately, the travel feeling came to an end not too long after.

While, it was a stretch to say unfortunate, Amber was back to civilization and⁠—

“What is your reason for entering,” the guard stated, getting in the way.

She was back in civilization, and people were back to being skeptical of her just due to her level. It was fair enough she supposed. She didn’t know if it was normal for high-level individuals to live a life of crime or something, but she did hope that with time, the experiences would diminish. In fact, she hoped that it was something exclusive to the Kingdom of Cytel rather than a universal experience.

“I’m accompanying her.” Amber gestured to Cecile, who was standing behind the guard.

The man frowned. “You’ll have to be more specific than that⁠—”

“She’s the Hero of Cytel, just let her through,” Cecile said with a sigh. “I’m in a bit of a hurry.”

At that, there was a pause from the guard, and he called another guard over and told him to go find the picture of the hero. A minute later, Amber was met with sincere apologies and was let through without problem.

Do they really not have a better way of identifying me? Amber inwardly sighed. I should have asked King Octavius for some kind of identification form or seal to prove I’m a noble…

After that, they got back onto the already inspected cart and continued into the city, which Amber took in in all its glory.

It had a similar architectural style to Laria, but the colors and shapes of the buildings were a lot more varied. Maybe it was because she had already seen a lot of things in Vir, but she wasn’t particularly impressed with anything. In the past, she had appreciated Laria, and she had also admired Cytel, but this time around,⁠ it just felt normal.

After that, Amber left Cecile who had a very important meeting to attend to, and while Amber wanted to tag along, she couldn’t. So, instead, she decided to explore the City of Loris—as Cecile had called it anyway.

* * *

The first thing she did was try various kinds of food, and they were good. But then again, what food had been bad since coming to this world? Proper food anyway. Amber spent an hour on that, the next thing she did was ask around for what tourists did in the city, which was met with weird looks.

Apparently, no one saw any point in visiting a city for sightseeing, other than the capital, so aside from being recommended some bars or more restaurants, she kind of had nothing to do. However, the city did have a lot of great alchemists, so that was something that it had going for it?

Unfortunately, Amber had no need for potions anymore, so instead, she decided to do the only thing she had left to do.

She stood in front of the Guild, the place where adventurers were made⁠—or whatever. In her mind, it was just the adventurers guild. She was finally replacing the platinum badge for a mithril badge.

The passersby gave her weird glances, but Amber was already used to that. So, she walked into the building. And just like the Guild in Laria, this one also had a bar, tables, and a board with missions⁠—the works. And of course, the adventurers were resting and chatting, some were drunk as well, but after just a couple of steps, more and more stares were sent her way.

“She’s so high-level.”

“Do you think we’ll finally get to see what kind of payment mithril-ranked adventurers get?”

“But she looks so young…”

Amber of course, ignored it and walked over to a receptionist who smiled at her with all the professionalism in the world. She was a woman with her hair neatly tied into a bun.

“What do you need?”

“I’ve come to upgrade this badge,” Amber said, sliding over the platinum-rank badge.

The woman blinked and nodded, but as soon as she picked it up, she frowned lightly.

“This badge was issued in Laria, so to corroborate, I’ll have to ask some questions.”

Amber blinked. “Sure?”

“What rank were you when you first became an adventurer?” the woman asked. “And how long did it take you to advance to the next rank?”

“Gold, and uh… like two or three days?” Amber pondered. “I went into a dungeon alone, killed a demon, and I got it from that.”

The receptionist blinked. “You⁠—” She stopped herself, shaking her head. “How long did it take you to go from that to diamond rank and from that to mithril?”

“A month or two for diamond, four months for mithril,” Amber guessed. “Is this really necessary?”

The woman seemed to be staring in shock before looking down at the tag. Then she closed her eyes, sighing.

“It is unmistakable…”

“What is?” Amber asked.

“You are the Hero of Cytel… the Demonkiller… Amber.”

She paused and then spoke. “So, can I get my new badge or…?”

The receptionist hesitated before looking at the people present. After a moment of deliberation, she spoke up.

“Has anyone seen the Hero of Cytel in action? I wish to confirm her identity!”

At that, a few people piped up:

“I recognize her!”

“Amber looked just like that woman when I saw her fighting. She defeated a demon with just her gaze!”

“I heard that her mere presence can turn monsters near her to ash.”

* * *

It took some time, but 10 silver coins and a lot of glances and open mouths later, she got the mithril adventurer’s badge.

After that, Amber killed the time until she met up with Cecile again, who no longer had the cart full of goods but did bring around the horses. They stood at the town gates, ready to depart. In the end, neither of them wanted to stay overnight. Cecile, too, wanted to reach the Great Desert soon.

Though, there was a small problem.

Amber stared at Cecile on top of the horse, and then she turned to the other horse. And that’s when she realized something crucial. Cecile looked at her weirdly, and Amber turned to the merchant.

“I don’t know how to ride a horse.”

The purple-haired woman blinked, and then her eyes widened for a moment.

“You what?!”

* * *

In the end, they only took one horse, which Amber didn’t care about. She wanted to learn how to ride a horse, but according to Cecile, it would take too long.

“Still, can’t you just run along?” the merchant asked, somewhat bothered.

Amber shook her head. “No, I’m lazy, and the wind feels nicer this way.”

Cecile shifted. “If you are going to cling so damn tightly, at least take off your armor, it’s hurting my back.”

Amber blinked and pulled back for a moment. She met the gaze of the woman glancing back at her. She was quite horrified.

“Are you implying I should ride without protection and risk my life should we fall off?” Amber asked in disbelief. “I don’t want to have all my bones broken.”

Cecile scoffed. “You are level 125. Just how are you going to have your bones broken?”

“Yes, but I’m also a delicate lady, so it’s only natural that I have to be careful,” Amber replied, nodding to herself.

In response, the merchant groaned, and Amber laughed.

The journey towards the Great Desert was just beginning, but Amber knew she was about to have a great time joking around with Cecile.

* * *

Cecile sometimes was glad to have met Amber, and other times, she wanted to smack her head against the wall. Amber was immature and silly, stupid at times in her opinion, too, and yet somehow, she was endearing like a lost animal⁠—all while being strong enough to demolish any normal threat that Cecile could encounter.

It was just weird. Amber’s whole existence was weird.

For starters, Amber didn’t know all that much about the world, or at least, she seemed ill-informed. Which made her ask way too many questions. Of course, Cecile didn’t mind answering to a child, she really didn’t, but at the same time, it did make her question from what kind of place Amber had come from⁠⁠—and why was Amber so insane.

Had she meant being from a different world literally or what?

Of course, that thought was ridiculous, but Cecile just had no answers. Not only did the warrior wear a very expensive storage ring, but she was also incredibly strong. And based on her tales, she must have seen countless deaths and faced an innumerable number of tribulations to get to where she was now.

And yet, even after experiencing so much, she remained oblivious to the world and just as cheerful as ever.

In all honesty, Cecile didn’t get it. She did enjoy the warrior’s company, but at the same time, she did have all those feelings about her.

There was also something that she had come to realize about her, and it took her witnessing it a second time for Cecile to kind of get a grasp for it. The first time it happened, it was about a week after departing Loris; she rode a monster to death while forcing it to continue following the horse. The second time it happened, it was two weeks in.

Cecile stood on the grass. Surrounding her were a bunch of adventurers. They were frightened, but not because of the monster that had been attacking them previously⁠. No, they were frightened at what they were seeing.

“Come on, sit,” Amber said.

The tortoise-like monster roared, then a moment later, it smacked on the ground. It hit the dirt, and its skull cracked. Finally, a sigh left Amber.

“You never learn, do you? Do I have to carry you in my arms so you listen? No, you can’t compare to Deer, and I can’t do that.”

It was a level 90 monster, which had impressive regeneration capabilities, and Amber had been smacking it for thirty minutes, in an attempt to get it to listen to commands. As for why? Cecile could only surmise that it was due to the fact that she had joked with Amber about being unable to replicate what she had done with her pet monster. Especially, not without doing what she did.

“Get up.”

The monster let out a pathetic growl and⁠— died.

While Amber seemed slightly offended at the topic, Cecile didn’t exactly think that the warrior would go out of her way to try a different way to tame a monster. But it seemed that she had taken it as a challenge. That was when she had realized: Amber had more than just a screw loose, she must have had two, or three… or a lot.

The adventurers were still staring, and Amber turned to them, which made them flinch, but all she did was head back to the horse.

The adventurers had left momentarily to take care of their wounded before returning, so maybe Amber was a bit too caught up with her antics to notice that, though there was no way for Cecile to know.

In the end, she said nothing, and with a sigh, she left the appalled adventurers. She didn’t feel like explaining that Amber was weird to them, and they had already thanked the two of them for being saved before Amber mercilessly beat the shit out of the monster, so there wasn’t any reason to stay around.

It was agreed that both wanted to reach the Great Desert soon, so any stops were considered mostly unnecessary, but Cecile wasn’t worried about stopping for this and to save those adventurers. Instead, she felt the need to point something out.

“You wondered why I thought you were a dangerous person, and that’s the reason why,” she said simply.

“What? All I did was beat up the monster. Sure it was a bit cruel, but come on,” she protested. “The only weird thing was doing it in front of the adventurers, but I’m somewhat used to those reactions by now.”

Cecile rolled her eyes. “That doesn’t matter. You spoke to the monster as if it were a pet, were affectionate with it, were rough with it, got angry at it⁠—in fact, I saw you go through all the emotions in the spectrum.”

Amber blinked before frowning.

“And that makes sense: if a method isn’t working why not try a different one? Granted, I didn’t try to feed it or level it like Deer because I couldn’t.”

Cecile glanced back, confused. “But where is your common sense?”

Amber scoffed. “That’s not in my dictionary.”

Cecile wanted to sigh, but instead ,the part of her that had gotten used to Amber’s antics won out, and instead, she chuckled.

“Yes, I can see that. You are a very special person.”

“Thank you.”

She shook her head in amusement, in the end, it was better to just enjoy Amber’s company rather than question things, so she did just that.

By the end of the third week, they reached the border of the Great Desert—something that amazed Amber—but they didn’t stop for long. Instead, Cecile traded the horse for a worm-horse —as the locals called them⁠—which was the fastest method of transportation across the desert.

Then, they set off again.

* * *

Amber had been in the desert for two days now, and when she arrived, she didn’t know what she was expecting instead of a horse. She figured they’d get something akin to a camel, but instead, they got a gigantic worm with seats on its back. Amber hated to admit it, but it was comfortable and fast⁠—in fact, it was just as fast as her sprinting at full speed.

She had admired the monster for quite a while, but once she got used to it, she just accepted that it was part of the fantasy world she was in. Eccentric gods existed, so why couldn’t worms replace camels?

So, she admired the vast golden landscape. The myriad of sand dunes in their surroundings almost looked the same to her regardless of which direction she looked.

It was all uniform; it had been uniform for the past two days, and Amber couldn’t help but ask, “If there are so many kingdoms, why can’t I see any?”

Cecile shook her head. “The space between them is quite large, that’s why, plus we are taking the most direct route to Torl, so we won’t be seeing anything. That said…”

The merchant paused, narrowing her eyes, and Amber couldn’t help but raise her brow.

“What is it?”

“We’ve been in the desert for days now and have yet to see a single caravan or traveler,” she said with a small frown. “Not something I’ve seen before.”

“Well, when was the last time you were here?” Amber asked.

“A year ago, but it’s still too much of a sudden change for that,” Cecile said, scanning their surroundings.

Amber nodded but still thought the merchant was being skeptical for no reason. Though, she didn’t tell Cecile she was being paranoid; instead, she chose to remain silent. But Cecile spoke just a mere minute later.

“Wait, I see people!” she piped up. “So many of them”

She made the worm-horse speed up, and Amber turned. There were dozens of armored figures —knights—and they were traveling with their own worms in the same direction they were heading. As they soared over a sand dune and got a better view, Amber couldn’t help but frown.

“Wait, that’s not right…” Cecile spoke. “Why are they…”

The merchant trailed off and Amber saw the knights, and there were more encroaching upon a mass of people.

And the knights were attacking them.

Amber frowned and stood up, and at that, Cecile spoke up, her voice displeased.

“We shouldn’t intervene⁠—”

Amber dashed ahead, already wielding the Cursewelder, leaving a shocked Cecile behind as she called, “Wait!”

But Amber ignored her.

She was going to put a stop to this.


Chapter 17.

The nation of Ofril was attacking, and the nation of Zorn was losing.

They were losing.

Ravin got to see all of it. He saw his home be destroyed by the spell of one of Ofril’s Artillery Mages. He witnessed his friends getting slaughtered in the streets of his town. And instead of fighting, he ran⁠. He ran to protect others and evacuate them. It all happened so fast. One day, they were citizens, and the next, they were refugees heading toward the city of Torl. It was a journey that couldn’t get any worse with the deadly plague going around.

But he was wrong. Extremely and deeply wrong.

The nation of Ofril wasn’t planning on letting them escape. Instead, they sent their men after them, and Ravin got to hear it all again⁠—the dying screams of the people he grew fond of. It was happening again, and this time, he didn’t run. He couldn’t bear to run, not after what happened last time. Nothing remained of his town, and he didn’t want the same to happen to its people.

He was a warrior. He wasn’t the highest leveled one, but he had the strength to protect others. And this time, he was going to put it to use.

Screams blared in his ears as he grabbed the sword on his waist. His heart was racing, thumping with adrenaline as he looked around. Those that couldn’t fight were huddling together to be protected, but given the attack had just started, many people had yet to reach safety.

So, Ravin acted. He dashed towards a woman and her child. They were cowering on the sand as the attacking knight tore through the man who had just been protecting them. And now, he was going to kill them.

The woman screamed in fear, and her child cried, and just as the knight was about to swing⁠, he arrived, blocking his strike.

“It’s pointless, deserter. Give up and accept redemption!”

Ravin gritted his teeth, feeling the weight of the knight’s sword. “Deserter? We are civilians!”

With a push of strength, he managed to disengage with the knight, but it was met with nothing more than a mocking sneer.

“You are part of Zorn. Therefore, you should be giving your life for Zorn, not running,” he said dangerously. “Now, I’ll ensure that destiny is fulfilled, and should we fail, the commander has a tool to end it all.”

Ravin frowned as he saw the blade of the knight begin to shine, coated in a white light, then he braced himself. The knight in front of him was level 67, while he was a mere level 52 warrior. The level differential was quite high, and there was also the fact that his class wasn’t anything special to begin with.

Focus, he told himself. There are many more people to save.

And with that, he resolved himself. He couldn’t afford to be on the defensive⁠—no, he had to charge forward and be the hero that everyone needed. So, with a deep breath, he used Charge. He dashed forward towards the knight who grinned, and then he swung. Ravin took a deep breath and used another skill.

Perfect Parry⁠—

He deflected the strike of the knight, whose eyes went wide, and Ravin grunted in pain. One of his wrists had broken from taking the energy of the strike into his arms, but it didn’t matter⁠—not here, not now. Instead, he capitalized on the momentum and used Swift Strike, cutting the knight across the throat⁠, then he used Deft Thrust and finished his life.

It all happened in such a short span that he didn’t register the gasps of the mother, but as he blinked and looked down at the corpse, he realized⁠ he had done it. He had saved someone, and he had many more people to look after.

So, after sending the mother and her child on their way, he dashed to protect others. He fought other knights, some that were higher level than him, and yet⁠ he triumphed due to his wits. Even so, they were still losing. People were getting slaughtered left and right, and Ravin had no choice but to keep trying.

He intercepted a group of knights going after a group of his people. There were others like him fighting, and all he had to do was buy time in order for the others to arrive. And he did. Even as the sounds of death echoed in his ears, he fought.

He parried, he blocked, and he dodged. He let the non-lethal strikes strike him in order to conserve stamina, all while fighting back and delaying the knights. All he had to do was delay them, or so that’s what he told himself while he fought.

Time ticked on, and he didn’t know how long had passed, but by some miracle, he had managed to hold all of them off. In fact, he felt powerful⁠ doing so. Their strikes seemed slow to him and their attacks not nearly as lethal, but in the end, he could only do so much.

Ravin coughed blood.

He was trembling in front of the group of five knights, but he looked at them ferociously. No one was getting past him. His people would come soon, and then⁠—

Two knights sprinted past him. It was as if they had gained a sudden burst of vigor, and Ravin tried to chase⁠—

“Ugh—”

And he coughed in pain, pain from all the injuries riddling his body. He paused momentarily, and a knight charged him from behind. A sword pierced his stomach, and Ravin groaned. He looked down in shock. He saw his crimson blood dripping, and then⁠ the sword was taken out as he fell to the ground.

Two knights rushed, and then, the other one lingered in front of him.

“Did you really think you were holding us off?” he asked.

Ravin gritted his teeth. It didn’t make sense to him. Were the knights really playing with him?

“Now, I assume you are wondering why we let you stall us,” the knight in front of him said.

Ravin didn’t have the breath to reply to him; he couldn’t. The man laughed at his pained groans.

“It’s because, it was pointless to rush⁠—”

The knight yanked Ravin’s head and made him look up.

“⁠—and this is why,” he finished.

At his words, Ravin’s eyes went wide as he saw nothing but death in his surroundings. All that remained were the corpses of his people and the red-stained sands. The knights had long charged ahead.

“Because no matter what you did, your efforts were pointless,” the knight said, dropping him back to the ground.

Then, the knight turned, and he paused. Ravin through hazy vision saw a burst of fire, and the knight called.

“You⁠—”

His head went flying. Ravin’s eyes went wide as he saw a silhouette immediately rush to his aid⁠.

It was a hero. 

“Glad you’re alive,” the woman said, relieved before asking to herself, “What is the deal with these people anyway?”

He was fed a potion, and as his vision recovered, he saw the impossible. He saw dozens of fallen knights. Some were carbonized, and some were simply cut down. It was an impossible sight to believe, and yet it was right before his very eyes.

But just before he could thank the hero⁠—the woman who had saved him⁠⁠—she disappeared. He followed his senses to another group of knights, where the person who had saved him arrived.

She had a gigantic sword that was as large as her body, and yet her swings were something that he couldn’t even perceive. Each of her strikes took care of a knight. She was as deadly as she was efficient, and for a moment, he was awestruck.

But that didn’t last long. No⁠, instead, he focused on acting. He rushed to the refugees the woman saved and guided them to safety, and then⁠ he followed after the hero who was protecting them all.

He didn’t understand why or how, but he was grateful that she was there. The number of knights had dwindled considerably, and Ravin noticed that his people were beginning to win their fights and push back against them.

It was a relief, but it was not over yet.

There was still the general⁠—

Dust exploded. He turned in the direction of the girl, only to see a man in ornate armor clashing swords with her.

“You have ruined everything!” he screamed. “And I will make you pay the price!”

“I didn’t ruin shit! You people are just sick in the head!” she retorted in annoyance.

Then, she swiped, and he was thrown away. The commander landed on his two feet, sliding across the sand with a frown. But he charged, again and again, only to be met with the same result. The man gritted his teeth and slashed.

“Destruction!”

A white flash passed, and the woman⁠ blocked. A large rift formed in the sand behind with an explosion, and the commander gritted his teeth.

“You are much stronger than I thought, I’ll give you that” he said simply before turning to the surroundings. “And now, our mission has failed.”

He shook his head and reached into his back pocket.

“But with this, I will put an end to it all.”

With those words, he pulled out a scroll and pointed it at the woman.

“With this, I will complete the mission given to me by my glorious nation!”

The scroll shone in an ominous light, and the sands of the desert began to shift. It was as if the weather of the Great Desert itself was changing. The sky was beginning to darken, and all Ravin could do was swallow. He felt nothing but danger, and yet he didn’t dare to make a move. He had to witness how the hero fought⁠ and, if necessary,⁠ help.

“Just accept defeat already!” the hero called, annoyed.

With those words, she rushed. She swung her gigantic sword, but the scroll shone, and a barrier blocked the strike with nothing but sparks. She did it again, this time with skills, and all it did was produce more sparks. At that sight, the commander grinned.

“It’s pointless! Just accept your fate!”

The scroll shone brighter, and the woman with a frown pointed her sword⁠—

“Battery⁠—”

And it all exploded. The barrier broke apart as glass shards went flying, fire exploded, and yet the light of the scroll remained amidst the chaos. The commander laughed, and Ravin narrowed his eyes as he saw a being of pure darkness beginning to form in front.

The scroll was summoning something⁠—something that seemed to corrode the ground itself and make the temperature drop by several degrees.

The commander grinned. “It’s fruitless⁠—”

“Abyssal Blast.”

A purple explosion ripped through everything, engulfing the land in silence.

Ravin blinked as he saw chunks of flesh flying through the sky, and that’s when he realized.

All the knights were dead.

They had survived.

* * *

[You have defeated a [Warrior. Lvl. 120].]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from level 7 to level 8.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from level 7 to level 8.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 1 to level 2.]

[You have reached level 126. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Amber stared at the flying flesh, and honestly, she was impressed by how strong Abyssal Blast had been as a finisher.

That said, the sight still grossed her out to some extent, though she had no sympathy for any of the knights she had just fought or the man she had just killed. He was dressed in a completely different color armor, so he was probably the commander of the small army. Though, none of that mattered anymore⁠— or, at least, not exactly.

All of the attackers were dead, and she had dealt with a large portion of them. Amber looked around at the people who were attacked. A lot of them were breathing sighs of relief while others cried; mothers embraced their kids, and men mourned their friends or families. It seemed almost like a lot of them were civilians. And yet given they were traveling in such a big group, Amber only had two things in mind.

Some kind of religious movement or they were refugees.

After that, she stowed her sword into her ring and watched as a group of men and woman rushed out to thank her. Meanwhile, she sensed Cecile quickly approaching from behind. The people did give a wary glance but relaxed upon—Amber assumed—seeing the merchant’s attire.

“Thank you, savior.”

“You are a blessing from the sands!”

“Has thou been sent by the gods?”

Every person present was thankful, but Amber didn’t care too much for that. Instead, she cared about asking what she had in her mind:

“Why were you people attacked?”

At her words, the small group in front of her visibly flinched, and some even sighed. Though a man, in particular, stepped up. He had blond hair and looked young⁠—it was the same person she had saved earlier, and he quickly began to explain.

“The reason is simple. We are refugees of the nation of Zorn.”

“That… doesn’t answer much for me,” Amber stated.

The people looked at her, and finally, the man sighed.

“You might’ve heard of the increasing tensions between our nation and the nation of Ofril, now; all of that has turned into a full-scale war.”

Amber blinked, and at that moment, Cecile walked into the conversation.

“What, but I thought they were at a standstill?” she asked, confused. “It makes no sense as to why they would just act.”

The man shook his head. “Everyone is acting.”

“What? What does that even mean?” Cecile was taken aback.

Amber, meanwhile, relegated herself to listening. It was better to let Cecile do the talking given she had practically lived in the Great Desert during a large period of her life.

“A lot of nations of the Great Desert are at war, if not all of them,” the man said, sighing. “It seems that you are unaware of the current state of affairs.”

“The current state of affairs?” Amber curiously asked.

The man gravely nodded. “There is a plague going around, and nations are accusing each other of unleashing it upon the world. Which has caused… conflict.”

“A plague…?” Cecile asked.

“It’s a long story, but we’ll fill you in if you want.”

Cecile and Amber shared a glance and ultimately nodded.

* * *

Apparently, for about three months now, the Plague of Rot had afflicted several nations, mostly the villages in their surroundings, but it was enough for people to be wary. After all, the plague literally caused one’s body to rot, to fall apart and decay as though turning people into zombies. First, the flesh would begin to look pale if not slightly green before turning completely black and suffering from necrosis.

Imagining it made Amber feel disgusted, but that wasn’t the thing that particularly caught her attention. It was the fact that the Plague of Rot was magical in nature, not a natural phenomenon; it was something that mages could sense, and yet its source was basically unknown. It was also the reason for the strife between so many nations and conflicts.

Amber also learned that saying everyone was at war was a slight exaggeration. Most nations engaged in small skirmishes between one another. The only two nations truly at war were Ofris and Zorn. Given Ofris was a military nation, they were winning, and currently, the people of Zorn were seeking refuge in Torl, the self-governing city.

Given its size and millions of inhabitants⁠—according to Cecile⁠—it made sense given it was a neutral territory. There was also the fact that it was openly offering shelter to the refugees. Of course, Amber had learned a lot more than that.

She learned that the man she had been listening to had already lost the people he cared about. She also learned that the war had been going on for two months and two weeks, so it hadn’t even taken long for Ofril to wage it. They had basically instantly responded to the phenomenon of the plague.

Meanwhile, the man eventually learned of the state of Cytel, namely the fact that the capital had been attacked by an organization a few months ago and that recently demons were summoned as well.

Overall, it was just a small trade of information, but after, Amber was left to think. Or rather, be annoyed.

Maybe she had romanticized the visit to the desert in her mind, but she didn’t expect to walk into a land where multiple nations were at each other’s throats. It was just ridiculous. And yet, here she was. On her quest to find the Primordial Spirit that impersonated her friend⁠—and also to ask for his help in learning essence.

“Someone is angry,” Cecile commented.

Amber looked over. “Is it obvious or what?”

“Well, you haven’t made a single joke for over a day, so…” She took a pause. “Yes.”

A sigh left Amber.

“I just didn’t expect to instantly encounter war.”

Cecile raised her brow. “You seem awfully down about it, but I guess I can understand.”

Amber didn’t say anything and turned to look at the stars. Now, they were traveling along with the refugees, mostly because it didn’t slow down the pace of travel at all given the sheer number of worm-horses around. There was also the fact that Amber got to learn a bit more about the Great Desert from the people who lived in these lands—or at least, that’s what she told herself. She hadn’t really interacted with any of them.

Though, there was something she did want to ask, so she turned to Cecile.

“Have you heard anything of a Primordial Spirit in the Great Desert?”

Cecile blinked and got a thoughtful look. “There are… rumors… or rather… legends.”

Amber raised her brow at that. “Legends?”

“The guide to the after-life. When you are at the edge of death, you may see an oasis and see god,” she said, her tone rather serious. “It’s almost universally known here in the Great Desert.”

Amber blinked at that and nodded.

“Though, if you want to find out more, you can always visit the Grand Library.”

Amber didn’t say anything, given she was already planning on visiting it. That said, she did want to find out more about the plague. After all, she didn’t want to rot to death by some supernatural plague should she contract it. The man had claimed no one had any idea about how one would get it, but she was a bit skeptical of that considering he didn’t know all that much about it, all things considered.

Amber looked towards the stars, and not long after decided to sleep.

The next day, she woke up to see a city in the distance. It was like a city of sand with grand walls. Almost like a kingdom of sand. Though in the surroundings of the city there were multiple buildings, as if there was a town around the city, and interspersed between them there were rifts of darkness. And as they moved closer Amber noticed conglomerates of thousands of tents, which was quite the sight to behold.

A sight that Amber stared at in awe.

She had arrived at the Grand City of Torl⁠. The city which was built on top of the Grand Dungeon of Torl, and the city in which she was going to begin her quest of finding the Primordial Spirit.


Chapter 18.

Amber didn’t know what exactly she expected, but as soon as she and Cecile separated from the refugees at the outskirts of the outer city⁠—as the merchant had called it⁠—the atmosphere changed.

There was an air of death around and everything seemed depressing. Even though the outer city was nothing but a conglomerate of buildings at the foot of Torl that offered various and quick services to travelers, the people around the streets were well covered with cloth and seemed wary of each other.

“Even though I expected it, the plague is present here, too,” Cecile said, evidently bothered. “The refugees didn’t seem to be aware of the current state of Torl either.”

Amber nodded at that. “Now, hopefully, we won’t contract it.”

“Under normal circumstances, there is no chance that you’ll contract it given your level, but…” Cecile frowned as she summoned a cloth and wrapped it around her face. “Given how unusual this plague is, I cannot be so sure.”

Amber nodded and accepted a cloth offered by the merchant, which she also promptly wrapped over her mouth and nose. She didn’t exactly expect the situation to be like this; there were thousands upon thousands of people seeking refuge due to the war, and there was also a deadly plague going around. She had come all this way to meet a Primordial Spirit, one who had been aware of her existence for a long time now.

A moment later, Cecile turned to Amber. “I’ll look into the plague. Are you interested in finding out more information along with me? I know a doctor. In fact, he is the best doctor here.” Then her eyes curled, she was evidently smiling. “That said, I appreciate you taking me all the way here at no price whatsoever.”

Amber smiled in return. “Well, we are friends, aren’t we? And I wanted to come here, remember?”

“I do…” She thought for a second. “You didn’t tell me why, though.”

“Let’s just say it is to meet someone.”

“What kind of someone has you travel halfway across the continent?” Cecile asked, raising her brow.

“A special someone,” Amber said simply. She didn’t want to say she was here looking for a Primordial Spirit.

Though, her words were taken as a completely different thing, but it was a misunderstanding that she didn’t care to fix. Cecile’s eyes went wide at what she heard.

“You… have a special someone?” she asked in disbelief. “Are they a guy or a girl?”

“Does it matter?” Amber raised her brow.

“I guess not, but it’s just…” Cecile shook her head. “I never imagined someone as barbaric as you could have someone like that.”

Amber frowned. “Hey.”

“Sorry, sorry.” The merchant shook her head. “Anyway, do you want to tag along with me a bit more as I visit my friend, or do you just want to say goodbye now?”

Amber didn’t need to give it much thought before she agreed with a nod.

“I’ll find out more about the plague with you.”

And just like that, they continued towards the entrance of Torl, where they found themselves in a surprisingly short queue. Apparently, the refugees were entering through a different route entirely—at least, according to Cecile. So, getting to the city gates didn’t take particularly long, but as soon as they did, Amber was met with some glances. After Cecile explained the situation, she was practically ignored and let through.

“Any person who is over level 100 tends to draw glances, but since you are a warrior without a weapon, you draw extra attention,” Cecile explained. “That and you also look like you aren’t from around here.”

“What do you mean?” Amber asked.

“Well, aside from the guards, have you seen anyone else wearing metal armor?” Cecile gestured at their surroundings.

Amber looked and blinked. Even the warriors were dressed in light leather armor. At most she saw some chainmail, but no one was wearing plated armor like her.

“Most people aren’t a fan of cooking themselves alive, after all,” she added.

“It feels fine, though?” Amber raised her arm. “It’s somewhat warm, but the desert is nowhere near as bad as I thought it would be.” And it most certainly doesn’t compare to the fire rooms I’ve fought in, she added in her mind.

“You do you.”

After that, they ventured farther into the city, and Amber got to see even more people similarly dressed, and some who were on the ground. Some didn’t have arms or legs. Some had flies surrounding them, and she even got to see a fully decomposed corpse in an alleyway. Evidently, while there were people going about their business, there were others that were clearly suffering from the Plague of Rot. These people stuck together and kept to themselves. Some were taken away by city guards, too.

It was a grim sight, though there were even fruit vendors who seemed unaffected, trying to sell their goods. Amber, to some extent, was surprised that the city remained functioning.

On their way to meet Cecile’s doctor acquaintance, they never reached the center of the city. Instead, they took numerous different streets for close to an hour, given how damn massive Torl was.

The destination looked like an unassuming house made of sandstone with a tarp hanging over the entrance for shade. Cecile knocked at the wooden door, then there was silence. After a minute, she knocked again, then again and again until⁠—

“What do ya bastards want?!” an annoyed voice came from the inside. “I already told you that I cannot cure that damn plague!”

“Open up before I store your door into my ring and go in myself!” Cecile replied.

Silence followed, then a few seconds later, Amber heard the locks of the door sliding before it was opened. There stood a surprisingly small man, in fact, he was the size of a child, which made Amber confused for a moment before she saw his beard.

A… dwarf?

The man shook his head upon seeing Cecile. “Why make so much ruckus? Should have said: ‘Old-friend visiting!’ instead.”

“You know me,” Cecile said, clearly happy to see the man.

“And I see you’ve brought company,” the man said, looking at Amber.

Cecile nodded. “A new friend, yes⁠.” Then she crossed her arms. “Are you gonna invite us in or not?”

“Bah, whatever.” The man waved his hand, annoyed. “Come on in. My house is your house or whatever⁠—until I kick you out anyway.”

Cecile walked in, and Amber stared at the man for a few moments before a scoff came her way.

“What? Never seen a man with dwarfism before?” he grumbled. “Probably not, rare condition and all⁠, but don’t stare. I ain’t an animal, girl!”

“Right, sorry…”

Amber meekly apologized and walked in. The man wasn’t a dwarf, he was a human with a literal medical condition. Hell, it even had the same name as the one on Earth! Though, she couldn’t help but ask Cecile something as they walked into a living room.

“Do dwarves exist?”

“You mean in books, or…?” she asked back, confused.

Amber shook her head at that. She didn’t really know what to think about that brief experience just yet. Instead, she just sat down with Cecile and waited for the man to come back. Which took a few minutes given he served some tea. During this time, she learned his name was Narnt. Once he was done with everything, he sat down and turned to the merchant.

“So, what exactly brings you here, Cecile?” he asked. “I’ll say, if you are infected with the plague, I cannot cure you⁠, and you should leave now if so.”

“Not infected.” She snorted. “I’ve come to get more information about it. You are the best doctor around, after all.”

“Well, not anymore given I was fired by the city government.” Narnt took a sip of his tea. “Apparently, declaring the plague as incurable was me giving up and resigning my position. They still have their doctors hard at work; they even built a damn sarcophagus for the worst cases,” he said in disdain. “But soon enough, we may all die.”

At that, Amber frowned. “What even is this plague exactly if it's so bad?”

“A magical pest.” He scoffed. “A damn curse upon the land, that is what it is. It doesn’t go, it cannot be drained, and even level 50 people die to it!”

Cecile blinked at that. “That’s…”

“So, I advise you to be careful, Cecile,” he said, looking down at his tea. “As for your other guest, given her strength, she is basically immune to it unless she eats something plague-afflicted directly.”

Amber nodded slowly. “How are people infected with it?”

There was a brief pause before Narnt answered. “I don’t quite understand it. It can be contracted from contaminated water; food seems to be safe. Though, getting attacked or hurt by someone that is infected will cause you to become infected as well. Smelling the rot from it can also make you contract it.”

At that, both of them nodded. However, Cecile seemed kind of despondent as she looked down at her tea.

“What is the source of it?” she asked.

“That I do not know.”

There was a pause before he nodded to himself.

“What I can tell you is that, every ten levels an individual has seems to slow down the process. The plague slowly kills off the body when a patient has no mana,” he said. “So, for those who are below level 10, they die within a week of contracting it. Someone like you, Cecile, you’d have about two to four months should you contract it.”

“That sounds painful,” she said.

“I watched people rot to death… Once the rot got to their brain, they…”

He trailed off, his gaze shadowing over. Amber didn’t want to imagine what the man had seen.

“Anyway, that’s all I’m willing to divulge,” he said, shaking his head. “If you care to find out more about the whole damn history of this wretched illness, then go to the Grand Library. All of our findings are catalogued there.”

Amber blinked and took note of that, but Cecile shook her head.

“How am I meant to conduct business like this?”

Narnt harrumphed. “Nothing stops you merchants. You’ll be fine. Commerce is still going strong, even with everything that is going on. After all, the people have nowhere to go, but they still try to support their families through the hard times.”

Amber frowned at that. “Why not issue a lockdown or something instead of letting this go on? Or monetary relief?”

“The plague is all over the Great Desert. A lockdown wouldn’t do anything unless the desert itself was locked down,” he said with a frown. “People go about their lives because they don’t want to accept the fact that the city is dying. They are all hoping that the government will find a solution. As for relief? That’s ridiculous. Not even the government would give money out of kindness.”

After a moment, he took a breath and continued.

“But, if you are worried about safety precautions, then I’ll give you a step-by-step thing on what to do to avoid it.” 

At that, the atmosphere turned serious. Amber was interested. After all⁠, she wasn’t someone to just get complacent because a doctor had told her she’d survive a magical plague. First, she’d find out all she could about the plague, and then she would look for things in regard to the Primordial Spirit. That just felt right to her.

And so, she listened to Narnt.

“Boil all the water you consume, for at least three days,” he stated. “Make sure the fire’s source is natural and not mana-based. That is the only way that you can ensure the water is completely safe, otherwise infected mana may remain in it…”

Narnt went on to explain numerous safety measures, from wearing something to cover their mouth and noses to simply staying away from strangers. One of the most interesting ones was recommending an armor just like Amber’s to avoid any type of cuts or injuries that could potentially get infected.

Aside from that, he cautioned them to stay away from those who manifested signs of the plague. This all sounded pretty standard to Amber, though he finished with: “There are other precautions that can be taken, of course. But my information is a bit outdated given the fact I was fired, so once more⁠—”

“Go to the library, I got it,” Cecile interrupted, massaging her forehead. “Hopefully, I survive this.”

“Why not just leave?” Amber asked, raising her brow.

Cecile shook her head. “I can’t on such a short notice. I’ll stay around as planned and survive this stupid mess.”

“You know damn well it’s not worth the money,” Narnt scolded.

But Cecile didn’t say anything. Instead, she drank from her tea in silence. Something that Amber also followed on, and by the end of the meeting, she found herself enjoying it. It had a rich, fruity taste while also being sweet; it tasted nothing like other tea she had tried in the past given its strong and rich flavor. She inquired about its name for future reference.

That said, just out of sheer skepticism, she wasn’t planning on buying any tea inside the Great Desert. Instead, she planned to look for it once she was done with all this mess⁠—if she remembered anyway. 

After exchanging pleasantries, Amber and Cecile bid farewell to Narnt. The two had decided to share an inn room⁠—at Cecile’s request. She wanted to be able to find Amber should anything happen, and Amber agreed given that it made the merchant similarly easy to find.

She did warn Cecile that she may disappear for days at a time if she went to the dungeon, but the woman responded that her request was just for peace of mind. So, overall, it was a good arrangement, in Amber’s opinion anyway.

The inn was working normally but had some precautions in place; apparently, they also fired any infected employees and didn’t let any infected guests stay.

After that, she gathered directions to the library from Cecile and headed out.

It was time for her to research the Primordial Spirit.

* * *

On her way to the library, Amber saw people on the street begging for money, parts of their bodies decaying. Hell, one of them even tried to grab her hand to beg—something that made her recoil and Quick Dash away. She also saw a pyre of corpses burning. Overall, the city was functioning, but it was also evidently plague-stricken.

“Someone stop that thief!”

Amber paused, turning to see a man running towards her with a bag on his hand. Amber⁠ stuck her foot out. 

The man tripped and went flying before hitting the ground hard. Amber was sure he must’ve broken a bone, given he was groaning in pain, but she paid it no mind.

Instead, she just walked away as a woman arrived to recover her belongings.

While she passed by the different main streets, Amber also saw numerous tents. Some houses even had tents on top⁠—evidently, the city was housing refugees. Of course, not everyone was a beggar on the street. There were still warriors and adventurers going about their business as usual.

On her way to the library, she was offered food, and some people tried to sell her other things, but she declined every single one of them. And finally, after thirty minutes of walking, she reached the city center⁠ and paused. She stopped as soon as she caught sight of the plaza.

It was a bustling place, and there were still refugees around, but at the same time, there were hundreds of energetic merchants with shops. Just like Narnt had said, the city hadn’t shut down. However, the thing that made her stop wasn’t any of that. Instead, it was what lay at the center of the plaza.

A hole.

A pit that was easily hundreds of meters in diameter. One that had houses hanging from within its walls and numerous descending paths. She had noticed it before⁠— even pits inside the city that led to darkness—but this was different. It was as if civilization continued underground.

Seeing the sight, Amber instinctively knew what it was:

It was the entrance to the Grand Dungeon. 

She didn’t stop to admire it for long. Instead, she looked around and saw a grand building. It was one that seemed much bigger than any other with numerous pillars and statues at its entrance. It had a dome for a roof, fancy carvings, and apparently, it had multiple underground floors.

It was none other than the Grand Library, and the place she immediately headed to. Overall, Torl was beautiful in her opinion, but at the same time, it was evident that the city was suffering. She wasn’t delusional enough to think she could do something about the plague, but she did hope that the cure was close to being developed.

Amber reached the library, and to her surprise, there were no guards or people trying to stop anyone from entering. So, she headed up the steps and entered the grandiose building.

* * *

Every floor in the library seemed to be labeled, each having a receptionist.

And through some instructions, Amber gathered all the relevant books in regard to the Primordial Spirit. Then, she headed to find the reports about the plague that Narnt had mentioned. At this point for Amber it was morbid curiosity.

Picking up the documents, she then also found a man in robes with black hair and glasses, who seemed to also be reading documents about the plague. He gave her a glance as she passed.

Amber, however, ignored him and sat down at one of the many tables. The library seemed peaceful enough, and while she didn’t particularly like reading⁠, she was damn good at it from forcing herself to read in the past. After all, how fast one could read and retain information was a worthy challenge.

So, Amber first started by reading all the books that mentioned the Primordial Spirit, and a lot of entries said the same thing.

“The guide of the after-life, the guardian of the Great Desert, only shows himself before those who are about to cross to the other side.”

“The Great Oasis is an illusion only seen by great warriors when they are about to die. Only they are worthy of meeting the guide.”

“It is said the guide resides on the deepest floor of the Grand Dungeon of Torl and looks after those who die…”

They all sounded similar to what Cecile had said, but Amber at least had a lead now⁠—the bottommost floor of the Grand Dungeon.

Finally, after finishing that, Amber turned to the reports about the plague, which she chose to skim given she knew quite a lot of information already and just wanted to see a bit more. While doing so, she quickly found herself grossed out.

“Medical test number one: forcefully drain subject of their mana and deprive them of outside mana.

Report: The subject has shown signs of hemorrhage and vomit⁠—”

They were all incredibly descriptive, and to her dismay, some included pictures. That said, some did document the results, such as the fact that the plague could be slowed down by increasing one’s Vitality. However, some involved human torture, which she found appalling, and it was during reading one of the reports that she was approached by the man with glasses.

A mage.

A strong one.

[Mage. Lvl. 151]

“I didn’t think a warrior would be as studious as to research about both the Primordial Spirit and the plague,” he said.

“Call it curiosity,” Amber answered while closing the report she was reading.

“Indeed, luckily for you I happen to know about both things. More of the latter, of course.” He chuckled and sat down across from her.

She raised her brow at him. She was dubious of the man’s claims, which he seemed to sense.

“The doctors in those reports seem quite inhumane, don’t they?” he asked rhetorically, before continuing. “I see that you’re curious about the plague, and all things considered, you are much better than those heartless researchers. And you are strong, too, so…”

Amber wasn’t quite following what he was talking about. 

“What are you getting at?”

There was a pause before he smiled.

“To keep it simple…”

He met her gaze.

“Do you wish to know the truth behind the plague?”


Chapter 19.

On the sand dunes of the Great Desert, outside the Grand City of Torl, two cloaked figures stood. Their cloaks fluttered in the harsh winds as grains of sand flew through the air. One of them was holding up an artifact. A compass. Their gazes were glued on it. It was a modified tool to track someone’s mana signature.

The hand of the compass was pointing towards the city, and a moment later, the face of the compass was closed with a metallic clink. After so long, they had finally found the one who was responsible for ruining their plans. The wind currents passed by them once more, and then Zodos was the first one to speak.

“It is unmistakable. That person is here.”

The other man, Ner, nodded, his voice husky. “So, we finally get to avenge Ranir.”

“Remember, we aren’t here for revenge but to retrieve what was taken from us,” Zodos said, turning to the city. “We are here to find that which is precious to us.”

His eyes were fixed on the vast city, and while it was a sight to behold, they had their eyes on something much grander. Something that most of the population couldn’t fathom, and while this mission was but a small step toward it, he was going to stop at nothing to achieve it. He didn’t care that the Great Desert was at war, and he most definitely didn’t care about the ongoing plague. He only cared about one thing, and one thing only: completing his mission.

“Even if we have to raze the city to the ground, even if we have to start a new war, or even if we have to unleash a new plague upon the land…”

Zodos’ eyes narrowed.

“We will retrieve that divine artifact.”

“No matter the cost,” Ner added.

Zodos nodded, repeating in a whisper.

“No matter the cost.”

* * *

Amber raised her brow at what the man had just said. “What do you even mean by that?”

He seemed to ignore her question and continued.

“You are strong. I can sense it,” the man said, smiling. “And by that, I don’t mean just from looking at your level, but your existence is strong; the feeling you give.”

Amber was simply confused, but she decided to listen to the man and hear where he was going with this. He peered at her with a serious gaze and continued to speak.

“I’ve come here to ask for your help.”

Amber nodded at that, and the man extending his hand.

“Help me put a stop to the source of the plague⁠. Help me put a stop to this thing that the nation of Ofril has unleashed into the world.”

She paused and repeated in her mind, Unleashed into the world…?

For a moment, Amber didn’t know what to say.

* * *

Ian was looking at his last hope—or what he believed to be his last hope. It was a warrior, one of much lower level than him, and in spite of that, he wanted her help. She was a Cursebearer, and someone whose existence he had been aware of. Her name had spread all throughout the kingdom of Cytel. Amber. And she was heralded as a hero.

And now, he hoped that she would also be a hero in this situation. It wasn’t something he could do alone. Even if he was a powerful necromancer, he just couldn’t. The powerful curse of the source of the plague would spell his end without a Cursebearer to take the brunt of it all.

So, here he was, looking at his last hope. And she was utterly befuddled.

“They made a biochemical weapon?” she asked in a whisper but with anger.

Ian nodded. “They did. No matter how it affected others.”

He closed his eyes and remembered a scene from long ago, how he had been approached by officials to help his cause and goals, and how they had brought over another necromancer to help him. The end result was⁠—

He could remember the screams.

⁠— it wasn’t something he intended. Far from it.

“I was once an official inside their ranks, but that is a thing of the past after what they have done. Now, I seek to put a stop to the thing I’ve created, to the thing that was unleashed into the world by that nation.”

“That… Why haven’t they killed it if they created it?” she asked, dubiousness in her voice. “They don’t seem to have a handle on it considering they are also afflicted by the plague.”

Ian shook his head. “It’s not so simple. They lost control over it, and it went on a rampage…”

He trailed off and balled his hands up in a fist, gritting his teeth. If he could be given the chance, he would kill all those people for what they’d done. Finally, after a second of silence, he collected himself and looked over to the woman: Amber.

“And this is why I require your help. I cannot put a stop to all of this alone, and you are a Cursebearer,” he explained. “I sensed it as soon as you passed near to me. The Curse of the Dead within my body shifted.”

Amber was just staring at him, and finally, after a second of silence, she asked what was on her mind.

“But why you? Why do you want to kill it? I assume Ofril is trying to do something about it, and given it’s a rampaging monster, the other nations must be aware of it, too.”

Everything she had just said was true, so Ian took a deep breath.

“That is because I was the one who created the source of the plague.”

* * *

Amber couldn’t believe it, but soon, she felt anger.

“You are the one who created a damn biochemical weapon?” she lightly raised her voice.

“I didn’t intend to create it. In fact, I wasn’t even planning on creating it.” The man gritted his teeth. “Ofril offered to help me with my project, with my goals, and they fucking meddled with them. I may be a necromancer, but I never intended for this.”

Amber watched the anger within the man, but she still had more questions than answers.

“I’m here seeking your help because you’re a Cursebearer. You are the only one who can help me with this.” He sighed. “The monster has a deadly venom, but paired with a curse, it will spell the end of any other warrior. I want to put a stop to the thing I’ve created.”

Still, even after hearing all of that, Amber didn’t know what to say⁠. How could she trust the literal creator of the plague? Was he actually the person who created it? She didn’t know anything at all.

“This is my creation,” he said, simply sliding what seemed to be a photograph across the table.

Amber looked at the monochrome picture. It looked blurry, but she could see a mass of darkness with tendrils coming out. There was a miasma and dots of darkness surrounding it.

“It was level 162 then. Perhaps it has leveled up more.” He shook his head. “The nations keep on trying to kill it, but I am sure they’ll use its body for nefarious means if we don’t do so first.”

Then he continued lowering his head at last.

“So, please, help me put a stop to this.”

Hearing him speak, numerous things went through Amber’s mind. From the fact that the man was an ex-official of the crazy nation to the fact that he was asking for her help. All in all, he seemed genuine. Amber also thought about the victims of the plague she had seen, she thought about the state of the Great Desert as a whole, and she thought about the fact that she had to grow stronger.

“If we kill the monster, will the plague be cured?” she asked.

“I know it will stop spreading. As for those who are already afflicted…” He closed his eyes. “I do not know.”

Amber frowned.

“Didn’t you make it?”

“It doesn’t work that way. I wasn’t the only one to participate in the project…”

She stared at the man, all while pondering whether to help. If it was going to stop the plague from spreading, that was good but still less than ideal. And while she would get levels, that wasn’t enough to convince her.

“I want information about the Primordial Spirit of the desert,” she said.

“Does this mean: yes?” he asked hopefully.

“I’ll decide after you provide your information,” Amber said.

The necromancer paused at that but began to explain.

Amber heard things she was already aware of, but she also heard a few new things. Namely that the spirit’s oasis was a real physical place rather than an illusion. She also learned that the Primordial Spirit had apparently been spotted inside the Grand Dungeon in the past. Which further reinforced the theory of going to the bottom.

But the most useful piece of information was:

“His tower has never been seen before, and some scholars believe that he may not have a tower but rather the oasis is his tower.”

Given it was a physical place, Amber felt a lot more hopeful about finding it. Searching the entire desert still seemed like an insurmountable task, but with the cube, it was possible.

So, after he was done explaining, she nodded.

“I’ll help you.”

The man almost smiled at that, but she continued, glaring at him.

“If you so much as try to betray me, I’ll kill you.”

Still, contrary to her expectations, he smiled. “We have a deal then, Amber the Cursebearer, Hero of Cytel and Demonkiller.”

Amber frowned given she hadn’t told him her name. “And your name is?”

“Ian, and I am as I already said. I am a necromancer,” he said.

Hearing those words, Amber stood. “Let’s go after the monster then.”

Ian grinned at that. “Indeed, we must make haste, so let us depart.”

With those words, the two of them set off.

* * *

Before the hour was over, they were already on a worm-horse going in the direction of the monster—Ian could track it given he had literally made the thing. They traveled in silence as Amber was still wary of the man given everything she had just learned.

“Why are you looking at me that way?” he asked, holding the reins of the worm.

Amber shook her head. She wasn’t stupid enough to declare her distrust of the man out loud, but her body language was self-explanatory. And if he didn’t know why she felt this way, then maybe he was just an idiot.

“Is this your first time meeting a necromancer?”

“It is,” Amber agreed.

“I get it. My wife was quite mortified when I first met her, too.” He laughed. “But eventually, everyone gets used to it. In the end, necromancy is just magic like any other.”

Amber raised her brow at that. “You have a wife?”

“Well, she died a long time ago,” he said, his voice slightly pained. “I’m just saying that you shouldn’t fear me because of the nature of my magic. But if it’s any consolation, we may not cross paths ever again after this.”

“Right.”

Amber just nodded and cut the talk short, instead deciding to mentally prepare for the extremely difficult fight that she was about to have.

* * *

“We are here,” Ian said as he looked at a rock formation in the distance. “The monster is in a cave over there.”

Amber nodded and got off the worm, along with the necromancer. She was ready to fight the source of the plague⁠, and from the looks of it, Ian was too as he raised his staff.

“I’ll draw it out,” he said, his staff shining. “Summon.”

At his words, a skeleton formed from the sand itself—an undead that had its signature miasma. Amber frowned at that but said nothing as the skeleton ran in the direction of the rock formation.

“By the way, why have you been burning yourself and biting your tongue for the past hour?” the man asked.

“It makes me stronger,” Amber answered simply.

“Good, then prepare yourself.” The necromancer nodded. “The end is coming.”

And Amber readied herself with the Cursewelder already in hand. She noticed the necromancer glance at the sword in admiration, but said nothing.

Then, the rock formation exploded with a harrowing screech that shook the land. Numerous sand dunes fell as the dust from the explosion dispersed, leaving nothing but a black cloud of miasma.

Amber dodged.

A black whip hit the position she was in, breaking through the sand. Amber frowned as she looked ahead, finally seeing the full form of the monster. It was a black mass of tentacles, one that dripped black goo and had flies swarming it. It was a foul existence whose Identify result wasn’t quite what she expected.
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Amber frowned and called, “Is that thing human?”

“It doesn’t matter,” the necromancer answered loudly. “Just help me put a stop to this!”

Amber nodded at that. She lifted her sword and blocked a whip of darkness that made her arms tremble in severe pain.

It was strong, too.

“Death!” the necromancer screamed.

With his words, a miasma of darkness blasted the monster, making it unleash an echoing screech of pain. Amber took her chance as she appeared behind the monster⁠—being affected by the curse-filled miasma at the same time⁠—and used the ability of the Firecursed sword.

“Flamethrower.”

A crimson bloom engulfed the monster, and Amber⁠ was⁠ whipped. She was sent flying as the monster cried out in pain. Amber’s bones were broken, and she rolled over the sand, coughing from within her dented armor. It happened before she could react. Sharp Instincts had barely warned her, too.

“That hurts,” she groaned.

Unfortunately, the monster was fast. She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to escape an incoming whipping tendril. The spot where she had just stood exploded with dust, and she frowned.

The monster was strong, incredibly so. Amber was sure that it would have no trouble tearing her apart should she fight it alone. It was hard to believe that the difference between her current advancement and the next one was that big, but as it turned out, it was.

At the same time, she couldn’t believe she had agreed to fight a level 162 monster created by the same guy that she was helping⁠, but here she was.

Amber felt her bones snap back into place; even though she breathed the miasma of the monster, her body treated it as nothing more than a curse, which made Amber glad. In fact, it even helped her heal, though not by much. Ian’s words were truthful it seemed. So, she focused on fighting without worrying about being contaminated by the plague, now fully knowing it wasn’t a massive danger to her.

She laced her sword with her own blood by cutting her palm and then turned to the monster as it was hit by a pair of gigantic skeletal hands. She burned the remaining blood on her hand, increasing her strength. At the same time as the monster was swarmed by an army of skeletons, Amber dashed forward.

I don’t know if this is the right thing to do, but it just feels right. She had a plan, or rather she felt that their main priority was weakening the monster as much as possible.

With elegant and powerful swings, she tore through the monster with the constant use of Cursed Cleaves. Curse Manipulation was also hard at work, applying things selectively as she wanted, and General Weapon Mastery was used to the fullest⁠—all to tear apart the monster.

Amber destroyed her surroundings as she dug deeper and deeper, and once she felt she reached the core, she⁠ stabbed⁠.

“Battery!”

An explosion of flames and black blood burst, washing all over Amber as the monster unleashed a painful scream, but, of course⁠, just like always, she didn’t stop there. Instead, she continued to use Curse Battery.

“Battery, battery, battery!”

She used the skill until nothing remained, tearing into the monster and exacerbating the curses all over its body, tearing it apart.

And then, once nothing remained, Amber used her finisher⁠—

Abyssal Blast.

A purple explosion engulfed the monster, and she was sent flying from the blast. The sheer magnitude of the explosion made the sand burst as if something had erupted from it. It made the flames consume the surroundings, turning parts of the sand into glass⁠, all while burning the monster like never before. A wail of agony echoed through the desert, one that carried nothing but suffering. The necromancer winced at her attack with some horror at how powerful it had been.

Amber landed on all fours with her sword, sliding across the sand as black tentacles whipped into the surroundings with seemingly no target. The thrashing of pain from the monster continued as the necromancer lifted his staff and pointed at it, a great amount of energy gathering at its tip.

Then he spoke. “Destruction.”

Yet another explosion of darkness engulfed the monster as the sounds of agony turned hoarse. Ian had a deadly serious stoic expression while doing so.

“You’ve been on this rampage for long enough,” he said gravely. “It is time for you to rest.”

Amber didn’t know why he spoke to the monster exactly, even if he was its creator, but she ignored it. Instead, she turned towards the abomination as it disappeared. Amber blinked as it appeared right next to her and⁠ screeched.

Its mana burst forth as a pillar of pitch-black darkness erupted. Amber back-pedaled as the ground around the monster began to rot⁠, decomposing into nothing but black sand that seemed to crumble into even finer grains. The small number of shrubs instantly died, and flies seemed to generate out of thin air.

Black liquid emerged from beneath the monster that reeked of danger.

The monster had used a skill.

She blocked with her sword and was sent flying⁠ as her wrist nearly snapped from the hit. Its strength had substantially increased, also its speed. However, Amber still managed to see the attack, and what she saw was bad. There had been spikes at the end of the black tendril, and they were dripping with venom.

Amber dashed back as a multitude of tentacles hit where she had just been standing. The sand exploded as it melted into nothingness, turning into more black liquid⁠.

I can’t get close at all.

She couldn’t be near the monster with everything that had happened. Not only had it grown stronger, but it had also grown faster and a lot more dangerous, and so⁠ it chased her.

It rolled across the sand, tentacles whipping in all directions as Amber was forced to constantly block, and she barely succeeded in doing so. Every hit made her feel like her arms were going to break, and every little push made her sweat⁠. It wasn’t something she could keep up for long; Quick Dash didn’t help either.

Amber blocked another hit and then saw another strike⁠—one that she wouldn’t be able to dodge⁠.

“Guardian!” the necromancer called.

With the command of the necromancer, a gigantic skeleton with a shield appeared in front of Amber. It bashed forward, and the monster was pushed away, but it was barely enough for her to dodge that incoming strike. She breathed out.

That was close⁠.

The monster screeched, and with a whipping motion, thousands of spikes were shot towards Amber.

Her eyes widened, and she was forced to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, landing dozens of meters away from the spot where the spikes landed. The monster turned⁠, doing the same thing as she was forced to continuously dodge. Amber tried to fight, sending Cursed Cleaves its way, but it was to no avail. The ground next to the monster was still being corroded and eaten away. Its skill⁠—whatever it was⁠—was still active.

And yet, it wasn’t doing anything.

Amber was sure it was planning on doing something, but she just couldn’t tell what. She quickly found herself dodging for her life as the necromancer used all his attacks on the monster. Still, the monster didn’t move, regardless of how many injuries it sustained—something that just reaffirmed her previous thoughts.

The question was⁠: when would it do something?

Her mana wasn’t regenerating particularly quickly due to the conditions of the desert which worried her slightly. But Amber was still sure that she could outlast the monster. The necromancer, at least, seemed to be having no problems with his mana, luckily.

She dodged another set of spikes, and then⁠ tentacles sprouted all around her. The monster let out a roar as a dark miasma overwhelmed its surroundings, and the tentacles went for the kill⁠.

Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and barely dodged the skill. A black pillar exploded where she had just been standing as if the place had been destroyed out of existence.

And⁠ when she landed⁠, her leg was grabbed, and dozens of spikes dug into her flesh as she grunted in pain. Venom was injected into her leg, and just when she was about to do something⁠, she was whipped.

Her leg shattered as she was thrown into the air.

“Amber!” the necromancer called out in a panic.

Amber gritted her teeth and wielded the Cursewelder to protect herself, but dozens⁠—no, hundreds—of tentacles shot at her in an instant.

She screamed in pain⁠. Multiple bones had been broken in a single moment, and deadly venom rushed into her body as she convulsed. 

Her eyes trembled as she saw spikes of darkness coming out of her stomach⁠, dripping with the black venom she had been avoiding all this time.

Amber vomited a mouthful of blood as she realized the state of her now-failing body.

It was a fatal injury.

And then, she was thrown across the desert.


Chapter 20.

Amber’s world blurred as she was thrown across the desert. She felt her organs be torn apart, and things came out of her as she landed with an explosion of sand.

Her world spun as she rolled on the ground, and for a moment, all she could hear was her own breathing. Amber wanted to say she had lost concentration, that she hadn’t been able to sense that attack, but no⁠, she just couldn’t do anything against it. The monster seemed to be able to enhance its physical prowess, much like her, but the level difference was too high.

And this was the result⁠.

Amber broke out into a coughing fit, her blood oozing out of her. Her skills were trying to heal her, but it was to no avail. Normally, an injury like this could be healed, but not with so much venom inside of her. Luckily, she hadn’t landed on one of the many pits of venom, but her condition was still as bad as it could get.

Amber suppressed a scream as she felt her veins threaten to pop. Her muscles were numbing, and her heart was racing like never before. At the same time, her blood felt as if it was made out of sand as her entire body throbbed in pain. And then, there was the heat of the desert. It felt unbearable. It was as if her body was burning, and it hurt so damn much.

Amber sensed the ground rumble with an explosion. She could sense the rumbling approaching.

The monster was coming for her, and the necromancer was hard at work to try to prevent that. But if Amber didn’t hurry in recovering, it was clear she was going to die⁠.

She vomited.

Amber grabbed the golden sand with her fist and gritted her teeth from the pain. She used the second rank of Recovery of Curses, then she also used all of the accumulated rage into the skill⁠, speeding her recovery even more. Amber felt her bones begin to snap back into place, all while she tightly held onto the Cursewelder.

All of the curses worked to help her heal, but Amber was still in an awful fucking condition, and a moment later, the monster screeched. A gray miasma exploded. It engulfed everything in the radius of a small town in a mere instant. Yet it did nothing, or that was what she assumed was nothing.

Amber tried to use her ring, only to find out it suddenly didn’t work. The flames surrounding the Cursewelder also began to extinguish, and Amber was left to⁠ dodge.

She managed to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to get out of the way, and that’s when she heard the necromancer call out, “This miasma disables external mana output. Be careful! I’ll figure something out!”

What the fuck is external mana output? Amber dodged incoming tentacles with the use of Quick Dash.

Her skill worked just like normal, but she couldn’t use her ring, and from the looks of it, she couldn’t use her flames either. When she looked over, the necromancer wasn’t anywhere to be found.

Figure what out?

Amber gritted her teeth as she dashed out of the way. She wished that at least he had told her some kind of plan of action, but he had pretty much vanished in a blink. It seemed that she would have to be on her own for some time.

The question was: how much time?

With a frown of determination, she sent a Cursed Cleave the monster’s way, but it didn’t seem to do much given the monster’s sheer size. The skill worked due to the fact that it didn’t use mana, so Amber used it as a tool to distract the tentacles, all while she dodged.

At first, it was manageable, but she quickly found herself dodging for her life. Even if she wasn’t hit, every second she was stepping closer to death’s door.

She wiped her eyes only to see a tear of blood.

She was still envenomed or poisoned—or whatever the fuck it was. But even then, Amber did her best to survive. A minute quickly ticked by as her condition worsened, and Amber made her decision.

She had stalled the monster long enough, but the necromancer was nowhere to be seen. So, considering she was fucked anyway, she was going to do her damn best to kill the monster, even if it meant going into it and eating its flesh with her bare teeth. She was going to use its blood to heal herself and consume it all if she had to.

If she died, she would take it down with her.

She turned towards the monster and rushed, cutting through the tendrils that came her way.

* * *

Ian blinked as he watched the warrior rush at the monster in the distance. She tore through its tentacles with a war cry, quickly reaching and stabbing the center of the monster before a crimson burst of flames engulfed everything.

For a moment, he was taken aback, but then he decided that this was the best way to get rid of the miasma and save Amber at the same time.

So, he began to cast his spell.

* * *

Compared to her experiences with toxins, this venom was the most lethal thing that had ever hit her, and from the looks of it, it would spell her end⁠… or not. Amber jammed her hand into the monster and burned⁠, using its blood to heal herself as she grinned.

She didn’t know how long she had been fighting, but it didn’t matter. Amber dug her sword well into the monster as it failed to strike her, and just when she was about to dig into its flesh, she heard the necromancer⁠.

“Acceleration of Death.”

A purple explosion engulfed everything. The miasma was wiped in an instant, and the monster was blasted, part of its body dissolving in the purple light. Meanwhile, Amber was blasted away, all while the powerful curse regenerated her. She landed dozens of meters back, rolling numerous times.

Amber stood up only to see the necromancer offering her a potion.

“I thought you were going to die,” he said. “Glad that you are not. This is a Superb-Quality Regeneration potion. It will continuously heal you throughout the battle.”

“I wasn’t going to die,” she replied simply.

The necromancer gave her a weird glance, but she grabbed the potion before he could say anything. She used Identify, considering she had never heard of the potion of Regeneration. Considering it was Superb-Quality, it was most definitely incredibly rare.

And so, she chugged it.

The cold liquid entered her body, and relief washed over her. The venom was now a minimum in her body⁠, and while it wasn’t completely cleansed, it was enough for her to fight seriously once more.

“If you don’t have the 3rd Rank of Toxin Resistance, you should run,” he said seriously before continuing. “This venom continuously multiples through the body, and the only way to get it out is to have a blood transfusion—that or with Toxin Resistance. No matter how healed you get, it will never go away.”

Amber frowned. If that wasn’t a literal menace, she didn’t know what it was.

“Luckily, I have the 3rd Rank.”

“Alright.”

The necromancer nodded.

“Do you have any plan, in particular?” he asked.

She nodded in response.

She stared at the monster that was frantically fighting. It had terrorized her this entire fight, and now, she wanted to terrorize it back. Given the fact that the venom would never be cleansed, it emboldened her to take more risks. After all, she had already hit rock bottom, and there was also the fact that…

Her eyes narrowed, seeing how small the monster looked.

It’s quite weak now.

All they had to do was finish it off, and Amber had an idea of how to do that. While she didn’t dare stab herself to increase Curse Battery given the circumstances, there was another way to do so. And also⁠, curses healed her, keeping the venom at bay, all while she took risks. Added to that, she had a potion that was actively healing her now.

It was an insane plan, but it was what she wanted to do, and more than anything, she wanted to be the one who finished off the monster.

“I will go all-in on the monster,” Amber finally said. “And you will hit the both of us with as many curses as possible.”

The necromancer looked at her and then nodded. “Very well; let’s finish this.”

With his words, he teleported away, and the skeletons around the monster died, causing it to shriek in anger before turning to her.

Even though it had already been hurt a lot, the source of the plague still remained an imposing abomination, causing sand dunes to shift with its mass and making clouds of sand whenever it passed. Now, sand dunes were falling apart because of its mass as it charged while rolling.

Amber pointed her sword at it.

“Flamethrower.”

A crimson conical blast engulfed everything in front of her, but it was quickly charged through. The monster caught on fire as it used its tendrils to whip at her, and Amber pulled back and looked to the necromancer in the distance who nodded. He was aiming at her.

Everything was ready.

She turned to look at the chasing abomination and source of the plague. While Amber wanted to seriously fuck up the monster, she couldn’t exactly go toe to toe with it. What she could do, however, was torture it.

The monster arrived in front of her, and it whipped forward with its tentacles. And Amber immediately used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, essentially landing on top of the black mass. Spinning the dagger at her waist, she stabbed⁠. She used all her strength as she dug her whole arm along with the dagger into the monster, drawing an uncomfortable shriek from it. Then, she used Crimson Fuel and⁠ burned.

The monster screeched like never before, thrashing as its blood was consumed. But things didn’t end there⁠, no. A purple pillar of light engulfed them both of them, causing some of the tentacles of the monster to be disintegrated and for Amber to be healed. It was a similar attack to the one the necromancer had just used but weaker.

And Amber welcomed it.

She used the Firecursed sword’s fire, shooting it right inside the monster as she grinned. She didn’t care that her mana was drawing low, no⁠. All she cared about was damage.

Flames erupted from all around the monster while its dying sounds played like a melody in her ears, but she still continued attacking, stabbing the Cursewelder repeatedly and burning the monster’s blood without stopping. It also had the added bonus of keeping the venom within her body fully at bay with the help of the potion she had taken.

Of course, the necromancer attacked as well, engulfing them both with a multitude of curses that exacerbated the condition of the monster. She was fighting with all her capabilities, and she wanted to end it now.

Amber raised her sword and stabbed.

“Flamethrower⁠—”

Before the flames went off, the monster exploded.

Amber was thrown away and landed with confusion as tentacles rained down on her. There had been no notification to confirm it had died. There had been no nothing. She turned to look at the necromancer, only to see him chanting under his breath. Evidently, he was preparing another big spell.

The monster was still alive, the question was⁠—

A pillar of darkness erupted in front of her. Amber turned only to see danger⁠.

She blocked with her sword as a scintillating whip hit, and she was pushed back. Her eyes widened as she caught sight of the monster. It was much smaller, and its tentacles had a metallic sheen to them, but that wasn’t what made Amber surprised. No, that was its speed.

The monster blurred and attacked again, and Amber was forced to block, and then with another strike, her cheek was cut, and more venom went into her body. She used Curse Stomp, but it was completely ineffective, which just earned her a shoulder-wide scratch. It took just a few seconds for her to be overwhelmed, and even though she used Cursed Supreme Momentum to the fullest, it just wasn’t enough.

Amber knew the necromancer was preparing something, and while she wanted to fight the monster while it happened, she wasn’t stupid. Even if she had pride, she knew she would be in a terrible state by the time the necromancer unleashed his curse, so instead, she had a change of plans.

She would wait until the monster was about to get hit to counter⁠-attack.

So, she turned and ran. The monster screeched in anger as it chased after her. While it wasn’t what she initially wanted to do, Amber wasn’t stupid, and pride most certainly wasn’t going to get her killed.

The monster was fast and strong, so Amber couldn’t leave it behind, but she could most certainly make sure she survived until the necromancer attacked. She Quick Dashed away from the monster, and it chased, then when it caught up, Amber blocked and Quick Dashed again. It was a repeated process that quickly turned into a game of cat and mouse.

Naturally, she got a few more scratches and the venom got to the point in which she began to struggle, even with the potion of Regeneration. The more she was injected with, the faster it would spread again it seemed, but Amber was committed to her goal.

Evidently, the monster couldn’t take it anymore and used its magic. It engulfed its surroundings with an aura of death and manipulated its tentacles to attack as if they were salvos of projectiles, choosing to keep its distance while it assailed her with them.

And of course, Amber panicked, in fact she had a few near misses, but every time she looked towards the necromancer, his staff was shining brighter and brighter, and she knew the end was nearing.

She dodged for another minute, and then just as she spat out a mouthful of blood and almost tripped, the monster⁠ screeched.

Amber turned only to see the necromancer pointing his staff, and the monster was wrapped in a purple light. It was one that pressed on it and made it screech in agony, all while its attacks became much more aggressive, and Amber took that as her signal.

She turned around, and with a cleave-laced twirl, she cut through dozens of tentacles, and then, she dashed through the rain of attacks and headed towards the monster.

Its shrieks were laced with pain and anger as it attacked her.

Perhaps it could sense the end was coming, or perhaps it was something else, but it sent all of its tentacles forward in an attempt to stop her.

Amber tore through them all. She took the Firecursed Sword out of the Cursewelder, and with all her strength, she used the two massive blades at once to tear through all the attacks that came her way.

The closer she got, the harder it got to advance, but Amber dashed forward even as she was hit and scratched. As it progressed, she received multiple cuts and broken bones, but she pushed forward regardless.

Then⁠, the monster screeched as the force upon it worsened, heralding the start of the attack. Hundreds of spikes were shot her way, and Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to dodge them all.

Any other person in her position would have long since died, but Amber knew what she was capable of, and this was finally beginning to push her limits to the max.

Amber tore through the tentacles that she could get to, but it wasn’t enough. So, she burned.

An explosion of fire engulfed all the tentacles before her, and with a final charge, she heard the necromancer scream his attack.

“End of it all!”

A blast of purple engulfed Amber and the monster, and Amber felt reinvigorated in a single moment as all her injuries were immediately wiped; the broken bones, the cuts⁠, they all went away. The venom came to a screeching halt before reversing within her body, and Amber rushed.

Inside the purple light, she saw the monster screeching. It tried to send tentacles her way, but they disintegrated before they could reach her. It was fruitless. She stared at the burning monster, and she dashed up to it and kicked. Then, with a follow-up swing, she tore apart a multitude of its tentacles.

“You really did almost kill me!” She laughed.

She could almost see the monster staring at her in fear, even though it was a burning mass of tentacles, but it didn’t matter.

Amber stabbed and pushed all the accumulated rage from the attacks she had sustained forward and called⁠—

“Battery, battery, battery!”

Her words blurred together, and another purple blast engulfed the monster. One that sent it flying with a loud boom. Tentacle chunks streaked through the air as the mass of flesh landed dozens of meters away. And Amber didn’t stop there. She teleported with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and raised her sword at the now person-sized mass of tentacles.

It was wiggling on the sand, rotting it away, and Amber grinned.

“Die!”

She brought her sword down, stabbing deep into the carcass as the necromancer closed his eyes.

“It has been done.”

With his words, a notification came, and Amber picked up her dagger from the core of the monster as well as put the Firecursed Sword in its place. That’s when she noticed that the potion of regeneration ran out.

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 164].]

For defeating an enemy 35 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

The notifications didn’t stop there.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 7.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 7.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 7.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Crimson Venom has leveled up from level 7 to 8.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 7.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

And finally, she read her level ups.

[You have reached level 127. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 131. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

But despite everything she had leveled in, Amber frowned. Her Toxin Resistance had leveled up three whole times, and while she was recovering from her injuries already, the same couldn’t be said for the venom⁠.

Amber vomited blood as she hurriedly took out a Rare-Quality health potion that she quickly chugged. The effect was immediate, keeping the venom at bay, but she had been injected with so much of it that the venom was more aggressive than ever. Or rather, she had been injected with it so many times that it would spread like a virus as soon as she stopped healing it. Even though the battle had ended, she remained in an in-battle state due to it. 

This is bad… She looked at her trembling hand and then turned, noticing the necromancer.

“You should rush back to Torl to get the venom extracted; otherwise, you will die,” he said as he stood next to her. “If I’m being honest, I’m surprised you are still alive after receiving so much of it.”

She frowned at his words, but given she was wobbling on the spot, it was quite accurate. She had thought that the curse attack from the necromancer would be enough to heal her⁠, and while that was temporarily the case, she didn’t think that the venom would just spread once more, this time at an increased rate.

“Before I leave, what will you do?”

The necromancer seemingly ignored her question as he raised his staff. Then, with a twirl, all the tentacles across the desert flew to the dead monster, creating a pile of rot and death.

“We just killed my wife,” he finally said.

Then he turned to Amber, a tear running down his cheek.

“And now that she won’t rampage, I shall revive her.”


Chapter 21.

Did I hear that right…?

Amber blinked. “Did you just say you’ll revive the monster, and wife?”

“That is correct.” Ian, the necromancer nodded. “She was on a rampage. After my nation tried to control her, she broke free and was unleashed onto the world. Even though I was the one that… transformed her, I couldn’t control her actions after.”

He sounded pained, and his voice carried deep regret, but at the same time, Amber couldn’t help but frown. She only had one interpretation of what she was just told, and it was not a very pleasant one.

“So, you killed your wife and turned her into this thing?” She gestured.

“I didn’t kill her!” he bellowed angrily. “She died saving my life!”

He stepped towards Amber and pointed his finger.

“Two years ago, we both met a powerful mage, and he fucking killed her! He was searching in the Great Desert for leads to Primordial Spirits, and for some reason, he believed that my wife possessed information in regard to that!”

Amber blinked⁠. That sounded familiar⁠.

“She sacrificed herself so I could escape since he wanted to kill me as well!”

He held his head in frustration, pulling at his hair. She could see the anger on his face when speaking, and to some extent, Amber felt bad that that had happened to him⁠—especially if Dargon had been the one to kill his wife. But…

“I can’t let you revive your wife. The plague is just going to come back,” Amber said. “The whole point of why I came here is to stop that.” 

“That won’t happen,” the necromancer said. “She will be under my control, so there will be no plague, and even if she is in this form…”

He looked towards the mass of tentacles, gritting his teeth.

“That is still very much my wife, even if the damn nation of Ofris lied to me. Even if they deceived me to create a war weapon rather than revive her, I will stop at nothing to bring her back. Not in this form, but as her, and getting her back now is the first step.”

He raised his staff, and Amber’s vision trembled. A moment later, she vomited blood. The venom was still spreading throughout her body, and it was bad. Every one of her muscles was trembling in pain; it felt as if she had sandpaper coursing through her veins. Still, at the same time, she couldn’t allow this.

“You should go back before it’s too late,” he said.

Amber shook her head and chugged a potion from her ring. Meanwhile, the man’s staff began to shine as the tentacles on the ground began to mend together and connect. It was as if watching a puppet be animated, slowly rising from the ground and gaining motion, but instead of watching, Amber walked forward and⁠—

Punched.

Amber felt a crack as the mage’s jaw was dislocated. He groaned in pain as he hit the ground hard. With that, the tentacles fell right onto the ground once more, stopping the process even if momentarily. While she felt bad about attacking the same person who had just fought by her side, she had to do it.

The necromancer spat blood on the ground before cracking his jaw back into place. “Are you getting in the way of me reuniting with my wife just like those bastards of Ofril?”

Amber shook her head. “If you want to reunite with her so damn bad, why not die instead? Go to heaven and all⁠, but if you insist on reuniting this way, then I’ll get in your damn way.”

“Heaven?” he asked. “How do I visit this place you call ‘Heaven’?”

She nearly rolled her eyes at that. Of course, she didn’t blame the man for not knowing what heaven out of all things was as a concept, but the thing that bothered her was how obsessed the man was with his wife. A wife that had long ago died and was now a tendril monster.

She shook her head. “That doesn’t matter. You have to move on, accept that she’s dead⁠. If you bring her back, will she still be herself or just some puppet?”

The necromancer gritted his teeth. When Amber met him, he looked like a well-put together person; in fact, he remained that way until about five minutes ago. But now, his hair was disheveled, his glasses were bent, and he was looking at her with nothing but anger.

“Do you have any idea of how many times I’ve heard that?” he spat. “Way too many!”

Finally, he stood up properly and pointed his staff at her, biting his lips.

“Amber, I’ve refused to attack you up until this point. Do you know why?” he asked rhetorically before continuing. “Because you’ve helped me. You helped me put a stop to the problem caused by Ofril, and you helped me reunite with her. However, my patience is about to run out. I do not want to kill you, so do not force my hand.”

Amber frowned at his warning. She could feel the venom once more beginning to take effect, her vision was slightly blurry, and her senses were dulled. There was also the pain that made her grit her teeth. But even then, she had to do something. While she would’ve liked to smack some sense into the man, she was way too weak for that. Unfortunately, right now, her only choice was to talk.

“How many people have died to the plague?” she asked. “Think about that⁠. That’s how many more people you’ll be killing if you revive your wife!”

“No, that won’t be happening!” he snapped back. “The main reason the plague began was due to the fact that my nation, my birthplace, took advantage of me and tried to take complete control over her. With that, the plague began. It began as soon as she escaped and rampaged all around the land, leaving her curse behind for people to infect themselves with!”

After a breath, he continued, “I’m not even responsible for any of this. They are…” his voice trailed off. “All I wanted was to revive her. I acted on my own and gathered the necessary resources, and when they discovered my project, they offered help. I was once a high-ranking official of Ofril. I thought they were helping, but instead, they created a war machine…”

He closed his eyes, letting out a deep breath before turning back to the black mass.

“Now that they are out of the picture, that won’t happen anymore.” He raised his staff and glanced back at her. “Discussions are over. Leave me alone, Amber the Cursebearer.”

Amber frowned, and then the man tapped his staff on the ground. Numerous shield-bearing undead appeared all around him to protect him, and then he spoke with finality.

“Try anything and you will die. This is your final warning. Heed it,” he hissed.

With those words, he began to resurrect the undead monster.

She raised her sword, looking at the undead, and then⁠ nearly lost her balance due to the venom inside her body. It was absolutely ridiculous that this was happening, but somehow⁠, it was. Amber wasn’t confident about fighting the man, and yet she had to stop him. There was no other way⁠.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

Amber scoffed inwardly at the stupid notification and then chugged a potion. She didn’t want to do this, but she had to act. Even though she wasn’t in any condition to fight, she had to stop him.

“I suggest you give up,” he stated. “You cannot stop me⁠."

“Explode.”

A voice echoed, and both were engulfed in a purple light. Amber went flying dozens of meters away, hitting the sand. She received no damage and even felt the venom be pushed back by quite a lot from the blast⁠—meaning they had used a curse. However, Amber was still disoriented.

Her blurry vision slowly refocused as she saw two cloaked figures walking towards her, and while at first they looked unassuming, she realized that the two of them both wore a necklace whose set piece had the twin moons.

Her eyes widened.

They were from the Arcane Council.

And they were strong.

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

“We can either do this the nice way or the really, really bad way,” the first mage said, his tone casual.

The other stepped forward, speaking with a husky voice. “Hand over the cube you took, woman, and then I’ll consider sparing your life. Tell us where it is.”

Amber frowned. They wanted the Cube of Stars, and at the same time⁠—she felt blood come out of her nose⁠—she couldn’t fight. The venom was slowly eating away at her body, and she was sure she would have already died if it wasn’t for all the self-healing skills she had.

However, all she had to do was hold on, and then the 3rd Rank of Toxin Resistance would kick in. However, her chances of survival were looking pretty slim.

At least, they don’t know I have the cube on my person. Because if they knew, they most certainly would be attacking her now. So, Amber retained her expression, which was one of confusion and disorientation.

“Cube, what cube?”

The man with the husky voice clicked his tongue. “Here I was hoping to do this without torture.”

“So, you’ve chosen the bad way,” the other said.

Amber frowned as she watched the two men raise their staves. She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry seeing how direct and to the point they were. But she could do neither, instead, what she had to do was fight. And she was going to do just that. She readied herself for the perfect moment, waiting for the men to use their spells to attack, and⁠—

A blast of darkness hit them. Amber, too, was engulfed, and she felt her body reinvigorated by the curse. Then she heard the necromancer’s voice call out, though it sounded pained.

“Amber, buy me time. I’ll revive her, and then⁠ you can escape and save your life,” he said. “That will be my final thank you to you.”

Amber felt conflicted about that statement, but as she felt a sudden urge to vomit, she realized that it was either that or death. In the end, she resolved herself to kill the necromancer and his wife should further problems arise in the future.

So, she chugged a potion, and⁠ the dust cleared. The two people looked around with a frown, and Amber attacked. She dashed upon the shorter member of the Arcane Council—the man with the husky voice.

He gritted his teeth. “Pest!”

And Amber got out of the way just in time. Using the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, she appeared behind him and swung. A barrier was formed and⁠ broke.

“Impossible!” He stepped back. “Begone!”

This time, Amber let herself be hit by his attack. The explosion of purple engulfed her, and she grinned⁠. She passed through the cursed veil and slashed with all the rage she had accumulated, using Cursed Cleave at the same time.

A blade of purple came after the man⁠. His eyes widened, and it tore through his shoulder with a splatter of blood.

He gritted his teeth and muttered, “Damn Cursebearer.”

But Amber had no time to savor her victory; instead, she was forced to use Quick Dash to move away as an explosion of flames engulfed the spot she had just been standing on. The two members of the Arcane Council turned to her, and the first one to speak was the man with the injured shoulder⁠, though the cut looked superficial at best.

“Zodos, let me be the one to deal with her.”

The man, Zodos shook his head. “Remember our mission: we have to capture her and torture her. Her friend is planning something, so let’s deal with her quick.”

The injured one snorted but raised his staff.

Amber swallowed. Her vision was already beginning to turn blurry again, the venom within her body was unrelenting. She could feel her heart skipping beats at this point⁠, threatening to stop for good. She was in no condition to fight, and yet she was going to try.

She took a deep breath and dashed⁠, then she used Cursed Stomp, which went through the mage’s barriers but was essentially brushed off. The men had no reaction to the curse-riddled injuries they had sustained. It was a futile attempt that she followed up with a dash to close the distance.

Zodos raised his staff and spoke, “Repulse.” Amber was thrown back, and he continued, “Flame.”

Amber barely blocked, hiding behind the Cursewelder to shield her from the deluge of flames that came her way. Maybe it was the fact that she was heavily weakened, but she felt as if she was fighting against an unstoppable force.

However, she couldn’t give up⁠.

The other man appeared next to her and swung his staff. Amber had no time to block as she was hit across the face⁠—her brain rattled, and she felt her jaw crack and then jerk back into place a moment later. She landed on the ground, coughing blood as the two members approached.

“You are much weaker than I expected,” the man with the husky voice said.

“Apprehend her, Ner,” Zodos commanded.

“Aye, aye⁠—”

And Amber felt the ground quake with an explosion. Her vision was fading, but she saw the Arcane Council members stand on their spot for a second before raising their staves as a tentacle hit. Their barriers cracked, and they were sent flying.

Amber’s eyes widened.

The source of the plague had been revived.

Though, she did hope that Ian the necromancer meant what he said. She tried to stand up but fell to the ground, and just as she was about to get up, Ian rushed in front of her. He knelt and fed her a potion.

“Escape. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to hold them off.”

Amber recovered and nodded. She immediately got up and rushed towards the worm-horse that they had arrived on. On the way there, she couldn’t help but look back and see the necromancer and the monster fighting the Arcane Council. She saw myriad of spells going off by the second, and she heard the monster screeching.

She didn’t believe the monster was that man’s wife, but if his beliefs allowed Amber to stay alive… well, so be it.

With the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, Amber landed on top of the worm-horse, and while she didn’t know how to exactly drive it, she had seen other people do so. So, she tugged the reins at full strength, and the worm immediately sprinted at full speed.

Amber only remembered the general direction to the Grand City of Torl, but that had to be enough because⁠ she almost lost consciousness.

Amber sluggishly grabbed another potion and drank it in a hurry, alleviating the worsening symptoms of the venom that was coursing through her body. Amber didn’t understand what kind of accursed thing it was, but now it made sense that none of the nations had been able to hunt this thing. 3rd Rank Toxin Resistance was the only thing keeping her alive; from what she had gathered, that wasn’t a particularly common skill to have at such a level⁠.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 7.]

“Fuck off,” Amber spat.

She could feel blood in her mouth. Amber had no idea how much time remained for Toxin Resistance to cleanse her, but surely, it couldn't be that long⁠.

An explosion resounded in the distance. Amber glanced back only to see the monster go flying. The sight made her bite her lip and face back forward. She had to get as far away from here as possible and get stronger. With the Arcane Council coming after her, it was a necessity.

She tugged at the reins of the worm, urging it to go faster.

Amber vision constantly blurred, but she held on and continued consuming potions, but not even five minutes in⁠ she ran out.

The effects of the venom in her body gradually worsened until Amber collapsed. She could hardly see ahead. Then, she began to cough up blood.

The horse-worm threw her off as something exploded, and she hit the hot sands of the Great Desert, squirming in pain. All Amber could see were the vast golden sand dunes. There was no civilization in sight. There wasn’t even a person; there was just nothing.

Amber coughed and twisted, and her gaze landed on palm trees. She saw an oasis in the distance. It was in a different direction from the one she had been looking. There, she saw salvation. She didn’t know why, but every part of her body told her to go towards it, to drink its water. Only then would she be cured of the deadly venom afflicting her body.

Just as she tried to move, she heard a voice, one with an ethereal quality that instantly broke her out of her stupor.

“Interesting weapon, don’t you think?”

Amber turned in the direction only to see a white figure emanating a purple light, holding the Cursewelder. Amber’s eyes grew wide. He looked like a man and had a muscular yet athletic figure. It was the Primordial Spirit of the desert. The Primordial Spirit that had pretended to be Ax’thra and deceived Liz. The same Primordial Spirit that knew of her.

He smiled.

“We finally meet, Amber.”

And it was the Primordial Spirit that she had to seek in order to learn Essence.


Chapter 22.

In a blink, Amber found herself lying on grass, and then she vomited more blood before the venom⁠… stopped. In a single moment, she slowly healed. Recovery of Curses wasn’t in effect due to the fact that she didn’t have the Cursewelder on her, so she summoned the broken Sword of all Mortals and the Staff of Demons, only to realize that neither of the objects had curses on them anymore.

Amber grimaced, but it was short-lived as she heard a laugh from her side. Amber turned to see the purple Primordial Spirit holding the Cursewelder and spinning it around.

“Quite the weapon she’s made. Val’leri is quite impressive, even if I say so myself,” he said, smiling. “I admire her quite a lot, you know?”

Amber groaned and slowly stood up, and as she did, she realized she was healing. There was no more venom in her system.

She looked at the spirit. “Did you cure me, or was that the 3rd Rank of Toxin Resistance…?”

“Oh, that was me,” the spirit affirmed. “You had about three minutes for Toxin Resistance to work, and by then⁠… well, you would have died.”

She blinked. “Right… thank you.”

And then, she remembered something⁠.

“Do you think you can save the necromancer, Ian⁠—he saved me.”

“No, I cannot,” he replied simply before continuing. “Aside from any personal reasons I could have for saying no, the impersonal and factual one is that he is dead. Hence, I cannot save him. But otherwise, I would have agreed to your request since I met you thanks to him.”

Amber blinked at that. “He is dead…?”

The Primordial Spirit nodded. “For what it’s worth, he fought valiantly, and he has been reunited with his wife.”

She took in his words, and in all honesty, it stung.

The spirit smiled and continued playing with the sword, uncaring for the news he had just delivered. Amber was shaken for a moment; life was fickle. But after taking a deep breath, she regained her bearings and took in her surroundings. She was sitting on grass, there were palm trees in her surroundings and a wide lake, and at the center, there was a throne. Then, looking around some more, she spotted some hammocks and umbrellas⁠.

She was in an oasis, but it was like a tropical paradise.

“Well, that was most certainly a surprise,” the Primordial Spirit said. “Didn’t think you’d have such a weapon, but you are far from reaching its full potential. You can have it back, Amber. It’s not like it can hurt me.”

With those words, he threw it into the air, and Amber had to scoot out of the way as it landed next to her and dug into the ground. She quickly got ahold of it and stowed it away, along with the other two cursed items. Finally, she remembered the thing she had on her mind this entire time.

“You… knew my name… How?”

“You went to visit Val’leri. Of course, she told me your name!” He smiled.

A lie.

Amber frowned. “I’m not stupid⁠. You knew of me before I even met her.”

The spirit chuckled at that, then he took a step forward and⁠ appeared in front of her, causing Amber to instinctively shiver.

“Then I suppose you’ll find out soon enough,” he said, caressing Amber’s cheek, which caused her to shiver again.

She backed off as he let out a laugh, then he turned and gestured at the oasis.

“Welcome to my second home, the Oasis of Death, and also⁠…” He glanced back, his voice turning grave. “Your prison.”

Amber paused at that. She could tell the Primordial Spirit didn’t exactly see her as an ally, meaning he meant those words.

She looked at the edge of the grass and towards the sands of the desert, and for a moment, she thought about making a run for it, but it was a stupid idea⁠ considering she was essentially trying to run away from a god.

“Thinking about it?” the spirit asked, amused. “Don’t bother. There is a barrier in place, but if you want to try it, be my guest.”

Amber shook her head. “I’m good, thanks.”

With those words, she stood up. She didn’t quite understand her situation, but at the same time, she didn’t feel any hostility from the Primordial Spirit. In fact, it was as if he couldn’t care less about her presence. So, she took a look around and walked, all while the Primordial Spirit tapped at the air.

“So, why am I imprisoned?”

“Let’s just say your friends have something I really want, and I want to use your life in exchange for it,” he said. “Which is why I sought you out.”

Amber raised her brow at that. She didn’t quite know what Val’leri and Ax’thra could possibly have from him, but he seemed quite serious.

“And after you get it, will you let me go?”

He snorted. “Of course. What kind of god doesn’t honor deals with other gods? While I’m playing villain, I’m not stupid.”

Amber nodded. She was a hostage, and⁠ she didn’t quite know what to do, but for now, she sat on one of the hammocks and decided to find out more about everything⁠.

And she paused, remembering what the Primordial Spirit had done.

“You are an asshole,” Amber called, which made him raise his brow. “Impersonating my friend and deceiving another one? Aren’t you above that?”

“You have quite the gall to speak to a god like that,” the Primordial Spirit said, annoyed.

Amber shook her head. “If I die you don’t get what you want, and you make two gods angry.”

The god sighed. “And so we have the world’s most valiant hostage. Congratulations, you are an empowered human or whatever.”

Amber rolled her eyes.

It seemed he didn’t really care about what he had done, but at the same time, Amber wasn’t going to let it go, especially not when she had the chance to do so.

“You should be ashamed of yourself, for deceiving a poor human girl.”

“She’ll get over it.” He waved off. “And besides, it was all part of my plan to get you to me, so it worked⁠—”

“Except, Val’leri sent me to you,” Amber pointed out. “She said you could teach me Essence.”

The Primordial Spirit snorted at that. “She did say that a second ago, but she doesn’t seem to understand that I’ll kill you if I don’t get what I want.”

Amber didn’t know what to make of that, but watching the frown appear on the Primordial Spirit’s face, she couldn’t help but ask.

“And what is the thing you want?”

“A divine artifact that belongs to me. It’s in her possession,” he explained simply, annoyance evident in his voice.

She raised her brow at that. The only kind of artifact that had been in Val’leri’s possession⁠ that didn’t belong to her—that she was aware of⁠—was the Cube of Stars, but it had been taken by the Arcane Council, and now, Amber had it on her person. Though maybe, he wasn’t looking for the cube at all, but Amber felt that that wasn’t the case.

“I can see why she sent you to me, given you have a surprising amount of Essence in you, but…” He shook his head. “You may be a Demonkiller, however, you are still friends with those two thieves.”

“What do you mean thieves?”

“Not a story you get to know, Amber,” he denied her instantly. “You should be a quiet hostage and mind your business.”

“Ha.”

She barely felt like one, but Amber did understand that her situation could quickly turn bad should things go awry⁠—or well, it would turn bad if she didn’t play her cards right. Fortunately, the spirit didn’t seem to know of the cube, so she could use that to her advantage.

“What do you mean you don’t have it?!” he said to the air, angrily. “You know where it is, yet won’t tell me?!”

He stomped on the ground, sending a shockwave across the oasis causing lake’s water to splatter. Amber winced at that, and then he spoke.

“Then, I will imprison her and torture her until you tell me…” he said coldly.

With that, he craned his head towards her, but just before he could fully blast her with murderous intent, she spoke.

“You’re looking for the Cube of Stars, right?”

The spirit visibly relaxed at that. “So, you know of it.”

“That is right,” Amber said, then she took a deep breath.

So he is indeed looking for the cube, Amber thought, it seemed the Primordial Spirit had sensed the Essence of the cube earlier but didn’t know it was from it. Meaning, she had the advantage for now.

After a moment of silence, she met the god’s gaze and made her request known.

“But I won’t tell you where it is unless you teach me how to wield Essence.”

The Primordial Spirit looked confused. “And what makes you think I can’t just get that information from the System itself? It records everything you do, after all.”

Amber paused at that, and the Primordial Spirit tapped the air twice and⁠ frowned.

“If that thieving bitch gets in the way, then I suppose I cannot get it.”

Seeing that, a sigh of relief left her. It seemed that Val’leri was aiding her somewhat, though not in a super helpful way. But now, Amber knew that it was time to act. She could no longer pretend to be a clueless hostage.

“Isn’t that unfortunate. But don’t worry, I’ll tell you where it is,” Amber reassured. “All you have to do is listen to my request⁠—”

“Or I can torture you until you tell me that information,” he interrupted, stepping forward. “It won’t take too long either. Certainly faster than teaching you Essence.”

Amber swallowed at that. “If you do that, then you’ll piss Ax’thra and Val’leri off.”

“Ax’thra isn’t here, and Val’leri⁠… she is weaker than me, and so long as you are alive⁠, she may not act immediately.”

With those words, he appeared in front of her, and her eyes widened as she saw a sword appear. It was quickly pointed at her throat, and its tip burned like acid.

“You are a Cursebearer, but even if you are immune to curses, toxins can most certainly be your undoing,” he spoke simply. “So, speak before I stab you, and maybe I won’t imprison you after.”

She looked up at the Primordial Spirit. He had an empty expression. And for a moment, Amber wondered if seeking him out had been a mistake. After all, all he wanted was to get the Cube of Stars. All he had done so far, from lying to Liz to seeking her out⁠ was all to use her as a hostage.

Amber had two options: to hand it over right now and save her life or be stupid and try to get on the spirit’s good side. However, looking at his gaze, she could tell that neither was a choice.

She closed her eyes. He’s going to imprison me no matter what. He was just that kind of person. She swallowed at that. Amber momentarily hoped Val’leri would show up and do something, but it was obviously not the case. However, she did remember one piece of information⁠—one thing that the Primordial Spirit seemed to see as favorable.

And she was going to make use of it.

“Before I tell you everything, how about we talk, and then⁠ you can decide whether to imprison me or not after you get it?” Amber suggested. “I am a Demonkiller, so, please?”

The Primordial Spirit looked at her for a moment before lowering his sword. “You are indeed a Demonkiller, and you seem to have killed a fair number of them already.”

He placed his hand on his chin thoughtfully as Amber’s heart rushed, and finally, after a couple of seconds of thinking, he nodded.

“Very well, Amber. Let us talk.”

She almost breathed a sigh of relief before the spirit continued.

“But first, you must swear on your life that you will give me the necessary information to obtain the Cube of Stars by the time our conversation ends.”

Amber blinked, seeing his extended hand looming in front of her, but after a moment of hesitation, she took a hold of it and shook it. With that action, she felt a strange magic rush into her heart.

The spirit nodded in response and flicked his fingers as his throne and a chair appeared.

“Alright, we can talk, Amber the Demonkiller.”

Amber looked at him sit and swallowed as an hourglass was set by him. She had a hard talk ahead of her.

* * *

Amber told him quite a lot of herself, and for the most part, he seemed unimpressed. Hearing about Earth all he said was “interesting” and nothing more. So evidently, she was struggling to earn his favor, but at least she got to ask him something that she deemed important.

The first thing she learned was that⁠ Ax’thra had actually asked him to teach her Essence. In fact, he had asked quite heavily, and that was the reason he was aware of her. This was Ax’thra’s fail-safe to ensure she would eventually get to know of Ill’hine, but it seemed that he didn’t contemplate the level of hatred the Primordial Spirit had for him and Val’leri.

So, instead, he used that information to try to find her and get what he wanted.

“You can teach me Essence without the cube?” Amber asked.

“A more annoying process, but yes,” he said simply. “However, no matter how many times you ask, I’ll say no.”

“Because you hate Val’leri and Ax’thra.” Amber sighed, massaging her temples.

“Exactly. You are beginning to understand me, Amber.” He flicked his fingers. “I hold grudges for a very long time; why do you think I hate demons?”

“They… pissed you off?” she guessed.

“You really are sharp,” he praised.

Amber shook her head at that. She didn’t expect the Primordial Spirit of the desert to be like this. From what she could tell, he actually liked her to some extent, and Amber⁠ also kind of wanted to befriend him as well. But he adamantly refused due to her connection to Ax’thra and Val’leri, and now the reason had been explained in simple terms.

So my worth has to surpass the hatred he has for Val’leri and Ax’thra, Amber thought with a frown.

“What’s the matter? You look like you want to kill someone,” he joked. “Use that energy to kill some demons.”

“Except, if you imprison me, or whatever, I won’t get to kill more demons,” Amber said simply.

The Primordial Spirit waved his hand dismissively. “You don’t need to worry about that. I’ve decided that I’ll let you go after this. You are just barely interesting enough for me to forego my hatred towards those two.”

Amber blinked. “Thanks.”

“And here I expected you’d celebrate,” the spirit commented.

Her thoughts continued for a few more moments before she had her realization. He hates the demons much more than Ax’thra and Val’leri. Now, she just had to reason with the god about that, somehow.

“I am a Demonkiller, right?” she asked.

“That is your title, yes.”

“Which means if you teach me Essence⁠—”

“You’ll kill a lot more demons,” he finished for her. “The answer is still: no.”

Amber blinked at that and sighed. She had no idea how to convince the Primordial Spirit, but she knew that the time of their talk was going to run out soon. Rather, she had less than a minute from what she could see on the hourglass, though the spirit seemed to be paying no attention to it, instead just smiling at her.

Perhaps he enjoyed her despair as she struggled to think of a reason⁠—no that was most definitely it. He was enjoying it. She could just tell from his facial expression.

“Alright.” Amber nodded. “You are an asshole.”

“Ouch,” he feigned hurt.

“So, you can have it.”

With those words, she threw the Cube of Stars at the Primordial Spirit who caught it with nothing but evident shock in his face. And Amber continued.

“Because I know that no matter what I say, you won’t teach me Essence. Even if it’s well within your power, even if you are all-powerful⁠, you are a dick. I’m not letting you get any more enjoyment out of my begging.” Amber couldn’t hide her annoyance as she stood up. “I’m being hunted down for having it anyway, so I don’t need it. I’ll just ask Val’leri or something instead.”

The Primordial Spirit frowned at that. “If she helps you without the cube, you will die.”

“So?” Amber looked back. “It’s not like you’ll teach me.”

Amber took a step forward, and the Primordial Spirit appeared in front of her, standing and looking down at her.

“But what makes you think you are ready to learn Essence?” he asked.

There was a pause, and before Amber could answer, he flicked his finger.

The surroundings turned to ones she had seen before⁠—to the surroundings of Ill’hine. She blinked, and the Primordial Spirit continued.

“You are just inviting more danger into your life, for no reason other than to grow stronger,” he said simply. “Why not accept peace, after all⁠—”

An explosion went off in the distance. It was bright red, and Amber saw a mushroom cloud of red and purple, reminiscent of a nuclear explosion. Then she saw a shockwave tear through their surroundings, shattering mountains and destroying forests in a single moment.

Then, it passed them by, destroying their surroundings, too, yet leaving them unaffected.

“This will be your new normal. I understand you want to push your limits, but is this really the answer?” he asked. “Being connected to the System will make you enemies in Ill’hine, and in Vir, you will be lonely and hunted by the Arcane Council.”

Amber frowned. She wasn’t aware of the former fact, but the latter was to be expected. Or well⁠, once they found out about Essence anyway. But Amber, in spite of his words, nodded.

“I wish to learn Essence.”

There were numerous reasons for this. Her primary one was the shallow one of being stronger. Another one was wanting to be an equal to Ax’thra and other Primordial Spirits she befriended, and another was the fact that it would allow her to see and feel things she would not get to experience otherwise.

She wanted to see what Ill’hine had to offer, and she wanted to see more of Vir⁠. In the end, she wanted to explore it all.

At her response, the Primordial Spirit frowned lightly as their surroundings returned to the beautiful oasis they were previously in, and he turned away, walking as he looked at the oasis. 

“You know, the reason I’ve kept you alive for so long instead of being forceful is because I like you, Amber.”

Amber raised her brow as the spirit continued.

“And this is beyond you being a Demonkiller or your insanity—or other things that I find impressive about you.” He shook his head. “You have absolutely no idea how much I admire your ability to stand up to me in spite of being… at my mercy.”

Finally, he turned to face Amber, looking at her with utmost seriousness.

“Which is why you can know my name: Sid’fril. And it is also why I’ll show you the path to become a god.”

He touched the cube, as it began to glow with a faint aura. Then, he met her gaze.

“I will teach you Essence.”


Chapter 23.

Amber blinked, staring at the Primordial Spirit⁠—Sid’fril⁠—holding the Cube of Stars and looking at her.

For a moment, she didn’t understand what was happening, but even when she did, she still couldn’t help but ask, “Are you serious?”

He smiled. “Of course.”

She found the entire thing hard to believe. Not that she wasn't convinced⁠, just that Sid’fril was such a particular individual that she didn’t expect she’d be able to convince him at all. And yet, she did the moment she gave up on trying to convince to do so.

“As soon as I realized that you truly were going to seek out Val’leri, I realized that I had lost your interest,” he said simply. “And as I stated: I like you⁠, and I respect you so⁠—”

“You changed your mind,” Amber completed for him.

“You really are sharp,” he remarked. “No wonder Ax’thra took such a liking to you.”

“Yet you hate him.”

He scoffed. “Let us compartmentalize everything. I like you, but I don’t like those bastards⁠, so I will continue to like you only while we conveniently avoid the topic. How about that?”

Amber nodded but couldn’t hold back. “You’re the one that brought him up.”

“Which is why I’ve come to realize that it’s not a good idea to do so.” He winked, and Amber paused at that.

His tone had changed completely now, and it was much more friendly and likeable. After a moment, she stared at Sid’fril and the Cube of Stars that he was still holding. It was the key to teaching her Essence—or, at least, it was the key to expedite the process.

“Did you make this cube specifically to teach others?”

“The cube is many things, from a weapon you can use to a teaching tool, to an artifact with a nasty curse that only has long term effects and more.”

“Wait, a weapon?”

The spirit raised his brow at that and threw it up before catching it casually. “Have you never hit someone with it? It’s dense enough to crack the skull of mortals open.”

Amber almost sighed at that. She had entertained that thought but never actually followed through with it. Though she did remember the cube being buoyant⁠, so perhaps the spirit had made it as a rubber duck equivalent, too.

“Oh, you even took a bath with it,” he said surprised. “I see you did quite a lot of bonding with my cube⁠—you had it even before I went to seek you out. I’m quite impressed.”

Amber didn’t know what exactly to say to him, but after a moment sighed. “Well, I’m glad I can reunite you with your precious cube.”

“Indeed,” Sid’fril agreed. “But unfortunately, it will be a short-lived reunion because I have to teach you Essence.”

At the mention of Essence, Amber turned serious. “How will you teach me?”

“You are an eager student, I see,” the Primordial Spirit said, happily. “Then, it won’t take long for you to learn the basics.”

Amber raised her brow at that. “What about past the basics?”

“We’ll get there when we get there,” he casually dismissed.

Sid’fril flicked his fingers, and Amber found herself seated on the chair she had been. She had been teleported just like that—much to her surprise. Then, his throne disappeared and went back to the center of the lake, and all that remained was the Primordial Spirit standing a mere meter away from her.

He was smiling and holding the cube, then⁠ he threw it at her. Amber caught it with confusion.

“What is⁠—”

“Can you feel it?” he interrupted. “The Essence within the cube; I’ve unlocked it.”

Amber blinked and looked down at the shining cube⁠. It was shining like never before, and it had almost unraveled as if it were a puzzle. Multiple parts of it were jutting out, and yet it retained its original shape. Amber could visibly see a blue energy leaking from it, but even as it brushed against her finger, she couldn’t feel anything.

“I don’t think I can.”

“And that’s because you are using your normal senses,” Sid’fril said simply. “You have to look beyond that.”

She raised her head, completely baffled.

“Beyond my normal senses⁠? Not even my instincts are⁠—”

“I’m not talking about your instincts or your Sharp Instincts skill.” The Primordial Spirit shook his head. “I’m talking about something else. I’m talking about what Essence is: a power that comes from life and death. Think of it as life.”

Amber blinked.

“Can you sense life?”

She turned to the cube and tried again once more. This time, however, she closed her eyes and tried to imagine multiple things that made her think of life⁠, from newborn to the experience of being old, and finally, to pushing her limits⁠—

Amber paused.

It was for a brief moment, but she managed to sense it. It almost felt warm to the touch and pleasant. Yet, the energy also made her heart rush.

“So, you sensed it, but…” He raised his brow, confused. “What did you think about when sensing it?”

“Pushing my limits,” Amber answered. She didn’t know if to be embarrassed or not, but the spirit chuckled.

“I suppose that works; we all have different ways to take Essence, and that is how it adapts to us and gives us our powers,” he explained.

She nodded at that, and the spirit continued, “So, now that you’ve sensed it, focus on it, and take it into your body. Let it⁠ change you.”

Amber blinked at that, and did as told, once more focusing on the cube within her hands. First, she felt its rough metallic surface, then after a moment more, her thoughts once more turned to sensing it completely. It took a second or two, but once she connected, Amber felt it like a jolt.

First was the rush of excitement coming from her heart, and then there was a sense of power that quickly turned to a tranquil warm feeling that was coursing from her arms to her chest. Amber couldn’t really tell what was happening, but she allowed the Essence to flow freely into her body⁠, and all of it seemed to be coalescing into her chest.

“Now, this process would normally take several hours, so do you need help?” he asked.

Amber barely heard the Primordial Spirit, but after a few moments of adjusting to keep her focus, she managed to reply.

“No, just explain to me very slowly how I can speed up this process,” she answered in a very slow and well-paced tone.

Amber didn’t sense anything for a moment, but then, she heard Sid’fril’s voice.

“Very well. First, try to move the Essence that is gathering, and then try to make a sphere with it,” he said quietly. “You can try a mental image of hands or whatever works for you in order to do so.”

It took a moment for Amber to process his simple words, but once she did, she gave a nod. Then, she got to work by sensing the Essence that was flowing into her. The less she thought about what life meant to her, the weaker the link seemed to get, so she focused all her efforts on strengthening the connection.

Then, a moment later, Amber saw a vision in her mind. She saw a golden mass of energy, one that was sparkling as if it were made out of glitter, shining like a cluster of stars.

Amber was initially confused about what she was seeing, but then she realized. She was looking at the Essence that was flowing into her body. It almost felt as if she were standing within an abyss with only that to see, and while she could explore around, Amber instead, stepped towards the gathering Essence.

It was a strange and powerful energy, radiant and lifelike even, whereas mana, in comparison, just felt like a resource to be used in one’s body. It gave an inanimate feeling all things considered; it was a contrast that Amber never expected to see. 

She reached her hand towards it, and while some of it responded to her touch, most just passed right through her. It was a strange thing.

All I have to do is make an empty sphere? Amber wondered.

To her, it seemed that the mass of Essence in front of her was already gravitating towards doing that, and all she would be doing was speeding up the process. So, Amber guessed that she had the room to mess with it and experiment; learn thoroughly how to move it and other quirks should there be any.

So, with an excited smile, Amber got to work.

* * *

All I can do is move it around.

Amber felt disappointed at that, but at least she had gained the full ability to come into contact with it. Turns out, she still wasn’t as focused on sensing it, but once she did, she was able to shape it into a sphere. It felt like it took multiple hours, but Amber was quite proud of how far she had come⁠—

“Amazing,” the Primordial Spirit said.

A system notification came.

[All your attributes have increased by 1.]

Amber blinked at that, and after checking her status, it was indeed the case. There was also the fact that Sid'fril had said “amazing”, which made Amber turn to him.

“What’s amazing?” she asked.

“You formed the membrane to your core in about an hour,” he said simply.

Amber, hearing that, raised her brow in confusion. “Membrane? Core?”

Sid'fril smiled at her questions. “The first step to forming a core is creating its membrane or outer shell, which is the bare minimum to be able to wield some form of Essence. A core is the heart of your Essence. It’s what allows you to wield it and gain power, and cores tend to be unique to an individual.”

Amber blinked at that. She wasn’t quite following, which the Primordial Spirit seemed to take note of, so he explained further.

“Think of it as each person who acquires a core makes their own unique class based on who they are,” he said simply.

She nodded. That seemed exciting—at least, on paper. The other thing that was already exciting was that, now, while she was holding the cube, she could feel herself absorbing the Essence emanating from it without even so much as focusing.

“You can feel it flowing into you, right?” Sid'fril asked, and Amber nodded. “Now, try using it in any way: Essence is magic, and it can be based on the things we’ve already experienced.”

Amber nodded, and then she tried to modify it. It felt as responsive as mana, if not better⁠— though, she did find some would be wasted and be lost in her body just moving it to her fingertips.

“Now, try using your imagination to create something out of nothing.”

She blinked at that, feeling like he wasn’t being serious, but upon seeing his expression, Amber realized that he was. So, she tried something simple, imagining a small ember and trying to make the Essence do that. She imagined the combustion and the process⁠.

A small puff of smoke appeared before nothing came.

“Good enough,” he said. “I’ll give you an hour or two to practice on that, and then we’ll move onto the next step by training you in my tower.”

Amber nodded at that and quickly got to experimenting.

* * *

Amber quickly found that while the power of imagination was quite powerful⁠, it also wasn’t that simple. Using imagination to create something felt more like a foundation towards building a stronger connection with what one wanted to do. If she wanted to create fire, imagination was enough to get a feel for it, but then came refining it, understanding it⁠— hell, even her breathing seemed to affect it.

But thankfully, Amber managed to pick it up. If it was something she was extremely familiar with, it was much easier to replicate⁠—something like the Curse of Laceration for instance. She could mimic the cutting on surfaces, which seemed to be something worthy of praise.

The two hours quickly passed, and the Primordial Spirit told her that she’d learn techniques⁠—which were the equivalent of skills—as she advanced via enlightenment, though Amber wasn’t quite sure what that meant.

After that, the next step of training was reached.

Sid'fril clapped his hands.

“And now, you’ll start the second step in my tower. In my experience of teaching, it’s better to take a hands-off approach,” he said. “So, return the cube when you’re done. You know where to find me.”

Amber paused. “Wait, what?”

“Oh, didn’t I mention? The Grand Dungeon of Torl is my tower.” He smiled, and Amber was left speechless once more. “Best of luck, and make sure not to die.”

With those words, he flicked his fingers, leaving her some parting words.

“I’ll be waiting here for your success.”

And she was teleported away.

* * *

In a blink, Amber found herself in a dim darkness, only green crystals illuminating the surroundings as she held the Cube of Stars.

But I don’t even know where to find you…

She was too stunned to say anything, but the sound of dripping water took her out of her stupor. She shook her head and looked in the direction of the noise. She was now in Sid'fril’s tower and also the Grand Dungeon of Torl⁠.

She paused, seeing the carcass of a boulder-sized monster impaled on the ceiling, which also happened to be the source of the dripping. Amber slightly tensed at that and turned to the darkness. She was in an extensive and cavernous room. It almost felt like she was underground, or well, she was—

A roar echoed, and she saw a shadow pounce from the darkness. She immediately used Quick Dash to back off, and the spot where she had just been standing exploded. That’s when she saw what was attacking her.

It was a large monster⁠, akin to a dinosaur, but with armor made out of bones. It had silver flames coming out of various orifices around its body. Its mere presence and Identify result screamed danger.

[Abyssal Briroar. Lvl. ???]

Above level 161…

A notification came—one that made Amber’s eyes go wide.

[In the presence of an abyssal monster, any skill below the 4th Rank is weakened.]

That’s a thing…?

Amber tensed and immediately stowed the Cube of Stars in her ring. Surprisingly, she still found the Essence flowing into her. However, she ignored that and instead took out the Cursewelder. The monster gurgled and unleashed a deluge of silver flames towards her. She tried to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, only to find it ineffective.

Was that what it meant by weakened?

Amber gritted her teeth as she was forced to block then attack, causing parts of her armor and skin to melt. Her body felt like it was melting as she forced herself to use Quick Dash to get out of the way of the scathing flames, and she landed, panting, to the side.

Amber knew that she couldn’t fight this monster. It was much stronger than the source of the plague⁠—she could just tell. She could feel it. So, instead, she turned tails and ran, which drew an angry roar from the Abyssal Briroar.

The gigantic monster chased after her, even breaking through parts of the cavern behind her as she tried to use the size difference to her advantage. Even though normally, something that big wouldn’t be able to give chase, this was different⁠. The Abyssal Briroar was like an unstoppable force, breaking through everything with speed that sometimes she couldn’t match. The flames on its body melted the cave walls, leaving nothing but dripping lava behind.

Sometimes, she was nearly hit, making her heart skip a beat.

Amber remembered the ‘Best of luck, and make sure not to die’ part, and she couldn’t help but wonder: Did he fucking throw me into the boss room?

She shook her head, and when she turned a corner, she saw the exit—or what seemed to be an oddly symmetrical passage in the wall⁠. The monster, too, turned⁠, breaking the corner itself and chasing after her as it roared.

Amber used Quick Dash, and the monster⁠ stomped.

Her eyes went wide as the ground shattered, a notification of resisting the supernatural came, and she was thrown into the air. Then, she turned only to see the Abyssal Briroar charging at her, and she moved to block⁠—

Amber was slammed against the wall, breaking multiple bones as she spat blood. Then, she saw the Abyssal Briroar prepare its claw, and she knew she had to fight back.

She hit the ground, and with a grunt⁠, she used her strongest skill, using all of the accumulated rage from the damage she had sustained.

“Battery⁠, battery, battery⁠—”

In an instant, a crimson deluge blasted the monster, causing it to roar in pain, and then Amber dashed as a claw barely missed. The flaming monster turned to her, and Amber used her finisher⁠—

“Abyssal Blast!”

A purple explosion engulfed the monster and blasted her towards the exit. Upon landing, she rushed. Such strong attacks should have been enough to slow it down.

Her eyes went wide. It didn’t do anything.

The monster burst out of the smoke with superficial wounds and rushed after her with a loud roar. Amber tried to dash away, but she wasn’t fast enough. The monster clawed, and she blocked, being sent crashing into the wall with a cough of blood.

Amber used the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses to recover and barely dodged another hit as she was nearly beheaded.

Then, she dashed away as the monster clawed again. It charged after her⁠, and Amber had no time to react as she was hit, being sent flying at immense speeds into the passage, banging against the walls before exiting the room.

With a loud bang, she hit the wall behind her, feeling multiple bones break. The world spun around her for a moment before a gurgling sound broke her out of her stupor. With a grunt, she finally managed to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to get out of the way, stumbling and falling to the ground in the process.

The fire torched the spot where she had just been, followed by an angry roar.

“What a way to start,” Amber commented as her injuries regenerated and bones popped back into place. Finally, a long breath left her. “Fuck…”

She looked at the cavernous gap she was in with dozens of luminous crystals, and she couldn’t help but once more be shocked at the fact that the Primordial Spirit’s tower was the damn Grand Dungeon itself.

Then, she looked down at her battered and broken armor. She had yet to fix it from her fight with the source of the plague, and now, it was basically scrap metal. It took her a few seconds to gather her wits, but finally, she got her priorities down.

“I’ll deal with this first.” She took a breath. “Then, I’ll explore my Essence more and fight some monsters for practice.”

And so, she got to work.

* * *

Amber fixed her armor, and after that, she went as far away from the boss monster as possible before spending some hours practicing with Essence. She was quite unsure what she wanted to achieve with it. Still, she got to the point in which she could send similar cleaves to Cursed Cleave, which she found good enough for her to move on, but it felt like an incomplete skill like a shadow of what it could be.

All things considered, that’s what it was.

She had just started on her journey with Essence. From what she could tell, if it weren’t for the cube, her core would almost be devoid of Essence, considering she was constantly leaking it.

However, Amber was still eager to play with it, so she found a monster to fight, except⁠—

[Venomous Mantid. Lvl. 147]

It was almost level 150. Amber frowned but still prepared herself. Then, taking a deep breath, she swung her arm⁠.

“Cleave,” she whispered, using Essence.

A radiant slash hit the monster and drew blood as it unleashed an angry screech. Fortunately, it did damage⁠; unfortunately⁠, it was a shallow cut. However, it was enough for Amber to be satisfied. It was essentially a copy of Cursed Cleave but with Essence only. A small victory in her eyes.

The Venomous Mantid turned to her and unleashed a barrage of darts that Amber quickly dodged. But then, she heard chittering coming from within the tunnels and saw two more Venomous Mantids quickly arrive.

[Venomous Mantid. Lvl. 150]

[Venomous Mantid. Lvl. 149]

One of them was level 150⁠. Did it mean it had its next evolution? It looked the same to her, though. Amber didn’t understand how it worked for monsters, but what she did understand was the fact she was now in a losing situation. Although she tried to fight back.

She swung both of her arms with essence and with a whisper of the word “cleave” two slashes crisscrossed the first monster, but they didn’t do much besides earn the monster’s further ire.

With a screech, it sent another barrage of darts, and Amber was forced to dodge. Meanwhile, the other two mantids chased after her and forced her to finally use the Cursewelder. She clashed with a swing and used Cursed Cleave, but aside from a further gash and some cuts, it didn’t do much, so she used Cursed Stomp⁠.

The ground shattered, and the two monsters were temporarily stunned before she went for the neck of one of them. She hit cleanly, and⁠ the monster screeched, unleashing a cloud of poisonous gas.

Amber inhaled it and immediately felt her muscles tense and constrict. It was enough to spare the monster and to earn her a slash on her arm⁠ laced with a venom reminiscent of the one she had experienced previously.

In an instant, she found herself on the defensive while building up her skills to get rid of them once and for all. The monsters seemed to realize that their poison clouds had an effect since they started to use them constantly, but Amber wasn’t going to have any of it.

She lifted her sword and cast, “Flamethrower.”

A crimson deluge immediately filled the entire chamber and caused resounding screeches. The fire quickly spread as the source of it all dissipated, and Amber took the chance to pounce upon one of the monsters.

Using all her strength, she swung down with the blunt side of the sword, immediately cracking its exoskeleton. Then, with a deft reposition, she pointed the tip of the sword and⁠ cleaved down. The tip of the sword dug deep into the monster’s head, and the monster unleashed a pained screech before it tensed.

From its hard shell, Amber saw it eject a volley of darts as a last-ditch effort to stay alive, which forced her to get off the monster and take cover.

Then, a moment later, the two recovered-and-somewhat-flaming monsters chased after her, but this time, Amber wasn’t going to let them get away with anything. So, she used Cursed Stomp again and stunned them.

It quickly became a long and grueling battle, that eventually, Amber won, but it was at the price of getting quite a few darts embedded in her body. Something that made her feel somewhat sick and forced her to constantly burn the accumulated rage into Recovery of Curses while also forcing her to stick her hand into the carcasses of the enemies she had just felled.

Amber took a very deep breath.

The monsters here are way too strong…

While normally, she would’ve welcomed the challenge, this time around, it was different.

She had training to do.

So, Amber set off to ascend to the higher floors.

[You have defeated a [Venomous Mantid. Lvl. 150].]

For defeating an enemy 15 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

…

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 2 to 3.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[You have reached level 132. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 134. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

* * *

It took a lot of sneaking around, but eventually, Amber managed to go up a few levels⁠. She had no idea if they could even be considered floors considering they had an eclectic selection of monsters and various habitats. Considering it was a dungeon, it made sense to her.

It took Amber quite a lot of navigation before she got reached a floor where the monsters were around level 130, which she found to be the perfect practice spot.

Not even five minutes after starting to wander the floor, she saw footprints.

They were faint, and it only seemed to be two people, but Amber realized that maybe she could seek them out and ask for help. Help in navigating the dungeon and learning information⁠—everything she didn’t know given she had just been dropped into a room with a deadly monster.

So, she followed after the tracks, and it took less than a minute before she heard voices.

“We are done here. Let us move to the next area.”

Amber raised her brow at that but quickly caught up and saw two people in tunics who were talking to one another. They were both mages, evidently, but given how they didn’t seem to be from the Arcane Council, Amber didn’t care too much. In fact, they seemed to be adventurers. So, she approached and called out to them.

[Mage. Lvl. 142]

[Mage. Lvl. 141]

“Hey.”

She got their attention, and the pair both turned and pointed their staves at her, which made Amber take a step back and raise her hands.

“I’m not looking to fight. I’m just hoping to get information about the dungeon⁠.—”

And the two mages unleashed their attacks without so much as hearing her out.

“Explode.”

“Tear!”


Chapter 24.

Amber was immediately forced to pull back with Quick Dash as the two successive attacks rocked the cave. The ground trembled, and Amber couldn’t help but frown. There was absolutely no way they thought she was a monster given they had looked at her squarely in the eye when doing so.

Which left the question: Who are these people?

Amber didn’t bother to even try using Essence this time around. Instead, she focused on dealing with the people who were attacking her. She took out the Cursewelder from her storage ring, and then she dodged another attack—it was like a bolt of lightning. Luckily, Amber had long maxed Crimson Fervor and Cursed Supreme Momentum, so it wasn’t a problem to fight.

She looked over from behind a pillar as she saw one of the mages preparing a spell to blast her, whereas the other mage was holding his staff in a horizontal position and chanting to himself.

Amber didn’t think either of them had a Legacy Branch, but she was still wary of the mage who was chanting. He seemed to be waiting for something, and Amber didn’t like that one bit. Meanwhile, the other mage fired his spell⁠—

“Destruction.”

The spot where she had just been standing basically exploded, and before she could get hit, she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, appearing behind the mage who had just been casting. Amber immediately stabbed forward, and while there was a brief barrier, it was shattered in an instant.

The mage on the other side panicked. “Displace!”

The Cursewelder hit empty air, and the mage she had just tried to stab appeared a few meters away, but before the mage could do anything further, Amber slashed, using Cursed Cleave, and with a swift strike, she used Essence to send another cleave.

The mage who was casting was hit by two different cleaves. The first broke through his clavicle and went into the wall, tearing a part of his body in the process. Then the Essence cleave hit and broke through his staff and tore into his chest, sending him back against the wall with a burst of blood. He slumped on the spot as he clutched at his wound.

Meanwhile, the other mage screamed in anger.

“Youuu!” his voice rumbled through the air. “How dare you interfere with the glorious plan of our nation?!”

Amber raised her brow at that but rushed at the mage with her sword. She used Essence to send two cleaves his way, which he blocked with a barrier, albeit barely. It seemed that Essence was much more effective against magic than Amber ever thought, but she didn’t focus too much on that. Instead, she focused on fighting and getting information from the mage.

She used Cursed Stomp, and it went through his barrier as his eyes widened, then Amber tackled him and threw his staff away before he could do anything. She held him by the throat against the ground and glared at him as he gritted his teeth.

“What is the plan of your nation?” Amber asked with a frown.

He laughed, coughing. “As if I’d tell you of the glorious plan to take down Torl!”

They want to take down the city? She found that hard to believe, but with the general situation of unrest in the Great Desert, she supposed that it wasn’t that insane. Though, the question of who could possibly want to take down the city was left⁠—

Ofril.

That was the only nation crazy enough to do that: they had already created the plague to use as a weapon, and they also started war with another nation. It wasn’t too far-fetched to assume they wanted to wage war on the only neutral territory either. While she didn’t know how close the nation was to the city of Torl, they were bad news, through and through.

“Why are you here⁠—”

Amber paused, feeling the ground at her feet tremble. It was subtle at first, but it quickly grew to a full-on rumbling that made her look up. She looked to the different dark cavities in the cave and couldn’t help but have a bad feeling. Seeing her reaction, the mage laughed.

“Scared? The monsters we’ve gathered will soon kill you!” He grinned maniacally.

“Gathered monsters?” Amber asked.

“That’s right!”

Amber pondered what to do for a moment, but she had already connected the dots to what the nation of Ofril was planning on doing. Gathered monsters… city…

Use dungeon monsters to attack the city. Of course, she was sure that there was more to it than that, but she already knew more than enough.

So, she raised her fist and punched the mage. Then after breaking his nose and throwing another one, he was knocked unconscious. That was when the first of many monsters appeared. It had gunmetal scales and resembled a crocodile, yet its speed was swift.

[Dark Agil Allitoris. Lvl. 130]

It charged at her, but Amber swung her arm, and with Essence and Cursed Cleave at the same time, she sliced through its snout and into its cranium, drawing a pained and guttural screech. The monster was quickly put out of the battle as it flailed, then she turned to her surroundings where she saw more and more monsters emerging. They were all of different shapes and sizes. Some resembled bears, and others wolves, and then there were some that even looked like lizards.

To Amber, however, it was all the same: a source to practice using her Essence.

So, with a wide, crazed smile, she got to work.

Amber used Essence to replicate cleave, but soon enough, it became insufficient. Certain monsters were too agile, too quick for her to do anything. Amber spun and swung with her sword, sending a circular slash in all directions, but it didn’t do anything more than just delay the monsters.

That was when she was forced to use the ability of the Firecursed Sword.

“Flamethrower.”

A crimson whirlwind tore through the cave, incinerating the weaker monsters and setting the stronger ones ablaze. Her surroundings instantly became charred as ashes flew, and as soon as the attack stopped, Amber reached into the dispersing fires with her hand, and with Essence, she pulled.

The crimson flame became attached to her hand, and Amber smiled as she had yet another realization about Essence. At first, it was a hunch, but this pretty much confirmed it. Essence was free. She could do whatever she wanted just so long as she understood what she was trying to recreate.

And now, she knew what she wanted to do.

Amber grinned and then dodged a monster before blowing. Just like when she had tried an aerosol spray and a matchstick when she was a kid⁠, it burst forward.

The monster that pounced on her was instantly torched by the Essence-created crimson flames. It wailed in agony, but Amber could tell that it was once again slightly weaker⁠—an incomplete thing. But it was damn fun.

She turned around and torched three more monsters, which this time⁠ caused an unexpected event. The monsters screeched in anger and began to attack the other monsters around them, much to Amber’s surprise. Soon enough, a chain reaction occurred, with beasts tearing each other apart. They worked indiscriminately rather than target her like they were before.

That’s when she heard a scream.

Amber paused, seeing the mage she had just knocked out be thrown into the air by one of the many alligators, and then he was bit in the torso as he screamed in anger. However, his anger was directed at her.

“It’s all your fault! Once the other squads learn of what happened here, they will come after you!”

She smiled at that. “I’ll be waiting.”

And the mage was chomped, then torn apart by the alligators. Part of his organs and flesh flew through the air as more gathered, trying to use him as food. It was a disgusting sight that quickly turned into an annoying distraction rather than anything else.

Amber ducked below the pounce of a wolf, and for a moment, she was lost on what to do with Essence, but then she realized⁠—

What couldn’t she do?

She smiled as she tried to replicate Val’leri’s ability but quickly found that⁠ she didn’t know what type of energy she was trying to gather to begin with, so all she was doing was some flashy magic that had no kind of effect whatsoever. It was akin to just particle effects that did absolutely nothing but look pretty.

Amber frowned as she dodged a monster, then she cleaved, beheading it with a single swing.

She understood that the limit was far from being reached, but this was the first time she encountered the problem of not having enough knowledge to do what she wanted. It was frustrating, but she had seen enough magic to try other things⁠.

Like lightning.

Her hand touched the leather of her armor, feeling the static discharge. Then, she drew from it. Amber quickly found that she was particularly unfamiliar with how electricity worked, so she found it hard to replicate it. Aside from a few sparks, she couldn’t do more, Still, it was enough for this.

A bear rushed at her, and she grabbed it by the throat and discharged Essence into it, causing it to convulse for a moment before she crushed its throat with pure, raw strength.

To her, Essence felt limitless, and that was the gift of it all. The only limit was her knowledge.

And Amber was planning on learning everything that she could.

* * *

“Blast,” she whispered.

And a flash thundered, hitting the last monster and killing it in an instant.

Smoke came out from its burnt and bruised body, and all Amber could do was sigh. She looked around, only to see death everywhere. There was no place unmarked by foreign blood, and she had been at the center of it all, but it wasn’t for naught. No, she had learned quite a lot.

Namely⁠, she could use lightning now.

While Amber understood that once her Essence took a form, that would be the strongest way to use it, she hoped that she could at least continue to use it like this. She hoped that while she could use it to its full potential, she could still mess around with it in other ways, even if it wasn’t at complete efficiency.

She wanted that freedom.

She didn’t know how magic for mages worked or if it was as straightforward as getting skills was for Warriors; she had no way to know aside from asking. So, to her, this was her first taste of magic, but it was true magic, and she loved it.

Of course, she wasn’t planning on replacing her class or anything⁠—she loved her class, too.

But if she could adjust both fighting styles to work in harmony…

A smile slipped onto her face.

“I really am looking forward to it.”

Just as she was about to depart, she noticed an energy leaving the monsters she had killed with Essence. For a moment, she was bewildered, and then she remembered Val’leri’s words.

“... A power that comes from life itself, from our surroundings, from ourselves, and from the enemies we fell.”

She had felled these enemies⁠—slayed them. Which meant…

What she was seeing was Essence.

For a moment, Amber hesitated. She didn’t know exactly what to do other than the fact that she had a feeling. Yes, a feeling. A tugging in her mind that was telling her to absorb it, but at the same time, she didn’t exactly know why she was being told so. The Cube of Stars was supplying a steady amount of it all the time, after all.

She could feel Essence gathering at her core, and while some leaked, it still seemed to be concentrating and slowly becoming something more. Evidently, her core or the shell of it would progress to whatever came next soon enough. So, why? Why was she so drawn towards the Essence on the ground⁠. Sure it would perhaps speed the process, but…

I guess there is only one way to find out.

Amber approached one of the corpses and brushed her hand against the floating particles. In a single moment, all the Essence spread around the room shot towards her. Before she even had time to process it, it reached into her body and rushed right into her core.

For a moment, she was disappointed before she realized that it wasn’t going right into her core but rather forming a new sphere inside the membrane or whatever it was called.

As she stared at her now Essence-free surroundings, Amber realized that she had just made a new discovery.

She looked down at herself and felt the warmth within her. Something that made her smile. She still had a lot of things to discover, but this was progress⁠.

Then she saw the walls illuminate with lines.

Amber blinked as she saw parts of the walls shift and move around, all while shining in a familiar blue light that indicated it was related to Essence. Soon enough, the movement ended, and Amber found that nothing much had changed other than the layout of the rocks.

She stared at the phenomenon for a few seconds, and finally, Amber drew her own conclusion.

“Given this place belongs to a Primordial Spirit, I guess it makes sense that it will react to Essence.”

With that, she nodded to herself.

“Though…” Amber looked at her new surroundings, which still consisted of death. “There are also the people trying to gather monsters…”

Considering she had no clue of the dungeon’s structure, going back to the surface would be a long and arduous journey, and considering the layout had shifted, she didn’t want to imagine if the path upwards changed. There was also the fact that she had no way to communicate with the outside.

Essentially, she was stuck deep in the Grand Dungeon for the time being, which made Amber feel a bit bad since she couldn’t say anything about it to Cecile. She had essentially abandoned the merchant.

Amber stared at the surroundings once more, and after shaking her head, she focused. There were mages gathering monsters, and while she, unfortunately, didn’t have scout skills to track them or anything, she was still planning to keep an eye out for them⁠.

So, with a newfound resolution and already existing determination, Amber continued exploring the dungeon.

* * *

Amber was resting after practicing Essence when she felt the ground shake. She had seen the phenomenon of the shifting occur another time upon absorbing the Essence left behind by a felled enemy, but this was most definitely not that⁠.

The crystals around the floor flickered as if their power-source was failing.

Amber frowned at that and then paused. A mist was slowly spreading through the cave. At first, it didn’t seem to do anything, but soon enough, it gave her a bad feeling.

The mist was eating away at the monster corpses at her feet, and evidently, it was a type of curse based on the fact that her body was absorbing it. Then she heard dying screeches—ones that represented nothing but agony.

The air was filled with danger, but Amber felt the need to investigate, so she followed that feeling to wherever it took her. Still, she prepared herself to run for her life if need be.

Is this related to the nation of Ofril? Amber wondered with a frown. But can these people affect the dungeon that much?

Regardless of what it was, she didn’t have a good feeling about it.

It took less than a minute for her to reach the destination, hearing the wet sounds of flesh being torn and eaten. Upon rounding the corner, Amber saw a massive four-legged monster with ghastly limbs eating what seemed to be a human. Its body itself was black like the night sky, and it emanated glitter reminiscent of the stars.

[Cursed Artkil. Lvl. 155]

Amber immediately drew back.

Most definitely unrelated…

She immediately headed in the opposite direction of the mist. The monster didn’t seem to sense her; otherwise, she was sure she would’ve been charged at immediately. And Amber was glad, she didn’t fight it; if levels were anything to go by, it would be an incredibly bloodied battle. One she didn’t want to take right now due to still learning Essence.

There’s also the fact that it has Cursed in its name, just like the Cursed Goblin King who was immune to them⁠.

There were so many reasons as to why fighting it now was a bad idea. So, Amber took a completely different route. One that was as far away from the monster as possible.

* * *

“Gatz, do you think you’ll be done any time soon?” asked a warrior.

“Quiet, Riley! You mess with my concentration!” the mage snapped.

Amber had been following the pair for well over an hour now, mostly just to get a feel of how they operated. It mostly seemed that they would find monsters, injure them badly, then use magic on them to subjugate them. Some type of mind control⁠ or something. Amber didn’t know about anything in regard to magic, so she had no way of knowing. She also overheard more detailed information that reaffirmed what she already knew⁠ about their plans.

Apparently, there were mages doing the same thing on lower floors with stronger monsters, which was quite the scary thought.

Of course, she had done more than just follow these two people. In fact, she had spent well over a day inside the dungeon now. Thankfully, she hadn’t run into that cursed monster again. Most of her time was spent killing the monsters she found and, more than anything, polishing her Essence usage. At this point in time, Amber was leaning towards having long-range attacks given⁠ she basically didn’t have any.

So, that was what she had done, polishing her makeshift cleave, and after a full day of doing it, she managed to make it surpass the original skill. This was something that greatly excited Amber. Now, after mentally preparing herself to execute for quite some time, she finally felt confident enough to do so.

She focused on her fingertips and sent her Essence to each one, almost imagining a claw⁠—no, that’s what it was, a claw. But it didn’t stop there. Amber slowly heated her hand, and it ignited. The whole process took close to twenty seconds of preparation, in spite of her attempts to optimize it, and finally⁠, she dashed forward and swung.

“Cleave.”

Four iridescent and flaming slashes zipped through the air and hit the mage, sending him flying with a burst of blood and an echoing shriek of pain. His blood splattered in all directions, and Amber couldn’t help but smile. In comparison, the accompanying warrior seemed far from happy.

“What did you just do?!” he cried as he unleashed his sword.

Amber ignored him and finished off the mage with a close-range Essence cleave—something she could do instantly. Then, she turned, seeing the warrior rushing at her.

“Unbreakable!”

At that, his whole body shone. She tried to use Essence, but it was brushed off by the warrior. It made nothing but a shallow cut on his flesh. Amber blinked, considered it was much worse than she’d expected, and he arrived swinging his sword. Of course, she blocked the strike, but her arms trembled, and the warrior gritted his teeth.

“You dare ruin this plan?!”

Amber, of course, wasn’t worried, having taken care of the mage already. So, she fought. She used her superior agility to quickly overwhelm the warrior, and thanks to the added bonus of Cursewelder to make her slashes twice as heavy, the man soon struggled to keep up. But that wasn’t the only reason he was struggling. There was also a new skill that was partly responsible for that. Her new Legacy Branch skill.

[Crimson Destruction ⁠— level 1.]

You’ve sensed, learned, and used your own blood to cause the demise of others. It is time you use their own to do so. To destroy them from the inside.

This skill makes it 1.5 times as easy to break the blood vessels of the target and making it 2 times as easy at max level.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

Just like Crimson Sense, it was a passive skill, but it was one she enjoyed⁠. She kicked the sides of the warrior, and he ended up throwing up a mouthful of blood. It was a skill that allowed her to damage her opponents, even if she couldn’t cut into them⁠, which was something that Amber greatly enjoyed.

In the end, the warrior didn’t last another minute.

Once she was done, Amber took in how she had progressed so far.

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Crimson Venom has leveled up from level 7 to 9.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 3 to 5.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 1 to 3.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[You have reached level 135. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She let out a deep breath and collected the Essence from the mage she had killed, but upon doing that, the walls shifted again. She didn’t care too much, but she paused as she saw a cave entrance open up in one of the walls. Now, that was something that hadn’t happened before.

Amber stared for a few moments. There was water dripping from the ceiling, and it seemed deadly quiet. She had a feeling that nobody had been in there for a very long time. For a moment she hesitated, but she decided to explore it⁠, considering it to be a secret passage of sorts.

At first, it was uneventful and borderline boring. It was a long, winding tunnel that slowly went deeper and deeper. It was wet and moist, it had glowing moss, and soon enough, the water on the ground began to go well past her ankles.

But eventually, Amber reached the end of the tunnel and entered a dark room. The water was now up to her knees. Hanging on the ceiling there was a blue crystal formation dimly illuminating the surroundings, which seemed to be filled with Essence⁠—to her perception anyway.

Amber frowned, and then, she heard the rattling of chains. Her gaze landed on the end of the room, and she saw a man with white hair and⁠ pointy ears. They were long and refined, and he looked malnourished.

And he was… passed out.

Amber slowly approached him, but even as she drew closer, he didn’t seem to wake up. Even when she stood in front of his frail and sickly body.

[Mage. Lvl. 110]

He wasn’t high-level either.

Amber turned to the chains, and she could see Essence emanating from them. She didn’t know why an elf was here. It wasn’t even a High Elf from Ill’hine, so imprisoning them in such a way was just⁠—

Is this another one of Sid’fril’s grudges?

Amber touched the chains, drained the Essence from them, and gathered it towards her forming core. As soon as she did⁠, they crumbled into dust, and she moved to catch the elf before he plunged into the water⁠.

The elf groaned.

“You shouldn’t be here; otherwise, he will come and seal you, too,” he warned. “You have freed me, and you’ll also earn…”

The elf paused, seemingly having a realization, and Amber raised her brow.

“You’ve just started learning Essence, haven’t you?”

She blinked. “How do you even know that⁠—”

He interrupted her. “If you get me out of this dungeon, I can teach you.”


Chapter 25.

Amber paused at his words. “How do you know that?”

“Because the High Elves taught me,” he answered simply. “And because of that, I can see it.”

High Elves? This elf had met High Elves? Weren’t they only present in Ill’hine?

“Does that mean you have gone to…”

“Ill’hine?” he asked. “No, the ancestors of my family are High Elves. The only ones in all of Vir perhaps.”

Amber nodded at that. While she was curious if they were restricted on whom they could share such information with—given the secret of Ill’hine was something that was meant to remain hidden for eternity⁠—she didn’t ask about any of that. Instead, she looked at the elf. He seemed weak and disheveled.

“Please help me leave this dungeon,” he said. “And, in return, I’ll teach you Essence just like how I was taught.”

“Can’t you get out yourself?” Amber asked as the elf slowly stood up.

At that, he shook his head. “No, I do not have a staff, and my Essence is gone⁠. My core is broken.”

“Broken? It can be broken?”

He nodded.

“You can see for yourself. Place your hand in front of my chest and push your Essence⁠. Try to see inside, and you will know.”

She did as requested. Amber found the action rather weird, but after hovering her hand over the elf’s chest and pushing her Essence for a second, she saw it⁠.

But the sight made her pause.

In the vision she was seeing, she had to crane her head to see it fully. It was akin to seeing a destroyed and desolate planet, one that had chunks of its surface broken apart and whose magma and cores had long been destroyed. It was so big.

That was the elf’s core.

Or what remained of it.

That can happen…? Amber wondered.

“I once was strong and powerful, but now I am nothing more than an elf,” he said, shaking his head. “While normally, this type of damage is impossible to administer to anyone, to a god like the Primordial Spirit, this is nothing.”

Amber nodded at that. The notion of that happening to her was scary, but perhaps a god could also fix the damage.

“And what did you do to⁠—”

“End up like this?” The elf chuckled. “It’s a long story, but if you want to hear it, I’ll tell you. However, first, let us leave. I do not want to spend another second in this cell.”

Amber nodded and left along with the elf.

* * *

His name was almost forgotten to him, but it eventually came back to him. He was Asil. And the woman, the one who had rescued him, was Amber. It was all because she had unraveled the Essence hiding the entrance to his cell, which he explained to her as much.

She helped him get clothes, get a staff for casting spells, and even get food. But his mind was elsewhere, even as he spoke with her and educated her, honoring his side of the deal.

He had been imprisoned in that cell for two-hundred-plus years. He had screamed, cried, begged, and even tried to end his life during that time. But eventually, he accepted that he wouldn’t be getting what he wanted.

Once upon a time he was young, and he was foolish, but he was also powerful.

He remembered it like it was yesterday.

A lone elf stood atop a vast mountaintop in one of the most remote sections of Vir. Snow was falling, clouding the environment. The sun was setting, turning the storm into a frozen hell of darkness.

Yet, he remained steadfast as lightning streaked across the skies. He had just ascended, and now, he wanted to see the fruits of his labor after one hundred years. He took a deep breath, and for a moment, it seemed like nothing was happening.

Then, he heard a booming roar. One that made his elongated ears twitch and his face turn. And with the crack of thunder and a flash of light, he saw the silhouette. A gigantic one with two wings and a tail. One with elongated horns. A creature of legend.

A dragon.

The elf saw the orange light in the distance. It was like a warm candlelight. But he knew, he understood, that it was more than that. So, he pulled his golden Essence from his core forward and pushed it into his arms. His hands began to glow with a pale golden light, and for a moment, that was all he did.

The dragon unleashed a roar, and soon the candlelight turned into a blazing inferno, and he, in turn, pulled.

A golden bow appeared as an arrow was nocked, and then a moment later, he shot. The light zipped through the air like a flare passing through a storm and heading into a volcano. Then, it hit⁠.

The air exploded, the storm was cleared, and the attack from the dragon was turned to nothingness. And yet, the arrow continued striking down the creature of legend, turning it into nothing but blood and gore.

And the elf smiled.

[You have defeated a [Crimson Draco of the Flame. Lvl. 482].]

For defeating an enemy 450 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

That had been the peak of his life. His strength had reached the next stage. Many had different ways to call it, but he himself simply referred to it as level 500. After all, that was the equivalent of his strength within the System.

He was aware that even some Primordial Spirits weren’t that level.

So, he sought to challenge one.

And that had been his downfall.

A blast of light flashed, and his golden arrow was destroyed with a single hit. The Primordial Spirit laughed, but not in a mocking or amused way. Rather, in an angry way.

“You. I’ve allowed your house to exist in Vir, and yet this is how I’m repaid,” he said angrily. “Very well then! I shall make an example of you!”

He was punched.

He felt his innards twist, almost convulse as he dropped out of the sky and into the vast sands of the desert. Then the spirit landed on him, breaking his spine in half. His non-descript face looked at him, and then, he raised his hand.

“I will make you more than just an example. You will serve as a warning to those that want to come for me.”

He reached⁠ not to his heart, not to kill him, but into his core. The very source of his power and⁠—

Shattered it.

Asil closed his eyes and let out a deep breath. Even though he had been listening to Amber explain and conversed with her, he still had all of that playing in his mind. While he could have asked for Amber to help him⁠, to lend him her Essence and betray her. He didn’t. Even if he knew she seemed to carry some source of Essence that seemed infinite.

Of course, there was also the fact that she was friends with the same Primordial Spirit that had destroyed him, but that played no part in his decision. He had once been arrogant and ignorant, but that wasn’t him anymore.

Now, he strove to be better, to be the opposite of what he had once been. Benevolent instead of unkind. Humble instead of arrogant. So, instead of dumping his past on her, he focused on teaching her and mainly listening to her. She explained to him numerous things, including the type of elements she could use⁠. All of that was based on the information he was given.

Finally, he arrived at a conclusion.

“Your Essence is… peculiar,” he mused.

“Is that so?” she asked.

Asil sighed. “Sorry, it’s just the first time I’ve heard of someone pushing their limits so hard that… their entire being seems to be all about that.”

“Hey!”

“It’s not an insult.” He shook his head. “Anyway, how about you show me instead.”

“Show you?”

The woman tilted her head. Asil took in her appearance for a second⁠—it was a human woman, one who was quite attractive at that, but yet she was also twenty-one years old. She was learning Essence at twenty-one. When he had been twenty-one, he was basically still learning how to write!

Then again, elves developed slower than humans, but it was still a ridiculous notion to him. Nevertheless, he didn’t let it get to him.

“Yes, use your Essence attacks on me. Only then will I be able to judge you properly.” He nodded, extending his arm into the air. “They won’t do anything to me.”

Right now, she had just formed her membrane, and he had explained to her as much. She didn’t even have her inner core, let alone a nucleus or an ignited nucleus⁠—the final stage of attaining a core. So, needless to say, he didn’t expect much.

He watched as the woman raised her hand with Essence and slashed.

It was a peculiar attack, but it basically dissipated into his refined body. Still, it was much more polished than he had ever expected⁠.

She then swung at the wall with the exact same attack but devoid of Essence.

“It’s based on that,” she declared.

She managed to copy it? He was already impressed, but he didn’t show it.

Instead, he made Amber show him all the Essence-related things she had learned. Some looked normal, but others…

He looked at the floating red particles⁠. It was the magic of a Primordial Spirit. He had seen her Essence before. A rare sight, that yet Asil was aware of.

She befriended two Primordial Spirits…?

Still, before long, they reached the end of the road as Amber prepared her last attack. Her hand rose, covered with flames. It was a lengthy preparation, and one whose appearance surprised him. Wasn’t she missing her inner core?

She slashed.

The attack did damage to him, and his eyes went wide.

“Amazing,” he muttered.

“Is it?” Amber wondered, and he immediately nodded.

“I have an idea to make your inner core. We will find a monster, but first, listen to me very carefully.”

* * *

Gather my Essence… not slowly but fast…

Amber dodged a monster that had the appearance of a black wolf with crystals growing out of it. It was growling and furious at her—and for good reason. It had a multitude of burned and charred cuts all around its body, and yet, they were shallow.

“Cleave,” Amber whispered.

At her words, four iridescent slashes hit the wolf and ignited it, but aside from a blood splatter and a small shriek, nothing more happened. The wolf monster was a Crystalwelf. According to Asil it was on the weaker side of the monsters of this dungeon and yet Amber was struggling to kill it.

That was because she was trying to use Essence, and it was hard. It was hard to follow Asil’s instructions: gather Essence in a fast manner, breathe deeply, and while doing so, notice a spike in Essence and slash, all while simultaneously igniting it. It seemed straightforward enough, but Amber couldn’t do it that quickly.

“You’re losing control,” Asil, the elf, said from the side. “If your breathing is like that, you won’t be able to output its max potential. Remind me why do you refuse to meditate?”

“Because I don’t see the point,” Amber answered simply, which made the elf roll his eyes.

Apparently, breathing was particularly important for Essence, but so far, Amber had yet to see anything⁠—no matter how calm she was or how she felt. There was no spike, nor was there any sort of feeling that helped her. And that was after trying for hours. Needless to say, she thought it was pure bogus. Even the part of meditation leading to clarity and ideas seemed bullshit to her.

“You aren’t going to achieve anything with that,” the elf said offhandedly.

Amber ignored him, and instead, she focused her attempts on slashing at the wolf once more. She used cleave after cleave, trying for what felt like an hour, and then, as she raised her flaming hand to slice, she paused. Then, Amber extinguished it, having a realization.

Can’t I just skip some steps?

Amber raised her hand, and once more, she ignited it and then slashed. An Essence-powered cleave went towards the wolf, but it didn’t cut⁠. All it did was bathe it in a deluge of red flames causing it to screech. But Amber quickly had another idea and changed her focus. Once more, she ignited her hand before swinging.

“Cleave.”

A single crimson slash passed through the wolf and⁠ decapitated it. Its head went flying with a burst of flames, and the crescent light hit the ground, leaving behind a charred cut. The sight made Amber blink.

“Not exactly what I want you to do, but that’s the best you’ve done so far,” Asil commended. “It retained its slashing and fire properties. But are you sure you don’t want to learn something different?” he asked. “I’m not saying this is bad, but I feel like you jumped at the most familiar thing.”

Amber turned. He did have a point, but she explained herself, “I think it’s cool.”

“Huh, right.”

In truth, Amber wasn’t particularly focused on the properties of her powers but rather understanding the possibilities of them and what they could do.

So, she focused on polishing that and growing more familiar with Essence.

* * *

Two days quickly ticked by, and most of her time was spent polishing. She went from one blade in the cleave all the way to the original four, but soon enough, she got stuck at the next hurdle: increasing the Essence output to the max.

Amber struggled and hit the wall for the ninetieth time with a regular cleave, unable to strengthen it any further.

“Do you need help?” Asil said from the side, finishing some food she had given him.

“More theory isn’t going to help me,” she said.

“No, I don’t mean more theory. How about I show you?”

Amber raised her brow and turned to the elf who had put his plate of food down. He was walking up to her with a serious expression on his face.

“Make you feel how to do it.”

Amber raised her brow at him. “And how will you do that? Your core is broken.”

“Indeed it is, but I can borrow your Essence to show you.”

She blinked at that. That’s possible? Still, such a suggestion normally would put her on edge, but after spending so long with Asil, Amber trusted him. So, in the end, she agreed.

“Very well.”

He nodded at that and smiled, then he went over to grab the plate of food and handed it to Amber for storage. He spoke simply.

“Your hand, please.”

Amber just lent him her hand, and after a moment, she felt her Essence being pulled into his body. Except it wasn’t quite being absorbed, more like moving all across his body and to his other hand. Then, he snapped his fingers.

The world blurred, and a moment later, Amber heard a growl. She turned to see a gigantic bear creature. One made out of rocks and absolutely massive. It was roaring at them and standing on its two hind legs. It was easily the size of a shed.

[Metamorphic Bear. Lvl. 161]

Wow. It was strong.

Amber paused at that, and the elf snapped his fingers once more as a transparent barrier formed around them. So far, the Essence consumption had felt quite high like nothing she had used before. And with the Cube of Stars constantly feeding her, she hadn’t really run out yet.

“I may have a hunch as to why you seem to have so much Essence, but I won’t pry,” he said. “Instead, pay close attention to what I’m about to do, and by that, I mean feel what I’m about to do.”

She nodded and focused, this time solely following the flow of the Essence⁠—the mysterious energy that seemed limitless and could be used for almost anything⁠. A moment after, she felt connected to the elf. She could sense the way he distributed the Essence in his hand as he slowly raised it.

Then, it burst into flames.

At that, the temperature in the room gradually rose.

“I’ll do it as you do,” he said. “First…”

The bear roared and struck the barrier, but it did nothing more than make it tremble slightly. Then, more Essence was pulled as his hand turned into an incandescent light⁠. The crystals in the room began to flicker in response.

Then, he turned to her, his face flickering in the light, only the hard shadows visible in his smile.

“Increase the output to the max.”

Amber could feel how much Essence he had concentrated in his hand, and it was more than she could manage.

“Then, you cleave,” he said. “But, you know. Sometimes, four cuts aren’t better than just one.”

Amber stared at him in surprise.

Then, he swung.

A large amount of her Essence was consumed, and the room became pitch black. Even though it was only for the briefest second, the whole world went silent, and then⁠ it exploded with orange.

The entire room was cleaved by a line of gold as the ceiling and floor melted, turning into dripping magma. The air in the room rose by several degrees from the attack, and the bear collapsed into two flaming halves that were cleanly sliced by a superheated blade.

Amber stared at the oozing magma from the ground and the dripping rock from the ceiling.

And all she could say was, “Amazing…”

She stared at it for a little longer before she stumbled, taking a step back with dizziness. She stared at her trembling hand, and she could sense that her body was almost completely devoid of Essence. Even though it was quickly being replenished, she was still surprised at how she felt because of the change.

However…

Amber looked back at the bear’s corpse, and she felt nothing but admiration. The elf hadn’t done anything out of the ordinary, and yet the result was…

Ending such a strong monster with just a single attack.

She wanted to be able to do that.

Of course, she understood that Asil had drawn on her entire Essence pool to achieve that, but it was still incredibly impressive, nonetheless.

“Did that help?” he asked.

Amber thought for a moment and nodded. “It did… a lot.”

“Good.” He smiled. “Then, let’s get your inner core.”

So, with newfound knowledge, Amber resumed her training.

* * *

Amber, of course, still leveled her skills given most of them were active even while she practiced Essence. And over the course of two more days, she did it. Though, she did go out of her way to level Cursed Cleave and Quick Dash. Overall, she was quite happy.

After all, many of her skills would soon reach 4th Rank.

[Cursed Cleave has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 3rd rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 3 to 5.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 4 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[You have reached level 136. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

The thing she mainly focused on was truly learning the extent of her Essence. Even though she had seen Asil do it, it wasn’t as easy as it first appeared. Gathering so much Essence in her hand had been easily learned⁠—Amber had been trying to push as much as possible when doing her attack before—however, the part she got stuck on was the cleave.

Amber held a mantis-like monster by the throat as it frantically flailed. Her hand was shining like a hot iron. While not as bright, there was still an incandescent light to it⁠—one whose heat was cooking the monster with sizzling sounds.

Then, using all her strength she threw the monster.

It screeched, and with a trail of smoke, it hit the wall, then Amber raised her hand. She didn’t know how many times she had tried it, but still, she took a deep breath and pushed her Essence before swinging along with the momentum of her arm⁠—

“Sever.”

A bright flash of orange exploded. An incandescent light hit and cut the monster in two with a loud boom before fire exploded, leaving nothing but a small, scorching inferno.

Of course, the monster had been of her level, so killing it in one hit was something she could most certainly do even without Essence, but still, she was shocked. She stared at the sight with wide eyes.

“I did it…”

“Not perfect, but yes, you did it,” the elf praised. “How is your core?

Amber paused and scrambled to look inside herself. All she could see was a cloudy mass inside the membrane.

“It looks… just like a bunch of Essence gathered without any solid form…”

At that, Asil frowned. “That shouldn’t… unless this wasn’t enough of a push to awaken it…? Or maybe my theory is wrong…”

Amber blinked at him. “What do you mean by that?”

The elf hesitated before nodding. “I theorize that your Essence isn’t related to an element but to the feeling you experience when pushing your limits. Only then will it awaken. So, I gave you a hard task to accomplish, but…”

“But I didn’t push myself enough.”

Amber sort of understood what he meant as she turned to the dead mantis-monster. All she had done was replicate what the elf had done. She had yet to apply her new knowledge or anything⁠— though…

Her gaze landed on the leftover Essence, the one that remained after the attack. It was only present where the attack had struck⁠. For a moment, she felt like she could improve upon the already-existing skill. That or she could use the remaining Essence for something else.

Amber went into thought, and Asil’s ears twitched.

“Do you hear that?”

In response, she raised her head but saw nothing. However, the elf’s ears were still twitching, a frown appearing on his face.

“We have to leave, now,” Asil said with some wariness as he raised his staff. “Cloak⁠— What?”

His spell did nothing, and Amber grabbed the elf by the hand and pulled, just before the spot where he had been standing exploded.


Chapter 26.

Amber dashed away, pulling Asil from the explosion, frowning as the room filled with a miasma. A familiar miasma. She readied herself as the elf backed off, and from the smoke, she saw its figure and the glittering particles. It was a monster with ghastly legs, one whose head resembled a skull with an elongated snout. The smoke cleared as Amber frowned, already knowing what it was.

[Cursed Artkil. Lvl. 157]

It was the same Cursed Artkil from a few days ago, except it was now stronger.

“We have to leave. You cannot face it,” Asil said warily. “That thing is immune to curses.”

“I know that,” Amber replied simply as she raised her now-burning hand.

The Cursed Artkil tilted its head at her curiously. Its white eyes were locked on her hand. Perhaps she was doing something ridiculous and should’ve listened to Asil, but she felt like she had to do it. Even if the monster had its level 150 advancement⁠, and her only experience against something like that was the source of the plague.

“What are you doing?” Asil asked in a hiss, seeing what she was about to do.

Amber replied, “Pushing my limits.”

And she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash before slashing at its side. The flash of orange hit the Cursed Artkil square on the side, catching it by surprise and causing it to screech in pain. The hit had been less powerful than the one she had used against the mantis-monster just moments earlier, but it was good enough for her needs now anyway.

Asil clicked his tongue. “I won’t be dragged into this⁠. Cloak.”

This time, his spell worked⁠—perhaps it was because the monster was injured, or a different factor⁠, but that didn’t matter⁠—he disappeared from sight in a mere second.

The monster reeled back as the flames slowly extinguished. Unfortunately, even now she couldn’t replicate the Curse of Consuming Flames, and that was because Essence wasn’t a replacement to the System⁠. Neither of them replaced each other. Instead, they were meant to be used together.

She stared at the monster who shook its head before letting out an angry roar. It was a strong being, and it was the same monster she had initially run away from and was wary of.

Which was why she took out the Cursewelder and⁠—

“No.”

She stowed it away.

She had to do this with minimal use of anything other than Essence. That was the only way she would truly push her limits⁠— and that was the only way she was going to learn anything. So, she gathered flames in her hand, all while the monster began to circle around her with slow and careful steps. Its white and pupilless eyes bore into her, and then Amber⁠ cleaved.

A flash of orange passed, and the monster dodged it, letting it hit the wall behind. Then, it charged towards her at ridiculous speeds. Amber used cleave again, this time without fire, and the monster⁠ ducked under it and rammed.

Amber used Quick Dash⁠, and if the elf had taught her how to physically enhance herself instead of refusing when she asked, she wouldn’t have even done that.

The monster hit the wall with a loud boom, and then it turned towards her. In response, Amber sent another flash of light that hit the monster square across its shoulder joint, once more burning and cutting into it, but it wasn’t enough. And that was despite the attack being somewhat close to the one she had used against the mantis in terms of strength.

She met gazes with the monster, and a moment later it let out a huff.

The glitter around the Cursed Artkil began to shine, and the crystals in the room flickered in response to its command, breaking out of the wall before shooting⁠—

Amber craned her head, and her cheek was slashed open by one. Then, another one came, and she was forced to dodge with Quick Dash⁠.

“What⁠—”

A gigantic chunk of crystal hit her stomach as soon as she landed in the other location, breaking some ribs and sending her flying against the wall. The attack was powerful enough to make her throw up blood. Amber looked up only to see the Cursed Artkil now had a third eye in its forehead that also looked at her⁠. It was a thing that didn’t exist before, and one that added a layer of creepiness to it. Then, it charged.

Amber prepared herself, but the monster⁠ teleported, ramming her into the wall and breaking further bones.

Amber spat blood before grabbing onto the monster and pushing Essence into the palm of her hands. They immediately lit ablaze and burned the monster, searing well into its flesh. However, the Cursed Artkil did nothing but let out a low growl before more crystals were sent her way, forcing her to Quick Dash away only to be smacked by a crystal before she could even react.

Amber felt more bones break and tried to get away with two uses of Quick Dash, only to suffer the same fate. While she sent slashes the monster’s way, none of them struck true. In fact, it could effortlessly dodge her attacks.

She could see remnants of Essence all around the room, and while there was quite a lot on the monster, a large majority of it was scattered from her missed attacks. The monster had dodged everything without fail.

“Just what is going on⁠—”

Amber hit the wall with heavy breaths and saw the monster looking at her. Its third eye seemed to be shaking as if it was straining itself, and Amber didn’t know what to do. She stared at the monster, and the monster stared back, seemingly waiting for her to do something. She thought about sending a cleave, and the monster seemingly readied itself to dodge.

She frowned and then followed up on her thought, sending a cleave, followed by a Cursed Cleave placed differently, and at that⁠ the monster skillfully dodged. Amber didn’t stop there, she continued spamming weak cleaves and Cursed Cleaves only to get the same result.

That’s when it clicked for her.

It can see the damn future.

She didn’t even know that was possible, but it was happening before her very eyes. However, now that she knew this, perhaps she could overwhelm the monster. Amber took a deep breath, manipulating her Essence, and then cleaved⁠.

At the same time a crystal struck her, but she brushed it off as she focused on sending cleave after cleave at the Cursed Artkil⁠. It seemed to her that it couldn’t manipulate crystals while it was dodging, so she focused on that. She sent as many cleaves as she could in order to disrupt the monster, and for a moment, it was at a standstill.

It didn’t last long as the monster just⁠ took the attack and screeched defiantly.

In a single moment, Amber was assaulted by a myriad of crystals, and while she cleaved at the monster, all it did was take the attacks given head-on. They weren’t all that strong. That was because Amber couldn’t focus⁠, so she was thrown around the room, battered by the different crystals.

As she hit the wall, she felt lost.

“Amber, listen,” a whisper reached her⁠—one belonging to Asil. “I know you don’t want to run, so how about I advise you instead?”

“Advise me?” Amber grunted, spitting up some blood. “Sure.”

She felt like telling him to not intervene, but she knew better than that. She looked at the monster as a shard of glass was flung her way—one she barely dodged. Then, more came.

“I’m not going to tell you how to deal with this fight; instead, I will tell you how to develop your Essence.”

“And that is?”

She struggled to dodge the multitude of crystals, and finally⁠, she was hit. Amber went flying before landing and rolling across the ground. She was growing annoyed. The fact that it could see the future was bullshit, but she did have an idea of how to deal with the monster. Amber rose from her spot, and as a crystal came her way, she⁠ cleaved.

It exploded into thousands of pieces, doing nothing but grazing her. The monster let out a small snort at that before sending two pieces after her, causing the light in the room to flicker for a moment, and Amber this time pushed her Essence before swinging.

Once more, the two crystals exploded, doing nothing but grazing her with a glittering shower of dust. Then, she looked at the monster, staring it down as Asil took the chance to explain.

“It’s straightforward. You just have to change your existing skill. It shouldn’t be too difficult. First, figure out how you want to change it, and then, follow my teachings but, more importantly, follow your instincts. Remember, gather your Essence and then breathe. I will try to keep my help minimal.”

She nodded at that and then observed the Cursed Artkil⁠. It was a monster that any person would have run from, but they weren’t Amber, and they most certainly didn’t understand what was at stake here. She was trying to form her inner core⁠; she was trying to take the next step up the ladder in this arduous journey, and she wasn’t going to let anything stop her.

I’m going to form my inner core.

The monster continued sending crystals at her, only for her to continue destroying them relentlessly. At some point, it seemed resigned. Its third eye closed, and at that, Amber sent a slash the monster’s way⁠, which it dodged before charging forward.

“Behind you,” Asil called.

Amber turned, slashing as the monster appeared, hitting it with a blast of flames and a cleave. The monster reeled back with a screech, and for a moment, Amber didn’t know how she felt about the elf calling out to save her, but she quickly decided that it didn’t matter for now.

Instead, she cleaved at the monster once more, hitting it with a heated slash that caused it to stumble back slightly and screech. It was an ear-piercing shriek that caused the magic in the room to shift.

The broken crystals inside the room immediately sparkled and then…⁠

Condensed.

They all crashed against each other, creating a gigantic cluster of broken crystals⁠. An amalgamation that split apart into dozens of newly restored crystals.

Shit⁠—

She dashed away as they blasted after her. The monster kept its third eye closed while doing so, but even then⁠—

“Jump!” the elf called.

Unfortunately, it was too late⁠. She was thrown across the room before landing heavily, breaking more bones. Sure, they were snapping back into place, but this couldn’t go on⁠.

Amber barely dodged two more blasts of crystals before the monster opened its third eye again. She cleaved at it, only for it to dodge effortlessly.

It was back to seeing the future, and the fight was back to square one.

She tried to dodge, only to get hit after doing so⁠ again. That was because Asil’s advice no longer worked.

For a moment, all she did was stare at the monster, and that’s when a simple but calm whisper reached her. One that allowed her to gather herself.

“Focus on it,” Asil said.

Amber stared at the monster, and then⁠ she couldn’t help but notice all the Essence gathered on its body in comparison to the remnants around the room. It was the accumulation of all the attacks she had hit, and looking at it, she couldn’t help but frown.

She wanted to use it, but at the same time, the idea of using it seemed impossible to her, and perhaps it was. Unless she were to touch the Essence directly, she couldn’t exactly affect it⁠. But there had to be something she could do⁠. After all, this was almost a test for her⁠— No, it was a test.

She had no way to hit the monster, no way to approach it. All she had was the leftover Essence on the monster, and for that she had to come into contact. It was an impossible scenario that she had no way to come out of⁠—

And she blinked.

Essence followed her will, or rather, it did what it was intended to do. And while the one in the monster was inert, that didn’t necessarily matter. Nothing of the sort mattered. Couldn’t she create an attack that would detonate after instead of before? Explode it into flames.

“Now that sounds fun,” she whispered to herself as she was attacked.

Her cleaves so far were already flaming, but what if she went the other way around⁠? What if she made it use Essence as a fuel? Like a crackling fire⁠. Like a delayed explosion.

For a moment, the concept seemed impossible, but after looking at the Cursed Artkil once more, Amber knew that this was the way.

Now all that was left was to create the attack. And thanks to Asil’s teachings, it didn’t seem like an impossible task.

“Looks like you’ve figured something out,” Asil said from not too far away, still hidden by his spell. “Remember, gather your Essence and breathe. Trust in yourself.”

“I know that,” she replied simply but couldn’t suppress a smile.

She cleaved at an incoming crystal, causing the monster to send more clusters her way, but she didn’t mind. She used the minimal amount to shatter each one, and while they were fast, she could sense them through Sharp Instincts⁠.

So, she settled into doing that, and then just thought.

She thought about what changes she had to make to her skill, and what she was going to do with it. How it was going to play out.

For a moment, she saw all of the steps, but they were muddled. In fact, she couldn’t make any of them out, and when she concentrated⁠, she was hit.

Multiple bones were broken yet again as she was sent flying across the room, all while the monster growled. But she paid it no mind; instead, she focused on making out the steps⁠—the things she had to do to empower the attack. The first step was obvious, and so was the second⁠. They were the steps that Asil had given her.

As for the third⁠…

She was charged into a wall, causing her to spit up blood. While people watching the fight would have thought she was stupid, given she had stopped attacking, Amber focused. While at first she was lost after the first two steps, she soon realized what she had to do⁠.

What she wanted to do.

I just have to change the order of events. That’s all I need to do.

Amber raised her hand, pouring Essence into it, and the monster unleashed a powerful roar.

The mana inside the room shifted, and the crystals flickered out. For a moment, there was only darkness, and Amber knew the monster was trying to put an end to whatever she was doing. Perhaps it was due to the same sixth sense that allowed it to sense Essence to some extent or something else.

But it decided that it had to kill her now.

Amber had just managed to grab onto some of the dust on the ground before there was a purple flash. She moved to the side, and it⁠ took a large part of her shoulder. Then, came a blue burst of light that tore apart her entire bicep, then a green one that took a whole rib out. Asil was silent during this, but still, his voice rang in her mind.

Focus.

Amber used the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses, quickly mending her wounds, and she got to work. So, with a deep breath and barely dodging a fatal injury, she raised her hand.

First⁠—

She ducked.

Essence, lots of it⁠. All to fuel my attack.

Amber filled her hand to the brim with Essence, to the point it began shining. The light in the room flickered back to existence for a moment as the attacks from the monster slowed down before it shut off once more⁠, and the attacks⁠ got their speed back.

She was being sent into the wall with broken bones, and even as her shoulder was torn once more, her mind remained elsewhere.

The second step is breathing.

A piece of crystal struck, blowing the wall apart.

She took in a deep breath, and for the first time, she felt a small spike in her Essence. At first, it wasn’t noticeable, but after she got thrown across the room by an explosion, she truly felt it. Just like Asil had strongly said⁠, it did help a lot.

Her body was all bloodied, and in fact, she would die at this rate, but she paid no attention to that. None of that mattered. All that mattered was the third step.

She closed her eyes. Place the spark and unleash the strike.

Carefully balancing the second and third step —the Essence and her breathing⁠—was something that she would have normally struggled with, but now, it was just as easy as existing to her. Even as she was stabbed by the rocks, she paid them no mind.

Finally, Amber used cleave with her left hand,⁠ and the monster just took it. So, Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to arrive before the monster. It struck with a crystal, and Amber threw the dust in her hand into its eye.

The monster screeched and reeled back as her hand shone with a bright white, then she⁠—

“It’s over.”

Swung.

An iridescent slash hit the monster point blank, cutting through its back before it⁠ exploded. Crimson flames burst in all directions, and Amber made to take a few steps back. She heard the dying screeches of the monster, and then she rushed, replicating the same attack from before.

“Cleave.”

The monster was made to be consumed by fire, and she⁠—

“Sever.”

Did it again⁠—

“Split.”

⁠—and again.

It took about five more slashes before the monster finally went down.

[You have defeated a [Cursed Artkil. Lvl. 157].]

For defeating an enemy 20 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

And when it did, Amber felt something inside of her shatter⁠.

[All your attributes have increased by 10.]

She had attained her inner core. And⁠—

She knew she had attained something more.

She had learned an Essence skill:

Fulminating Slash

Then, the visions explaining the skill came.


Chapter 27.

For a moment, all she saw were visions⁠—visions of white slashes tearing the earth and subsequently exploding—but more than anything, she felt how it was to execute each individual slash. Not too long after, she returned back to reality with new-found knowledge.

Amber smiled.

She had learned an Essence Skill, and it was one she had made. A thing she had created by pushing her limits. It was, simply put, nothing short of amazing. While the process of learning the skill was odd, she wasn’t complaining.

She had also seen some level-ups, too, both in levels and skills⁠—or, well, a single skill.

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[You have reached level 137. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 140. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She was close to her level 150 advancement as well. Amber felt amazing. She looked at her hand, and after learning the skill, it was as if she had a whole new understanding of how to manipulate Essence. No longer did she have to think about all the steps. No, she could just unleash the skill whenever.

It was as easy as breathing. As easy as using Cursed Cleave or any of her other skills, and Amber felt happy at that yet slightly disappointed⁠.

After all, controlling her breathing and doing all of that mid-battle seemed like a great way to test her limits. Of course, she could still do it, but it wasn’t a necessity. At least, not with this skill anyway.

Finally, she heard clapping and turned to see Asil, the elf emerging from thin air. He had a wide smile.

“I have no words to express how amazed I am,” he said.

Amber paused. “I feel like you’re lying⁠—”

“No, of course not,” he scoffed. “This is the first time I’ve seen someone use something so strong without an inner core. I can only assume the skill you’ve learned is even stronger now.”

“Is it?”

“Try it,” he suggested.

Amber turned to the wall and swung her arm, her Essence whirling towards her hand⁠.

“Cleave.”

At that, a bright white slash flew out and hit the wall before causing an explosion of crimson flames that burst in all directions. One that broke through stone and left a shallow hole just as tall as she was on the wall. Its strength was the same as when it had first hit the Cursed Artkil, detonating all of that Essence.

It was, evidently, weaker than some of her skills, yet it was also stronger than most.

Then, Amber tried to slash again and found⁠ that the attack was weaker.

“You can only use it at that strength twice every minute at most,” Asil explained. “Of course, you can do it anyway by bypassing the nature of your core, but that will cause strain and ultimately fracture your core.”

Amber blinked at that. “Can I push the limits of my core by doing that⁠?”

“No, should a core fracture, it won’t heal through normal means, so I suggest you don’t do that unless you want to weaken yourself,” he said. “Think of this as skill cooldowns with the System.”

She nodded at that. That seemed normal.

“Anyway, congratulations, Amber.” He smiled widely. “You now have an inner core.”

“And forming the nucleus comes next, right?”

He nodded. “Indeed. After that you will have to awaken it, but one step at a time. Each core has an outer shell, an inner shell, and a nucleus that has been ignited,” he said. “All of them work to help you manipulate Essence, but I won’t explain how it works.”

“Why not?”

Asil grinned. “Because you don’t care about that.”

Amber blinked, though he was right.

“But I will tell you that forming your nucleus should be a straightforward process. So long as you continue to polish and refine your Essence, you should be enlightened—not something I can give you guidance on exactly,” he said. “However, for awakening it? Only pushing your limits to the fullest will achieve that.”

Amber nodded. That sounded straightforward enough.

“Now, with that out of the way. I can truly say that you will be terrifying in the future.” He smiled.

She blinked, and Asil continued.

“Anyway, you acquired the skill, so I assume you were enlightened?”

“Uh, you mean the visions?” Amber asked, confused.

He nodded.

“That is how acquiring new skills will go. You will be enlightened for every new skill you learn, granting you increased mastery over a skill or granting you a skill itself. Much like the System, you will also learn skills as your core grows.”

“Oh, huh…”

Amber didn’t really expect that. She felt weird about calling it enlightenment but decided to do so for the sake of learning the Essence-related terms.

“So you mean my core will level up, and I will get enlightenment of some kind of skill?”

“Pretty much,” Asil agreed. “Enlightenment comes in many ways, but it’s always a realization. Hence, why I cannot help you with forming your core.”

He finished, and a moment later, he blinked.

“Oh, and I wanted to congratulate you on learning your Essence.”

Amber was confused. “Wait, what do you mean? All I did was acquire a skill.”

“Exactly.” He smiled. “You acquired a skill, meaning your core has recognized it as part of your Essence. Which just so happens to be… pushing your limits.”

His voice sounded kind of confused at the end, which made Amber urge him to continue.

“Is that odd?”

“Very,” he said after a moment of consideration. “Normally, people will have an affinity towards an element in particular, not a concept… or maybe an element with a concept⁠—like a specific use of the element. But just a concept that’s not tied to an element… well, that’s the first time I’ve seen it. But I theorize that you should be able to learn more than just slashing and burning attacks. That said, you will only acquire them if they truly push your limits.”

Now, Amber paused. “So, you mean if my core levels, I won’t get anything unless it’s by pushing my limits?”

“Not exactly, but let’s continue your training. I’ll also explain in the meantime.”

And that’s how her training resumed.

* * *

Asil went on to hold her hand and show her how various elements of Essence felt to mess around with. Some Amber couldn’t quite get, but lightning, water, dust, and a few others felt straightforward to her. Unfortunately, Val’leri’s wasn’t one of them⁠—Asil barely understood it himself, and honestly, the fact that he even understood it was impressive to Amber. He also showed her his bow creation and his personal Essence, which Amber took note of.

So, time ticked by as Amber messed around with combining them and trying different things. All the while, she learned new things about skills.

Asil explained that she could acquire skills by pushing her limits, but otherwise, the skills acquired via ascension of the core would be rather normal and related to her other skills. Perhaps they would be revelations of things she was already trying to learn. That was what he had called “revealed skills”, whereas the ones she learned were “learned skills”.

“I do theorize that if you are working on a skill, there is a chance that upon leveling your core you will be enlightened to it,” he said. “But still, I’m shocked that you came up with a skill without an inner core.”

“All I did was re-arrange stuff.” Amber raised her brow.

In response, the elf shook his head. “It’s incredible. I knew you were extraordinary so…”

He turned to her.

“Allow me to take you on as a disciple.”

Amber was interested for a moment. “What does that entail? Your level is quite low for how strong your Essence usage was. No offense.”

And she shot a small bolt of lightning at the wall. It was similar to using an Essence cleave yet distinctly different⁠— the way to distribute the Essence in the attack anyway.

“None taken.” Asil smiled. “You see, I meditated deep in the forests of the elven continent for years. That’s how I acquired my strength. If you come with me, I can teach you how to do it, how to grow strong without going through this arduous and rocky path that requires constant murder to acquire your Essence to grow.”

His argument was logical and all, but there was a huge issue with it. Ultimately, Amber shook her head.

“Not interested.”

He blinked. “Wait, what do you mean by not interested? I am offering you secret techniques here!”

“Not interested in sitting beneath a tree with my legs crossed for millennia on end,” Amber replied simply.

She had read about that in some books back on Earth. It sounded fucking boring.

Her response, however, made the elf freeze up.

“Wait, what?”

But Amber didn’t stop to wait for him. She just continued ahead, walking through the dungeon. Now, they were going to descend into the lower levels to face stronger opponents. Once she completed her core, she would take Asil back to the surface and help him leave the dungeon. That was the plan anyway.

Still… Amber looked at the electricity on her fingers. I don’t know if I like how this element feels, but I do feel like a true mage.

She nodded to herself as the elf chased after her.

“I promise you it will be worthwhile. My family will treat you well⁠—”

* * *

Eventually, Amber managed to convince him that she indeed didn’t want to be a hermit for a century in order to grow stronger. Even after he reassured her that soon enough she would stop aging⁠, she just didn’t care about that. She didn’t want that, even though he tried to make it sound compelling:

“Think about how this would push your limits to endure boredom!”

In the end, Amber still much preferred to push her limits to something else. However, the rejection left Asil annoyed.

“You have no idea how many people would jump at such an opportunity, even in my family tree…” he murmured. “In Vir, anyone who wants to grow stronger would want that, and any sensible warrior of Ill’hine would also pounce at the opportunity.”

Meanwhile, Amber absentmindedly played with Essence-formed water.

“Huh, well, too bad.”

She threw it into the shape of a lasso, only for it to dissipate into nothingness upon hitting the wall.

I guess I have to keep supplying new Essence into it? Amber thought.

The elf paused. “Wait, do you hear that⁠—”

“Don’t pretend that the spirits are calling you to tell me I’m wrong again.” Amber turned with annoyance, except…

The elf was looking at nowhere in particular, and his ears were twitching. He placed a hand to his ear, and after a few seconds, he spoke.

“I think I hear… people. Multitudes of them. They’re walking slowly and saying something about… a great nation?”

The mages are back. Amber turned serious.

“In what direction are they? And also, you may want to stay back.”

Asil looked confused. “I lack the necessary context.”

“They want to gather monsters to destroy the city above. The Grand City of Torl.”

“Oh, that’s…” The elf worked his jaw. “I can’t believe I missed so much while imprisoned.”

“Yeah, so just tell me where they are, and I’ll deal with it.”

Soon enough, he told her the general direction but insisted on coming along.

* * *

Olag couldn't believe his luck.

Working with more people than just his partner.

Ridiculous!

There was nothing he hated more than to have to deal with the bickering of other mages. Thankfully, Raul, his pal, his mate, was a quiet one. In fact, he was mute. That was why he made the best company. And he had been his only companion for this important mission, but that was a thing of the past.

Because now, he had more than just Raul as a companion. He had a mage and another warrior, and both of them were quite annoying.

“Do you think the person that has been killing our squads is near us?” the mage asked.

“I don’t know, but I don’t want to find out,” the warrior said in response.

And finally, Olag had enough.

“Both of you just shut up and do your damn jobs. Why is it so hard to have some peace and quiet here, huh? We are here together to fight them off should they show up⁠⁠, so just shut up.”

“You shut up, old man,” the warrior retorted. “You signed up for this. I was conscripted.”

“Hey, you dare say you don’t want to serve our nation?!” the mage asked angrily.

The warrior shrunk at that, and Olag snorted.

“You people should be more like Raul, quiet and focused on your mission.”

He gestured towards his mate and pal. He had his staff raised against a weakened group of monsters. Not a single word was said. All that could be heard was his rhythmic breathing.

“See? He is a paragon of peace,” Olag praised. “I wouldn’t trade him for anything⁠—”

A flash of light hit Raul, Olag’s eyes widened, and Raul⁠ exploded.

Fire soared in all directions, and the three of them were knocked back. The surroundings instantly ignited and rocked, charring from the explosion.

Olag’s lungs burned from the smoke, and for a moment, he was disoriented. He couldn’t understand what had happened. A moment ago, he had been praising Raul, and the next, there was fire⁠—

Wait… Olag blinked, and then he paused seeing the charred corpse in front of him.

He was horrified to see his trusty old pal and companion dead. He was burned to death, and a good chunk of his body had been cut. Who could do something like this⁠—

“Enemy attack!” the mage said. “Come forth, hounds!”

With his words, the nearby monsters responded and charged. And that’s when it all clicked for Olag. The person who had been hunting down their squads had done this. But now, it was personal. He had to get revenge for him.

Olag rose from his spot with newfound determination, only to see a frail-looking man. One with elongated ears.

The one responsible was an elf?

No, he was a bit too weak.

[Mage. Lvl. 121]

“I’m very out of practice, so I hope you can help me get back into it,” he said with a smile.

Olag screamed, unleashing a spell with his staff.

* * *

Amber was rushed by a bunch of mind-controlled monsters, and in response, she torched them with crimson flames based on Essence. At this point, she had figured out that the amount of Essence used was paramount to how long they burned. So⁠, she used a ton of it given she had the Cube of Stars on her.

The monsters screamed, and soon enough they began to fight each other.

Then, she rushed at the warrior and swung. She used Cursed Cleave, but he managed to barely block the attack with gritted teeth.

“I’ll admit I’m outmatched, but⁠—”

She headbutted him. The warrior reeled back, and Amber slashed with her sword, but this time, she used Essence⁠.

A radiant white slash shot forward, and a barrier formed to stop it. It hit⁠, the barrier exploded, and the warrior was sent flying back covered in flames. He was still alive, but his condition didn’t seem too great.

“Die!”

Lightning was shot at her, but Amber dodged it with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash. She did consider taking it just for the sake of leveling her resistances,⁠ but it was stupid to do so. Especially when she had a mage whom she could ask for that from.

Amber landed and sent a Cursed Cleave towards the mage, who put up a barrier.

“That is much weaker than your previous skill. Are you a Spellsword or something?!” the mage asked, evidently alarmed.

“Even better.” Amber grinned.

Then, she dashed and slashed at the mage. However, it was once again stopped by the mage. Amber couldn’t use Essence again, so⁠…

She stomped.

The mage was discombobulated, and then Amber burned them for good measure before kicking them. The mage was sent flying into a wall, and with a rage-filled Cursed Cleave, his life was taken away.

“I nearly forgot I can do that…” Amber muttered.

And just like that, the battle was over, or nearly over. She turned towards the warrior who was rushing at her and sighed. She didn’t want to kill these people⁠—especially not when she felt like the hunter rather than the victim—but she had no choice.

Amber electrocuted him before stabbing the warrior right through his chest with the Cursewelder⁠. She didn’t know the best way to cause a quick death, but she most definitely hoped that was one.

Finally, after shaking her head, she took in the state of the battlefield.

She had briefly considered using Curse Battery to try to level up the skill, but it was something she had long decided to keep only for emergencies. After all, even if she could dictate how much of the curse was unleashed, it’d be stupid to use her trump card against anything that wasn’t something worth using it on.

It did come with the drawback of only leveling when used, but Amber didn’t mind.

Rather than think about the possible missed skill level-ups, she turned to see Asil and some mage still fighting.

At first, Asil was struggling, but soon enough, he ended the mage after a long and hard-fought battle. He was panting.

“You know, if I had known it was so easy to level with Essence, I would’ve gone out of my way to at least reach level 300,” he said with some regret. “Now, I struggle to deal with a wimp.”

Amber gave him a look. She decided against making fun of him for his meditation, and instead, she spoke.

“We should probably look for the monsters they controlled⁠.”

“That won’t be necessary. I can hear them… screeching and killing each other,” Asil said.

“Oh.”

“Anyway, we should get going to a lower floor, and you should tell me about the state of the affairs of the outside, too.”

Amber nodded at that.

* * *

First, though, Amber forced the elf to teach her body enhancements and teleportation. The first she managed to understand somewhat, and the second⁠… well, that one she was completely clueless about, given it felt like her Essence disappeared to the teleportation spots.

Still, eventually, after a day on the lower floor, Amber managed to barely enhance her strength. It was by a measly 10%, but it was an achievement. So, she focused over the next day on increasing her strength. She had also tried shocking her muscles to enhance her reaction time, but it wasn’t an easy task. She also messed with other concepts like corroding targets and stuff, but she wasn’t feeling it.

One thing she realized she liked was the creation of objects or the realization that, in theory, she could throw a spear and make it cast a skill from it. And that, along with strength training, was what she had been focusing on over the past day.

She also finally told Asil the situation of the Great Desert, namely how two nations were at war and how the others were engaging in skirmishes. Then she went on to explain how there was a plague⁠. Or there had been a plague. Amber wasn’t sure what the current status of that was.

Needless to say, he was quite shocked.

“And how do you even know the plague is gone⁠—or almost know?”

“Oh, I met the necromancer who created it. Well, he didn’t intend to create it or something.” She hesitated. “He like… was betrayed by the same kingdom trying to besiege the city, he wanted to create something else apparently.”

And then, she was electrocuted by the elf’s magic—at her request. It nearly broke her concentration in her Essence, but she held on. Holding a bow of flames, she shot an arrow that caused a small explosion.

“You seem unsure,” Asil said.

“It’s just that, I met him, and we went to kill the source of the plague, a gigantic, tentacled monster who turned out to be his wife,” Amber explained.

He was at a loss for words. “That’s… huh…”

“So, we killed his wife, and… he wanted to revive her? I tried to prevent it, but then the people of the Arcane Council showed up and tried to kill me. He revived his wife and protected me, which I’m grateful for. And then he died…”

She trailed off, and then there was silence. It was a weird tale all things considered.

Asil had stopped shocking her with his magic, which made her glance back. He was frowning.

“Was the Arcane Council coming after you?” he asked.

“Yeah, they wanted something I took from them,” she said. “So, it’s not Essence-related—at least, not fully.”

Still, Asil’s expression didn’t change. “I advise you to be very careful. They are cautious, and their plans are never as simple as just sending someone you can run away from. I was once chased by them, after all.”

Amber paused at that. “Oh?”

“Which is why, I want you to be careful. Things with them are never simple.”

“Right…”

Amber decided to indeed take his advice and upped the danger level of the Arcane Council in her head a notch.

“I guess I’ll tell you everything that has happened—at least, in my life anyway.”

That got her a very curious but serious nod in response.

And so, for the next two or three hours, Amber proceeded to relay what had transpired with the Arcane Council, from Ax’thra to the capital. Which again, surprised the elf. Then, she relayed to him what happened with the demons, and when she was done telling him about leveling Deer, he couldn’t help but ask.

“Amber… who are you?”

“Hey, I could ask the same thing,” she retorted. “Powerful Essence user from a whole lineage that is related to the secrets of the Primordial Spirits?”

“Right…” He massaged his temples. “It’s just that my normal still can’t compare to yours.”

Amber smiled at his words.

Amber smiled at his words, as they continued. And that’s when they both heard screams. The screams of dying humans.

The mood instantly did a one-eighty, and Amber rushed forward.

* * *

Riya screamed as her companion was torn apart.

Dozens of Crimson Allitoris dug into one of the other scouts. They tore his limbs apart and ate them piece by piece. She couldn’t understand⁠—no, she didn’t understand.

[Crimson Allitoris. Lvl. 142]

[Crimson Allitoris. Lvl. 145]

[Crimson Allitoris. Lvl. 143]

…

Why were monsters from the lower floors here? She was supposed to be scouting for an expedition⁠—they all were. But they were swarmed by a group of monsters. Even though they fought to escape, it was futile.

Riya dodged, barely escaping the jaws of another monster. She turned only to see Nistal, another scout, clutching at his bleeding shoulder stump. He had lost an arm, and that was just the beginning. It was only a matter of time before they were caught. There were just too many monsters.

She had to run and inform the group. Inform them of the dangers so they could come out of this encounter victorious rather than sustaining heavy casualties.

Which is why, she had to survive.

With newfound determination, she dashed forward. And on cue, a Crimson Allitoris lunged forward, but she expected this. So, with a use of her dash skill, she deftly stepped past the deadly jaws.

She wasn’t going to die here. She couldn’t die here.

Riya, spun, dodging another monster. Then, as she approached one of the exit tunnels, two more Crimson Allitoris emerged. She had to step back to avoid being mauled by the new arrivals, but she didn’t give up. She couldn’t give up. She grabbed her dagger and stayed on guard.

If she couldn’t just run, she’d have to carve her way out.

So, she did. She headed to the nearest exit, and a Crimson Allitoris pounced toward her. It was slightly higher level than her, which normally wouldn’t be a problem for most Warriors, but she was a Rogue that focused on scouting skills.

So, gritting her teeth, she deftly stepped to the side and muttered, “Slash.”

Her dagger flashed, and she swung, carving a large gash on the Crimson Allitoris, which landed with a shriek. The injury was enough to impede its movements, so she stepped past it only to see two more monsters blocking her way. She hesitated, but remembering her duty, she steeled herself.

“You can do it,” she whispered to herself.

Then, she activated numerous skills, all of them to make her faster, and then, her dagger began to shine. It was an Enchanted-Grade weapon with the Enchantment of Sharpness. Its effect was self-explanatory, and she was going to use it to the fullest.

Riya rushed and hopped over the jaws of a monster, then, with a swing of her dagger, she stabbed its maw. It shrieked, and she withdrew it with a burst of blood before stepping back. The other charging Crimson Allitoris barely missed her, and she lunged, stabbing into its snout.

The monster reeled as she jumped back, landing at the exit. Now, it was time to escape.

She dashed, and from the shadows—

Another monster pounced.

“No⁠.”

Her leg was caught.

The Crimson Allitoris bit onto her and shook her, breaking her leg and making her scream. She was flailed like a doll as her mind panicked. This couldn’t be happening⁠—it just couldn’t.

She teared up as she was thrown. The world spun around her and almost seemed to slow down as she caught sight of the monsters she was going to land on.

Their mandibles were wide open, waiting for their next meal.

I don’t want to die⁠—

And a white flash hit the center of all the monsters before a crimson explosion sent her flying back.

Riya hit the ground with a groan, and then she raised her head only to see the impossible⁠—a woman with a gigantic sword slashing a monster in half⁠.

Her special appraisal skill showed who it was.

[Berserker. Lvl. 140]

A berserker.

And she had saved her.


Chapter 28.

She had been saved.

Riya couldn’t believe it⁠. No, she couldn’t even understand it. Why was there a woman wielding a gigantic sword? Why was the gigantic sword glowing with blue lines and wrapped by fire? Why did it look so majestic? There was so much she couldn’t understand. They were at such a depth that lone adventurers were unheard of, and yet⁠—

The woman swung her sword, and a wave of energy hit a Crimson Allitoris, slashing through its snout and drawing a shriek from it. Then, with a dash, she stabbed through it with a burst of crimson flames that cooked the monster alive.

⁠— Yet, here she was, fighting to save them.

The woman turned, only to see six Crimson Allitoris heading towards Nistal, the other remaining scout. But⁠, he was cornered. And the woman was… staring with her hand raised? Riya froze at the sight.

Aren’t you going to do anything? Are you just going to watch?!

And the woman swung.

A flash of light passed through the room and towards Nistal. The lunging Crimson Allitoris was cleanly beheaded, and the slash struck two more Crimson Allitoris, cutting deeply into them. Nistal used the chance to dash and land near Riya; however, instead of turning towards her companion to ensure he was safe, she…

She stared.

She stared at the head of the Crimson Allitoris and couldn’t understand what she had just seen.

Wasn’t she a warrior…? Riya raised her head to see the woman swat away two more monsters. Since when can warriors use such strong magic…?

Since when could warriors⁠—

Burn monsters!?

Riya freaked out as the woman torched the remaining Crimson Allitoris with her sword⁠. That most certainly had to be a Relic-Grade weapon, but surely, the mana consumption was⁠…

The crimson flames continued, much to Riya’s shock, and when they cleared, the monsters remained ablaze. They turned towards her, but she sent another flash of light their way, and it⁠ exploded. It exploded in the exact same way that the attack that saved Riya did.

The sight made her stare in awe⁠. Of course, she had understood that the woman who had saved her was capable of it. But seeing it in action again was something else.

It didn’t take long before the woman finished off the rest of the monsters, with some running away. Finally, they were safe. Nistal, her companion, had long taken a health potion to end the bleeding, so they weren’t in any danger.

Though…

Riya looked at a single arm across the room.

The same couldn’t be said about Farlis. While she had just been an acquaintance at best, any death while venturing into the Grand Dungeon weighed on her heavily.

“Hey, are you okay?”

Riya jolted. She looked at her savior who had a gentle expression. Finally, after a moment of silence, she nodded.

“I… am…”

Her heart was drumming. She had been saved by a great warrior, someone who must have been at the very least level 150. Something that was a rare sight in general⁠. No⁠, she remembered the identification result, and checking once more, she had leveled up once.

[Berserker . Lvl. 141]

Riya now felt even more confused than ever, but she tried not to show it. That strength did not match the level at all. Instead, she moved to stand up and⁠ flinched.

She looked down at her broken leg, and the warrior also took notice of it. But Riya quickly spoke.

“We have a healer with us. I’m sure he can fix that,” she spoke in a hurry.

“A healer?” The warrior tilted her head.

“Yeah, we are part of an expedition to explore and bring rare resources from the deeper parts of the Grand Dungeon. And, of course, we’re also here to get levels…” Riya trailed off.

The woman nodded understandingly at her explanation. “Oh, I see.”

“Yeah, um, I have to go report all this that happened… It’s my job as a scout and all…” Riya hesitated before turning to Nistal, her companion who was resting. “I think I’ll ask Nistal to… help me get back.”

“Right.” The warrior gave the now-one-armed man a look.

“But would you like to come with us? I’m sure we can compensate you for this help somehow, miss…”

“Amber,” she said. “And, as for compensation, I’ll think about it. Still, I’ll come along for now.”

Riya had to suppress her excitement at that. In truth, she was beaming inside. Though, she did feel like she had heard the name Amber before, even if it had been just in passing

An echoing male voice broke her out of her stupor.

“Is it safe now?”

“Yeah, it is!” Amber replied.

A moment later, Riya heard footsteps, and she tensed. Of course, Amber wouldn’t be traveling alone. In fact, she probably had a full team along with her. That said, if she was that amazing, what kind of amazing people were accompanying her?

Riya waited with bated breath, and soon enough, she saw a figure⁠. A single figure.

He looked sickly, almost ill, with close to no muscles and ill-fitting clothes, all while wielding a staff that didn’t match his stature.

And his level was…

[Mage. Lvl. 125]

Nothing amazing.

For a moment, she was puzzled, but she caught sight of the man’s ears which were sticking out of his incredibly long hair, and she couldn’t help but pause.

It was an elf.

A species rarely if ever seen outside of Sacred Forest. And he seemed to be close friends with Amber.

Riya couldn’t help but wonder:

Who is she?

* * *

[You have defeated a [Crimson Allitoris. Lvl. 141].]

[You have defeated a [Crimson Allitoris. Lvl. 145].]

[You have defeated a [Crimson Allitoris. Lvl. 142].]

…

[You have reached level 141. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Asil whistled at the room.

“Impressive.”

“Not any less impressive than the bear you killed,” Amber said.

The elf shook his head. “Not something I can do anymore. At least, not without your help.”

“Fair enough.”

The two of them shared a smile. Truth be told, Amber had grown quite close to Asil in the past few days. The elf was nice and good company; he was also a good teacher, even if she didn’t quite want to admit it.

Though, Amber didn’t stay in the moment too much; instead, she turned to the woman she had just met and helped her up. Given her leg was broken and all, the other person was also up. One of them was a warrior and scout, and the other was an archer⁠—who was also probably a scout.

[Archer. Lvl. 141]

[Warrior. Lvl. 143]

Both were around her level as well.

Once the warrior was up, she bowed. “Thank you, and I’m sorry for not saying it earlier, but my name is Riya.”

Amber nodded, and the other man grunted, holding his missing arm.

“Can we just get back already?”

Riya lightly tensed before turning to her. “Sorry, about that he’s…”

“It’s fine,” Amber reassured her. “You should just hurry with him. We’ll follow behind.”

Riya nodded and hopped over to her companion. While Amber could perfectly carry the stranger, she didn’t want to. The argument of it being unsafe was there, but the main reason she didn’t want to was that Asil had a look on his face⁠—one that indicated he wanted to speak with her.

So, they let the scouts go ahead and followed far behind. Still, Asil made sure to use some kind of sound-isolation spell for good measure.

“What is it?” Amber asked.

“They are a group of humans⁠—”

“You want to leave,” Amber interrupted.

At that, the elf paused but hurriedly nodded. It only made sense, even if the fact that he wasn’t truly done teaching her irritated her slightly.

“I’ve been trapped here for a long time, and I see the opportunity,” he said simply. “Truth be told, you are close to learning Essence, and my teachings can only do so much, so⁠—”

“Before that, what happens after I form my core? How do I ascend it? Do I just gather Essence and it grows bigger?”

After a pause, Asil shook his head. “No, you form another membrane and⁠ shatter the previous one by simply gathering and accumulating Essence. The shattering only happens when someone does something difficult. However, after a certain point, you will also have to do a much bigger shattering in the form of an advancement that will require you to sit down and do it manually⁠, but it’s not a process I have to explain.”

Amber raised her brow at that, and he continued.

“It is instinctual to all creatures with a core after all. You, me, even the Primordial Spirits. It’s a desire to be stronger. Ascending one’s core is slower than leveling, in general.”

“Right.”

Amber mulled over his words for a minute. If she wanted to, she could force the elf to stay with her until he was truly done teaching her. But given she knew the elf had spent over two hundred years here, she didn’t⁠. Plus, she wasn’t one to force people against their will to begin with. So, instead, she asked for something else.

“Tell me where to find you after you return, should I need to seek you out for whatever reason, and then you can leave.”

The elf smiled at that.

“Just look for the Dazdril family. I will inform my family about you. You have my word.”

Amber nodded, noting the name down in her mind.

* * *

They caught up with the two scouts, and not long after, they arrived at an encampment of people. One that was situated at the center of an incredibly large cavity, allowing for ample vision over all surroundings. Though—

“Are you guys okay?!”

The occupants of the camp rushed to the aid of the scouts immediately, leaving Amber and Asil to just watch on. The first one to be treated was Riya, the scout with the broken leg. Whereas the male scout⁠… well, from what she heard, the only way to recover his limb was through some lengthy processes, and it most certainly wouldn’t happen here.

Amber, in the meantime, finally got around to acquiring a new Legacy Branch Skill, deciding to not try replacing Cursed Cleave just yet⁠—even though she had an Essence-based one now.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! You have learned Crimson ⁠Break — level 1.]

You’ve grown used to blood, and now you can manipulate your own to a level that you didn’t think about before. By pushing your blood, you can enhance your physical attributes at the cost of your health. Increasing your stats by 120%. The higher the skill level, the higher the stat increase is.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

The new skill was great.

After smiling with excitement, Amber turned to look at how many people were in the encampment. Not including the two scouts, it seemed to be about twelve adventurers. All of them were of a similar level except for a burly man with a long beard.

He was about six levels higher than the average.

[Warrior. Lvl. 148]

And he approached them.

“Would you two care to join our camp for a chat?” he asked with a friendly tone.

Amber nodded, and Asil tagged along as both sat across from a bonfire. Most of the members of the camp were present, looking at them both, but mainly at Asil.

“First, I’ll do introductions, I’m Kas, and you are?”

“Amber.”

Kas turned to the elf.

“Asil.”

“First time I’ve seen one of your kind,” he commented before turning back to Amber. “Where did you meet him?”

“She saved me from an underground cell that I’ve been trapped in for two hundred years,” Asil explained simply.

“Huh…”

That was all the man said, then a moment later, he gathered himself and nodded.

“Thank you both, for rescuing our scouts. While I’m not clear about the process, I am grateful, nonetheless. Otherwise, everyone would have died.”

After a moment of silence, Amber replied, “You are welcome.”

A second later, Riya spoke up. “We should compensate them. Not only did they save us⁠—or rather, not only did Amber save us—but she also killed over a dozen Crimson Allitoris. She has the abilities of a mage, too!”

At that, some susurrations broke out, and even the leader seemed impressed. It took a second or so for Kaz to digest Riya’s claims before he looked Amber up and down.

“You must have a Legacy Branch,” he said simply.

Amber didn’t confirm or deny the fact⁠—in fact, denying it would make her look quite weird, and she couldn't exactly deny what happened. So, instead, she let the man continue.

“But that’s odd… a Legacy Branch has to fit you,” he thought for a moment. “Do you perhaps have a Spellsword?”

She didn’t even fully understand what the term encompassed, but Amber just nodded to be left alone. At that, there was more surprise.

“Well, if there is anything we can do for you, just ask⁠—”

“Two things.” Amber immediately pounced upon the opportunity. “One, there is information that urgently needs to go back to the surface.”

At that, the present people seemingly tensed.

“What could she be talking about?”

“Did she discover a new dangerous species of monsters?”

“No, it must be urgent. Is the plague back?”

Amber listened to their whispers, but she continued ignoring what they had just said.

“There are mages from Ofril down here, and they are gathering monsters to attack the Grand City of Torl. That is probably not the full extent of their plan, but they want to take down the city,” Amber said simply.

“What… Can you confirm those claims?!” Kaz was shocked.

“Impossible,” one person said.

And he wasn’t the only one shocked. There were some discussions amongst the other adventurers, but Amber continued.

“The clothes that Asil is wearing belonged to one of the mages, as well as the staff,” she explained. “Have none of you stumbled across their corpses?”

At that, there was some hesitation before Kaz finally replied, “No, but… the monster activity has been unusual…”

Amber nodded. “I suppose that’s enough proof for now. Just make sure to inform the city.”

“Right, we’ll do just that,” he said. “What are the levels of the mages? And the monsters? How many groups have you seen?”

That’s a lot of questions.

“High 130s, from what I’ve seen,” Amber said. “And the monsters, low 130s. Groups… two in a week I think?”

She got a nod in return before continuing the conversation.

“What is your second request?” Kaz asked.

Amber took a deep breath before gesturing towards the elf, her short-term companion.

“Please take him to the Grand City of Torl. Maybe help him with supplies and get him a worm-horse, too.”

At that, Kaz blinked. “That we cannot do.”

“Wait, why?” Asil asked, shocked. “She isn’t even asking for much!”

“She isn’t,” the leader agreed.

Asil pressed, “Then why?”

“Because we will only send our scouts to report that to the surface,” Kaz said. “Our scouts cannot take care of you and make it back alive. For that, we would need to send adventurers.”

“That makes no sense. You just learned the city is in danger, that you are in danger, and yet you decide to stay down here⁠?”

Amber saw how agitated the elf was getting and thought about intervening, but Kaz replied, unbothered by his tone.

“A lot of us are here to clear our debts, to level, or to find important resources that our employers asked us for,” he said, shaking his head. “We can’t just leave, especially when the mages don’t seem to be any direct threat to us. In fact, our group is so large they are probably avoiding us. Why do you think we haven’t seen them?”

At that, Asil frowned but said nothing, evidently taking the answer as reasonable.

“Anyway, we are indeed in debt to your friend Amber,” he continued, “so we’ll bring you to the surface when we head back up, getting you your worm-horse and supplies to leave the Great Desert.”

The elf quietly nodded in response, and Amber, seeing the end of the conversation, decided to ask about something she heard about earlier.

“Is the plague gone?”

“No new cases have been registered,” he said. “At least from what we’ve heard from the surface. We have been here for more than two weeks.”

Amber nodded at that.

Kaz thought for a moment before nodding to himself.

“Now with all that difficult talk out of the way, I’d like to make you a proposal, Amber.”

She blinked. “A proposal⁠—”

“There she is!”

A voice bellowed through the cave, and all of the present adventurers tensed and turned, seeing the voice. Amber did, too, only to see a robed mage pointing at her.

Did they follow me?

Then, moments later, more mages emerged, dozens of them, all of them from Ofril, and none of them were weak⁠. No, in fact, a lot of them were her level or higher. And then, the monsters arrived, dozens of them, and every single enemy present was higher level than Amber and almost all the adventurers present.

[Warrior. Lvl. 150]

[Mage. Lvl. 148]

[Warrior. Lvl. 161]

[Mage. Lvl. 153]

…

[Venomous Mantid. Lvl. 148]

[Great Crystalwelf. Lvl. 149]

[Metamorphic Bear. Lvl. 152]

…

The sight made Amber and the rest of the adventurers tense.

“Attack!” the mage shouted.


Chapter 29.

The nation of Ofril had tracked her. They were fed up with their mages being killed, so they had to do something about it⁠.

At least, that’s what Amber assumed as everyone dispersed from an incoming mass of fireballs. Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, and the camp was blown to smithereens. Pieces of tent, food, and other objects flew across the cave opening as the ceiling trembled and cracked.

The adventurers quickly gathered together in an almost choreographed manner, making a formation to stand against the incoming attacks, and at that, Amber’s eyes widened seeing the level 152 Metamorphic Bear charging at them. She thought they were done for as it swiped, but it was quickly repelled by a deflect before a mage blasted it away.

At that, Amber nodded to herself, realizing she didn’t need to worry about them. That left Asil, who was nowhere to be seen⁠.

“Amber,” he called in a whisper.

He was invisible it seemed. Amber didn’t answer and instead focused on dodging three spells that were thrown toward her with the use of Quick Dash.

“Kill her! She is the one!” the leading mage called in anger. “Then, kill the adventurers.”

A moment later, Asil spoke again.

“I can’t remain around the battlefield for much longer, but this is a good opportunity to polish your Essence so you can eventually form your nucleus. Good luck.”

Amber raised her brow at that as monsters rushed at her. She was already planning on doing that.

“I shall try to pick a mage to fight. Goodbye.”

And with that he left, and Amber was left to think.

Eventually form my nucleus?

Based on what she understood, she first had to polish and get better with her Essence, then she would get enlightened and form it or whatever⁠—a straightforward process.

But eventually? Amber didn’t want that. This was the best opportunity to do so, so why not now? Sure, she was missing the last step, to be enlightened, so all she had to do was⁠—

Force myself to be enlightened, she concluded.

It would be quite a challenge, but now that she had learned about a lot of things, she felt quite confident. She lacked practice, but this was the best environment in which to do that.

With a smile, Amber turned to the rushing crowd of monsters. She then saw the mages pointing their staves at her, and for a moment, she felt like she was going to be fighting an unwinnable battle, but that wasn’t the case. While she might have struggled for her life or even been killed in the past, now things were different. Now, she had access to a different kind of power altogether.

Essence.

Amber used Fulminating Slash at the crowd of rushing monsters. There were mantises, alligators, wolves, and deformed beings⁠, but they all got blasted by the fire, and the leading monster got his cranium split in half. Then, without hesitation, Amber dodged as spells barely missed her.

While she didn’t have a clear thing to do in her mind, she knew that she had to push what she understood, do more and push further than she ever had before.

So, with Cursed Supreme Momentum, Crimson Fervor, Crimson Break, Crimson Fuel, and Essence, she enhanced her attributes to a realm they had never reached before. She swung upon a level 151 Briskel Worm and nearly cleaved it in half.

The monster reeled back spitting acid, and Amber, in response, burned. Her entire body lit ablaze, destroying any of the deadly liquid that could have fallen on her. Her Essence was hard at work. Maintaining body enhancement while doing something else was already hard enough for her. To think about reinforcing each and every part of her muscles⁠, to think about her breathing⁠, and to think about how to manipulate the energy flowing through her body.

It was an insurmountable task that many would have thought impossible, but for Amber, it was nothing but a challenge and a reason for her to push her fine skills of Essence control. Which is why she had to push everything she understood.

“It’s the best way to learn after all,” she whispered to herself.

Amber flipped over a charging monster as a spell was flung at her simultaneously missed.  Then she lifted her hand, feeling the moisture in the air before drawing from it.

I don’t like water… It wasn’t an element she particularly enjoyed working with in terms of Essence. But, that was in large quantities. Something she wasn’t going to do now⁠.

She pointed her finger at a monster, and a small silvery thread sparkled in the air for a moment.

In fact, she was going to do something she had tried during her training but couldn’t do before. However, now she felt more confident⁠. It was the only water-based attack that she ever saw potential in.

Breathe.

“Burst,” she whispered.

And following her command, the silvery thread engorged, tearing a bullet-sized hole in the monster. The Essence that lay dormant within her rippled briefly, but Amber frowned.

Weak. It was weak. Water isn’t the answer.

Right now, she had to try everything; everything she could think of, and everything she had tried in the past. While she didn’t know what she was looking for exactly, she knew that was what she had to do. Because only then would she form her nucleus⁠—the heart of her core. She had felt it with her previous attack⁠. In fact, she could feel it every time she messed around with her Essence in new ways. However, now it was more prominent than ever.

It was a sign. A sign telling her to find out more.

To push further.

Amber landed as monsters swarmed in her direction and she raised her hand. There were numerous elements she had learned but few ways to make them lethal. At least, with her power level. But she didn’t let that stop her.

Her Essence flared, and Amber pointed her crackling fingers. It was something she had yet to try but always had in her mind.

She turned to the next monster that was rushing to her and slashed.

An iridescent cleave flew, hit the monster, and⁠— made it convulse as it went flying past her and hit another monster. Once more, Amber felt the Essence within her slightly shift, but it wasn’t enough.

In fact, it wasn’t even an attack she liked.

Amber stomped, discombobulating numerous monsters and allowing her to get out of the way. Finally, she turned towards the mages, who mostly seemed to be attacking at a barrier that the adventurer group had erected. But instead of ignoring them, she rushed with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash.

Perhaps it was the mentality she was in, but right now, she had to undertake every possible challenge and come out on top.

The mage that she landed next to turned in a hurry, and Amber punched, hitting the barrier. Her essence flared, and her hand was ignited ablaze as well as crackling with electricity.

More⁠!

— and the fire became yellow, the electricity crackled, and the barrier⁠— broke.

Her hand grabbed onto the mage and electrocuted him before burning him alive, and then she threw him at another mage.

Amber could feel her Essence stirring, but once again⁠, it just wasn’t enough.

She turned towards the rest of the mages who now were aiming their spells at her.

“Extinguish.”

“Shatter.”

“Explode.”

In return, Amber used Fulminating Slash, and the white flash hit the ground with an explosion, swallowing all the spells. Amber then took the chance to use fire.

Cursewelder disappeared into the storage, her hands joined together, and then they slowly separated, making a rod of fire. One that was increasingly getting longer.

It was something she had been experimenting with but not to this degree. Not to this extent. All she had been able to do before was a very crude bow of flames, but now she wanted to make a full weapon.

Its long and smooth shaft slowly appeared, and soon enough, she reached the tip, making it sharp and filling it to the brim with Essence.

This was what she had come up with. This was what she had been doing with the arrow in the bow of flames. But now, it was much bigger. Even though it felt like a slow process in her mind, it all happened in less than a second.

Amber felt her Essence ebb and flow, slowly pulsing with the rhythm of her breathing, all while she pulled back the spear. She was going to end all of the mages once and for all.

“Destroy.”

And she threw it. The spear flashed across the room as her Essence stirred like never before, and a moment later, a warrior flashed into existence, using a shining sword, he⁠ deflected.

A flash of red streaked to the other side of the cave and hit with an explosion of flames that should have been a lot more lethal than what it actually was. Evidently, she had failed somewhere along the process.

Then, she turned towards the man who had just appeared.

[Warrior. Lvl. 161]

It was probably the highest-leveled person in this room, which put Amber on guard as she took out the Cursewelder. The man, in response, smiled.

“And here I thought you were a mage, but you’re a warrior, too. Does that mean you have a Legacy Branch?” he asked, his tone almost mocking. “Don't worry, I’ll go easy on you. You know, level difference and all.”

Amber frowned at his words, and he dashed with a burst of explosive speed. She blocked and⁠— was forced back numerous steps from the sheer difference in strength.

“Huh, you are a lot stronger than I thought,” he praised. “But don’t worry, I’ll put you out of your misery.”

“Just try,” she snorted.

She took a deep breath. Now what she needed the most was for her Essence to enhance her. To make her stronger. Her muscles tensed as her body swelled with Essence, and for a moment, she felt her strength drastically increase.

Then, she was hit.

Amber barely blocked, and her concentration was thrown out of the window for a moment. But she quickly steeled herself again, enough for her to hit back against the warrior. The two swords collided, and Amber used Cursed Cleave along with the swing.

It went past the man’s sword and hit him in the shoulder, drawing a burst of blood. Amber smiled, but the man basically brushed it off and swung again, making her take a step back. She still hadn’t enhanced her body enough⁠—right now, estimating, she was getting about a 25% increase to her base stats with Essence.

But she needed more.

Amber dodged the spell of a mage before throwing a Fulminating Slash his way, causing him to dodge in a panic and be called out by his peers.

“Let Wegner deal with that plague! Let’s dispatch the adventurers! They are killing our monsters⁠— Urgh!”

She saw a spell hit in the background and could only assume it was Asil’s doing, but Amber paid no mind to that. Instead, she whipped her hand and burned. She burned all the encroaching monsters, making them back off once more.

The warrior, meanwhile, still attacked, forcing Amber to continuously block and sometimes even get cut. But she ignored that; instead⁠, she completely tuned out and focused on what mattered.

She focused on drawing from her Essence in a deeper way. To draw more of it.

It exited her incomplete core and went into her body. The more that came out, the more she could feel it almost coursing through her muscles as if it was part of her blood. But she didn’t stop there. She drew even more and swung against the warrior who returned with a lightning-quick strike.

And the warrior was pushed back, his eyes widening.

“How?”

Amber swung down with the Cursewelder, using all her strength, forcing the warrior to block as his sword cracked. He grunted, pushing mana into it, mending it. Then, he dashed back as he stared at her with surprise. This time, he had no mocking grin, no nothing. He looked as serious as could be. As if he was looking at a worthy foe.

Then, a mage was blasted in the background, which the warrior took note of.

“At this rate, the operation will be a failure,” he started. “So, no more games.”

Amber, in response, rushed him, not planning on letting him continue his monologue. She swung upon his being, and that’s when she heard him whisper:

“Use twenty years.”

In a single moment, a diabolical red aura exploded, blocking Amber’s attack on him. She was pushed back and stared for a moment in surprise. Twenty years…? Use…? Amber didn’t exactly know what that meant, but it didn’t sound good.

The warrior cracked his neck and then rushed. Amber blocked, and⁠— she felt her bones tremble with pain under the sheer strength of the attack. Then, he followed up with a quick swing that she had to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to evade.

Amber jumped back, and through her Sharp Instincts skill, she predicted where the warrior would show up⁠.

Fulmination Slash.

She swiped, and the warrior appeared at that spot and basically ate the attack, which made Amber smile before she realized that he seemed completely unharmed. The red aura around him whirled.

“It’s useless! Magic is useless!”

He rushed again, and Amber barely blocked his attack, which sent her flying back. She didn’t understand how strong he had grown from whatever he had done, but it was clearly⁠ pretty fucking strong.

She slid across the ground only for the warrior to arrive and strike again. This time he used a skill reminiscent of Cursed Cleave, which tore a large gash across Amber’s shoulder, causing a burst of blood.

“What’s wrong? You’re going to die at this rate!”

Amber didn’t have it in her to reply; instead, she focused more on her Essence. She drew more until⁠— her insides shifted. She didn’t know in what way, but she was allowed to draw an increased volume. Before it was like a water hose, and now, it was akin to a small stream. Now, she felt like she could use Fulminating Slash with both of her hands.

Now⁠, she could enhance herself more.

Amber pushed for more Essence to flow into her body as she felt her muscles be torn and be rebuilt stronger. She struck back against the warrior but was pushed back all the same. Something was beginning to happen to her body, almost as if it was tearing apart, yet not in a bad way.

She dodged another strike, and then the warrior moved with increased speed, forcing her to run. She used Cursed Stomp which slightly delayed him, but her other skills were eaten by the red aura surrounding him.

And as Amber felt her body nearly crack, she managed to land a hit that bounced off⁠ the aura, which basically confirmed it was a barrier of sorts.

The warrior grinned, and Amber electrocuted⁠, causing him to jolt as it transferred through her sword and saving her from a potentially nasty injury.

Finally, she pulled back only to notice she was panting. She could feel her body breaking, but it was no longer in a good way. Maybe it wasn’t meant to hold that much Essence, maybe she was going about it in the wrong way, but Recovery of Curses didn’t seem to be healing her either⁠—almost as if not detecting it as a problem.

And yet, she could feel it. She could feel that it was wrong.

Amber allowed all of the Essence to return as a dull pain enveloped her body. She was doing it wrong. She was forcing her body to take ludicrous amounts of Essence—most of it from the Cube of the Stars—to grow stronger.

The warrior stared at her for a moment. Perhaps he was wary, or perhaps he was gloating on the fact that she looked tired. But this time, rather than saying anything, he rushed.

And Amber closed her eyes.

It was wrong. The way she was using Essence was wrong.

She had been guided earlier to push it through certain channels, to make it denser and let her body absorb it. Let her body be changed by it.

Once more, she drew her Essence, but this time she let her body absorb it. She let her being revel in it. And for a moment, she felt nothing, but then⁠ it was as if a door opened.

Her entire being strengthened as new channels for Essence opened.

Amber swung in counterattack, and the warrior was pushed back immediately, much to his surprise. Once more, he had been caught off-guard, and once more, he used his Legacy Branch with gritted teeth.

“In exchange for fifty years of my life, grant me the power to end her⁠,” he whispered.

And that’s when she realized the true nature of his Legacy Branch.

The man was enveloped with an even stronger barrier, and that’s when Amber had enough. He wasn’t particularly more durable, but he was much stronger with it.

So, she knew she just had to end him.

She dashed at the man who stood there.

“It’s useless. My barrier will protect me from any attack you can possibly throw at me!”

“Let’s see then!”

Amber used Fulmination Slash, which was basically eaten, and then as the warrior raised his sword, she used Curse Battery a multitude of times.

Explosions of cuts and fire engulfed the warrior as she whispered:

“Abyssal Blast.”

A purple explosion engulfed him as Amber heard a shattering sound, and that’s when she used Essence. Not in any fancy way, not in any particular way, but to enhance her body⁠— and this time, she used it right.

She was overcome by a faint blue light as she swung forward, the warrior too swung in kind and⁠— his sword was cut, his head⁠— went flying, and Amber’s incomplete core⁠—

Shattered.

[All your attributes have increased by 20.]

She had attained her nucleus, the heart of the core, and she had also attained something else.

God’s Physique.

And her eyes grew wide as she saw all it could do.


Chapter 30.

God’s Physique.

That was what it was called.

What Amber instinctually understood was its name and what the visions showed her. And what she saw made her excited but also shocked her.

She saw a vision of Sid'fril, or what seemed to be Sid'fril, and she saw him lose his arm only for it to regenerate as if nothing had happened. She could feel the process. It was regenerated through Essence. While she didn’t have enough Essence to do that—nowhere near enough.

She had the power of regeneration. The power to close her wounds on demand.

Then, she saw a vision of Ax’thra, and he did nothing more than punch, followed by another. The first took a large chunk of rock, and the other shattered the whole mountain.

She now had the power to increase her strength on demand. The power of momentum.

Finally, she saw a vision of Val’leri. At first, she was manipulating Essence normally, but after a moment, her control grew more refined and intricate. Soon enough, she began to control fine threads in a way that Amber could never dream of, and she just understood.

She also now had the power of command. The power to will Essence to do what she wanted.

Of course, she could do none of these things as effectively as the gods could. In fact, if Amber had to describe the effect of the momentum she could use, it was about the same as Cursed Supreme Momentum. The healing wasn’t something she could determine, and the same went for the power to effectively control more Essence.

At least, though, she felt a lot more confident in doing a lot of things. At the same time, looking inside of her, she could see what looked or rather feel what looked to be a complete core.

But at the same time, she knew what it was missing.

It looked dead. Just like Asil’s minus the completely shattered part. Hers was about the size of a ping pong ball if she had to estimate. And yet, even at this level, she could achieve so much. Amber didn’t quite understand if it was related to how strong she was already within the System or how linked Essence was to it. So far, the two powers seemed separate from one another.

But she had an inkling that they also interacted with each other to some extent.

Finally, she shook her head and smiled.

“The cooldown on Fulminating Slash has been halved, too, and the battle is…” She looked towards the adventurers to see that few monsters remained, and none were targeting her or even interested in her. “Almost done.”

It was, all in all, great fucking news.

Of course, she had also progressed outside of Essence and her core. That entire battle had pushed her, and it showed, in fact, she was rewarded greatly for it, too. First were her skill level-ups and levels.

[You have defeated a [Warrior. Lvl. 161].]

For defeating an enemy 15 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 142].]

[You have defeated a [Venomous Mantid. Lvl. 148].]

…

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 3rd rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 7 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 5 to 6.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[You have reached level 142. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 147. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She was so damn close to level 150. However, Amber had a feeling that her advancement this time wasn’t going to be that simple. She wouldn’t have heard so many tales of mages being better than warriors otherwise.

But for now, she decided to ignore that; instead, she turned to see the skills that had ranked up, and she was incredibly happy about it.

First were the two body-enhancement skills of her class: Cursed Supreme Momentum and Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body.

[⁠Cursed Supreme Momentum has reached 4th 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.

4th Rank ⁠— Damage dealt speeds the momentum build-up.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has reached 4th 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 of 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).

4th Rank ⁠— Expended resources, whether it be mana, stamina or something else, are reduced by one-third.]

Amber blinked at both. The first one was⁠— Didn’t that mean that at this point it was stupidly easy to increase Cursed Supreme Momentum to the max? And the second one, was… well, it was nothing short of great. But at the same time, Amber hoped it affected Essence. However, that remained to be seen.

Then, there was the 2nd Rank of Crimson Fervor and Crimson Fuel.

[Crimson Fervor has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You have been in the presence of blood and entrails to the point that 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 after twenty minutes, increasing your stats by 350% (100% before class bonus).

2nd Rank ⁠— Shedding blood speeds the build-up drastically.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

[Crimson Fuel has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— 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 175% (50% before class bonuses).

2nd Rank ⁠— You can burn your own blood or extract the life-force of foreign blood without having to shed it.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

Crimson Fervor had basically lost its limitation of taking twenty minutes no matter what, and Crimson Fuel had… well, its description wasn’t the best, but Amber could feel what it meant. Her blood was a source that she could tap into. She no longer needed to cut herself or bleed in order to make herself stronger.

No, she could just consume it.

And for enemies, touching their skin directly was enough based on what she could tell. Overall, they were two great upgrades in her opinion.

Finally, she turned to her surroundings. The battle was officially over, and the adventurers seemed to be taking care of their injuries. So, Amber busied herself. She went through the bodies of the people she could reach, looting each and every single one of them. She found some goodies, such as:

A journal!

It seemed to be propaganda for the great nation of Ofril, but she kept it in case she wanted to make notes in the future. Of course, she also took the pen.

She also found:

Gold coins!

Amber continued to loot, finding random stuff she didn’t really need. The staves of the mages looked average enough, but she did find something on one of the higher-leveled mages that was worth taking.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Staff of Flames ⁠— Superb Quality

This staff is enhanced with the Blessing of Flames, amplifying the strength of flame-related spells cast by 50%.]

She pocketed that, intending to give it to Velda in the future.

Amber continued to rummage and discarded most of the stuff before finally, she reached the level 161 warrior she had faced, saving possibly the best for last. His sword was Relic grade, and even though it looked unassuming, it hid quite the secret. It was made into two parts: one was the handle, and the other was the blade.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Steel Blade — High Quality

This blade bears the Curse of Weakness. Any being that touches this blade will be gradually weakened until only fifty percent of their original strength remains.

Ability: Self-repair: At the cost of your mana, the Steel Blade will be repaired of any damage.

In fact, it was such a peculiar weapon to her because the blade was loose, meaning it rattled in the handle. Though, of course, Amber didn’t pay too much attention; instead, she just absorbed the curse and discarded the sword.

[ Three out of five curses have been absorbed.

Cursewelder has discarded the duplicate ability: Self-repair.

Cursewelder now wields the Curse of Weakness. ]

Now, the Cursewelder had the Curse of Laceration, the Curse of Demonic Blood, and the Curse of Weakness. It had also absorbed the Firecursed Sword, making the total curses in the Cursewelder a grand total of four.

All in all, it was a great find.

Amber dropped the now useless sword on the ground and smiled. Things were going great. Finally, she went to check on the adventurers who seemed to be huddled together.

Asil in the meantime gave her a glance of shock but didn’t say anything, choosing to keep whatever he wanted to say to himself, at least for now. Whatever was going on seemed to be more important. The question was what exactly.

However, on her way there she was stopped by Kaz, and he immediately let out a sigh.

“So, this is what you warned us about,” he said. “They were coming after you, but at the same time, we probably would have run into them sooner or later even if they weren’t searching for you. Which is why we will return to the surface and inform them what is happening.”

Amber nodded at his words, and he continued.

“I thank you for dealing with the strongest combatant, and I also thank your friend.” He looked towards Asil. “Without you two, we would have died. If we encountered them alone, there is no doubt they would have slaughtered us.”

“Right.”

Amber didn’t necessarily know where he was going at this point, but she let him continue talking.

“So, in short, I guess what I’m trying to say is, you have my respect.” He laughed to himself. “I don’t understand what kind of ridiculous powers or magic you used, but it saved us. So, thank you. Which is why I’ll give you this.”

She blinked as she was given a piece of rolled-up parchment.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Map of the Great Dungeon: Torl ⁠— Rare Quality.

This map has been enchanted with the Enchantment of Location, showing the map's current location relative to the dungeon.]

Amber blinked.

“Even if you have a map, I doubt it’s as good as this one. Keep it. You’ve earned it.”

“Thank you, this is really useful.”

Kaz smiled and then went away, which left Amber slightly confused. She didn’t know if it was worth thanking her for fighting or even be given a map, but apparently, she was wrong. Because not even a minute later, she was approached by a different adventurer.

“Thank you. There is no doubt in my mind that you’re extraordinary, so, stand proud. You are strong.”

And then the string of thank yous continued, though all of them were simple except for the first one.

All in all, it was a puzzling experience to her given she didn’t exactly think there was much to thank her for. But eventually, the last person approached⁠: Riya the scout.

“Sorry you had to see me like that,” she said hesitantly. “We are actually returning to the surface, so I won’t stick around. But know that I owe you one. For this, and for before. If you see me around, feel free to call out to me.”

With a nod, she left. The adventurers were gathering their possessions at this point, and that was when Asil finally approached her. Amber watched as the elf hesitated for a few moments.

“You know, I believe you’ve held up your end of the bargain, and while I believe I’ve held mine, I also think I failed you in some ways,” he stated.

“Huh, right?”

Amber didn’t exactly think Asil was a bad teacher, but he seemed to feel that way. However, she let him continue given he was speaking resolutely.

“You have learned a new body-enhancing skill, one that I’ve seen a few times and that is quite rare. God’s Physique,” he said in a whisper. “And it is because of that, that I believe you hold great potential⁠—well, based on everything I’ve seen from you. I won’t try to tell you to come with me or something like that. I know what a no means.”

“Uh, do you?”

The elf scoffed.

“Anyway, we are past that point now. I want to congratulate you on forming your nucleus. Now, all that’s left is for you to ignite it, and then you will have officially completed your training. You know how to do that, and I’ve taught you enough for you to hold out on your own,” he said simply.

Then a moment later, he continued:

“Which is why, I wish to say good luck to you, and I also want to give you a gift. A parting gift from teacher to student.”

“Sure…?” Amber was confused.

“Can I use your Essence?” he asked.

Amber hesitated but gave him her hand, and she focused on sensing what he was doing. And what followed had to be the strangest Essence manipulation she had ever felt. It almost felt as if parting space itself and opening a gateway to more Essence.

Yet visually, all there was, was a black hole in the air that the elf had stuffed his hand in.

Finally, after a few moments, he took out what looked to be a pendant with a crimson stone. Amber stared at it for a few moments before it was given to her, and that’s when he finally stopped drawing Essence.

“This is for you. I am sure it will come in useful.”

Amber blinked at his words and used Identify only to see:

[??? Grade ⁠— ??? ⁠— ??? Quality

??? ??? ??? ??? ???.]

The same result as with the Cube of Stars. She looked up at the elf.

“What does this do?”

In response, he smiled, ignoring her question.

“Never did I think I’d befriend a friend of the person who imprisoned me, but I’m glad it happened.” He nodded before turning around. “Goodbye, Amber. You know where to find me should you want to.”

Amber blinked. “Wait. Find Cecile. She is a merchant with purple hair. Level 80. Tell her that I’m sorry for abandoning her like that and warn her about what is happening. If possible, take her with you out of the desert.”

The elf paused for a moment, considering, and finally, he nodded. “Alright.”

And with that, they waved their goodbyes.

She watched as the adventurers and the elf left. Then, she was alone, surrounded by corpses but alone, deep inside the underground dungeon. However, now she had a map.

She opened it, and for a moment, she saw nothing but scribbles. Soon, however, it settled onto the floor she was in, and her position was represented a tiny blue arrow.

The entire dungeon was…

She blinked.

“Wouldn’t it take me literal days to make it from one side to the other?”

Still, she paid no attention to that, and instead, she looked towards the symbol that indicated a descent before heading that way.

She had to complete her core, and she had to reach her level 150 advancement⁠.

She had to get stronger before leaving; otherwise, this time she would truly die at the hands of the Arcane Council. Once she dealt with that, she’d give the cube back to Sid'fril, maybe learn how to get to Ill’hine, and also head to the Sacred Forest.

So, with a mental list, Amber got to work.

* * *

Amber descended two whole floors to seek stronger foes.

And once she found them—

[Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 154]

[Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 152]

— she fought with them.

Amber used Fulmination Slash, but it was too late for the velociraptor monsters that turned to face her. One of them was struck and burst into flames, being sent across the room⁠, and the other was made to stumble back with an angry screech.

But Amber didn’t let it rest. No⁠, instead she rushed forward using all of her new skills in tandem, from the newly improved Cursed Supreme Momentum to the newly improved Crimson Fuel and Crimson Fervor, as well as God’s Physique.

She immediately arrived before the monster and swung her sword at extraordinary speeds. The monster clawed back only for its limb to fly off, and she smirked.

Once more, she had grown⁠.

Amber headbutted the monster, sending it reeling back and then⁠, she used—

Fulmination Slash.

It was cut across the chest before being blasted by an explosion of flames. The hit sent it reeling back in critical condition, and with a dismissive Cursed Cleave, she finished off the first Darkness Velstalker.

The second one rushed at her, bloodied and angry, shadows gathered around it. Amber, in return, used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, appearing in front of the monster. Gathering all of her Essence in her arm, she⁠ punched.

The ribcage of the monster shattered as it was sent flying away, hitting the wall in a bloodied mess before dying.

[You have defeated a [Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 154].]

[You have defeated a [Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 152].]

⁠Once more, she had grown stronger.

[You have reached level 148. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

And soon, she would grow even stronger.


Chapter 31.

The first monster Amber stumbled across after the Darkness Velstalkers was a tiger with black fur and white marks that sparkled like jewelry. Its claws were made from a glowing purple crystal. It happened to be conveniently near the way down to the next floor. And it was a strong monster.

[Grand Crystal Tigri. Lvl. 157]

In fact, it was most likely comparable to the source of the plague, and yet Amber⁠ let it attack her. The monster tore into her arm and a chunk of her armor, carving an ugly gash, and all Amber did was⁠ heal it. She used Essence as her flesh mended. At first, it was difficult. In fact⁠, she had another hole torn, this time through her shoulder as the tiger hissed.

But Amber paid it no mind; instead, she focused on channeling her Essence, and⁠ she got it. Her wounds instantly mended as the tiger tore apart another part of her arm. But this time it was quickly healed, much to its dismay⁠. It caused it to roar in anger. Then, it began to use some form of crystal magic that Amber of course⁠—

Allowed.

She let the monster attack for close to an hour to no avail, and then finally, Amber had enough. She punched it and broke through its claws. Crystal splintered as the monster shrieked. Essence was like a resource to enhance her body, but it was also more.

The Grand Crystal Tigri roared, and Amber used Fulminating Slash⁠, taking apart its claw before it was blasted with a burst of flames. The tiger shrieked as it went rolling, and Amber didn’t stop there. She rushed towards it with a burst of speed. She planned on testing her other skills.

The monster tried to run, and Amber:

Stomped.

It was stunned, and with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, she arrived at its side before slapping the tiger onto the ground. It shrieked, the ground cracked, and then she used Crimson Fuel through its skin.

It let out an ear-piercing wail as it thrashed and sent out an explosion of magic in a panic. One that cut Amber all over⁠. Her wounds healed, and a few minutes later, the monster died after thrashing in its spot.

She had gotten some skill level-ups, but she paid no mind to them for now. There were only two things she cared about.

One was the fact that she had tested her skill and figured out the extent of her healing⁠—which, in her opinion, was the equivalent of an active 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses. Did that mean Recovery of Curses was useless? No, but Amber felt glad about having an extra layer of healing.

Now, she most definitely wasn’t going to die to poison.

The second thing she cared about was…

[You have defeated a [Grand Crystal Tigri. Lvl. 157].]

[You have reached level 149. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Her advancement.

The experience required for every single level after 100 was quite high, but she was getting closer to her level 150 advancement. Well, closer was an understatement. The finish line was essentially right there.

So, Amber headed down the winding path, and for a moment she took in her surroundings. She took in the cavernous path she was trekking on and the sources of light⁠—glittering crystals and chunks of green moss.

She was in the Grand Dungeon of Torl, one of the biggest dungeons in all of Vir, and the tower belonging to the Primordial Spirit, Sid'fril.

Amber admired it all for a few moments, but soon enough, she shook her head and ran instead. The world around her blurred, and she pushed her Essence. Her speed increased drastically, and the world around her blurred further.

While the standalone power of Essence was good, the combined power of her system skills along with God’s Physique was outstanding. Just like how she had completely annihilated the Darkness Velstalker before, she now had an amazing amount of strength.

And she, of course, reveled in it.

In mere seconds, she reached the next floor, and at the entrance, she saw more monsters. Two of them. They were large and lumbering, their physique closest to rhinoceros, but they had flames coming out of numerous spots on their body. Almost as if they were creatures from hell.

[Naraka Cerotidae. Lvl. 162]

[Naraka Cerotidae. Lvl. 163]

They were strong.

Amber had no idea what their name meant, but at least their level was comparable to that of the source of the plague, so she smiled.

How do I compare now?

There was only one way to find out. She wanted to know how far she had come since meeting Ian, and now, the perfect opportunity was right before her eyes. Amber raised her arm as both of the Naraka Cerotidae⁠—or rhinoceros as she preferred to call them⁠—turned to her.  But it was too late.

Fulminating Slash.

The white slash streaked through the air, and Amber kicked⁠. The slash hit, and so did her Essence-empowered foot. The rhinoceros had multiple ribs broken as an explosion of flames rippled, and Amber laughed. She felt her foot dig into the side of the monster as it was sent stumbling back to the side⁠, and her flames singed her own person, but it was nothing more than superficial burns.

She landed with a grin, and the other rhinoceros roared and sent a blast of flames towards her. Amber embraced it. She let herself be engulfed by the orange inferno as her Essence enveloped her body, healing the burns as they came.

The hell blast continued burning her and didn’t end until a few seconds later, and when the fire cleared, Amber laughed again. Her burnt skin was quickly healing, and it was an attack that she wouldn’t have been able to take before. But now, she could eat it all.

Taking out the Cursewelder and enveloping her body with Essence, she brought the blade down. The rhinoceros craned its head in an attempt to dodge, but the Cursewelder still struck its clavicle, shattering deep into it⁠. Amber then used Cursed Cleave and Fulminating Slash.

In an instant, the clavicle of the monster exploded with blood and flames, and it reeled back screeching, having been critically injured. That was when the other monster came back. Amber was torched by flames, and as she got out of the way, she looked at the rhinoceros with some surprise.

It had a scar running along its side as if the attack from earlier was an old wound.

“So, you can heal,” she commented.

It was a fact that she wasn’t taking the battle that seriously, mainly focusing on testing how she could use God’s Physique, but now, she took it as a challenge. How fast could she finish this monster before the other one recovered? It was something that Amber wanted to find out. So, she rushed forward.

And this time, she pushed Cursed Supreme Momentum to its upper limit, as well as with Essence, all while burning the blood within her own body with tinges of pain. Her body became enveloped with a pale blue light, and she reached the monster in a single moment. Slashing down with the Cursewelder, she made use of her stored rage, Curse Manipulation, and Cursed Cleave all at the same time.

Immediately, she tore a large gash through the monster, breaking through any bone in the way, but Amber didn’t stop there. She stomped, exacerbating the curses on the monster before smiling. The monster wasn’t the most susceptible to fire, but she still used Flamethrower, torching its insides and causing it to reel and send flames her way.

Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash in response and appeared on top of the monster.

She was trying to kill it as fast as possible, so what came next was obviously⁠—

Curse Battery!

She spammed it on the monster as it screeched. Blood burst, flames exploded, and it fell to its knees, but Amber didn’t stop there. She jumped away from the monster and swiped⁠.

“Cleave, and⁠— Abyssal Blast!”

In a single moment, the monster burst into flames before exploding a second time with a burst of purple. Burning flesh streaked through the air, and Amber lithely landed with a grin on her face. Then, the other monster charged at her.

Amber slapped it.

The accumulation of all her strength bonuses sent the monster stumbling back, and finally, she turned to her system notifications.

[You have defeated a [Naraka Cerotidae. Lvl. 164].]

[You have reached level 150. 5 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She smiled, and then a new notification came⁠.

[Class Advancement unavailable ⁠— You have yet to do something unprecedented amongst the Cursed Supreme Ones of history.]

Amber blinked. “You can’t be serious, right…?”

That’s the requirement? Something unique? The sight stumped her. In fact, it barely even made sense. She had done a lot⁠—and maybe it was because of her ego, but she seriously doubted she hadn’t done a single unique thing. But then again⁠, what kind of feats counted towards that? She had absolutely no idea.

Amber frowned, and the monster came back. This time, she stowed the Cursewelder away. Perhaps it was because she was upset, but she decided to fight it barehanded. All the while she thought about her predicament.

So, with all her strength, she punched the monster, cracking some bones and rupturing her knuckles. She kicked, sending it reeling back, before punching again. It quickly became a bloodied battle that Amber ultimately came out victorious from, and when the battered monster fell back, she let out a deep breath.

“So, I guess it’s best for me to focus on Essence for the time being?” she wondered.

She didn’t know if there had been another Cursed Supreme One to learn Essence before level 150, or if it was a “common” thing every thousand or two thousand years, but for now, she decided it was best for her to focus on that.

If Essence was the answer, she’d get her Class Advancement.

And if it wasn’t⁠… well, she’d figure out how to get her Class Advancement after the fact.

“Now then, I guess I have some skill leveling to do, huh?” Amber wondered out loud.

She had no clue what level the Abyssal Briroar was, but she was well aware she had to get as many skills to 4th Rank as she could. Otherwise, the fight would be… rough. She also had to polish her Essence.

After all, she was going to use the Abyssal Briroar boss to ignite her core.

With a new plan in mind, Amber set off.

[Cursed Stomp has leveled up from 3rd rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 4 to 5.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from level 2 to 3.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Name: Amber | Level: 150 | Title: Demonkiller

Class: Cursed Supreme One | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Legacy Branch: Crimson Fervency
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* * *

Amber peered down a tunnel with a frown.

“Just what is going on…”

She had been exploring for a few hours now, and apart from the rhinoceros and another group of much weaker monsters, she hadn’t actually seen anything else. Not a single sign of life in the tunnels, and on one hand it was great to practice her Essence, but on the other…

“How am I meant to get stronger?” she pondered. “I’ve been burning myself, but my resistances haven’t moved.”

She knew they were making progress, but it just couldn’t compare to the progress made against a much higher-level adversary. In the meantime, she had also taken a look at her possible class skill⁠ with the idea of replacing an existing skill—given the fact that skills below 4th Rank were affected against the boss monster—but she didn’t know how to feel about it.

Amber shook her head and turned around. In the end, all she could do was continue to practice Essence, and that was what she intended to do until she found a monster.

She cupped her hands together and very slowly weaved a bow of flames. It was a technique that Asil had taught her, though when he showed it to her, the bow he had made consumed so much Essence that she nearly fainted. Still, it had been educational.

And now, or rather, ever since then, she had been trying to replicate it. Of course, she didn't copy whatever the golden element was because no matter how many times it was shown to her, she just didn't understand it. So, instead, she used flames since it was her most familiar element.

She had tried to use a spear earlier, using the same technique that was used to make the arrows⁠—the same method—but in the end, she concluded that an arrow was much easier.

After all, there was a lot less mass to stabilize.

Amber pulled back the slightly quaking bow string. Whereas in the past it would struggle to maintain its form, now it was incredibly easy⁠, and it was all due to the increased control over Essence that God’s Physique had granted her.

Breathe… She gathered her Essence, creating an arrow of flames. Focus… Her Essence entered and gathered at the tip, almost creating a syphon effect to the tip of the arrow from other flames.

She stared at it for a moment, pushing as much Essence into the tip as possible, and then⁠ she shot.

The arrow streaked like a flare and hit before exploding. However, the explosion wasn’t any stronger than the one caused by Fulminating Slash, meaning the skill and what she was trying to do was a disappointment. Again.

After all, she had used a considerable amount of Essence in it.

“Well, it’s just a matter of time before I manage to do it,” Amber reassured herself. “Eventually…”

Even with God’s Physique enhancements to her Essence manipulation, she still found it hard. But now, after practicing for hours, she felt like she was closer than ever. However…

“Where have all the monsters gone?” Amber frowned.

Finally, she decided to resume her search. She ran across the tunnels, and then⁠ a short minute later, she saw⁠ lights. They were in front of her, all across her surroundings in the rather open cavern system, and when she stepped farther, she saw…

Monsters.

They were sleeping, and yet there had to be a cluster of over a hundred of them in front of her. Amber froze for a moment and immediately turned around, but it was too late⁠.

A blaring alarm rang, piercing her ears, and the monsters in front of her rose to their feet and immediately turned to her. At the same time, she heard voices call out.

“Intruder!”

“Kill them!”

“It’s a warrior!”

Amber immediately sent a Fulminating Slash at a pouncing monster and used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to get out. She was at the edges of what seemed to be the encampment of Ofril and the enemy mages, so she had to be able to run⁠—

With a flash of light, a group of a dozen mages appeared dozens of meters ahead with over a hundred monsters. It was a mass teleportation that made Amber hesitate, but a second later, more teleported into her other free surroundings. In a single moment, she was surrounded by over a hundred mages and over a thousand monsters. And that’s when she realized that if she wanted to get out, she had to carve her way through.

[Mage. Lvl. 158]

[Mage. Lvl. 134]

[Mage. Lvl. 154]

…

[Crystalwelf. Lvl. 135]

[Metamorphic Bear. Lvl. 161]

[Naraka Cerotidae. Lvl. 153]

…

So, she charged at the group of mages. They all prepared their spells, and she threw another Fulminating Slash their way to interrupt them, the skill having just come out of cooldown. Then, increasing her strength via all of her enhancements, she slashed the Crystalwelf in half⁠—

Blood splattered as Amber rushed forward and jumped over the charging Metamorphic Bear, then the Naraka Cerotidae blasted her with flames, but she ignored them and headed towards the now-recovering mages.

“Dismember!” A purple blast engulfed her.

But Amber charged right through, having just been healed by the curse that the mage had just used.

“Repulse⁠—”

She managed to dodge the knockback spell with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and landed in the middle of the ranks of the mages. They pointed their spells at her, and Amber aimed down.

Flamethrower.

In an instant, a Crimson Deluge blasted all around her, and she took the chance to Quick Dash away, taking advantage of the disarray that she had just caused. She made it past the barricade of mages, and a few remnant monsters pounced at her, but they were all weaker, so she slapped them away.

While Amber didn’t know what to do after this, right now, her only priority lay in escaping.

“Don’t let her run away!”

“Send her to the purgatory room! It’s not like we’ll manage to subjugate that thing anyways!”

“On it!”

Amber worried, The purgatory room?

In a single moment, over twenty mages teleported in front of her, Amber used Fulminating Slash at them, but the attack was eaten by a barrier. Then, they all pointed at her. She prepared herself to dodge, only to find herself surrounded by a white light.

In a single moment, the environment changed, and she found herself in an oddly familiar cavern.

The crystals around her were green, and there was no longer a dripping sound from the ceiling.

A thunderous roar came from behind her, and she turned.

[Abyssal Briroar. Lvl. ???]


Chapter 32.

In the Great Desert, a figure observed from his seat. He was surrounded by palm trees, by grass, by water, and by the golden sands in the distance. The heat of the sun distorted the distant dunes, and yet within the oasis, it was a pleasant warmth. All because it wasn’t any oasis, but rather, it was the second home of a Primordial Spirit. It was the Oasis of Death.

Sid'fril looked at the screen in front of him with narrowed eyes, and within it he could see a group of adventurers fighting their way back within his tower to reach the city. But he didn't focus too much on that; instead, he focused on a single figure, and one alone.

He had elongated ears and long hair, and he looked like he was suffering from starvation. He was the foolish elf who had once challenged him. And he was now leaving his imprisonment.

“You taught Amber, just like I planned⁠. You didn’t wrong her, you didn’t mistreat her, and while you didn’t stick till the end, you’re forgiven for your transgressions,” Sid'fril mused. “But I wonder if I’m done with you? I don’t know…”

He tilted his head in thought for a few moments. The elf had befriended Amber, and it wasn’t in any superficial kind of way. He had also imparted upon her his techniques. In the end, everything had gone just fine, and while there were a bunch of problems happening on the political side of things, Sid'fril didn’t concern himself with those.

Instead, he dismissed the screen and turned to a different one. There, he saw his newly made friend, Amber. The only mortal ever to stand up to him in such a way. Sadly, such a thing didn’t really count towards her Class Advancement, nor other unique things she had done⁠—such as taming a monster without a Tamer-adjacent class—but that didn’t necessarily matter right now.

Because…

Sid'fril focused on the screen as Amber looked at a gigantic monster. One of the bosses inside of the Great Dungeon. An abyssal monster⁠. A being he created to tear into demons.

“Unfortunately, he won’t be an easy opponent. There is a lot more to him than meets the eye,” Sid'fril commented before focusing on Amber. “Now, will you spread your wings and soar? Or will you come crashing down and burn away like a fading star?”

She was someone that by all metrics was deemed to be extraordinary, having befriended three Primordial Spirits, someone who knew the secret of Ill’hine, and a mortal in the process of learning Essence.

His eyes narrowed.

“Do not disappoint me, Amber.”

* * *

Even now, at level 150, I cannot see its level…

Amber looked up at the lumbering monster with bone armor and silver flames coming from in between the cracks. It almost looked like a dinosaur from hell, and perhaps it was given it was over level 180. But Amber didn’t focus on that. Instead, she focused on dodging a barrage of flames.

And with the use of Quick Dash, she barely got out of the way.

[In the presence of an abyssal monster, any skill below the 4th Rank is weakened.]

Unfortunately, she couldn’t use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, all due to it being an abyssal monster.

“You know, I was hoping to face you on my own terms, but…”

She faced up at the Abyssal Briroar only for it to unleash an angry roar. One that made her hair streak back. Amber just smiled.

“I’m not going to run anymore, so bring it on.”

The monster raised a claw enveloped in silver flames, and Amber raised the Cursewelder and slashed. A Fulminating Slash and a weaker Cursed Cleave went off, hitting the arm of the monster and⁠ doing nothing⁠.

The monster slammed its claw down, and Amber barely dodged, almost getting hit by disintegrating and burning rocks. She made use of this gap to attack, dashing to the side of the monster and coating her sword in blood before using all her physical enhancements and swinging with Cursed Cleave.

In an instant, the sword went about half of its width deep into the monster as purple blood exploded, but all the monster did in response was⁠ burn.

Amber was singed, forcing her to back off and also inject mana into her armor to prevent it from fully melting off.

Dangerous⁠.

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

Way too dangerous.

She frowned, and the lumbering monster whipped its tail. Amber barely managed to jump over it. While not every part of the Abyssal Briroar was burning⁠, a large majority of it was, and the main issue was the armor covering it. She had to devise a plan to take down the behemoth that was the Abyssal Briroar.

The question was, how⁠—

The Abyssal Briroar stomped the ground, Amber went flying, and a notification of supernatural nullification went off. However, no longer having the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash available meant⁠ the—

And the monster whipped her with its tail. 

She was sent flying across the chamber and into a wall. Her bones cracked, and with a groan, she regenerated them. Amber quickly recovered and stowed away the Cursewelder before clapping her hands together and pulling. She weaved a bow of flames at a faster speed than ever before, and then she pulled on the string as flames gathered from the surroundings, creating an incandescent arrow.

This situation put more pressure on her to do this than ever before, her heart was racing, and yet her mind was sharp. She pushed her Essence as the arrow’s glow became stronger, and the Abyssal Briroar charged.

Amber watched it become enveloped in flames, and perhaps fighting fire with fire was a terrible idea, but these weren’t normal flames.

She breathed as the arrow reached a new high, and then she loosed it.

Her core felt like it was hit by a hammer as the arrow streaked before hitting the monster and⁠ exploding. A yellow inferno blasted throughout the room, and Amber grinned. Her core cooled for a moment and the Abyssal Briroar burst through the flames and it was⁠—

Uninjured.

No cracks on its armor, no nothing, and now⁠, she was left to face its wrath. It arrived with agility rivaling hers, and then it swiped. Amber in response slashed, and the two attacks collided for a moment before she felt her wrist nearly snap from the strength⁠.

Fulminating Slash. 

The slash blasted her away, barely saving her in the nick of time. Amber landed, her armored boots skidding across the ground, before she⁠ dashed back.

A white pillar of flames exploded, consuming the immediate vicinity of the Abyssal Briroar, burning anything and everything. The crystals of the cave disintegrated under the white flames, the stone of the walls and floor melted, and the ceiling was carved away, making a hole that seemed to rise two floors.

And Amber⁠ was left to stare for a moment. The white flames cleared, and when she spotted the Abyssal Briroar, she noticed something. Red flames, small embers, and they were still burning.

It was the Curse of Consuming Flames, and it was still active.

Meaning… it’s affected by curses.

Still, the information made her feel conflicted. This was her ticket to defeating the monster, but she wasn’t quite here for that⁠. She was here to ignite her core. She was here to learn Essence, and yet⁠…

The gigantic monster charged at her⁠.

And yet⁠, she knew that at this rate she would die, long before discovering her Essence. Not only that, but if she focused solely on Essence, she would need to run⁠, hide⁠, and fight for multiple days trying different things. At that point, was it truly pushing her limits? Would she really ignite her core from a hit-and-run tactic?

There was only one answer to that.

No. She wouldn’t.

For her to ignite her core, she had to push her limits⁠. This time, she had to use all of the tools in her arsenal to do so. She had to fight to the limit of her abilities and overcome it. The fire arrow earlier was an example. For a moment, Amber had felt as if it had been struck by a hammer in the hearth of a forge, but now⁠, it lay dormant.

And now, it was time to stimulate it, again and again, all during the battle. All while she took advantage of the fact that the titanic boss monster was affected by curses. And she knew the right thing to do in her mind.

Which was to⁠— charge.

Amber immediately met the Abyssal Briroar head-on and dashed past a clawing attack, then as it gurgled its fire she reached⁠—

“Battery.”

An explosion of flames enveloped the monster, blood seeped out of some of the gaps of its armor as the monster let out a growl while gurgling, and she then did it again⁠.

“Battery!”

And again⁠—

“Battery.”

⁠—And again.

Amber drowned the monster with all the uses of her battery, just like in the past. But this time, she didn’t follow up with Abyssal Blast. No, instead, she backed off from the mass of crimson flames before they were broken by a burst of silver. She noticed that the crimson didn’t completely die out, and this was her plan. To overload the monster with as many curses as possible.

And to do this, she had to do a very specific thing⁠. Something she didn’t particularly like for many reasons, but right now⁠, it was her calling.

Amber raised the Cursewelder and⁠ stabbed herself. The gigantic sword pierced through her stomach and out of her back, taking numerous ribs as she threw up blood. In an instant, Curse Battery was charged considerably.

It was the same thing she had done with the Servant of Chaos, and now she was replicating it. She chuckled to herself as she took out the dagger from her waist and drove it into her side.

“Thank God no one is seeing this; otherwise, they’ll think I am⁠—” And she coughed up a ton of blood as she backed off from the silver flames of the Abyssal Briroar. ⁠”— crazy.”

Amber immediately removed the Cursewelder from her body. If she was honest, she was most definitely a little bit crazy, but she didn’t care. She stabbed herself⁠, blood splattering all over with a chunk of her intestine⁠, or whatever it was. Now, it was only a matter of time before—

The Abyssal Briroar charged. It wasn’t a normal charge⁠. No, the monster flashed from one moment to the other, and the next thing Amber knew was⁠— pain.

She hit the wall, the Cursewelder within her tore a new part of her body as she screamed, a multitude of bones were broken in a single moment, and she had to force her Essence to heal her. She used the accumulated rage into Recovery of Curses, only to find it didn’t work as well as she hoped. But even then, Amber pushed herself to heal as she dislodged the sword, and that’s when a system notification came, one that screamed at her a single thing.

[Momentum within the space shifts.]

Danger.

In a fraction of a second, the Cursewelder was stored, and the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses was activated, and then⁠ she was slammed into the wall a second time. The wall gave in, she was blasted into a second dark chamber, and for a moment, the world blurred. Her Essence remained hard at work to restore her body, but her mind was elsewhere.

And⁠— she jolted awake as she hit the ground, rolling. She immediately broke into a coughing fit as her bones rearranged. Or rather⁠, every single bone in her body did, except for her skull which cracked instead.

She almost died.

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

“Fuck…”

Amber groaned and lifted her head only to see the Abyssal Briroar looking at her, and she felt danger⁠. No⁠, she saw danger. She lifted her hand and screamed⁠:

“Battery!”

The Abyssal Briroar arrived, and in an instant, it was engulfed in a deluge of red flames. All while Amber was nearly crushed to death⁠. She grunted, nearly losing her arm as she continued to unleash the newly charged Curse Battery on the monster.

Her vision blurred, and the crimson flames around the monster proliferated like never before, yet the monster clawed. She barely rolled out of the way, nearly being beheaded, then with a follow-up attack, it tore apart the ground and sent her reeling back.

Amber barely managed to land on her legs, looking up at the monster only to see the danger once more. She dashed to the side, and the spot where she had been exploded⁠, disintegrating in a burst of silver-white flames. Lava streaked across the room as Amber continued to stab herself.

This time, she only used her dagger and transferred all the available curses into it, driving it into her side. It was lethal enough to charge Curse Battery quickly, but not lethal enough to seriously impede her movement.

Amber quickly found herself dodging for her life, charging Curse Battery as much as she could, all while the Abyssal Briroar chased after her with a teleportation-like ability. The pillars around her exploded, and Amber pushed all her Essence into God’s Physique to heal her injuries. She also pushed it to work harder and enhance further.

Occasionally, during the chase, she felt warmth in her core, but it receded as soon as it came. Evidently she wasn’t doing enough, but how was she meant to do anything⁠—

Amber jumped and used Fulminating Slash. The blast of flames did nothing to the monster but create a screen of smoke. Still, that brought opportunity along with it.

She dashed and immediately, with a physically-enhanced jump, landed on top of the monster. Her veins hurt from burning her blood⁠, and her muscles ached from pushing herself, but she didn’t care. Instead, she stabbed with the Cursewelder in between the cracks of the monster’s armor, nearly melting her arms with the silver flames, and then she used her skill again.

Curse Battery⁠—

Crimson flames exploded.

Curse Battery⁠—

Blood splattered.

Curse Battery⁠—

The flames on the monster burned like never before, and then Amber used—

Flamethrower.

The room was lit in a crimson glow as all she heard was a deep roar, but Amber wasn’t done. No⁠, she couldn’t be done. She stabbed herself with her dagger, calling out once again.

“Battery⁠—”

And it came.

[Curse Battery has ranked up. Curse Battery is now 4th Rank level 1.]

4th Rank ⁠— Curse Battery can forego refunding curses, dealing three times the damage.

The rank-up immediately filled the skill once more, and Amber called out:

“BATTERY!”

In a single moment, an explosion engulfed the cave, one that caused the entire floor of the Grand Dungeon to tremor, but she didn’t stop there. No, she couldn’t stop yet.

Amber raised her hand—her burning hand⁠—and focused. She focused all her Essence into it as it glowed with an incandescent light.

She took a very deep breath, and for a moment, she saw a flying arrow amidst the storm. For a moment, she saw a different scene. For a moment, she saw a dragon. And all of that culminated into something else.

Like the explosion of an arrow—

And she struck. Her core burned, and an explosion of flames rocked the entire cave, but she couldn’t stop there. No, she had to do more⁠.

Abyssal Blast.

The explosion engulfed everything, and she went flying while holding her sword. All at once, the Abyssal Briroar was hit by all the curses she had stacked on it. Every single one, all the uses of Curse Battery⁠, it was all exacerbated at once. And Amber’s wounds closed.

She landed with all her burns healed, and then she looked up.

She looked up at the mass of gold and crimson flames behind the curtain of smoke. The flames writhed as if consuming the being within, and she was proud. That was the strongest attack she had ever done, and now, the fight was even. Now, she had made great strides to win. Now—

An angry roar echoed all across the cave, reverberating in the walls themselves. One that sent a shiver across Amber’s heart.

[The Abyssal Briroar enters a rampage.]

The bone armor exploded, its pieces breaking through the curtain of smoke as the fires seemingly slowed down. And then Amber saw white⁠—a pure white that almost seemed to glitter into a blinding shade that shouldn’t exist in this world—and then it moved⁠.

Amber dodged as a laser broke through the floor, walls, and ceiling before the white-scorched surface⁠—

Exploded.

She was sent flying at tremendous speeds and hit the wall with a loud thud, her bones breaking.

And nother notification came.

[In the presence of a rampaging abyssal monster, any skill below the 5th Rank is weakened. Skills below the 4th Rank are considerably suppressed.]

You can’t be serious.

She threw up blood as the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses⁠— gave out.


Chapter 33.

For a moment, Amber’s vision blurred, but the crystals around the room flickered, and even though her senses had been dulled from Sharp Instincts being suddenly, incredibly suppressed, she knew⁠… she understood that she had to move as soon as possible.

She mustered a feeble dash from Quick Dash, the skill almost becoming useless, and then⁠ a flash of white light hit where she had just been standing. Her eyes widened for a moment before it⁠ exploded.

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

Her resistance leveled, and Amber was sent rolling across the ground. Luckily, her Legacy Branch skills weren’t completely useless, suffering about the same suppression as the 4th Rank skills, but things were bad. She had also managed to store her sword before it went flying across the room.

“This sucks⁠.” Amber coughed up blood.

She forced her Essence to heal her broken bones, and while it was wholly unaffected by whatever the fuck the boss had just done⁠, the same couldn’t be said about her other skills. Recovery of Curses was barely working, Crimson Fervor, Crimson Fuel, Cursed Supreme Momentum, and Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body had essentially lost a third of their effectiveness, and Crimson Break’s effect had straight up been halved.

It was, all in all,⁠ a terrible situation.

Amber dashed away from another white laser that destroyed everything in its path, cutting through rock as if it was nothing⁠, then⁠ the explosion came. She was sent flying, unable to get enough space to avoid the blast.

She landed and rolled⁠.

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

Another resistance leveled⁠—

And Amber’s eyes widened as another white light cut overhead. This time, it completely missed her as it cut in a horizontal manner, but she tried to move in a rush because⁠—

And it exploded.

Multiple bones broke at once as, not for the first time, she was sent flying like a ragdoll.

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

The mere shockwave from the blast was a deadly thing, but now, with all her skills being useless, it was basically fatal. Magical resistance didn’t do anything to make it better. She came to a stop and tried to get up, only to find both of her legs broken, along with one of her arms. She couldn’t feel her jaw either, but still, Amber⁠ pushed.

She pushed her Essence into all her body at once as it lit up with a pale blue light, focusing it all on healing. In an instant, multiple bones snapped into place, and as soon as she could move⁠, she lunged away using all her strength.

Amber felt some muscles tear but nothing came. She paused into a stumble as she turned towards the Abyssal Briroar who had smoke coming out of its maw and was now free of the Curse of Consuming Flames. Amber sent a Fulminating Slash at it, but it basically did nothing. Then, the boss roared at her, and Amber saw an all-too-familiar notification.

[Momentum within the space shifts.]

Shit⁠…

She barely backed off as the spot where she had just been standing was carved out by the headbutt of the boss monster. But before she could react, it whipped its tail at ridiculous speeds. She thrown around like a doll when a new notification came, or rather⁠ two.

[Recovery of Curses has ranked up. Recovery of Curses is now 4th Rank level 1.]

Two ranks had changed.

2nd Rank ⁠— Twice a day, the skill can enter overdrive, doubling its effect for 30 minutes.

4th Rank ⁠— The closer to death you are, the more effective the skill becomes.

Amber immediately used the 2nd Rank, finding it to no longer be completely useless, and the 4th Rank basically made her bones instantly snap back into place. However, it didn’t make much of a difference because the monster rammed into her.

She felt as her bones were crushed as she was sent into yet another chamber, breaking rocks. Amber landed in a rolling mess of blood⁠, all while her body forcefully jolted her consciousness awake by healing her tremendous injuries in a mere second.

I’m dying.

She could just tell; otherwise, the 4th Rank of Recovery of Curses wouldn’t be working that hard to keep her alive. At this pace, she was going to die if she didn’t change anything. She gritted her teeth and managed to get out of the way, just in time for a silver fireball to strike.

Burning stone exploded in all directions, landing and melting to the silver flames, and Amber reached. This was her opportunity to change things.

“No pain, no gain… or whatever the fuck⁠—”

She grunted as her hand burned, tremendous pain flooding her body. Her Essence was hard at work to keep her alive, and she could feel her core slowly shifting⁠—or doing something as the healing improved. She also felt her senses sharpen, and in response to that, she dashed away.

The spot where she had just been standing exploded, rocks pelted at her, and Amber, mid-stumble, turned to see the Abyssal Briroar opening its maw.

She swiped.

Fulminating Slash.

It hit its maw, and caused it to let out an angry growl. This time, having recovered a lot more, she managed to react by summoning the Cursewelder to block⁠ the tail of the Abyssal Briroar. Still, she was sent against the wall behind her.

In a single moment, more notifications came as her pain lessened.

[Elemental Resistance has ranked up. Elemental Resistance is now 4th Rank level 1.]

[Physical Resistance has ranked up. Physical Resistance is now 4th Rank level 1.]

[Magical Resistance has ranked up. Magical Resistance is now 4th Rank level 1.]

4th Rank ⁠— Elemental attacks from the same source grow weaker the more they damage you.

…

4th Rank ⁠— Physical attacks from the same source grow weaker the more they damage you.

…

4th Rank ⁠— Magical attacks from the same source grow weaker the more they damage you.

Her resistances had, once again, become useful. Amber pushed her healing as she felt her warm core, then, she got out of the way as the wall next to her exploded from the charge of the monster. However, this time, she didn’t run; instead, she turned to face the Abyssal Briroar and rushed. Even if Quick Dash was half useless, it still helped her reach the side of the monster.

She cleaved, followed by Fulminating Slash, and tore a hole into the side of the monster⁠— a very shallow one⁠. She stuck her hand into it, using Crimson Fuel.

Burn⁠⁠.

In an instant, she felt herself be healed like never before, and the monster⁠ roared. Flames exploded in all directions, pushing Amber back and burning her considerably. The injuries would have been a lot worse if it weren’t for the 4th Rank resistances. However, Amber frowned.

Just what am I supposed to do then…?

No, the answer to that was obvious. Her skills were doing jack-shit to the monster, so the clear answer was Essence. However, all it was doing right now was keeping her alive, and at the same time⁠—

I have no opportunities to try using flames either. Fulminating Slash is essentially useless, too. I can’t ignite my core like this.

Amber frowned. She needed an opportunity, something to delay the monster⁠, and then it clicked. She remembered her offered class skill.

I can replace a 4th Rank skill with it and have it begin at 4th Rank. While it wasn’t something she had done before, she knew it would work.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 150 as a Cursed Supreme One you have been offered Curse Reignition⁠ — level 1.

You’ve grown adept to inflicting curses upon your enemies. However, not every enemy bears their curses forever. Now, you can reignite said curses upon your target. This skill can be used once a day. The higher the skill level, the lower its cooldown.]

It’s an incredibly good skill for my situation. Amber looked towards the basically curse-less Abyssal Briroar. If I use it on it…

Amber readied herself, Right now, she had two skills as potential candidates to replace, and they were Cursed Cleave and Cursed Stomp, and while she was leaning towards Cursed Stomp, she could directly replace Cursed Cleave⁠. Also, Cursed Stomp was invaluable against mages, even if it was useless in other aspects more often than not.

So, she made her decision.

Amber immediately cleaved at the Abyssal Briroar, causing it to spit a silvery deluge of flames, and then she cleaved again, angering it further and causing it to chase after her. Whatever its momentum skill thing was, it wasn’t active. So, instead, it chased after her and breathed its silver flames upon her.

All while Amber ran from the monster and cleaved⁠, she ran around pillars and weaved in between rocks to gain distance, but the Abyssal Briroar charged through it all. Then⁠, it used its momentum thing, managing to strike Amber and break her bones. But this time, she managed to recover and not land herself in a perpetual state of being thrown around.

She continued cleaving at the monster until⁠ a new notification came.

[The currents of fire open.]

With a stomp from the monster, Amber was forced to dodge to the side as a pillar of silver flames⁠ exploded through the ground. Her eyes widened as she was lightly burned, and then⁠ the monster stomped away.

She barely stumbled out of the way, and the currents of fire continued coming. In mere seconds, the room turned into a white hell, one that had lava raining from the ceiling, and one that constantly burned Amber as she desperately tried to get out of the way. Her core was burning⁠, all because of how desperately she was trying to heal herself from all the damage she was taking.

Amber did her best to dash away from everything, all while she sent Cursed Cleaves at the Abyssal Briroar. However, that did nothing as the monster continued to stomp.

She weaved between the pillars of flames, all while her feet were constantly burning to the now silver, flaming ground. She sent another cleave to the monster and that was when she made a mistake.

Amber’s eyes widened as she saw the ground beneath her opening, and she couldn’t use Quick Dash. But even then, feeling the heat beneath her feet she knew that this attack⁠… this attack would put her out of the fight, and it would probably get her killed.

Dash⁠! she screamed inwardly. Dash⁠!

She teleported across the room as a notification came.

[Quick Dash has ranked up. Quick Dash is now 4th Rank level 1.]

4th Rank ⁠— the teleport cooldown has been halved.

The 4th Rank was great. However, what it represented was even greater. She could now use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash. She could teleport from perilous situations once more—it was something that made her grin.

Amber immediately stepped out of the way and then sent a cleave at the monster. However, this time, she didn’t continue dodging. No⁠. She rushed towards the Abyssal Briroar and cleaved.

The monster, in response, stomped faster and faster. Amber was singed by the silver flames as she tried to fight back, and then it roared, unleashing a ring of silver flames and expanding it outwards.

In response, Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and landed past it and right below the monster.

She immediately cleaved with the Cursewelder, tearing a small hole into its chest. The monster didn’t stomp. Instead, it tried to claw at her, but Amber weaved in between the strikes and continued cleaving. She carved at its flesh until⁠ it happened.

[Cursed Cleave has ranked up. Cursed Cleave is now 4th Rank level 1.]

And Amber replaced the skill, lamenting just getting rid of Cursed Cleave like that. However, the upgrade ranks of the new skill were the most technical she had ever seen but also…

[New Core Skill! You have learned ⁠Curse Reignition⁠ 4th Rank — level 1.

You’ve grown adept at inflicting curses upon your enemies. However, not every enemy bears their curses forever. Now, you can reignite said curses upon your target. This skill can be used every 3 hours. The higher the skill level, the lower its cooldown

2nd Rank ⁠— Curses can now be reignited even if they are still present in the target, multiplying the amount of curses on the target by 1.5 times.

3rd Rank ⁠— Reignited curses come back with twice the intensity. If 2nd Rank is used, this effect does not apply.

4th Rank ⁠— If the target is killed by the reignition, the same curses can be reignited on a different target. ]

They are great⁠. No, they are fucking amazing.

Amber, upon gaining the skill, understood its intricacies. While she wasn’t delusional enough to think she could use the 4th Rank against the Abyssal Briroar, its 4th Rank was basically a Curse Battery that refunded itself if it killed the target. And its 2nd Rank made it apply to any curse, rather than curses that ended on their own. After all, the skill judged each curse individually and applied its effects per curse.

But that didn’t matter because the Abyssal Briroar had extinguished all of the curses from its body, meaning it was the absolute best-case scenario.

Amber immediately raised her hand and touched the monster⁠.

“Reignite,” she called, unleashing all the pent-up rage in Cursed Rage Synergy.

The abyssal monster burst into flames as it unleashed a screech for the first time since the battle began. Blood splattered in all directions as it fell to one knee, nearly squeezing her. Then, Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to get as much distance from the monster as she possibly could.

She wasn’t foolish enough to think the monster would die from that attack. No, she wasn’t going to make that mistake again, or even assume it would make a significant difference.

She dashed back, creating as much distance from the monster as possible before she clapped her hands, followed by a whisper.

“Fire.”

Her Essence flared, and her core immediately reacted to what she was doing. But she didn’t pay that any mind. Instead, she pulled her hands apart, creating a bow of flames once more⁠—in a much faster way than ever before. Then, she pulled back, creating a fire arrow at the same time.

At first, it looked like a mass of flames, but soon, it gained shape. Soon it became incandescent. Soon it began to consume the air around it. And soon, it became a weapon that could heavily injure any monster at her level.

But Amber didn’t stop there. She couldn’t stop there.

She had to do more.

* * *

Sid'fril paused as he watched the battle from his throne. So far, he had been convinced that Amber wasn’t her, that she wasn’t the next person who would earn his true admiration, but he was wrong.

He knew he was wrong because of what he was seeing.

“Amber, just what are you…”

Now, no longer did he think the elf was crazy for asking her to become his disciple. Now, he no longer thought the prodigy claims were too much praise. Now, he realized his mistake.

Amber was something else.

And for the first time in centuries, his heart beat in excitement at the sight.

* * *

Amber pushed herself to draw more as her core became incandescent.

The Abyssal Briroar screeched as the flames around its body subsided. And from the curtain of smoke that surrounded the monster, Amber saw the all-too-familiar glittering white. It was the attack that summoned light of impossible spectrums, and it was coming.

But all Amber did in response was narrow her eyes.

Just like many times before, my life is depending on this to work.

However, in spite of seemingly hoping for a lucky breakthrough⁠ in the form of enlightenment, Amber was confident in succeeding, even without a sudden revelation. She now knew a lot more about Essence than ever before. No⁠, she knew a lot more things about her Essence, and that was why she would succeed.

To push my limits, that is my Essence⁠—that is a core axiom of my life. Her Essence flared to new heights.

During her time in Vir, she had risked many things, she had learned many things, and she had seen many things. And one of the few things engraved in her mind was Ill’hine. Not its environment, but the things she saw.

The gigantic creatures, the powers that existed, and even the races. It was all so different to Vir, and it was all so much more different to anything she had seen before. But it was because of that sight that she understood something.

She saw the Abyssal Briroar as it still prepared its attack.

In the end, you are nothing compared to what is out there.

And while she wasn’t any stronger than the Abyssal Briroar, she was going to be. She was sure she would be, and that was because⁠—

I want to break my limits.

The flames slowly shifted as more Essence was drawn into the bow, and they slowly turned a shade of crimson.

I want to become more than what I already am.

The flames went from crimson to purple as she began to feel her core shaking.

I want to become a god⁠— and I want to go beyond that.

The flames became a vibrant blue as the Essence supply from the cube began to dwindle⁠— flickering intermittently.

“And it is because of that, that you need to…”

Amber took a deep breath, and the Abyssal Briroar fired its beam of death.

“Die.”

And loosed the blue arrow⁠—

In a single moment, the Cube of Stars gave out, her core was hit like a hammer burning brightly, and the arrow cut through the white⁠, destroying it in an instant and then hit.

The room exploded. The ceiling, the floor, the pillars around⁠— Everything melted from the blue fire that consumed it all, and the explosion continued upwards, surging and melting the floor with much more strength than the whatever the Abyssal Briroar could muster.

The flames consumed everything in their path, and Amber dropped to her knees, panting.

She had done it.

She stared ahead at the blue inferno as she saw the disintegrating shadow of the boss monster.

She had killed it.

Amber smiled, and the flames at her core⁠ snuffed out. The once-burning nucleus completely died.

What?

Amber paused and then heard a tremble. Followed by another, and then another. She raised her head as she saw the writhing, no, moving shadow within the flames.

Amber paused, and a roar echoed⁠.

Then, something that she didn't expect or could ever fathom happened. Abyssal Briroar stepped out of the blue flames.

It was burning, its flesh was melting; however, the flames on it were quickly dying out.

The Abyssal Briroar was alive.

Very much so. Amber paled.

And it roared as a familiar system notification came.

[Momentum within the space shifts.]


Chapter 34.

“The tides of battle have shifted,” Sid'fril said, his voice a mere whisper.

He stared at the blue flames through the screen where he saw the two warriors battling for their life. He watched to see who came out victorious. While at first there was a large disparity between their strengths, now, both were tired. Now, both were even. And yet, he was rooting for only one of them.

His eyes narrowed. He couldn’t remember the last time he cheered for someone like that, and perhaps he never did. But now, his heart was beating, invested in the development of this being⁠. Of this mortal.

“Do it, Amber...”

He urged.

“Win.”

And he paused before fractionally craning his head, only to see a red flash of light. Then, from the light she emerged, a red Primordial Spirit, a god just like him.

“Val’leri,” he said threateningly. “What do you want?”

“What, can’t I see my friend ascend? I did send her after you,” she pointed out.

Sid'fril frowned but said nothing. Instead, he allowed the Primordial Spirit he despised to join his side because this time they had something in common.

They both wanted to see Amber triumph.

So, the two Primordial Spirits watched.

* * *

For a moment, its consciousness faded. All he remembered were blue flames, a rocking explosion, and then, when he awoke, all he felt was pain. It was all because of the blue arrow the adventurer had unleashed upon him, and all the curses she had used upon him.

The first thing he saw as he scrambled out of the powerful blue flames was the human—his target. She was the cause of all his pain, and she was spent. For a moment, he tried to rush at her, given how weak she was, but his body failed to respond to the command. However, he forced himself to move, he exerted himself to do so, unleashing a roar as a notification echoed.

[Momentum within the space shifts.]

It was all to get rid of the human.

The Abyssal Briroar headbutted, teleporting in an instant, only to miss the woman. However, he knew she was slippery, so he didn’t mind. Instead, he gave chase to her, knowing there was no way for the human to fight back anymore. He was still rampaging, and she was still being suppressed; however, deep down he felt anger and also humiliation.

[Warrior. Lvl. 150]

A mere level-150 human had been the cause of all his suffering. Such a weak being had put him in such a state. It was an unacceptable thing for her to damage him to this extent. Was he so weak? A Grand Dungeon boss like him was that weak? That was a ridiculous notion, and yet, he was truly damaged and injured. While he attacked, he felt nothing but pain, but he didn’t dare back down.

The Abyssal Briroar continued to relentlessly attack the human, but it was slippery like a worm. A worm that had damaged him to such an extent. The mere thought made him angry as he pulled back. So far, nothing he had done was sufficient to kill the human; however, that wouldn’t go on for much longer.

Perhaps he was weak, and perhaps he was damaged, but he was still a Grand Dungeon boss.

The Abyssal Briroar pulled back and gathered its mana, coalescing it deep within his chest. And then, before the human could react, he fired⁠.

A beam of white engulfed everything, but the Abyssal Briroar didn’t stop there. No⁠. He continued his breath. This time, he spun around the cave, cutting the ground apart and leaving a trail of explosions. The main hit would never strike such a slippery human, but this was a different story. While he struggled with the spinning movement, he didn’t give up. Even if his body was battered beyond belief, even if he was much weaker than ever before, he pushed forward.

The explosions consumed the cave, destroying and tearing it all apart. And he continued to breathe, destroying everything in his path, until he couldn’t anymore. It was an attack that was bound to hit, but as he watched the human appear in the air with a hardened gaze, he couldn’t help but momentarily be stunned.

The human stabbed its sword into him, and then⁠— burned his insides. The Abyssal Briroar blew fire at her, sending her back and away from him. However, all he could feel was disbelief.

She still carried the same resolute gaze It was in stark contrast to all the adventurers he had fought over the centuries. In comparison to them, she didn’t show fear, and she didn’t show despair. All she showed were her pearly whites with a wide, crazed smile.

It was an impossible notion, someone fighting back like that. It was something that he never thought would happen before this day.

In the past, those who faced him would tremble in fear of his might. They would despair upon seeing him, and they would avoid him at all costs. It was a source of pride, and what made him a Grand Dungeon boss.

A few days ago, this human was no different. Her attacks merely stung. She hadn’t been able to do much damage and had barely escaped with her life. And if hadn’t been for the nigh-indestructible rock that separated her from him, he would have ended her back then.

Now—not too long ago—she had returned, and even though she was back somewhat stronger, he thought the result would be the same. He thought that he could continue living the life of an undefeatable tyrant. The life that his ancestors too had lived.

He thought that once he killed enough humans and grew strong enough he would be free of this prison. Of this place. That he would serve his true purpose in fighting demons, just like his progenitors and just like his progeny to come. It was a chain process that he was aware of and very much wanted to be a part of.

But he was wrong.

The human had come back much different, having changed fundamentally. She was resilient, and she was strong—much stronger than her level indicated. And yet, she was also still a human, a fleeting existence that he believed he would easily crush. In fact, to some extent, he believed she would beg for mercy, and perhaps, then, he would spare her.

She was a Demonkiller. She was someone who shared his fate.

However, none of that was happening. No, this very same human had somehow become a threat, and now he ran the very real risk of death—something that made him feel an emotion that he had never felt before in his entire life.

Fear.

For the first time, he understood he could die here. For the first time, he was made aware of his own mortality—a possibility that he didn’t dare to entertain before he fulfilled his fate. However, he was also fearful of something else⁠.

What this human could become.

The thought scared him. Terrified him. And yet, every fiber of its being was beginning to tell him to serve her growth, to allow her to become stronger so she could vanquish all of the demons in this world. But he wasn’t going to do that. He didn’t want to do that. Even if he respected the human’s power, he also wanted to live. He wanted to live in spite of what some of his instincts were telling him because, fundamentally, he was afraid of death.

The Abyssal Briroar clashed with Amber, striking with his claws, and for the first time, she didn’t dodge. No, she slashed back, and this time⁠, both were pushed back. This time, he had lost a battle of strength, and the Curse of Weakness coursing through his body was to blame. It was something that had affected him from the start of the battle, and now, after receiving so much damage, it had become debilitating.

With his powers and strength, he had burned and destroyed numerous adventurers. But now, his current state was a shadow of his former self. Now, everything that had transpired impeded him, only allowing him to display a fraction of his true strength. He should have ended her with his everything from the beginning, but he never thought she would become such a threat.

Or perhaps, it wouldn’t have made a difference. The Abyssal Briroar roared, not daring to entertain that thought.

He used his ability to increase his speed ten-fold, whipping his tail as the sound barrier was broken with a loud boom. And yet, the human had been able to dodge it. Something that in the past, she wouldn’t have been able to do.

It was something that didn’t quite make sense. Even now he remained stronger and faster than her, and yet no matter how many times he struck, or how many times he surprised her, she remained standing. She was quickly growing stronger. And that was because of who she was. She was more than a simple adventurer, more than just a Demonkiller. She was more.

The Abyssal Briroar continued fighting the human⁠—no, the mighty adventurer who had challenged him.

That’s what she was.

In his long life, he had never seen someone as resilient as her, as strong as her, and as brave as her. And that had earned his respect, but it also motivated him to fight on. Both of their lives were at stake, and he would:

Win.

The Abyssal Briroar, continued on clashing with the human, using his claws and tail, breathing fire upon her. While he wished he could have used his special area-of-effect fire skill, he was now too weak for that. But he still fought relentlessly, even as the human traded blows with him and came out on top most times.

He continued fighting until he ran out of breath, and when he took a pause, the human used the opportunity to jump on top of him. Somehow, she never seemed to be truly tired, and that was her edge⁠. Her advantage.

The human stuck her hand into one of his wounds, and it burned. The Abyssal Briroar tried to fight back but was unable to get her off, even as he jumped against the ceiling and scraped her against the walls. He also felt poison. Poison coming from her blood? She was injured. In fact⁠, she was bleeding a lot into his own wound.

The Abyssal Briroar fired a beam of white flames into the ceiling and made the explosion hit her, but all she did in response was⁠—

A scream, “Battery!”

In a single moment, an explosion engulfed him.

His consciousness momentarily rocked as his body was lit ablaze by the explosion, and more cuts than ever appeared on him, injuring him further. Such was the power of the warrior’s curses. They were strong and unrelenting. Parts of the cave blew up from the explosion, and the human⁠— he didn’t know where she was.

The Abyssal Briroar stumbled. He could feel the grasp of death around his neck. His eyes were trembling, and yet his eyelids were heavy. He was going to faint.

Is this how it ends? he asked himself. Unable to fulfill my legacy? My duty? Felled at the hands of this great warrior?

It couldn’t end like that. He didn’t want to end like that. He had a lot left to fulfill, duties he wanted to take care of, and more importantly, more than anything, he did not want to die.

The Abyssal Briroar screamed at himself to get up as his vision became dark. He told himself to move, urged his body to do something⁠—

And finally, it did.

He barely avoided falling as his consciousness jolted awake, shaking his head as he awoke from his stupor. However, as he did, all he felt was pain. It was more pain than ever before⁠—than anything he had felt—and now, he was weaker than ever. Now, he was truly at the gates of death.

Meanwhile, the human was…

He turned only to see her looking at him with a frown⁠. She was still very much alive.

If this continued, she’d be the only thing alive in this room. He had to end this. He had to use everything in one final attack. The Abyssal Briroar roared in defiance. He knew what he had to do, and he knew the attack that he wanted to unleash. It was something the woman couldn’t⁠—wouldn’t—survive. He used his skill to exert his strength.

[Momentum within the space shifts.]

The woman tensed, and he, in turn, dashed back with all his strength, putting as much distance as possible between them with a mere movement. In a single moment, he was at the other side of the extremely large, cavernous room, leaving the warrior as a mere speck in the distance—something that immediately triggered danger within the adventurer’s instincts and caused her to act.

But it didn’t matter, not for this, because this attack wouldn’t fail. And while the price was great to pay in order to use it, requiring him to enter a long slumber after and leaving him vulnerable to other beasts, right now, it was his last resort.

The Abyssal Briroar gathered all his mana at his throat as white flames began to sparkle from his maw, but he continued injecting mana into them as they turned pink. And while the human warrior was coming at him, the distance was too great for her to reach him in time.

With this, I’ll put an end to everything.

The Abyssal Briroar channeled his mana along his throat, using a separate skill along with his breath. One that guaranteed the attack wouldn’t miss.

With this, you shall be no more.

The pink flames became a deep purple, with glittering white particles.

Die!

And he fired, destroying everything in his path.

* * *

Sid'fril closed his eyes as the purple flames were shot.

And Val’leri spoke simply. “It’s over.”

Hearing that, he nodded in response.

The battle was truly over, and the victor had already been decided.

* * *

A purple blast engulfed the cave before him, covering everything in sight. The adventurer was hit as well, unable to use her dash to get out of the way. In a single moment, a purple explosion rocked the cave with comparable strength to the blue fire the woman had used⁠— no, it was stronger, melting everything that came in contact with its head.

The Abyssal Briroar wobbled from his spot as the smoke cleared. He had put everything⁠—all his remained strength and mana—into that.

And now, the warrior was dead.

He stared with glee, struggling to maintain his consciousness as he saw the smoke dispersing. Nothing was left. He had survived, and she⁠ had died⁠—

Then, he saw her. She was protected by her sword⁠—or part of her was protected along with the ground behind her. Her armor was almost entirely melted, only having pieces dangling from her molten flesh. In fact, she didn’t look like a human at this point.

But her flesh was healing, and soon, she was back to peak condition, all while she slowly made an arrow of fire to finish him off.

And that’s when he realized that he had failed.

He had lost. In spite of everything he did, she had triumphed.

Exhaustion settled in; the pain that engulfed his body was too overwhelming. It came like a sudden rush. A sensation that gripped his entire being. But the realization that even his best efforts weren’t enough had… broken his will.

It had been a battle of willpower.

And he had lost.

Even though he desired to live, his body gave out, and before the woman could even fire her flickering arrow, he collapsed.

Dead.

* * *

Amber paused as the Abyssal Briroar collapsed on the ground. She was a sweating mess, and her fire⁠— sputtered. She was unable to maintain it any longer with her meager Essence⁠, having already used a large majority of it to survive the Abyssal Briroar’s attack instead. For a moment she was confused, but as the monster didn’t so much as twitch and began to emanate Essence, she realized⁠—

It had died.

And then, the notification came.

[You have defeated a [Abyssal Briroar. Lvl. 202].]

For defeating an enemy 50 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Over level 200… Amber stared. That was a whole two advancements over her. But the notifications didn’t stop there.

[Level-ups delayed due to pending advancements.]

…

There were some skill level-ups, too, including some that happened in battle, but Amber ignored all of that as she turned to the last notifications.

[Class Advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your class.]

[Legacy Branch advancement is now Available!

You may now specialize your Legacy Branch.]

And then, the Essence from the corpse rushed instantly to her without even touching it, making her absorb it, and her core ignited⁠. It exploded with power as she felt her being change. She stumbled for a moment, feeling the warmth within her chest, and then, she saw the attribute change.

[All your attributes have increased by 50.]

More attribute points than all of my previous advancements… Amber paused.

However, it didn’t stop there because Amber felt fractures forming along the walls of her core as Essence kept coming. And when it finished, she felt something different. Her core had changed⁠, and it felt uncomfortable⁠. It felt restricted but also eager to become bigger and stronger.

And remembering Asil’s words about needing to manually shatter one’s core, she had a realization.

Her Core Advancement was also available.


Chapter 35.

Amber stared down with a mixture of shock and surprise. She wasn’t looking at her body, but rather she was looking past that⁠. She was looking at her core itself. It had fractures running along, and even though it was burning with a blue color, there was an even stronger light coming from within the cracks.

Almost as if it was ready to explode⁠. No, it was basically ready. She had a vague idea on how to advance it, and while she entertained taking a look at her skill level-ups and rank-ups, she decided against it.

After all, this was much more important.

Amber was about to sit down when she paused and then grabbed at a stray piece of metal hanging by her shoulder.

“I guess this is slightly more important than the Core Advancement,” she whispered, injecting her mana.

It took a minute or two, but eventually, she managed to restore her armor from the single piece of metal, allowing her to sit down comfortably on the ground. It seemed that the other chunks had been pure metal rather than a way to produce more armor⁠—interestingly enough. But Amber didn’t focus on that, nor did she focus on her almost near-empty mana or Essence reserves.

Instead, she focused on the Essence her core had accumulated⁠—or whatever was happening. She never really registered that the gathered Essence and the one she used were different, but now it was as clear as day. She could feel it.

“But didn’t I need to form a second membrane first or something?” Amber pondered.

And then, after taking a closer look⁠, she noticed it was already there. Whether it formed itself or she formed it through her actions or subconsciously she didn’t know. However, Amber moved to the next step⁠, which was, according to Asil, an instinctual process.

Amber frowned and soon readjusted herself to the position she felt most comfortable in⁠—or her core felt most comfortable. And she blinked, realizing it was a lotus position. Everything about Essence so far reminded her of certain concepts back on Earth, and this just took the cake.

“Alright, I guess I’ll rival the heavens or whatever,” Amber told herself.

Then she closed her eyes and fully focused on her core. Unlike other times, there was no clear point of view. No⁠, she saw it, but more than anything, she saw the inside. And there, she saw two things: a sphere shining with the light of a star, and below it, she saw liquid Essence, one that she could stir with her will.

Taking a moment to gather herself, she slammed it against the walls of the core. Then, again and again, cracking it further, and further, all while doing it faster as her proficiency increased. It was an extremely straightforward process. There was no struggle, and no hardship, only cracking it like an egg. And that was because all the hardship had already been undergone. This was just like accepting a class advancement notification.

Amber slammed her Essence, and with a deep breath, she did it for a final time as her core shattered and⁠—

She blinked.

“What the…”

She was no longer in the room with the boss. In fact, she was not in a place she recognized. There were clouds, rushing winds, and she was atop of a mountain somewhere. She wanted to assume Vir, but given it was related to Essence, it was most likely Ill’hine⁠—or maybe she wasn’t in either of those two places.

Either way, Amber was confused as she looked around and saw a path with slabs and then, in the far-off distance, she saw a dilapidated temple. While she deliberated for a second⁠, she approached it after realizing she did not have access to her Essence, mana, or even her sword. Her core was almost in a dormant state, burning with the least amount of energy.

It took her a minute of walking, all while the harsh winds messed with her hair, but eventually, she peered into the dark entrance only to see a staircase which she could descend.

Things are weird enough already, so…

She descended.

The path went on for a few minutes. All the while she wondered where she was and how this place even related to her advancement. But she couldn’t really question⁠, let alone understand, what was happening. At the same time, Asil had said he couldn’t explain it either, so she just decided to see where it went.

* * *

“What do you think she’s seeing⁠? Watching? Or where do you think she is?” Val’leri asked.

In response, Sid'fril shook his head. “I don’t know, but hopefully it has some kind of landmark that she can recognize in the future.”

Hearing his words, the female Primordial Spirit smiled wildly and looked at him. “Here I thought, I believed, you didn’t care too much about her.”

Sid'fril snorted. “Nothing wrong with believing in her potential.”

“That I cannot disagree with,” Val’leri said, turning back to the screen. “Hopefully, it’s not one of those places that is deep in the ocean or something; otherwise, her apotheosis will be hard should she reach that point.”

Sid’fril closed his eyes. “She will reach that point. Aren’t you supposed to believe in her more considering she’s favored by Ax’thra and all?”

“Well… I’m realistic, but you are right.”

Val’leri nodded.

“She will reach divinity.”

* * *

Amber found herself in a vast underground chamber, one with a fixture of light in each of the three cardinal directions ahead, north, west and east⁠—or whatever, she wasn’t a compass.

However, she couldn’t help but stare. They were all bright, had non-descript shapes, and they were all burning like fire. One had a bright blue color, reminiscent of her core. A different one was red, reminiscent of the crimson flames of the Curse of Consuming Flames. And lastly, the green one looked sickly, almost herbal.

Amber decided to approach the green one first⁠—mostly because it seemed to her that it was slightly closer. When she reached it, she had a realization. The entire fixture of flames was made out of Essence, and it was Essence for her to take.

So, she did.

Amber extended her hand, and her core⁠ ignited. In a single moment, she absorbed half of it, then the rest went to the other side of the room to do something. However, she paid no attention to that. Instead, she focused on the fact that she felt full, even though the color of her core hadn’t changed. And more importantly, her mana and skills had unlocked, and so had her core.

All in all, Amber felt different, and that’s because she was.

This is…

It was an advancement option, and she already knew what it did. She heard a growl to the other side of the room, only to see a very familiar monster.

[Cursed Artkil. Lvl. 160]

Amber noticed it had a green trail-like appendage coming out of it. She surmised it was made from the Essence she didn’t absorb. 

Then the monster⁠ attacked.

It charged at her, and Amber in response prepared one her Essence skills, Sharp Instincts helping her in predicting what the Cursed Artkil would do.

Fulminating Slash.

The monster teleported and attacked from the side, and she slashed, cutting it. The Cursed Artkil went flying in an explosion of red as it landed on the ground, bleeding out.

The advancement was simple.

Specialization in Magic Power.

But does it affect normal magic?

She used Flamethrower from her hand, torching the monster with a much stronger burst of red flames and finishing it off. Even though she had Cursewelder inside her ring, she decided to avoid using it for now. Then, she looked at the still-burning red flames, the product of the Curse of Consuming Flames. They were different.

It somewhat makes curses stronger, too, she noted.

After the Cursed Artkil died, the Essence from her core depleted and returned to the fixture. The same went for the corpse, which returned to being Essence and joined the rest.

Finally, Amber looked around. Each of the lights were demos of the advancements in her opinion, and that made her all the more excited to try them all.

Amber rushed to the next light. The red light.

Without hesitation, she stuck her hand into it as her body absorbed half of the Essence, and the other half went into forming yet another familiar monster.

[Naraka Cerotidae. Lvl. 160]

The flame rhinoceros that she had beaten up not too long ago. This time, the advancement was different. Much different. Amber used God’s Physique, and with the use of the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, she arrived in front of it and punched⁠.

Her uppercut broke through the monster’s maw, and then with a subsequent punch, she felt its skull crack. She pummeled the monster a few more times before she used her Essence to further enhance her strength and threw a final swing⁠—one that broke its neck and killed it instantly.

She had just killed a level 160 monster barehanded in less than a minute.

Granted, it seemed all her other physical enhancements were active to the fullest. Crimson Fuel, Crimson Fervor, Supreme Cursed Momentum⁠—all of them. But even then, this advancement represented a⁠… If she guessed, one-point-five times multiplier on her base physical stats.

The Essence returned to the fixture, and Amber finally thought of the advancement.

It was:

Specialization in Physical Power.

Amber didn’t quite get why they were called specializations, but she quickly moved to try the last one.

She reached the blue fixture and absorbed it. Half went into her, and half went to make another much more familiar monster. However, it wasn’t the Abyssal Briroar, or anything that she had fought recently, but rather an old enemy.

[Fireblessed Velstalker. Lvl. 160]

The armored flaming velociraptor that had almost killed her for her level 100 advancement. The monster immediately screeched as the whole room ignited ablaze, and Amber simply clapped her hands together and pulled.

She made the bow of flames near instantly, the arrow already made as her right hand fully pulled back. The flames⁠ were already blue⁠, starting out at their highest intensity as she injected more Essence into the arrow.

In response, the Fireblessed Velstalker sent a deluge of flames⁠—one that was akin to a tsunami of fire. But Amber didn’t flinch; instead, she loosed the arrow.

Fire.

Her shot blurred before hitting its target in a split second⁠.

And the whole room exploded and the Essence quickly dissipated, killing all of the flames before they could damage more of the chamber. However, parts of it were already melted, and there was a large crater in the ground. She had killed the level 160 Fireblessed Velstalker, whose strength was much higher than the other monsters just like that.

That was the third advancement.

Specialization in Magic Proficiency.

Unlike the other magic one, this one would mostly benefit her Essence since she was a warrior, allowing her to have greater mastery over it.

Then, she thought about her advancements. Between all of them, Amber found it hard to make a decision and pick one, especially with the knowledge she had gained after the demo of the third advancement ended.

The specializations were permanent, and they affected each subsequent core level-up.

Meaning that whatever she chose, she would be stuck with it.

Amber looked towards the green flame.

More firepower is always great. If I had that, the Abyssal Briroar would have died much quicker, she told herself.

Truth be told, she knew it would probably be the best choice given it probably affected any skill that used mana or Essence. Except for those that used mana to increase physical strength anyway.

Then, there was the Advancement of Strength—as she called it in her mind. It would basically make her unparalleled within her level bracket in terms of physical strength. No warrior would be able to rival her, even if they had an incredibly rare Legacy Branch.

Lastly, there was the magic proficiency advancement. All it did was make her better at using Essence, period.

That was the extent of it.

Yet, as Amber looked around and pondered the pros and cons of each, she realized that there was only one choice for her. And that was what best fit her Essence and allowed her to push her limits the best.

She looked at the green flame, then the red one, and finally, the blue one.

She mulled over all of them. One made her Essence stronger and helped her curses, the next made her unrivaled in strength, and the last one… helped her be better at wielding Essence.

She frowned.

One of them was by far the choice that provided the least amount of short-term benefits, so she should have discarded the other two, but she didn’t. Instead, she carefully thought about what would allow her to push the best, and she came to a conclusion.

Only one would do that, and only one would allow her to achieve greater heights.

So, she reached into the flame next to her⁠.

The blue flame.

She had chosen the Specialization of Magic Proficiency.

The entirety of the flame was consumed in a short second, and then she awoke.

Amber blinked, she was back in the boss room. For a moment, nothing happened. In fact, nothing had happened after she absorbed the Essence either.

She frowned, and⁠ then her core shattered.

Amber jolted as her core expanded by a third in size instantly, and that wasn’t all.

[Your Wisdom and Intelligence attributes have increased by 50.]

She got more attribute points, and she also had visions. Visions of flames, but they quickly faded, considering how straightforward they were, however, Amber now felt more connected to fire than ever. And that was because she had just learned not one but two skills.

Advanced Blue Fire Creation.

And.

Primordial Blazing Bolt.

The first was more akin to knowledge and a passive, whereas the latter was the arrow that she had used. Naturally, it was now stronger. However, something that Amber didn’t expect happened⁠. A skill changed.

[Identify ⁠— Lvl. 3, becomes Appraisal ⁠— Lvl. 3]

[New Basic Skill! Appraisal ⁠— level 3.

Allows you to see the class type of an enemy if they have one. Identifies an enemy and their level up to 30 levels above.

2nd Rank ⁠— See the Legacy Branch of monsters and enemies. See the exact class of an enemy if they have one.]

Amber blinked. “Wait, why can I see its 2nd Rank if I don’t even have it…”

And she paused as she looked at her status, and while nothing seemed different⁠, not even her skills seemed different, she realized that now, she had a much deeper understanding of each skill⁠. What Cursed Supreme Momentum deemed as in-battle or out of battle. The exact time for Crimson Fervor had left for it to run out⁠. Everything.

It was all information that the System was relaying to her now.

For a moment, she was confused, but as she turned towards the wall and fired a Fulminating Slash, she realized something.

The flames remaining were crimson now. Her Essence had applied the Curse of Consuming Flames now.

Meaning⁠…

“My Essence is now directly interacting with the System.”

Amber didn’t quite understand how her specialization translated to being able to see the 2nd Rank of Appraisal or even obtaining Appraisal at all, but she felt happy.

This is just great.

She quickly turned to look at her skill level-ups and rank-ups.

First was the one that happened during battle.

[⁠Sharp Instincts has reached 4th 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.

4th Rank ⁠— Attacks made with bloodlust are considerably easier to predict.]

At first glance, it didn’t seem all that great. But it was what had allowed her to fully dodge the Abyssal Briroar when needed⁠, and now she understood that the 4th Rank was basically 3rd Rank for incoming attacks.

“Knowing what it exactly does from the get-go does take away from the exploration aspect though,” Amber mused.

Next, were her rank-ups after battle. The first one had self-explanatory effects.

[⁠Cursed Rage Synergy has reached 4th 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 skills: 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.

4th Rank ⁠— Rage is 1.5 times as strong.]

She didn’t really need extra insight into the System to understand it. Next was Curse Manipulation.

[⁠Curse Manipulation has reached 4th 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 using this skill is active, curses are 150% stronger. Percentage scales from skill level.

2nd Rank ⁠—  This skill no longer consumes mana.

3rd Rank ⁠— You can now project the curses you wield.

4th Rank ⁠— You can now manipulate other people’s curses.]

The thing that the skill didn’t explain was that the ability to manipulate other people’s curses was stronger than her ability to manipulate her own curses. About one-point-five times. She could also manipulate curses that someone was bearing⁠—so, technically, she could cure the plague at this point.

“Huh… that’s kind of niche but also stupidly strong.”

Amber moved onto her skill level-up notifications.

[Curse Reignition has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Supreme Momentum has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 2.]

[Curse Manipulation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 2.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 2.]

[Crimson Venom has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 6 to 8.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 5 to 7.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from level 3 to 5.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 6.]

Sadly, Amber still couldn’t really tell how far off the next skill level-up was for any of her skills, but she supposed that was fine, considering she literally had intricate knowledge about every single one of her skills now.

Then, another notification came.

[You have been offered a title: Monster Hunter

Vitality +15

Strength +20

Dexterity +15

Endurance +10

Intelligence +10

Wisdom +10

You deal 150% bonus damage towards monsters.

This title comes with Title Skill [Bane of Monsters].]

Amber focused on the Title Skill. It was information she normally wouldn’t be able to get, but now, she could.

[Bane of Monsters. 

Through slaying countless monsters⁠—some of which are terrible foes—you have acquired access to become the Bane of Monsters. 

Once a day, you can pick a monster to make your attacks twice as effective against. 

This skill cannot be leveled.] 

It wasn’t a bad title, except⁠ the skill did not seem to consider demons monsters—or humans monsters for that matter. There was also the fact that it didn’t affect her curses. Technically, it was a direct upgrade to her Demonkiller title, but she shook her head.

“I don’t want it.”

And the System window was dismissed.

Abyssal Blast was way too good of a skill, and now with Essence, she was getting way more attribute points than normal. So, she didn’t see the point.

Amber then smiled seeing a notification.

[Level-ups delayed due to pending advancements.]

She still had two more advancements to go through, and this time, she was excited.

After all, she could now get a lot more information to make her choice now⁠—all thanks to Essence.

Amber turned to her notifications.

It’s time to get the rest of my advancements.

[Legacy Branch advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your Legacy Branch.]

[Class Advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your class.]


Chapter 36.

Amber took a deep breath as she looked over the notifications. She felt like she would be able to choose an advancement that truly fit her. Though, maybe in truth, she was just excited at having a better comprehension in regard to her advancements in general.

She didn’t know what to expect, but she turned to the first notification with determination. First, she wanted to obtain her Legacy Branch advancement. 

[Legacy Branch advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your Legacy Branch.] 

“I wish to advance my Legacy Branch,” she said to the air. 

[Very well.] 

Just like in the past, the reply came from the System itself. Amber expected to notice something new, or have a realization about it, but she didn’t. So, she turned to look at the room⁠—or rather how it peeled away from reality, leaving a vast void in place. Once more, she didn’t really understand what the System was really doing. It felt exactly the same as her previous advancement, and that was fine. 

Amber simply observed the peeling as the room tore apart as if it were made out of thin petals before they disappeared. 

She supposed that her “stronger” connection with the System—or whatever it was—was minimal, but she was sure it was bound to eventually progress. She was technically on the path to godhood and all of that. 

Though, could Primordial Spirits grant themselves skills? Amber didn’t really know, but it made sense. Then again, she didn’t even really know how power for gods worked or anything, so maybe giving themselves skills was utterly pointless. 

As the room continued to peel, she realized that she truly was on the path to godhood now. She smiled at that, and then two lines appeared⁠. They slid across the immaterial darkness and quickly made a door. Well, it just looked like a black rectangle with a white outline. It was the same thing as before. Then, the System spoke. 

[Your feats after obtaining a Legacy Branch have been taken into account for evolution. 

Defeat an enemy two advancements above you. 

Obtain a title. 

Obtain Primordial Power. 

There are four evolutions that are offered to you. Legacy Branches. An evolution specializes your Legacy Branch but also mutates it, opening new paths and roads to take, like an ever-expanding tree branch. However, it is not infinite. These evolutions have been offered based on your records and your achievements. So, pick carefully.]

Amber blinked. The System recognized Essence. She didn’t expect that, but now the reason as to why she was able to undertake her Class Advancement was clear. 

“So, learning Essence was my unique feat, huh?” Amber smiled. “I’ll take it.”

With those words, she entered through the black doorway and found herself in the familiar white expanse. It was almost the same as last time but…

“Huh…”

She blinked seeing a red ground⁠. It was blood, and it was present as far as the eye could see, extending well into the horizon. For a moment, Amber found it gross, but it quickly became a relaxing experience, which made her shake her head. It was odd, but it most definitely had to do with her Legacy Branch. She still remembered when she first chose Crimson Fervency as her Legacy Branch. 

She had been so concerned about being unable to regulate the bloodlust. 

Amber took a deep breath and smelled all the blood⁠. Her heart rate immediately tripled with a feeling of excitement, of exhilaration, but shaking her head, she quickly calmed herself. 

In the end, it had always been present, but it was something she could control.

“What will you offer me this time, System?” she asked the air, looking over her crimson surroundings. 

Unlike last time, there were no obvious choices, no pedestals, no nothing. There was a layer of blood covering the ground. Though, that quickly changed after her question. Four red pillars emerged, almost as if they were made of ruby. All of them had chalices filled with blood.

Each one had a different shade. The closest to her was vivid, almost cherry color, the one next to it was a normal blood color, the one after looked like wine, and the last one also appeared normal-colored. 

Amber took a deep breath and approached the closest chalice. She peered down into the vibrant red liquid. Without hesitation, she stuck her finger into it, and then, she closed her eyes. 

Let’s see. 

Her vision was quickly submerged in blood, but this time, there were more than just mere feelings or sounds. This time, she saw it. She saw monsters surrounding her, and her arm⁠ ripped apart as a scythe of blood was made. Then consuming it, it lit ablaze, and she threw it, causing an explosion⁠. She saw herself causing carnage with it all. The monsters in front of her died as she stood there. 

At that moment, she felt like her blood could do anything. Whether it was to close her wounds, use it as a weapon, or even create a tool to make her life easier. The possibilities felt endless. 

But the vision quickly ended as she found herself staring down at the iridescent chalice. Then came the notification.

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Fervency to Crimson Dominion? 

You have familiarized yourself with Crimson Fervency to the fullest, and now it is time to push the limits of what your blood can do. Due to your high level of body enhancements and regeneration capabilities, you may now use your blood as a weapon. Not only that, but now, you can truly bring out the true potential of your blood. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will enhance your control and the capabilities of your blood.

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level-up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

It was pretty good, in fact. 

The fact that she could make throwing knifes or other things⁠—even a bow out of blood—seemed great. And from what she understood, Crimson Dominion was more than just mere blood manipulation. It was a level above that. Allowing her to change the minutiae of her blood and skills, technically allowing her to push Crimson Fuel or Crimson Fervor even more. 

But, Amber shook her head. 

As good as it was, there were three other chalices to go through. First, she had to see all of them to make a decision. 

Amber moved to the next one, which seemed to just have a normal blood color. Then, she dipped her finger into it and once more closed her eyes. 

This time, she didn’t see blood right away, just darkness. However, soon enough, there were flashes of red, then, she saw a stream of blood inside the vein. Following that, Amber felt pain across her whole body as she felt her vessels engorge, and she felt power. The more blood there was, the stronger she felt. 

Finally, she saw herself punching a mountain in this vision and easily breaking through the rock⁠, but the vision itself wasn’t what Amber focused on. It was the increase in strength. It was nothing short of amazing. With it, she would reach even greater heights, but that wasn’t all. She could tell something else. 

She could tell how this Legacy Branch would change her current skills, how Crimson Venom would become a lot more effective, how Crimson Fuel would be even stronger⁠, and how her body would become more responsive to being healed⁠.

And then she blinked. 

The vision came to an end, and her heart rushed in excitement. The idea of having such direct enhancements rather than some blood manipulation greatly excited Amber. 

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Fervency to Crimson Consumption? 

You have familiarized yourself with Crimson Fervency to the fullest, and now, it is time to push the limits of what your blood can do. You have bled and experienced blood loss more times than you can count. And it is because of that, that your Legacy Branch can adapt to serve those needs. Now, your blood will be denser, becoming more efficient and increasing the effectiveness of any blood-related skill. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will enhance all blood-related skills. 

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

“It’s amazing.”

Amber closed her eyes for a moment before heading to the next chalice. She still had two more options to go through. If neither of them surprised her, then she’d most likely take the second option. 

Though, she wasn’t sure yet. She dipped her fingers into the wine-colored blood, and then she was plunged into darkness. 

This time, she didn’t have to close her eyes, it just happened instantly. As soon as it did, she saw beasts of red skin and horns running. She saw the starry night sky, she saw the familiarity of a forest she didn’t recognize, and finally she turned, hearing shrieks. 

She saw beings that looked like monsters, yet they were closer to chimeras, However, what caught Amber’s attention was the fact that they were in despair. The different monsters were desperately fighting back against the creatures, but it was pointless.

The red creatures were relentless and used purple magic that came from their elongated horns and long tails. All of their features were reminiscent of demons⁠— 

No. They were demons or creatures of demonic origin. 

Amber blinked. This time there were no feelings about what she could do. While her blood felt like it was boiling, this time she was more like a spectator. A spectator to pure carnage. A massacre. 

In the end, the chimeras stood no chance, and Amber witnessed the ferocity of the demonic monsters. 

But when she returned to the room, and the notification came, she couldn’t help but pause. 

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Fervency to Crimson Damnation? 

You have familiarized yourself with Crimson Fervency to the fullest, and now, it is time to push the limits of what your blood can do, but not only that, you have acquired a Primordial power, allowing you to connect with beings of blood and hatred. You have bridged the path between the two worlds and will be able summon these beings to fight in your stead. Your blood is now a catalyst to something more. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will allow you to summon demonic creatures. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will make you lose the title of Demonkiller. 

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

Amber blinked. “What?”

Essence had directly influenced the evolution options, and yet even though this should’ve been a good thing, this option was… well, aside from the fact that summoning demons would anger Sid'fril, there was also the fact that she’d instantly lose one of the strongest skills in her arsenal. She wasn’t completely against the idea of using the power of the demons, but not at the cost of her strongest skill. 

Though, there was a positive thing she could glean from this, and that was the fact that if Essence had influenced her evolution options for her Legacy Branch, then that meant it would likely influence her Class Advancement options. 

Her heart rushed in excitement from the thought alone. 

But there is still one last option. 

Amber collected herself and moved to the last chalice. It looked no different than the one that had shown her the advancement of Crimson Consumption. 

“What will it be this time?” Amber asked herself, and with excitement, she dipped her fingers into the crimson liquid. 

A moment later, a vision came. 

There was nothing but darkness. However, something surprised her. It was something she didn’t expect, even in her wildest dreams. She found her Essence stirring and clinging to her blood, giving her a feeling of warmth and connection. The change continued as her Essence channels became one with her blood, and at first, Amber couldn’t exactly tell what was going on. 

But then, she realized that her Essence was integrating with her Legacy Branch⁠—or rather, her Legacy Branch was integrating with her Essence. And that was when she finally saw something. One of the demonic hounds was heading towards her. It was already pouncing towards her when Amber⁠—or rather her body in the vision—used Fulminating Slash, and with a red wave of energy, it hit the monster before exploding. 

She instantly killed it, but her eyes went wide at what she sensed. 

I have a connection to the dead monster’s blood… 

Before she could make use of it, the vision came to an abrupt end, leaving Amber stunned. She didn’t expect her advancement to be this. She already knew what it was, and it excited her more than anything else. 

Finally, the notification came. 

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Fervency to Crimson Nexus? 

You have familiarized yourself with Crimson Fervency to the fullest, and now, it is time to push the limits of what your blood can do. But not only that, you have also acquired a Primordial power, allowing your blood to connect with it. Now, your blood is an addition to your newfound power. It is the nexus of a great change. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will cause your Primordial Power to interact with your Legacy Branch skills further than the base link with the System. 

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

Amber just stared. Crimson Nexus essentially made all her Legacy Branch skills become Essence-enhanced, but it was more than that. Every Fulminating Slash from now on would carry Crimson Venom⁠—it would consume her blood with every attack she made. Not only that, but due to the connection, she could also use Crimson Fuel on enemies without direct contact. 

The prospects made her tremble on the spot. 

The first two advancement options were great. Crimson Dominion brought freedom⁠, opening the door to near-limitless possibilities, whereas Crimson Consumption would make everything she had considerably better. Both were great. 

Crimson Damnation wasn’t even in the conversation, but her other two options were more than enough to make up for that. 

However, Crimson Nexus was different. 

Unlike the other two that merely improved Crimson Fervor, Crimson Nexus opened a door to something new. And it was something Amber wanted. 

So, she chose her Legacy Branch evolution. 

[ You have gained the Legacy Branch of Crimson Nexus 

Vitality +50

Strength +50

Dexterity +50

Endurance +50

Intelligence +50

Wisdom +50

Natural recovery has increased by 200%.

Your physical stats increase by 40% in battle. 

Wounds heal three times faster in battle. ]

The attribute point gain was absolutely ridiculous, but it didn’t stop there. She got visions. They were quick flashes of something new. Of her blood. And when they were done, she had acquired a new Essence skill. 

Aspect of Crimson. 

It was a skill that, to put it simply, forced all her Legacy Branch skills to be influenced by Essence in some way. 

And the effect was immediate. 

All her skills increased in effectiveness. Crimson Fervor received a 150% before-class bonus, turning its bonus into a damn 525%. Aspect of Crimson granted it a 1.5 times base increase for as long as she had Essence. 

It was a night and day thing⁠. Every single skill in her Legacy Branch had gained 1.5 times effectiveness. And the draw to her Essence was absolutely minimal. 

She laughed to herself. “This is just great.”

With this advancement, she had become much stronger than anything she could have possibly imagined. All thanks to Essence. And the best part?

[Class Advancement is now Available!

You may now evolve your class.]

She still had a whole Class Advancement to go through!


Chapter 37.

Amber was practically shaking on the spot, and that was because of the possibilities that awaited her. For now, she decided against looking at her Legacy Branch Advancement in great detail, and that was because she wanted to see everything she got all at once. 

That was all the more reason as to why she couldn’t wait any longer. 

“I want to receive my Class Advancement,” she said to the air, chirping. 

A moment later, her vision went dark. 

What will be my advancement options this time around? I can’t wait. 

* * *

The first thing Amber heard was a roar. It was reminiscent of the Abyssal Briroar but stronger, and then she saw her surroundings. She was in a jungle, a lush green forest with high humidity and an eclectic mix of plants and insects. Everything was big. Even the leaves of the plants were at least one meter long or wide. Then, she heard footsteps and turned. 

Coming out of the bush, she saw a large man wearing nothing but shorts made of animal fur. He had a crude axe, and his muscles were bulging with strength. He was a juggernaut through and through, and yet he also had tattoos, shining purple ones that emanated cursed energy. 

And for the first time ever, Amber got to use Identify in the visions⁠—or Appraisal now. 

[Berserker. Lvl. ???]

She supposed that wasn’t out of the ordinary, but the roar echoed again as the man simply smiled with a wide grin, and then the trees behind her split. Sharp Instincts blared as she turned to see a large dinosaur⁠—it was massive, standing hundreds of meters tall with an elongated neck filled with spikes and black rugged skin, and its result was: 

[???. Lvl. ???]

Unknown. She couldn’t glean any information, but before it, she felt like an ant. And yet, the man let out a loud war cry as he jumped and cleaved⁠. A flash of purple tore through a large part of the monster with the splatter of blood. 

Amber expected the man to be thrown off at any time, but with every single one of his swings, the curses he used exacerbated more and more. First, she saw the Curse of Laceration, then the Curse of Consuming Flames, and then she saw others⁠. She saw the skin of the monster flake and tear apart, she saw explosions of flesh, and then, finally, the monster had enough. 

With a loud roar, it thrashed, getting rid of the man before smacking him with a flash of light. Amber watched him fly into the distance and hit a distant mountain. Then, she blinked⁠, and she was standing next to him. The vision had moved her. 

He was bloodied, his bones were piercing his skin, and he was coughing up blood non-stop, and yet he glared with ferocity in the distance. Amber, in return, followed his gaze, only to see the massive lumbering dinosaur preparing to shoot some kind of fire-ball or projectile in their direction. In response  the man pointed his hand. 

“Budhar, nasr arksan.” 

It wasn’t a language she understood, but his tattoos began to shine, and then he clapped his hands. The wounds on the monster worsened as it trembled, then he pulled as blood exploded, almost as if it was forcefully taken from its body. And that’s when Amber realized⁠ that the man was exacerbating the curses and modifying them. 

He tugged, causing the monster to tumble before he himself stood up and stomped. 

The monster instantly died in an explosion of blood, and Amber blinked. 

She brought a hand to her chest, only to find her heart pounding. Part of it was fear, and part of it was excitement. The man was remote-controlling the curses, and with them⁠, he felled a much stronger monster than him. And even though there had been no trace of Essence, that type of strength wasn’t one that Amber could acquire. 

Finally, the Class Advancement option came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Ancient Berserker’ You have acquired a Legacy Branch, eight of your Core Skills are at 4th Rank, and have slain an enemy two advancements above you. 

The Cursed Ancient Berserker is a berserker of old, the first group of champions that the gods chose. Each of them has paved a path for the future Cursed Berserkers, but they are the ones who invented it all. Breaking through what is normal and creating a new normal. They are the first Cursed Berserkers to come, existing to be extraordinary. A Cursed Ancient Berserker is a class that has not been seen in many millennia. 

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 Cursed Ancient Berserker skills will become available on future level-ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Amber blinked. “Cursed Ancient Berserker.” 

It was a near-unique class. One that was quite literally ancient. And yet, given that it didn’t include Essence, she knew that this was just the beginning. Even though this first option was already great, it was just the beginning. 

With a smile, Amber waited for the next vision. 

And it soon came. 

She saw a shadowed figure fighting against a large, lumbering monster. It was similar to the Abyssal Briroar but also different. They were in a forest. At first, the figure couldn’t fight back, but soon, they made the first counterattack and used⁠…

Cursed Battery. 

The monster was blasted as Amber blinked. She didn’t really expect that, but she watched as the hard battle drew on, and just like her, this person injured themselves with their weapon to use Cursed Battery, again and again, until they used it with double the strength. Then, the person used another familiar skill⁠: Abyssal Blast. 

Once more she paused as the monster was injured, but then it entered a rampage. However, her thoughts were elsewhere. There are others with my skills? Or there had been others? I thought Curse Battery was a skill only I had? Amber was puzzled, to say the least, but soon she calmed herself down and watched the bloody struggle draw on. 

The figure seemed helpless until they turned the battle around via Cursed Reignition—or a similar skill. Amber watched it all next to them. She was somewhat nervous since it seemed like an unwinnable thing, and that’s when⁠ the figure made fire out of thin air and pulled an arrow that gradually turned blue. 

“What…”

Amber blinked, and the surroundings changed. Suddenly, the monster turned into an Abyssal Briroar, and the person next to them was… herself. Amber watched as her face twisted, speaking with anger before she loosed the arrow. 

An explosion of blue engulfed the cave, and Amber was forced to take a step back from the force. Then, the Abyssal Briroar emerged, and a battle between the two of them began once more. One where both were exhausted. 

Amber watched it all, both captivated by her own power and somewhat in disbelief that she had survived it all, but in the end, she triumphed. 

And then, the notification for her advancement came, but Amber didn’t immediately look at it. Instead, she still stared at the darkness.

“That was me…” She didn’t understand. “Why did I see a vision of myself?”

She thought for a few moments and then realized that the answer would come from the notification—or had a good chance of it being there⁠—so she glanced down at the window before her. 

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Unbroken One’ You are unique. 

The Cursed Unbroken One is a Cursed Berserker who has set on their own path. They did not falter, they did not stop; instead, they charged head-on against any challenge, carving what it means to be a berserker for themselves. They have trodden paths that no one else has. A Cursed Unbroken One is what you are, and what you represent. This class is unique and has been offered to you. 

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 Unbroken One skills will become available on future level-ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

“A unique class,” she whispered. 

And it wasn’t just any unique class⁠. It was a class that was made for her—or that’s how Amber interpreted it. It was a class based on her feats and achievements, and now it was being offered to her. Her heart was practically racing at the prospect. The System had recognized her as unique enough to let her make her own path within it. 

That was… amazing. She wasn’t a level-400 or level-500 existence like some people out there. No, she was just a mere 150. And yet, she was offered this already. It was insane, and yet Amber knew that she still had two more options to go through. And it was all⁠, thanks to understanding the System better. 

For a moment, Amber was tempted to pick up the class, but she decided to wait. It didn’t make any mention of Essence, even though she had seen it in the vision. But even then, the prospect of having a class based on her being offered was insane. 

I want to go with this so bad. It was definitely an impulsive thought, so she held off and waited for the next vision to start, which thankfully took just a few seconds. 

It was raining. The sky looked unassuming, and the surroundings were made of stone. Just a wide, rocky plain. Then, she turned as she saw a man walking. He had a felt-lined cape and a military-like uniform with a single black sword hanging at his waist. Amber was just a few meters away from him, and from what she could tell, he looked unperturbed. He looked young, had no beard, and his eyes were somehow golden yet looked dead. He was, for the most part, expressionless. 

Or it remained that way until he frowned, looking ahead. 

Amber blinked, following his gaze, only to see nothing. Or that was until she spotted a figure coming from the downward-winding slope ahead. To Amber, she looked like a normal woman, except for clothes that contoured her lithe figure as well as having a full black helmet that had horns sticking out. She didn’t have a cloak, but what she did have were two swords at her waist. And her level…

[???. Lvl. ???]

Amber couldn’t really see anything. 

“Ishtar,” the woman said, her voice low rumbling. “You have breached our agreement.”

In response, he said nothing as he unsheathed his sword and prepared himself. 

The woman scoffed. “So, that is your choice. Very well then.” 

Amber blinked. Even though the previous visions had dialogue, she still didn’t expect to witness a conversation. But based on the little she had just heard, she was interested about who this Ishtar guy was and his agreement. But she didn’t have time to think about that as the woman unsheathed her twin blades and dashed.

With a burst of incredible agility, she appeared swinging her blades. The man parried, and⁠ the ground exploded. Rock went flying everywhere as Amber’s eyes grew wide. That attack would have easily broken her arms, and yet the man had brushed it off. And that’s when she noticed it. Both people were lightly glowing. 

Essence? 

“We told you that this was off-limits to you, and yet you did it anyway,” she said angrily.

His expression remained unchanging as he replied, “You wouldn’t understand.” 

“There is a higher world, and yet you continue seeking petty revenge and a throne you lost long ago in spite of what we’ve told you. Ridiculous.” 

They… knew about Ill’hine? Amber didn’t necessarily understand how many people had been trusted with that secret or anything like that, but she didn’t expect to see it in any of her class advancement visions. Yet, it was now happening. 

Amber watched as the woman practically flashed from place to place, striking the man who remained unmoving, only blocking. Rock exploded, the earth was turned, and the environment was torn asunder. Her movements were too fast for her to follow, and yet the man was brushing them off as if they were nothing. 

“You are talented in the ways of Qi, I’ll give you that, but now, I’ll show you what a real veteran can do.”

Qi? Amber raised her brow as the woman appeared, charging her sword. She was holding it in a weird pose. But it was shining brightly. First it was white, then blue, then yellow, and finally, it became iridescent. The man just stared as she powered up. Her charge was accumulating so much Essence that it made Amber’s hairs stand on end, then she dashed. 

The man, in response, just blocked the incoming strike⁠.

And everything exploded.

The vision ended as Amber felt danger like never before, and she found her heart rushing. Not necessarily from excitement, but from terror at the power she had witnessed. Who were those two people? She didn’t understand. Why did they have Essence? Who is ‘we’? Why call it Qi?

She had more questions than answers as she got the notification. 

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Primordial Berserker’ You have acquired a Legacy Branch, eight of your Core Skills are at 4th Rank, you have slain an enemy two advancements above you, and, more importantly, you have attained Primordial Power. 

The Cursed Primordial Berserker is a berserker who has been favored by the gods themselves. Someone who has obtained Primordial Power and uses it to empower their attacks. They walk the path of the Primordial Power, using it as their main source of attack. A Cursed Primordial Berserker is a class not seen in many millennia. The amount of Cursed Primordial Berserkers in history is less than ten since the beginning of it 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. Cursed Primordial Berserker skills will seldom become available on future level-ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Seldom? Amber blinked. That meant that skills for this class were… rare. And in its description it seemed to fully go into Essence most of the time. 

Amber didn’t know how she felt about that, but ignoring that aspect, the fact she had been offered a class with Essence greatly excited her. Then, she turned to something that caught her attention. 

Less than ten since the beginning… 

Of course, Amber didn’t know how long ago the beginning was, but considering the System counted by the “many millennia” that probably meant there were a couple dozen millennia. If Amber had to lowball it, that meant that in fifty thousand years, there had been less than ten of this class. 

And yet she still had one more option to go through. Would she be offered a demon class or something? It had happened with her Legacy Branch. She was excited for what was to come next. All her classes had been nothing short of amazing, so she was sure that the last one would be, too. 

So, she waited. 

Few moments later, her vision changed, and she found herself standing in a hall. There was rain again, this time pelting at windows, and the ground was a large red carpet⁠. Her surroundings were filled with banners and pillars, reminiscent of a castle. No, it was a castle. There was a burly man on the throne with a large hammer that was as tall as her, and in front of him were six guards with golden armor at the ready. They were pointing their weapons at a double door. 

Something was coming. Or at least that’s what Amber presumed. 

She stared for a few moments as she heard hushed whispers behind her. She couldn’t quite understand them, only something about him coming. Who was him? Amber didn’t know, so she waited until the door was kicked open.

Both doors went flying off their hinges with a loud bang, and the knights shouted.

“Attack!”

“To defend our emperor!”

“Die!” 

Amber, meanwhile, narrowed her eyes as the knights sprinted past her. There was a man slowly walking forward, holding a single black sword. He didn’t look muscular or anything either. He was lithe and had an athletic body, he wore a felt-lined cape, and instead of armor, he wore a uniform. Amber finally recognized him, golden eyes, young appearance⁠— it was Ishtar, and his level…

[???. Lvl. ???]

She couldn’t really see his level or even class⁠—even if it would say Berserker, ⁠given the fact that he was the target of the vision. 

So the two people were both berserkers? Amber frowned. 

She then turned to the knights, and she couldn’t see their levels either, but from what she could tell, Ishtar had grown stronger according to Sharp Instincts, so this was after the attack of the woman. Meanwhile, the knights were also strong, probably enough to overwhelm Amber, and she was sure she’d struggle to even fight a single one based on the danger inside the room, and yet… 

The knights arrived in a moment. Ishtar’s blade turned purple, then he slashed⁠, and a knight was cleaved in half. The others rushed on, and he side-stepped before bringing his sword down and killing another. There were no flashy skills, no nothing. There was only strength and swordsmanship. Yet, Amber stared in awe because the man raised his hand and⁠ grabbed an incoming sword before shattering it. 

“M-Monster⁠—” 

The knight was stabbed. In a single moment, three knights had been taken down. However, the remaining knights in the golden armor seized the window of opportunity, and all three struck, their blades flashing with a golden light. 

A golden explosion rippled through the hall, and Amber was forced to take a step back as the pillars, the ceiling, and the walls themselves all went flying, her vision turning white. The strength of Primordial Blazing Bolt not even being half of what this attack was⁠. It was comparable to the one the woman had thrown in the previous vision. For a moment, Amber thought that they had done it, that they had injured him. 

But as the smoke cleared and he remained standing, her eyes widened. There was a light white aura around him. It was sparkling with iridescent hints, and he was unharmed. Ishtar’s countenance remained unaffected, and then he moved. Three quick slashes flashed through the air, and the last of the knights were decapitated. 

Then, Ishtar turned to the figure on the throne, who had yet to move. And he laughed. 

“Very well. I guess I’ll entertain you, Ishtar.” 

And that’s when Amber connected the dots⁠—. This was the throne that Ishtar, the man who had appeared in both visions, wanted to retake. Amber didn’t know if this would be a hard battle, but what she did know was that he was seemingly unstoppable. 

The man on the throne hefted his hammer and then⁠ teleported. He swung upon Ishtar, and in response, he⁠ took it. The hammer hit his shoulder, and he didn’t so much as move. The emperor’s eyes widened.

“H-How?”

Ishtar grabbed his face and slammed him against the ground. 

“I’ve attained a power you cannot fathom. Now, we are no longer equals,” he said in a whisper. “Now, it is time for you to die—as you should have decades ago.”

And he squeezed. 

Amber winced as blood exploded along with chunks of bone, and then the vision ended. Once more, her heart was pounding, but she didn’t know if it was from curiosity, excitement, or slight fear. She didn’t know who that man was or if he was still alive or not, but part of her was curious. He had Essence. He had been involved with some other group that had it. And he had survived it all. 

Then, the notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Inexorable Berserker’. You have acquired a Legacy Branch, eight of your Core Skills are at 4th Rank, you have slain an enemy two advancements above you, and more importantly, you have attained Primordial Power. 

The Cursed Inexorable Berserker is a berserker who has been favored by the gods themselves. Someone who has obtained Primordial Power and uses it with the single goal of destroying their enemies. They take the meaning of unstoppable to the next level, aiding themselves with their newly acquired Primordial Power. A Cursed Inexorable Berserker is a class that has not been seen in many millennia. The number of Cursed Inexorable Berserkers in history is less than ten since the beginning of it 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, Cursed Inexorable Berserker skills will become available on future level-ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.]

Once more, it spoke about the beginning, except…

This class is about being unstoppable versus the other one that was about specialization in Essence. 

The visions had ended, and Amber was conflicted. The first option, even though it had been great, was overshadowed by everything else. Her unique class was… well, it was unique. She wanted it, but it wasn’t related to Essence, and it was because of that that she begrudgingly let it go. Even if it kind of hurt to do so. 

Hopefully, I’ll be offered a much better unique class later… 

So that left Cursed Primordial Berserker and Cursed Inexorable Berserker. One leaned into being a proper class⁠—as the skills did not say seldom—whereas the other one was much more Essence-focused than anything. 

Amber once more thought about Cursed Primordial Berserker. It was a class that would fully allow her to understand Essence. Something that would allow her to ascend to higher power, and yet, it was also a class that sidelined the System into a more passive role based on the way it was worded. 

“I don’t want that.”

Her words rang in the air as she frowned. Essence and the System were two things that were supposed to work together and complement each other. They weren’t meant to replace one another. That was the advantage that the Primordial Spirits had over other beings in Ill’hine, and she didn’t want to throw it away. 

So, she picked the best choice for herself. 

[ You have gained the class: Cursed Inexorable Berserker

Vitality +70

Strength +70

Dexterity +70

Endurance +50

Intelligence +50

Wisdom +50

Natural recovery has increased by 200%.

Body enhancements are 300% more effective.

Wounds heal three times faster out of battle. ]

Then, she saw visions, multiple notifications came, and Amber felt her entire body change as she grew stronger. 

The attribute enhancements were higher than what she received for learning Essence or from her Legacy Branch. And that wasn’t all. 

She had obtained an Essence skill from her advancement. Or rather, something slightly different. 

Inexorable Will. 

Its effects were what had allowed the man to do all of that and more. And that wasn’t all. Some of her skills had changed. 

[Cursed Supreme Momentum ⁠4th Rank — Lvl. 4 becomes Inexorable Momentum ⁠4th Rank — Lvl. 4] 

[Cursed Supreme Berserker’s Body ⁠4th Rank — Lvl. 4 becomes Inexorable Body ⁠4th Rank — Lvl. 4] 

[Cursed Manipulation ⁠4th Rank — Lvl. 2 becomes Inexorable Manipulation ⁠4th Rank — Lvl. 2] 

Amber grinned. She didn’t want to sit down and slowly explore her skills. No, she wanted to test them. She had a whole Legacy Branch to explore, a whole new class to explore, and even the capabilities of her Essence to explore. Then, finally, her level-up notifications came. 

[You have reached level 151. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.] 

… 

[You have reached level 157. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.] 

Leveling seemed to only get harder from here, but she welcomed it. Amber laughed to herself and then stood up, feeling more alive than ever. 

It was time to⁠— 

She paused.

“Hmm?”

The Abyssal Briroar was disintegrating, and in its place was a large black chest, one that was leaking a cursed aura. At that sight, Amber grinned. 

She had three advancements to test, and now there was loot to see and also test? 

Just great! 

She immediately teleported onto the chest. She already had a feeling that it would be good. So, without waiting, she opened it. 

“A sword…? No, it’s…”

And when she saw the Appraisal result, her eyes went wide. 


Chapter 38.

Amber stared at the object within. It was a large greatsword, rivaling the size of the Cursewelder. However, that was as far as appearance similarities went. This sword was… moving. It had tendrils coming out of its spine, and aside from its sharp edge, it had a black mass covering the rest of the blade. One that seemed to almost be pulsating as if it were alive. 

But that wasn’t the thing that shocked her the most. It was the Appraisal result. 

[Relic Grade ⁠— Sword of the Depths ⁠— Ancient Quality 

This is a sword forged out of the spoils of a great enemy, born from the mana of the Great Dungeon of Torl. This sword bears the enchantments of: 

Abyssal Blade: This blade bears the Curse of the Abyss, which will exacerbate any curse that a being is bearing and exacerbate curses on its user. On demons, it will melt their flesh.

Ability: Silver Flame Edge: At the cost of your mana, Silver Flames will ignite on the sword’s edge, increasing its sharpness three-fold. 

Ability: Self-repair: At the cost of your mana, Sword of the Depths will be repaired from any damage.]

It was most certainly not a Cursewelder, but it was an amazing sword, nonetheless. Its ability, Silver Flame Edge, was nothing short of great, and there was also the fact that it had the Curse of the Abyss⁠. While it most certainly wouldn’t do anywhere near as much damage as Abyssal Blast, it would most certainly be a great enhancement to the strength of the curses that Cursewelder bore. 

That said, Amber couldn’t really tell what value was assigned to Curse of the Abyss in terms of “exacerbating other curses”, and how much it exacerbated them by⁠. Maybe she didn’t want to know. For now, she was happy with what she could glean about the System due to her Essence. 

With a smile, Amber picked up the Sword of the Depths and immediately held it along with Cursewelder. After a moment, she channeled her mana. 

[ Two out of five swords have been absorbed. 

Cursewelder has absorbed the Sword of Depths and now has the ability: Silver Flame Edge. 

The Self-repair enchantment of the Sword of Depths enters a dormant state.

Cursewelder now wields the Curse of the Abyss. ] 

Amber smiled as the sword disintegrated and was absorbed. Finally, she took a deep breath and scanned her surroundings, making sure she wasn’t missing anything. And thankfully, she wasn’t. However, there was still blue and silver fire burning in different parts of her surroundings. At the sight, Amber couldn’t help but be captivated. 

As far as she could see, there was some form of fire. The once-colorful cave was devoid of crystals and instead was replaced with long rifts that cut through the space, littered debris, and charred walls. There was not a single thing that wasn’t destroyed or damaged by the fight. 

Simply looking up, she could see various floors of the Grand Dungeon, and there was even a hole that went to the floor below. It had straight edges, meaning it had been cut right out from the lasers. Amber did wish that the Sword of the Depths had a better Flamethrower skill or that laser skill, but she was already happy enough she supposed. 

“Still…” Amber stared at the surroundings. “I really did survive all of this, huh?”

She momentarily forgot all about her class advancement, simply in awe of her feat, but it didn’t last long. Soon enough, the feeling of excitement came back, and for good reason. She had gotten a brand-new Legacy Branch, a new Class, and Essence skills along with all of that. 

Inexorable Will and Aspect of Crimson. 

Plus, the Essence skills she had properly learned. 

Advanced Blue Fire Creation and Primordial Blazing Bolt. 

Amber couldn’t wait, so with a small smile, she ran off. 

Maybe I can deal with the people of the camp now. 

She didn’t pay attention to her speed, or rather, she decided to not pay attention to it, but she was definitely much faster, and for good reason. She had gotten well over a hundred points in dexterity⁠. Granted, dexterity didn’t exactly mean agility by definition of the word, but as far as the System was concerned,⁠ it did. 

Amber grinned as she passed by the different rooms she and the Abyssal Briroar had fought through. A good chunk of the floor had been turned into a battle-zone, after all. Eventually, she made it out of all of that, and⁠ her eyes widened. 

She saw multiple dead monsters right outside, all of them cut in half cleanly and burnt to death. They had been hit by the Abyssal Briroar.

“Huh.”

She didn’t think about that, but based on all the lacerations around, she could only assume that hundreds of monsters had died; however, she didn’t dwell on it too much. Instead, she set off again. 

* * *

And five minutes of running later, the deaths stopped, and as she rounded a corner, a shriek came. One belonging to a monster. Amber grinned as a Darkness Velstalker emerged from the corner. It wasn’t exactly weak either. 

[Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 170] 

It was the perfect starting target for her. That said, Amber wasn’t all too sure what she wanted to test. 

“I wonder…”

The Darkness Velstalker screeched, pouncing at her with a burst of speed. Amber stepped to the side as a slash of darkness passed, hitting the wall behind her and tearing it apart. Amber placed a hand on her chin. She could test any of her Essence skills, but…

The Darkness Velstalker roared and threw out a cross-slash as Amber ducked beneath both blades. 

“Wouldn’t it be more interesting to start with the skills?” 

She smiled seeing the entry of Inexorable Momentum. It was…

[⁠Inexorable Momentum 4th Rank ⁠— level 4. 

You’ve taken momentum to the next level, reaching the level of Inexorable. Now, you are always in momentum. Curses that affect you are affected by this momentum. Increasing momentum no longer consumes stamina but has a time limit of twenty minutes per two hours. This skill increases your stats by 300% (75% before Class bonus) 

2nd Rank ⁠— You can consume stamina to increase your stats up to 400% (100% before class bonus). 

3rd Rank ⁠— Curses applied will now build momentum during battle, allowing up to a 200% increase in strength, (50% before class bonus).

4th Rank ⁠— Inexorable Skills will now build momentum during battle, allowing up to a 200% increase in strength, (50% before class bonus).

Disgusting. The build up for the 3rd and 4th rank was a grand total of 5 minutes, and now she was permanently physically enhanced, all while being able to make herself stronger on demand. 

Amber laughed as she punched. She felt her fist crack through the jaw of the Darkness Velstalker, and the monster went crashing against a wall. With an explosion, the stone shattered, and at that moment, Amber knew that she was at the peak of her life. 

The fact that it only went up from here was… amazing. 

And Inexorable Momentum wasn’t the only great skill. Inexorable Body was nothing short of amazing as well. 

[Inexorable Body 4th Rank ⁠— level 4

You’ve embodied the path of a Cursed Chosen Berserker and now have become an Inexorable existence. Your body is more receptive to curses. Pain becomes trivial, and your body is 200% stronger, (50% before class bonus). 

2nd Rank ⁠— Your body has an inexorable constitution making it 100% tougher. You can consume mana to increase this to 200%. 

3rd Rank ⁠— Expended resources, whether it be mana, stamina, Primordial Power, or something else, are reduced by one-third. 

4th Rank ⁠— Your body remembers the attacks of an enemy. Same attacks lose 30% effectiveness each time they are made. 

That said, Amber immediately used her new-found connection to the System to reset the pain reception on Inexorable Body to mirror Cursed Supreme Berserker's Body, not feeling pain was for weaklings, after all. 

The Darkness Velstalker screeched and threw spikes of darkness, and Amber ate them all. They dug well into her body and broke through her armor; however, she didn’t move. Instead, she tilted her head at the angry monster.

“You are either weak or my skills are just that good.” 

Her voice seemed to further anger it as it pounced upon her. 

“Though I guess you’re just that weak.”

She threw an uppercut. She hit the monster on the chin as its claws dug into her armored shoulders, and the velociraptor⁠ hit the ceiling with a loud bang. Rocks fell, along with the angry and disoriented monster. Honestly, the fact that the Fireblessed Velstalker and the Darkness Velstalker were both of the same species was disappointing. 

At least the Fireblessed would have been able to entertain her. 

The monster shook its head and recovered its bearings, but it was too late. Amber swung with all her strength, and she felt its snout crack, then with Cursed Stomp, she prevented it from fully flying away, causing it to be stunned on the spot. Amber grinned. She teleported with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, and balling both of her hands together, she⁠ slammed. 

A loud bang resounded as the back of the monster was shattered. It hit the ground with an explosion of blood. There was no way it was going to be able to get up from that. 

[You have defeated a [Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 170].] 

Because it was dead. 

She still had Inexorable Manipulation to test, but now… she didn’t really have a monster to test it on. It seemed that her battle with the Abyssal Briroar had basically killed everything in the vicinity and scared off any monsters that were still alive⁠.

Roars entered her ears. 

Amber turned as she saw two more Darkness Velstalkers, both a nice level as well. 

[Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 169]

[Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 169] 

The sight made her happy. Amber readied her fists. It was odd and also nostalgic. She couldn’t exactly use the Cursewelder to understand her strength, unless she used it like a stick and hit things with its blunt side, but even with that, it wouldn’t be as effective—in her opinion anyway. 

More importantly, it was a great way to truly understand how far she had come. She did wish to get to fight those stone golems again, but unfortunately, these monsters had to do. 

The Darkness Velstalkers immediately screeched at her and charged. All the while, Amber thought about her new skill, Inexorable Manipulation.

[Inexorable Manipulation 4th Rank ⁠— level 1. 

You’ve been fighting with curses for a very long time and have learned to control them. Now, they submit to your will and will act as you desire. Now, curses are 200% stronger. This skill is intrinsic to you and does not consume mana. 

2nd Rank ⁠—  You can now project the curses you bear. 

3rd Rank ⁠— You can manipulate other people’s curses.

4th Rank ⁠— You can now temporarily fuse curses together, causing new effects.]

It was slightly odd. It had gotten a considerable upgrade from Curse Manipulation, and the 3rd Rank-turned-2nd Rank was now better than what it had previously been. However, the 4th Rank⁠… well, she could sort of understand how it worked. However, there was only one way to truly find out. 

The first Darkness Velstalker swiped with darkness, and Amber side-stepped. The strike missed. 

Might as well go all in⁠. Amber smiled, thinking about all her curses⁠: the Curse of Consuming Flames, the Curse of Laceration, the Curse of Demonic Blood, the Curse of the Abyss, and the Curse of Weakness. She was thinking of them as a single entity. All to use on her next attack. 

The Darkness Velstalker screeched, swiping with its tail full of spikes of darkness. Its speed was enhanced, but it was all the same to Amber.

She ducked under it and whispered, pointing her finger. 

“Flamethrower.” 

Purple Flames engulfed the monster as it screeched, and the Darkness Velstalker immediately reeled back as it was lit ablaze. Its body was filled with superficial cuts, the monster seemed to be trembling, and its blood was melting under the incredibly abrasive flames. 

Amber smirked as the second Darkness Velstalker let out a deep hiss, and with it, she felt danger for the first time since starting this battle. Amber craned her head only to see darkness. A wall of darkness was coming her way, one that seemed to twist and turn, and in response, she used her Essence. It now interacted with System skills, so⁠—

Fulminating Slash! 

The white slash pierced through the veil and it hit⁠— An explosion of purple engulfed the second Darkness Velstalker, and she smiled as the monster screeched. She could also modify the Fulminating Slash to use the much stronger blue fire and have it still take upon the effects of the curses. 

Amber smiled as the two monsters struggled, wrapped by the purple flames before they finally, growled⁠. Both monsters were enveloped by an armor of darkness, one that took the burning purple flames for them as their suffering finally stopped. Amber, in response, merely smiled. She pointed her open palm at the monsters⁠, which technically were bearing curses, and⁠ closed it. 

The fires burned with even more vigor as they growled in pain, and she blinked. 

“That wasn’t as strong as I thought it would be.”

The two monsters screeched and rushed at her, and Amber grinned before more roars echoed. She saw a dozen monsters round the corner, and she paused.

[Grand Crystal Tigri. Lvl. 172]

[Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 165]

[Metamorphic Bear. Lvl. 168]

[Naraka Cerotidae. Lvl. 167]

…

“Great! And I was concerned about running out of targets!”

Amber laughed as the two Darkness Velstalkers swiped at her, all while the other monsters charged. She welcomed this. She still had so much to test out. Aspect of Crimson was essentially a passive Essence skill that applied the Legacy Branch skills into her Essence ⁠attacks—the ones that could be applied⁠—while also just giving them all a uniform boost. 

And that was great. In fact, it meant that Crimson Sense was now even better at detecting movements⁠. 

She ducked. 

It also meant that Crimson Fuel provided a much stronger boost to her strength. 

Amber punched one of the Darkness Velstalkers causing a loud boom, and one of the Grand Crystal Tigris jumped toward her. 

She stepped to the side with lightning speed, all because Crimson Break had become even better. 

But Aspect of Crimson wasn’t the only thing she had acquired. No, it was one of four things. The next one was Inexorable Will, and it was an odd skill. Amber enhanced her body with Essence.

It was odd because all it took was the power of belief, and⁠— 

The Darkness Velstalkers sent a wave of darkness, the rhinoceroses shot a deluge of flames, the Metamorphic Bears clawed at the air sending crescent waves of sharp mana, and the Grand Crystal Tigris shot crystals⁠, and Amber was hit by all of them. 

An explosion engulfed her, and⁠ she found she was mostly unharmed. 

⁠Amber had become a lot harder to kill. Of course, the skill was far from omnipotent, it just made her a lot more durable towards things she wasn’t fazed by while providing some level of physical increase even without it. Though, if that had been all, it wouldn’t have been worthy of mention. 

No, Inexorable Will did more than that. In fact, if she forced it enough, perhaps she could…⁠

She glared at a Darkness Velstalker that was jumping at her, and it froze mid-air, all because of her skill. A dozen more attacks were hurled at her, and Amber was barely fazed by any of it. Instead, she simply smiled as she ducked⁠. She liked her Class Advancement, but she didn’t want to face-tank absolutely everything since it seemed dumb to do so. However, the main thing with Inexorable Will was that it affected the world around her. 

She weaved between the attacks, and some were slightly redirected, causing them to miss. Of course, she couldn’t do anything insane⁠—especially because its effectiveness depended on what she was trying to exert it on—but it was a great tool. 

Amber laughed as she reached her hand into the air and pulled. The Cursewelder was unsheathed⁠—gradually teleported out of her storage ring⁠⁠—all while she ignited it with silver⁠⁠, blue, and purple flames. 

The Darkness Velstalker missed its attack, and Amber slashed⁠. A flash of light passed, and the monster was cleaved in half. Then, the Grand Abyssal Tigri pounced on her, and she slashed again, this time accompanied with Fulminating Slash. 

She cut the monster in half as a flash of light passed straight through it and exploded with a burst of blue, wreaking havoc on some of the monsters. But despite that, she was swarmed. While she could’ve taken care of everything slowly and whittled all the monsters down, she didn’t want that. 

After all, there was a skill left to test to see how it had changed after her advancements. 

Amber reached into the air as a streak of blue appeared, and then she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash. 

She appeared far from all the monsters and pulled⁠; the bow of blue flames had already been made. The arrow was, too. Blue energy gathered from the air, increasing the strength of the fire, and her blue core was burning in a much brighter manner as it supplied the necessary Essence to fully unleash the destructive potential of her skill. 

In a mere two seconds, she filled it to the max. All the monsters were rushing towards her, but it didn’t matter.

Primordial Blazing Bolt⁠. 

Amber loosed the blue arrow, three-quarters of her Essence reserves were taken in a single moment, and then it hit. 

A blue explosion with hints of purple engulfed everything, breaking through the ceiling, the ground, and the pillars. It was like a geyser bursting, but it was gradually expanding, and Amber watched the notifications come in. 

[You have defeated a [Darkness Velstalker. Lvl. 169].] 

[You have defeated a [Grand Crystal Tigri. Lvl. 172].] 

[You have defeated a [Metamorphic Bear. Lvl. 168].] 

[You have defeated a [Naraka Cerotidae. Lvl. 167].] 

…

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 2 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 7 to 8.] 

[Crimson Break has leveled up from level 5 to 6.] 

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 2.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 2.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 2.]

[You have reached level 158. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.] 

[You have reached level 159. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.] 

She had only gotten two level-ups, but that was fine. Amber smiled as the explosion began to disperse, lava dripping from the ceiling as the surroundings burned with blue fire. It wasn’t exactly a skill she could use whenever she pleased⁠—based on her guesses, she could only use it twice a day based on Essence regeneration—but it was great. 

Amber nodded to herself. 

“I can most definitely take on that camp with the monsters, even without this. And there is also the fact that…”

She looked at the remaining Essence and took it upon her core, gathering it for her next core level-up. It also had the side-effect of regenerating some of her personal Essence. If she engaged against the camp, based on the sheer volume of monsters, she’d most definitely be able to use Primordial Blazing Bolt again if it came down to it. 

Amber cracked her neck and used all the body enhancements at her disposal, including God’s Physique, before setting off. 

* * *

On the entirety of the floor that contained the Abyssal Briroar there was not a single monster remaining. On the floor above, aside from dead monsters and things killed from the aftermath, there was not a single soul either. 

Amber arrived at the camp floor, which had the same result. She even saw a few dead mages from the aftermath of their battle. Some had been burned and others cut in half, and a small number of monsters had suffered the same result. 

And eventually, she arrived at the place where it all began, but even though she was tense at first, Amber ended up with a frown. 

She knelt, touching charred wood that had long run cold. Aside from waste in the form of cloth or other stuff, there was no trace that it was ever a camp. 

“They’ve left…”

Amber’s heart skipped a beat as she realized what that represented. 

She looked up. 

“They’re going towards the city now.”

She immediately unfolded her map and took a breath. 

“No matter. I just have to get there faster.”

And once again, she set off, this time intending to stop the impending city invasion. 

[Name: Amber | Level: 159 | Title: Demonkiller 

Class: Cursed Inexorable Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Legacy Branch: Crimson Nexus

Stats: 

Vitality: 850

Strength: 800

Dexterity: 750

Endurance: 305

Intelligence: 303

Wisdom: 470

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills: 

[Curse Reignition - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Quick Dash - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [General Weapon Mastery - 3rd Rank Lvl. 10], [Inexorable Momentum - 4th Rank Lvl. 4], [Inexorable Body - 4th Rank Lvl. 4], [Cursed Stomp - 3rd Rank Lvl. 10], [Recovery of Curses - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Curse Battery - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Cursed Rage Synergy - 4th Rank Lvl. 2], [Inexorable Manipulation - 4th Rank Lvl. 3] 

Legacy Branch Skills:

[Crimson Fervor - 2nd Rank Lvl. 2], [Crimson Fuel - 2nd Rank Lvl. 2], [Crimson Venom. Lvl. 10], [Crimson Sense. Lvl. 9], [Crimson Destruction. Lvl. 8], [Crimson Break. Lvl. 6] 

General Skills: 

[Supernatural Nullification], [Abyssal Blast], [Appraisal. Lvl. 3], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 3rd Rank Lvl. 8], [Elemental Resistance - 4th Rank Lvl. 2], [Physical Resistance - 4th Rank Lvl. 2], [Magical Resistance - 4th Rank Lvl. 2], [Sharp Instincts - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Quick Recovery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 6].]  

* * *

Cecile looked at the bright blue sky.

“How long has she been gone?” she wondered out loud. “Two weeks?”

It was hard to imagine that she had traveled with Amber for so long, only for the woman to essentially disappear on the first day and never be heard of again. But that was literally what happened! It irritated her, and for the first week or so, she struggled to get any sleep, skeptical that the plague was truly gone. 

But it really was.

And now, she felt both disappointed and annoyed. She was going to leave the city soon, and unfortunately, she couldn’t find a suitable adventurer to hire—or rather no one wanted to go past the Great Desert. Considering her destination was a town far from the Great Desert in Cytel, it somewhat made sense. 

So, instead, she armed herself with extra protection that she normally didn’t carry. All because her only form of protection before that was a true treasure she had acquired upon arriving at the Great Desert⁠—the very same day Amber abandoned her. While Cecile intended to sell it, she most definitely wasn’t against using it if necessary. 

She shook her head. “Painful that you just left me, but I guess even if you were there…”

Amber most definitely wouldn’t be strong enough to deal with anything that required her to use the treasure. 

That thought helped her a bit in some weird way. Mostly because she felt like she had a chance of losing an incredible amount of money now. 

Today had been a tiresome day for her, closing a deal after many hours of discussion with another merchant. Normally, she wouldn’t think so much about Amber, but this time, it was niggling at her mind. 

“All I need is some rest, and I’ll be fine.” She smiled, thinking of the comfort of the inn’s bed. 

And that’s when she heard a growl just a few meters away from her. It was coming from one of the many pits in the ground belonging to the Grand Dungeon, but it was strange. No monsters were in the upper layers. 

Cecile frowned before approaching and peering into the darkness, simply out of morbid curiosity, and there, she saw two golden eyes open. 

She shivered and pulled back as a large black feline monster covered in crystal leapt at her. It missed and hit the building instead, but for a moment, she was stunned. 

[Crystal Panfera. Lvl. 110]

It was weaker than Amber, but it could most certainly chew her alive. 

Cecile was looking for guards as a chuckle reached her ears. 

“Didn’t expect to run into anyone so soon.”

A mage emerged from the pit. One who immediately raised his staff. While she didn’t understand who it was, she didn’t freeze. Instead, Cecile acted immediately, using one of her merchant skills. 

“Deal.”

The mage paused for a moment, and she took the chance to run away. The mage snapped out of his stupor, and the Crystal Panfera chased after her. 

“Bitch!” 

A blast of fire hit behind her, and Cecile was blasted forward as a barrier protected her, one of her rings flashing. She landed, rolled, and hurriedly got up, heading out into a plaza. 

And that’s when she realized,⁠ there are no guards. 

There were monsters pouncing and prowling, attacking the people as chaos ensued, and Cecile sprinted into a tower building. 

The feline monster chased after her, all while ignoring other things in its surroundings, which made her grit her teeth as she went farther into the empty hall⁠. It was some kind of church, but there was no one around. 

She headed towards the corner of the room, and the monster roared. Cecile ducked as a piece of crystal was flung, hitting the stairs in front of her. She recovered, and turning around, she shouted: 

“Repulse⁠—”

A ring on her finger flashed and sent the monster flying back, breaking through the pews with an explosion of wood. Using that chance, she went up the stairs. Her heart was rushing as she heard the angry growls echoing from below, but she didn’t have time to think. She only acted. 

In just a few seconds, she arrived at the roof in hopes of finding a guard or an adventurer, but found no one. 

She stepped outside and momentarily felt lost, but as she saw dots on the horizon, she paused. 

It was a whole army. One that was coming towards the city, and as she squinted her eyes, she saw a flag. A flag belonging to a nation that had been giving her a bad feeling ever since she had arrived at the Great Desert. 

It was Ofril’s.

They were sieging the Grand City of the Great Desert. 

Then, she heard a growl, and Cecile turned as the monster reached the last part of the stairwell, all while monster roars echoed in the vicinity. 

A weak smile appeared on her face. “I’m going to die, aren’t I?”

The Crystal Panfera pounced. 

* * *

Zodos and Nel stood in the outer city, and they could see the army incoming. 

“So, do we kill some of them? We can let loose here,” Nel said, grinning.

“No,” Zodos answered simply, flipping the compass open. “It has once more picked up on that woman’s signal. We search for her during this chaos.”

Nel nodded. “It should be a lot easier considering we no longer have to keep a low profile.”

Zodos smiled. “Indeed, and remember, we obtain that cube no matter the cost.”

“No matter the cost,” Nel reaffirmed. 

The two of them met gazes, and then Zodos spun around.

“Let us go then.”

He looked down at the compass.

“To find Amber.” 


Chapter 39.

Kaz was a seasoned adventurer and an expedition leader. In fact, he had recently reached the fabled level 150 barrier after an unfortunate yet fated encounter. It all happened when his group was saved by a young yet unbelievably strong warrior. Her name was Amber, and yet, even though he had wanted to recruit her for the expedition, the plan went sideways when the mages of the nation of Ofril arrived. 

They had chased her due to the fact that she had been killing their members, and to some extent, she could be blamed for the misfortune the expedition had suffered. But the truth was, they could have very easily run into a group of these mages, killed them, and then drawn the ire of the stronger force. So, in the end, nobody blamed Amber. 

The expedition had to cut their losses due to the casualties, but Kaz had reached level 150 from that. Many of their members had left for their homes to rest, given they had arrived an hour ago, but there was one who didn’t do any of that. 

Riya. 

She was the scout who had been saved by Amber. Riya had vouched and tried to convince the others to leave the Grand City of Torl now. She had tried to persuade Kaz, but he didn’t listen, nobody did. Instead, he, like the others, reported the impending city invasion and went about their day. Now, he was reaping the consequences. 

Kaz frowned as a monster charged up to him, a Crystalwelf whose level was a mere 132. His blade shone, and he whispered, “Cut.” 

With a masterful swing, he decapitated the monster, killing it in an instant. However, he wasn’t happy. Far from it. That was because that wasn’t the only monster. There were other monsters, and there were also mages. 

He heard the pained cries of a merchant being torn apart. Even though he was in a random side street near the dungeon, he was still surrounded by monsters and mages trying to kill all the adventurers around. And all Kaz could do was grit his teeth as two more monsters arrived. One was a massive mass of flesh with rocks, a bear, and the other one was a worm that was burrowing through the ground. Both of them were heading right at him. 

[Crystal Worm. Lvl. 140]

[Metamorphic Bear. Lvl. 139]

Kaz narrowed his eyes as the people in the surroundings were being killed. There were mages commanding the monsters, but they didn’t seem to be paying him any mind. As for whether that was a good or bad thing, he didn’t really know. Instead, he focused on the two monsters. 

He took a deep breath and focused, his rare class coming into use now. 

Then, he dashed forward, and with a burst of momentum, he used his Blitz skill. He arrived before the two monsters and began cutting. He coated his blade with mana and immediately tore through the two beings. The worm tried to send crystals his way, while the bear tried to bite him, but in the end, he deftly dodged everything. 

While this was slightly hard for him, it wasn’t something he couldn’t undertake. That said, a mage seemed to take notice of him.

“Die!” the mage commanded, and more monsters came his way. 

Kaz gritted his teeth at that. While the mage could fight him, he just didn’t deem him important enough to do that. So he had to try harder. Even though he was an adventurer, someone who could leave and easily settle elsewhere, he felt a responsibility towards protecting his home. 

Kaz prepared himself to use his strongest skill, a body-enhancement skill that would be quite painful, but to him, right now, it didn’t matter. As he gritted his teeth, screams resounded. He blinked, and a monster rushed towards him, but a shadow appeared in front. One with brown hair and amber eyes⁠. 

A familiar adventurer with a large sword. 

She slashed at the closest monster, a Crystalwelf, and it was split in half. 

Kaz blinked. Amber? He was taken aback. Where did she come from? Hadn’t we left her behind? They had returned literally only an hour ago. 

He turned to see purple flames in the distance, and the few mages were desperately screaming, calling for back-up. The adventurers began to push back as well. 

“Kaz,” she said sharply, which made him tense, “where are Cecile and the rest?”

“Cecile?”

Kaz was confused, and his confusion made him pause, which allowed a monster to leap upon him. He used Blink Step and flashed a step away, barely saving himself, and then he stabbed forward⁠. His sword pierced into the monster and then cut along with its momentum. He let out a small grunt as it slid out with a burst of blood. 

He turned to Amber who had yet to reply. He was glad to have her here. With her, the burden of the monsters wouldn’t be as hard. He watched as she took down another monster⁠. This time, her sword was burning purple instead of the usual orange he was used to, but also⁠, it had a coating of white flames. 

Is this a new skill of hers? Kaz noted her level and⁠—

[Warrior. Lvl. 159]

His eyes widened. She already broke through the threshold. He was shocked, but given her abilities, perhaps he shouldn’t have been all that surprised. However, she had returned just a mere hour later! Even if she rushed, that means she had leveled up more than ten times in twelve hours. 

What the fuck…? 

He couldn’t make sense of it. Sure, she was young and strong, but at the same time⁠… 

She was slicing the monsters in half with a single hit, and the level differential between them wasn’t that high either. They were about level 140! He paused. 

“Amber, be careful!” 

A level-152 monster charged, and she glared at it. It basically froze on the spot, and then she slashed. A flash of white passed, and then⁠ an explosion of blue followed. He winced for a moment, and then, the next thing he knew, a piece of flesh streaked past him. 

“I’ll ask after we’re done with this,” Amber said. 

Kaz didn’t have time to understand the reply, let alone appreciate the move she had just used as more monsters jumped toward him. However, while he fought, his mind was elsewhere. He had met her two days ago, and now she was back on the surface having leveled more than ten times. 

It was ridiculous. It was utterly ridiculous. What kind of things had she killed to do it that fast? How many of them? He turned to see the melting monster. It was barely alive and died soon after. And Amber, even though she was fighting, seemed casual⁠; she wasn’t even breaking a sweat. 

Is the gap between 150 that big? No, it was big, but Amber had also grown substantially. She had a Legacy Branch as well, but even then… He was in awe⁠. And she had done all of that in like twelve hours⁠. She was just extraordinary. At the same time, he couldn’t believe the gap had widened that much in such a short time span. 

Kaz fought on with his best, but in the end, he couldn’t compare. The mages eventually ended up fleeing, and Amber sighed. There was nothing but corpses around. There were also one or two mages Kaz didn’t remember taking down⁠. Amber had killed more than twice the things that he had. 

He stared at his surroundings bitterly. Just like that, this assault was over. 

“So, Ofril is attacking,” she said with a frown. “Do you know more than the fact that the mages came from within the dungeon?” 

Kaz paused but hurriedly shook his head. “I don’t, but… based on what I can hear…” He closed his eyes, hearing battle-cries. “There are more than just monsters and mages fighting. The city is being invaded on all fronts.”

Amber clicked her tongue at that. “And where is my friend, Asil?”

“Asil?” Kaz blinked for a moment but then remembered. “He… he was leaving, but first, he set off to find a merchant.”

Amber frowned. “So, he hasn’t found her?”

“I don’t know,” Kaz said with doubt. “It’s been an hour since we returned, so probably not.”

“I see…” 

With those words, she turned around.

“I’ll look in the inn first, then I’ll go from there and ask merchants if I see them.” 

She took a step forward, which caused Kaz to pause. 

“Wait, you are leaving now?” he asked, blinking. 

She fractionally glanced back. “Yeah, and I suggest you do the same.”

Before he could reply, she basically vanished with a gust of wind. It hadn’t been a teleportation skill; she had just been that fast, leaving him to stare at the air in awe, all while he couldn’t help but wonder: 

Will I ever be as strong as her?

* * *

For a moment, the world slowed around Cecile. The gigantic feline monster was looming over her, its claws open wide, and the crystals around its body sparkling. It was a magnificent apex predator, and it was going to kill her. Yet…

I still have so much to live for. 

Cecile ducked, and the Crystal Panfera passed over her. She turned, hoping the monster would go flying past the railing, but unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. It landed lithely against the bars, and then bounced off to attack her, pouncing once more, this time its claws glinting as it used a skill. 

She immediately lifted her ring and chanted⁠: 

“Repulse!” 

The monster was blasted away, hitting the railing and breaking through it. Cecile let out a very deep breath. Her ring was enchanted with Repulse—a spell that would repel the targets away—but the thing with it was that it only had five uses in total before breaking. And she had already used two. 

Cecile shook her head, then she glanced over to the chaos in the streets. 

There were guards fighting. Perhaps they had already been alerted of the incoming chaos and moved to act, and that was why she couldn’t find or see any immediately. But, the fact that they were present did little to assuage her worries, and that was because there were hundreds of monsters from what she could see. And this was just a small section of the Grand City of Torl. 

The fact was that thousands of monsters were rampaging in Torl, all while an impending army closed in on the city. She chewed her lip; her heart was racing. What was she supposed to do now⁠?

A loud shriek entered her ears, and she glanced up, only to see a bird with the claws the size of her head swiping down on her. 

[Grand Aquila Infest. Lvl. ???]

She couldn’t see its level, and it most definitely was strong enough to break through her barrier ring. 

Cecile paled. I can’t let my barrier ring get taken out like that⁠.

She reached into her ring and pulled. She had prepared to be alone, she had prepared offensive measures, and naturally⁠, she had prepared a lot of defensive measures. 

A black cloak fluttered in the wind, and she pushed some of her mana out⁠. It hardened around her body as the Grand Aquila Infest struck with its gigantic claws. A loud bang of metal resounded, and Cecile went flying. 

She hit the wall of the other building with an explosion as she broke through it, her mana being slightly drained from the impact. Then she stopped supplying mana to the Cloak of Edges. It had a weird name, but it was incredibly durable. So long as the wearer had mana it would protect her from relatively strong attacks. 

Cecile stood up only to see the bird fly through the opening, coming straight for her. Cecile paled and cast⁠, “Flash⁠.” 

She was teleported to another building as a ring on her hand crumbled. That was one out of two gone. She had another teleport, the cloak to protect herself, three more uses of Repulse, her protective barrier ring that could be strengthened, and the treasure she got two weeks ago. 

Aside from that, she had a ring enchanted with a weaker version of Amber’s Flamethrower, being only effective against monsters lower level than her⁠.

Her hairs stood on end. Cecile turned around to see a monster forming from black particles in the air, and even before it finished materializing, she sensed danger. 

[Shadow Arkil. Lvl. ???] 

“Shit⁠.”

She raised her cloak, and the monster rammed. She felt a good chunk of her mana be taken as she went flying out of the building, and this time, she didn’t break through the other wall, but rather, she fell as the Grand Aquila Infest swept in for the kill. Cecile paled for a moment before raising her hand. 

“Flamethrower.”

A deluge of orange flames engulfed the monster, but it broke through it. She hugged the wall as the claws hit her shoulder⁠, and they bounced off with a flicker. Cecile thudded against the wall with a loud bang as she coughed up blood⁠. The barrier wouldn’t exactly prevent her from suffering traumatic injuries. 

Cecile gritted her teeth but paused as the Darkness Artkil manifested, already charging. 

She raised her hand in a hurry. “Telepo⁠—” 

The monster with elongated limbs hit. Her barrier flashed, the wall shattered, and Cecile broke through, coughing up blood. She was sent flying into the main street, rolling to a stop. 

If I didn't have so much vitality, I would be dead. She also mentally thanked the ring that she wore. The one that had been protecting her all this time. Still, at this rate, she would still die. She had to do something, but her treasure was⁠⁠… It was something she wanted to hold off on using if possible. The situation did not seem hopeless to her. She could still survive. 

She lunged and rolled away as the gigantic bird made a final attempt to get her, doing a pass with its claws that she ducked under, but the same couldn’t be said for the Darkness Artkil⁠. It wasn’t planning on giving up any time soon. Cecile gritted her teeth as she stood up, the Darkness Artkil chasing. Thankfully, she also had a few consumable items and other things. 

She produced a feather from the ring and injected her mana into it as it disintegrated into the air. It immediately enhanced her agility. It was a consumable item known as Ares Feather, something that tried to replicate the ability of the Ares bird⁠—a creature whose level was well above two hundred that could sacrifice its feathers to grow stronger.

For the most part, it had been successful, except for the fact that each consumable feather was limited to one thing to boost, rather than what the bird could do. For now, it was enough. 

Cecile dashed, and the Darkness Artkil chased after her. She⁠ summoned the Cloak of Edges just before it hit her. It sent her flying, rebounding off another monster with the full strength she had been launched with. She landed along with the Crystalwelf, who immediately bit at her when it recovered. 

She gritted her teeth as the wolf monster bit onto her arm. The barrier flickered as the maw of the monster pressed down, then it cracked. Cecile pointed her ring. 

“Flame.” 

The fire blasted and made the Crystalwelf jerk, causing it to loosen its grip. Cecile took this chance to run. She unjammed her arm as the Darkness Artkil arrived⁠, charging into the Crystalwelf just as she moved out of the way. 

Cecile rushed away from the Darkness Artkil. It was the strongest combatant currently around. She was hoping to find shelter, a place to find safety, but as she weaved through the alleys, she couldn’t find anything aside from monsters that attacked her hardened cloak. The guards were nowhere to be seen as well. Most seemed to be fighting on the major streets⁠, and this was a side street and a narrow one at that. 

She gritted her teeth and took a path in the hopes of striking lucky, and she did⁠. She spotted three knights fighting against their own crowd of monsters. 

She immediately rushed for their aid, calling out to them.

“Please help!”

One of them tensed. “A civilian?”

Another clicked his tongue, clearly unsure what to say before finally shaking his head a moment later.

“Come, we’ll guide you to safety!”

The third nodded. 

Cecile brightened at what they had just said and rushed towards them with impressive speed. The three knights glanced at her, and then they turned around, beginning to cut through the weaker monsters, parrying and deflecting the stronger ones. Cecile followed closely behind. 

Thankfully, the Darkness Artkil seemed to be long gone. She smiled. She was soon going to find safety⁠— and the wall in front of her broke. 

The Darkness Artkil broke through a building and turned towards the knights, who hesitated. Cecile also hesitated. Given it was most definitely over level 150, the knights were hesitant to fight it. She didn’t know what to do now. 

The monster approached, and the three men raised their swords. Cecile, in the meantime⁠, felt danger. She looked up,⁠ and her eyes went wide. 

In a panic, she raised a ring. “Step.” 

It broke, and with a flash, she landed multiple meters ahead, past the Darkness Artkil, but a mere second later, she heard a loud bang. Blood exploded, and Cecile turned, only to see the Darkness Artkil now glancing in her direction. Another massive monster stood right behind it, the remains of the knights at its feet. 

Her eyes went wide. The monster was easily two stories tall and was some kind of simiasani-type of monster. One with white and black striped fur. It was also⁠—

[???. Lvl. ???]

Over 100 levels above her. 

Cecile took a step back as the two monsters looked over at her, and then⁠ they rushed forward. She turned tails and fled. The Darkness Artkil chased after her, and so did the simiasani. She turned the corner as the monsters caught up in a second. The first one to reach her was the monster she couldn’t Identify. The one that would instantly kill her. 

She turned and pointed. “Repulse.”

She blasted the primate a few meters back as the Darkness Artkil reached her, and Cecile wrapped herself in the Cloak of Edges as she was hit against a building. She pierced through it, spitting up blood, and then⁠ the strongest monster returned moments later. The lumbering primate broke through the building as if it were made of paper. Cecile used her cheap Flamethrower, but it did nothing other than dull the vision of the two monsters. 

The simiasani whipped with anger, and Cecile was hit, and sent flying out of the building. Her mana was low, and if it weren’t for her protection ring, she would long be dead. But still, she couldn’t give up now. 

She landed on her knees panting as she prepared her ring, and the primate monster arrived a single moment⁠ later. 

“Repulse, Repulse⁠!” 

Her ring exploded into pieces, and the monster was sent flying properly, breaking through numerous walls as it crashed against the Darkness Artkil. Cecile gritted her teeth and as she raised her cloak, a Crystalwelf attacked, hitting with a loud bang. 

It didn’t stop there. Cecile heard multiple roars, but all she could think was, Get out. 

She immediately scrambled, letting her cloak be hit as her mana reached a new low. She took a swig from a health potion, choosing it over everything else. The relief was immediate as she weaved in between the attacks, the effects of the feather still active. All the while she mentally prepared herself to use the last thing that could keep her alive. 

Maybe I can use it to run. 

She rushed towards the places where the monster density seemed to be less, and that was when she spotted a shadow looming overhead⁠. Cecile craned her head and screamed. 

“Barrier!” 

Her mana nearly drained, and her cloak hardened along with a golden barrier. That was when the primate monster stomped. The ground exploded, and Cecile gritted her teeth as the barrier lightly cracked. But she was alive. 

And then⁠— a second primate landed. 

The barrier lasted a second before it broke⁠. The simiasani didn’t squeeze her to death but rather chose to grab her. It held her between its two massive fingers, meeting its deep and rather inhumane gaze of amusement, and that was when Cecile began to shake. 

[???. Lvl. ???]

[???. Lvl. ???]

There were two of them. The Darkness Artkil was nowhere to be seen, just the two monsters that were about to kill her. Both gigantic primates seemed to find it amusing⁠—they seemed to find her death amusing. 

Cecile gritted her teeth. 

She couldn’t have that⁠. She couldn’t allow it. She had held off all this time, but now it was time for her to survive. 

Five years of savings, gone just like this… 

A black scroll appeared in Cecile’s hand, and it unfurled as she screamed: 

“With this artifact, I summon Sacred Scaled Wings, Wyvern of Destruction!”

The scroll immediately burned, and a burst of fire exploded before her. Cecile winced as she was let go, hitting the ground, and the next thing she knew was that the monster had been sent flying. At that sight, Cecile laughed. There was a majestic dragon-like creature flying before her, its wingspan easily over ten meters long with sparkling black scales. 

It was her salvation. 

One of the primates immediately punched, but the Wyvern of Destruction cleanly evaded. Her summon was supposed to be a level 190 monster, and while it couldn’t easily defeat two level 180 monsters, it was more than enough to allow her to escape. 

Cecile grinned,⁠ about to call for it.

Then the third simiasani arrived⁠. It was the same one she had sent flying, and it⁠ punched⁠, hitting the wyvern before it could even react. Cecile paused as the two other monsters immediately joined in. The wyvern screeched as it was pulled by one of its wings and then thrown to the ground. 

That was when it was mercilessly beaten down by all the monsters present. In a single moment, her summoned monster was at death’s door. It was getting pummeled, screeching in defiance, and Cecile cursed, using Flamethrower. All to get the monsters off the wyvern. 

The orange flames did nothing to stop the beating of her summon until⁠ it was thrown towards her. Cecile was hit by her wyvern, which sent her flying along with it. She rolled along with her monster until they came to a stop. The wyvern was heavily injured, its head was resting on her legs, and it was bleeding everywhere and gasping for air. When Cecile looked up, she saw the three level 180+ monsters looking down at her. 

At that sight, all she could do was pale. 

She didn’t want this, but at the same time, what could she do? 

She was made to stare as one of the large lumbering monsters punched towards her and⁠ was kneed? 

Cecile blinked as she recognized the familiar movement, but before she could process anything, the level-180 monster went flying, hitting a wall with an explosion, and the figure landed. 

“Looks like I made it in time,” she said grinning as she glanced back at her. “Long time no see, Cecile.”

The two monsters screeched and lunged at her, and all Cecile could do was say the person’s familiar name in confusion.

“Amber?” 


Chapter 40.

Zodos swung his staff, hitting a mage that had dared target him. The weakling fell on the ground, and his neck snapped. Ner, on the other hand, was fighting a level 157 Naraka Cerotidae. It was taking awfully long for some reason.

“Splatter!” 

Purple flashed as the monster exploded across the corridor they were in, and Zodos nodded in approval. He wasn’t a huge fan of Ner playing with his opponents, but in this case, he knew that his partner was trying to keep it to himself. 

“No clues on the woman yet, huh?” Ner asked. 

Zodos looked down at the compass. It was pointing in a set direction now. “We will find her soon enough. Let’s go.” 

The two of them set off, walking past the corpses of the people they had just killed. They weren’t seeking battles, but unfortunately, they came for them. Zodos and Nel quickly made their way into a building, intending to short-cut to the next street from the rooftop. They broke the door and ignored the cowering civilians, instead solely focusing on their mission. 

It took them mere seconds for them to arrive and look at their surroundings. Even though the chances were low, both hoped to be able to spot the person they were after. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. 

Zodos and Nel prepared to jump down from the railing when they took notice of a figure. 

He had long hair, and his long ears were twitching. It was an elf, and surprisingly⁠, he had his head craned in the same direction as the compass was pointing, even though he was staring at a wall. It was a detail that neither of them missed. The elf⁠’s eyes were wide with shock. 

“Just how much have you grown, Amber?” the elf asked. 

It was a barely audible whisper. One only Zodos could hear, and all because his class also enhanced his senses⁠⁠. He was the pseudo-tracker of the group, after all, and at a very high level at that. 

The elf nodded to himself and ran. 

“I can’t wait to see.” 

His whisper reached him, and Zodos grinned widely. Then he turned to Ner, who was looking at him attentively.

“So?” his companion urged. 

Zodos looked towards the running elf, laughing to himself. “We might have just found the easiest way to end this mission. He knows Amber.” 

“Then, what are we waiting for?” His companion laughed. “Let’s get that elf.”

Then, the two set off once more. 

* * *

Cecile couldn’t believe her eyes. It was Amber. She was real. It wasn’t some sort of apparition but rather her companion, her real companion. After two weeks of being missing, she had returned as if nothing had happened. She had so many things to say to Amber⁠—to scream at her—and yet she couldn’t find it in herself to be angry anymore. 

“What, cat got your tongue?” she teased. 

Cecile had no words for the woman, and that was because she could no longer see Amber’s level. 

[Warrior. Lvl ???]

“Amazing,” Cecile whispered. 

Amber had crossed the barrier to level 150, Cecile was sure of it. 

But her awe didn’t last long as she saw the two shadows looming over her friend. Amber wasn’t even looking in their direction, which made Cecile scream out her name. 

“Amber!” 

And the two gigantic simiasani punched before she even turned, Cecile winced, and Amber⁠ slid across the ground all the way to in front of her. Her boots broke across the sandstone. Finally, she turned, facing the two monsters that were growling at her. 

“You know, I didn’t really get the chance to see how useful the repeated attacks thing actually is.” 

In response, the two monsters roared in anger, and Cecile blinked. 

Did Amber just take the attacks of two level-180 monsters and brush them off…? It was something that had just happened, and yet it was something that she couldn’t understand. Wasn’t she barely level 150? Even if she was their level, she should have shown some sort of reaction…

But that didn’t make sense. When she left her side, she had been level 125, and now… was she way over level 150? It barely made sense if she was just over 150, but now, Cecile wasn’t so sure. 

In two weeks, not only had Amber surpassed one of the biggest hurdles of the Warrior class, but she could rival such strong monsters. It was hard to believe, and yet the proof was right here. The wyvern was tense from her presence, and something about it just seemed immovable. There was also the fact that she wasn’t fazed by the monsters coming after her. Instead, she seemed disappointed. 

The two primates arrived, punching again. Cecile winced as a loud bang echoed along with an explosion of dust, and yet, as her eyes re-focused, she saw that Amber remained unmoving in front of her. This time, she hadn’t moved an inch. She was wholly uninjured, her body lightly shining with some level of light. 

A body-enhancement skill? Cecile blinked. But… why is it so strong? Is it a one-time effect?

Amber looked down at herself. Her armor was dented, and she had some blood trailing down her mouth, but other than that, she seemed unaffected. 

“Man, you two are weak even compared to those level 170s after the Abyssal Briroar. Are your levels inflated or something?” 

Weak…? These level-180 monsters were weak…? Cecile blinked. They are anything but weak… Yet it seemed to her that she was almost toying with them, but this couldn’t go on because…

The Darkness Artkil from earlier burst through the wall, followed by two more companions of its kind. The sight made Cecile gulp. There were now five monsters over level 150. Then, the third angry giant simiasani returned, its face bruised. And all Cecile could do was pale. She was backed against a wall, her wyvern was unable to fight, and Amber was the only thing standing between her and all of these monsters. 

[Darkness Artkil. Lvl. ???]
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[Darkness Artkil. Lvl. ???]

“We should run,” Cecile said hurriedly. 

“And let your monster companion die?” Amber sounded confused. “No. Also, if we let these monsters go, they’ll kill people I worked hard to save.”

“People you worked hard to save?” Cecile blinked, and then she turned to look into the distance, only to see a trail of monster corpses. 

What the… 

She then turned to the group of six monsters, which oddly enough were having a stare down contest with Amber. In fact⁠, they seemed tense. However, it didn’t last long. The first one to act was the already injured simiasani. The one that Amber had kneed. With a loud roar, it became enveloped in a golden light, and its speed tripled as it punched forward. 

Cecile shivered, and yet she could’ve sworn she saw Amber grin as a familiar gigantic sword appeared in her hands, and silver flames erupted. She didn’t so much as swing but rather just let the monster collide with the edge of the weapon and⁠—

Blood exploded. The monster’s fist was sliced in half as the sword went past its arm, a large chunk of burnt flesh went flying, hitting the wall next to Cecile. The simiasani shrieked in deep pain, reeling as its blood sprayed. Cecile paused, but before she could even say anything, Amber swung her arm.

A flash of white hit the simiasani. It cut deep into its flesh before it exploded with a burst of blue fire. Pieces of flesh flew in the air, and the other five monsters reeled away from the explosion. And all Cecile could do was open her mouth in shock. 

“But that’s not… flamethrower… That’s…” She swallowed before trailing into a whisper. “Magic…” 

Amber wasn’t a mage, so why? However, the five monsters didn’t seem as impressed; instead, they chose to rush her all at once. The first simiasani that had been badly injured pulled back, clutching at its wound as it fell to one knee. But Amber didn’t focus on that, and neither did Cecile. Instead, she warned Amber.

“Behind you⁠.”

Amber slashed, and a Darkness Artkil was decapitated, its head sent flying as its corpse fell lifeless to the ground. 

“What…”

It was the very same monster that had terrorized her for so long, and now, it was dead just like that. 

Cecile snapped her gaze to look back at Amber as she did a spinning kick, hitting another Darkness Artkil and sending into a building. It was with a lot more strength than Cecile had ever experienced before, and Amber’s body remained shining with light. It was still enveloped by the enhancement. 

However, it didn’t stop there. She smiled and moved her arm again⁠, but this time an iridescent slash came out—one that exploded into purple flames⁠. Sure it had been weaker than the other thing, but it still sent the other Darkness Artkil crashing into a wall, temporarily putting the two artkils out of battle. 

“So I can replicate it with Inexorable Manipulation. Good to know.” Amber smiled. 

It must have been one of her new skills, but if she could now use blue and purple flames, Cecile couldn’t help but wonder what the hell her class was. She wanted to know, and yet⁠ as Amber clashed fists with one of the simiasani monsters and the monster lost the contest of strength, being pushed back multiple steps, Cecile realized something. 

She realized that she couldn’t even ask about her class because she had no right to. The person before her was still her friend, but… 

Amber headbutted the other simiasani away⁠⁠, causing a loud bang to echo as it was repelled. 

Now, Amber was on a different playing field entirely. Cecile felt a sense of inferiority pass through her as the simiasani that lost half of his arm finally acted. It pounced upon Amber, and that’s when Cecile saw a figure come out of the alley. A mage. 

“Why are you all taking so long⁠—”

The simiasani was punched, hitting the wall right next to the mage as he blinked. Then he turned to Amber and immediately paused.

“Y-You are alive, even though we sent you to that monster?!” 

Amber grinned. “Yep.”

Without pause, she slashed at a Darkness Artkil⁠ that had just appeared. Blood exploded, and its two halves went flying as the mage just stared on in sheer shock. It had been the one that was injured earlier. 

“What… Your level is…” The mage gritted his teeth, raising his staff as it shone. “Use everything! Kill her!” 

The simiasani next to the mage let out a feeble roar and died, much to the shock of Cecile⁠. It had only received three attacks after all. Meanwhile, the two simiasanis that were still injured from the short exchange seemingly snapped out of their stupor and immediately used body-enhancement skills. At the same time, numerous roars echoed in the surroundings, indicating that more monsters were coming. 

Cecile tensed at that. “Amber⁠—”

“It’s fine. Just watch,” Amber reassured her, completely unbothered by the worsening situation. “Focus on saving your pet.”

My pet…? Cecile was confused before she saw the wyvern whose head was still perched on her legs. She immediately nodded⁠. She couldn’t let the creature of her scroll die like that. So, she summoned a healing potion⁠.

“Oh, and feel free to feed it as many potions as you want. I can remove the curse from others now.”

Cecile was stunned by Amber’s statement but didn’t question it. Instead, she poured a healing potion into the wyvern’s throat. The creature accepted it, its gaze seemingly full of gratitude, and Cecile hesitated but then ultimately chose to use more healing potions, gradually improving its condition with each one. 

Meanwhile, the two simiasanis pounced upon Amber, all while the last Darkness Artkil exploded from the walls it had been blasted through. It had been the one that was kicked away. In a single instant, she was surrounded and being attacked. The mage also pointed his staff and Amber raised her hand as a spark of blue fire flashed. 

“You know, if this was before I advanced, I would’ve struggled, but now.” She chuckled. “It’s nothing, Flamethrower.”

And a torrent of blue and purple fire exploded, consuming the monsters. 

Cecile winced. She didn’t understand why Amber’s voice carried an ethereal quality to it when she spoke the final line, but the heat was suffocating. Even the wyvern thrashed in fear when it happened despite being completely and utterly paralyzed. When the fire cleared, a panting mage remained. All of the surroundings, however, were covered in a layer of char. 

His clothes were half-burnt, and a ring on his hand⁠ shattered into dust. His eyes, however, looked full of fear. 

“Teleport⁠! Summon!” 

The mage immediately appeared dozens of meters away, along with a horde of monsters, all while even more monsters from behind approached. This time, the monsters weren’t too strong. All were ones that Cecile could see the level of, but there had to be at least a hundred of them. 

Amber frowned for a moment, and Cecile grew nervous, but then she spoke.

“I guess I can’t just keep doing it like this. I am a berserker, after all⁠.”

Then she brandished her sword and appeared in front of the crowd.

“What⁠—”

She slashed, decapitating the mage, his barrier; breaking. All the monsters pounced on her, and what followed, Cecile could only describe as a massacre. 

Monster parts flew—heads⁠, organs⁠, blood. Everything that came her way was killed one way or another—sliced in half, torn by a kick, or even headbutted and killed. The monsters stood no chance, and when the few that remained tried to run away, they got hit by a flash of white, followed by a blue explosion. 

The battle lasted less than thirty seconds, and yet what remained was nothing but entrails. Then, finally, Amber turned towards her. Cecile nearly flinched as her friend approached and pointed her finger. 

The wyvern screeched for a moment before it shivered and⁠ became mobile again. It hurriedly got up from Cecile and also hissed at Amber, but her friend paid the large majestic creature no mind. Instead, she turned to Cecile. 

“Where is Asil?”

Cecile blinked, parsing through her friend’s words. She had been momentarily terrified, but seeing her familiar and gentle resting expression relaxed her enough to think rationally. 

“Asil?”

“An elf?” Amber inquired. 

A sigh left Cecile. “It has been years since I met one. I have no idea what you’re talking about, Amber.”

In response, the brown-haired woman frowned, which made Cecile tense, but Amber simply looked off in the distance. There was not a single monster alive in the vicinity.

“So, he’s still around in the city. Probably got tangled in some battles then.” She clicked her tongue. 

“Right.” 

Cecile wasn’t sure what Amber was talking about other than some kind of new friend⁠. She didn’t know if he was the reason Amber disappeared, but Cecile didn’t dwell on that. Instead, she took a deep breath.

“Amber, we should run away from the city. There are way too many people, and the army is probably reaching the city. We cannot stay here, even as powerful as you are.”

She winced saying that, but contrary to her expectations, Amber nodded.

“I know. Thankfully, we have the perfect escape route.” She gestured at the Wyvern of Destruction. “I’ll save Asil, and other people, and then we shall leave.”

Cecile turned towards the wyvern. It was big, but at most⁠, if people clung to its claws and other body parts, it’d be able to carry just over a hundred people. Yet, it was still an escape route, but Cecile didn’t want to just save anyone. Not at first, anyway.

“I know it’s selfish, but can we save Narnt first? Unless you know where Asil is…” She knew it was selfish.

“Sure.” Amber nodded. “Let’s go then.”

Cecile blinked before she was pulled by the hand at extreme speeds, making her scream⁠, all while the wyvern followed after her in a panic.

* * *

The more that Amber traveled through the city, the more death and perdition she saw. Even though she was acutely aware of things and tried to protect the people⁠, most were dead on the way towards the doctor’s house. But the ones that were saved were left to be escorted by the wyvern. 

Hopefully, it’s not too late. She was barely used to death, but this much was getting to her, so she really hoped the doctor would be alive and thriving. There was only one way to find out⁠.

Amber broke through the wall of his house, only to confirm what Crimson Sense was already telling her, the fact that there was nobody there. However, just as she frowned, she heard distant screams. They didn’t resemble the doctor’s, but she still moved, all while Cecile asked her to wait, now on top of the wyvern. 

She broke through a wall and saw a group of people, and they were quickly getting killed by monsters and a mage. And amongst them she saw the person she was looking for. The doctor with dwarfism. Narnt. 

Relief washed over her as she arrived and⁠ sliced a monster in half. Blood splattered over a civilian as he screamed. 

Then, Amber modified her Essence as she used Fulminating Slash, the bright blue blade cleaving through multiple monsters without exploding, which caught the attention of the surrounding monsters, making them look in her direction instead. The civilians gaped. 

“What the…”

“Is she a spellsword?!” 

“An adventurer! We are saved!”

“Amber?!” the doctor called. 

Amber ignored everyone’s cries and instead chopped through the monsters, all while pushing all her body enhancements to the limit to dispose of them as soon as possible. She didn’t want to burn her Essence much, instead choosing to keep it full and only using it for finishing moves to gather the remnants of it on her core. So, she only used it on God’s Physique and Aspect of Crimson. 

Her sword blurred as a bloodbath was made, and the civilians went from cheering to horror, all while Cecile arrived and terrified them even more as she hurriedly explained the situation. 

By the time she was done, she turned to see a very scared group of people atop the wyvern, and the only one who wasn’t afraid was Narnt. 

“Thank you, Amber.” He nodded before turning towards the other people. “I don’t know about these folk, but I’m certainly grateful that I was saved from certain death by you.” 

It was clearly a jab, but it caused the rest of the civilians to hurriedly thank her—something that Amber somewhat appreciated, though the admiration in his eyes was still present. Cecile also seemed to be looking at her differently, but while Amber would have normally teased her, she had better things to do. 

She closed her eyes and listened to the monsters in the distance. There were many more people to be saved. She also wanted to save the members of the expedition if possible, but mainly wanted to find Asil. Her heart began to race from all the noise. 

So after a moment to calm herself down from all the chaos, she set off again. 

* * *

She saved people on the way to the city center, and when she finally arrived, she saw a woman and a man fighting a group of monsters. They were protecting a small family, and both of the people were familiar. One was Kaz, the expedition leader, and the other was Riya, and both… both looked absolutely battered. 

There were three dead mages around as well as dozens of monster corpses. 

“Backstab!” Riya flashed behind a monster and pierced with her dagger, yet all it did was do a shallow stab as she teleported out. 

Needless to say, they were well on their route to dying with how exhausted they were, but Amber was there. Thankfully. 

She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and landed on top of a monster, then she stabbed with her hand⁠. She dug into its spine and pulled, breaking its neck just before it could get to Riya. The familiar woman shrieked in shock.

“A-Amber?!”

She paid her no mind, instead sending a modified Fulminating Slash to save the expedition leader, decapitating the other monster. All of the beings present were about level 140 and 150, which was something that they couldn’t easily defeat, but thankfully for Amber, it was all the same. 

She immediately dashed towards the nearest monster, the one that was about to pounce on the small child of the family, and kicked. Its head exploded and splattered across the walls, all while the family looked on with wide eyes. Amber then wasted no time in trashing the next monster by breaking it in half with the Cursewelder. 

“W-When did you get⁠— How did you get so strong?” Riya asked, not understanding. 

In response, Kaz put a hand on her shoulder and shook his head. 

Amber, of course, ignored it all. Instead, she finished off the rest of the monsters in a few seconds, which caused a slight commotion amongst the family that was watching it all. And when she finished the last monster, the wyvern finally arrived, which caused all the people present to tense. 

“Cecile will take care of everyone’s safety, and, of course.” She turned to Kaz and Riya. “I hope you two can help protect the others after you recover.”

Kaz nodded, and Riya tensed. “O-Of course.”

“Where are the rest of the members?” 

At that, the rogue woman went quiet, but Kaz shook his head. 

“We found them dead.”

“I see.”

Amber felt a pang in her heart, but she didn’t let that linger too much. Instead, she said her goodbyes and departed. 

There were about eighty people atop of the wyvern now, and it was practically full, meaning she couldn’t exactly evacuate more people from the city. But, at least, she found people getting helped by guards, too, and the mages seemed to be mostly targeting knights and adventurers. It seemed that Ofril’s main goal was taking over the city rather than razing it to the ground, which helped Amber focus on her last goal. 

Finding Asil. 

She ran out of sight, all while Cecile told her that they would linger around the city center now given it was the farthest away from the oncoming army, which Amber nodded in response to as she went into an alley. 

She was heading to a part of the city she had yet to explore. 

Amber cut through all the monsters in her way, saving people in the process, but she didn’t stop to chat. All she did was act. 

She barreled her way through three more alleys before ending at a plaza. An empty one that seemed devoid of monsters or even humans. 

Just where is he? 

Amber frowned and looked in all directions, Torl was massive, so finding Asil was going to be hard. And she had no way to track him. Finally, she turned towards the rooftops⁠—something that would allow her to see more of the city with greater ease. 

Just as she was about to jump, she heard clapping from the side as she sensed a presence from one moment to another⁠—not even the blood had been sensed earlier. 

Amber turned with a frown only to see a familiar mage. He had a necklace with the twin moons, and his level was…

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

She still couldn’t see it, but she already knew he was a member of the Arcane Council.

“Tracking you proved rather hard. You have my praise for that.” He grinned. “That said, as interested as I am in your growth, we have more important matters to attend to.”

His smile fell. 

“Hand me the cube or else…”

Amber frowned. “Or else?”

She expected the mage to make an empty threat, but instantly, she felt two new presences and the other mage appeared out of the alley. 

“Your friend dies,” the other one said with his husky voice, yanking on a rattling set of chains. 

“Amber, don’t!” 

Amber blinked, seeing Asil bruised and chained up. It was as if he had been beaten until he was unconscious, his eyes were black, his nose was broken, and he was limping. 

“You know, he seems to be quite close to you. It would be a shame if I killed him.” The hunched mage pressed his staff that shone in a purple light, making Asil scream. “He’s quite close to death already.” 

It was a curse that did nothing but inflict pain. 

Amber frowned as the mage holding Asil continued, his voice hissing. 

“So, what will it be, your friend or the cube?”


Chapter 41.

After so long, their chase had finally come to an end. Even though tracking the woman shouldn’t have been that hard, it turned out to be. While getting her mana signal had been hard enough, given they had to find the remains of Ranir to do so, there was also finding her⁠. They had chased her all the way to the Great Desert, and when they finally reached her, she ran.

All the while they had to fight a necromancer and a troublesome accursed monster—one that had injured Zodos and forced him to rest for an entire day due to the plague it carried. Then, after they set off again, it turned out the woman had ended up inside the Grand Dungeon of Torl. Whether she had run there for shelter or went there to train, Zodos didn’t know, nor did he care. 

All he knew was that even after they had ventured a few floors into the dungeon, there was still no sign of her. So instead, they decided to wait for her to return to the city, and now, finally, she was back. They would end this once and for all. As curious as he was, Zodos just wanted to get this mission over with. 

He shivered remembering how angry Master Dargon had been at him, even though he was usually collected. That time, he felt like he was going to truly die. And he didn’t blame the higher-ups for punishing him in such a way for his failure⁠. After all, they had lost a pivotal artifact to their plans. But he had been given a chance at redemption, and he wasn’t going to waste it. He didn’t dare to be cocky, not when it could compromise his mission. 

While he wondered about whether she was affiliated with the red Primordial Spirit of the tower near the capital or the purple primordial of the desert, he didn’t consider it important or a factor right now. He did not plan on capturing her either. In fact, he didn’t even think about killing or taking the elf if she complied⁠—even if said elf knew about the Arcane Council for some reason. All because he had a mission to accomplish. 

“So, will you do this nicely this time around?” Zodos asked. “We will spare your friend and disappear upon obtaining what we want.”

Amber frowned. “And you are telling the truth?”

Zodos laughed at that. “We are on the brink of an invasion of the city. In fact⁠, in just a few minutes, the army will storm this plaza. The last thing we want is to face an army, even if we are strong enough to take a good amount of them. So, what do you say?”

The elf was gritting his teeth. “Amber, it’s better if I get killed⁠; you do not understand what is at stake here.”

Zodos, however, ignored the comment and turned towards Amber, the woman they had been hunting down all this time just to obtain a single object from her. 

“So?”

In response, she extended her hand as a cube appeared, except it looked deformed⁠— almost as if it had parts that slid out of its shape. Other than that, it looked just as unassuming as he remembered. 

“This is what you want, right?” she asked. “It’s kind of broken, but here—”

She tossed it at incredible speed towards Ner. Zodos grinned at that as Ner reached to take it, but at that moment, Amber appeared between Ner and the elf. She kicked the elf away, causing him to grunt, and then she punched Ner with an uppercut, hitting his barrier and instantly cracking it. 

The mage reeled back, and Zodos instantly snapped, raising his staff as Amber caught the cube. 

“⁠You can have it if you kill me.”

“You bitch!” Zodos screamed as his mana flared. He had to kill her, which was why he used one of his strongest spells from the get-go⁠.

Black Lightning! 

He swung his staff, blasting her with a flash of darkness as a thunderous sound echoed. 

The woman took it head-on, having wasted her movement skill. Zodos grinned. That was a clear hit that would most certainly get her in a bad state. The last time they faced her, she was struggling so much against the both of them. Even if she had managed to injure Ner, it was clear to him that she lacked vitality. 

Even if she was now level 160 somehow, his attack would still hurt her considerably. He grinned as the smoke dissipated. Amber stood there, her armor charred and some of her skin superficially burned, but aside from that, she was wholly unscathed. 

She is unexpectedly way too durable. Zodos frowned at that. So, it won’t be easy, and with this impending army…

“Ner, protect me.” 

“Tsk.”

Zodos summoned a blue bead, a mana stone, causing Amber to raise a brow and immediately dash towards him, but Ner was faster. He hit the butt of his staff against the ground as an array of barriers appeared, blocking Amber as she swung, breaking through two at once. All while Zodos charged the marble in his grip. 

Amber used⁠— magic. 

Zodos froze as he saw a flash of white accompanied by blue, all the barriers shattering as the marble on his hand exploded. And then, the blast reached him, breaking through his personal barrier and sending him back with a small grunt of pain. 

But it was done.

Thankfully, the injuries were minor⁠—as terrifying as it had been. Zodos smiled as a blue dome was erected around the plaza, keeping everyone entrapped. The sight of that made Amber pause. 

“Now, you most certainly can’t run. And unless you are level 250, you are most certainly not getting out of this barrier.” He grinned. “You are trapped here with us.”

“Is that so? Kind of annoying that I can’t exactly leave as soon as possible, but will the barrier end when you die?”

Zodos grinned. “Maybe it will, or maybe it has a time limit. Either way, we have ways of leaving, and you, on the other hand, don’t.”

“I see. So, with the necromancer, were you the one to deal the finishing blow or was the other guy?”

Zodos blinked. Was she seriously more concerned about her dead friend than her life? Still, he laughed. 

“I was the one that tortured him to get to know where you went off to. And even as he died, he refused to say anything.”

She frowned. “Guess I'll kill you first then.”

Before he could react, Amber appeared in front of him and reached a blue flaming hand, one that broke through his barrier immediately⁠— Magic…? Zodos blocked with his staff. No⁠, that’s something else… A warrior skill? 

He didn’t understand the nature of the blue fire, but he knew that whatever it was, he didn’t want to be touched by it. Thankfully, he had a whole Legacy Branch and class to help him. First was his class. He was a Lightning-Touched Seeker, a class specializing in lightning spells with some tools to scout for people. 

And because of that he could⁠ Blink. 

Zodos appeared across the barrier and then reached his palm out into the air, his mana wildly gathered as it didn’t have a staff to conduct it. Normally for mages this was a big no-no. It would cause your magic to backfire on you, but for Zodos—he brought his flickering hand and electrocuted himself⁠—it’s just what he wanted. 

His entire body convulsed for a fraction of a second, and already Amber was on him, but he⁠ jolted. His staff easily blocked, and even though he lost the battle of strength, in terms of speed he was⁠—

He headbutted the woman causing her to⁠… not move as a sharp pain banged through Zodos’ head.

Why the fuck is it so hard? 

His physical attributes weren’t even bad! He reeled with a headache as he barely dodged Amber. If it wasn’t for his Legacy Branch, Momentum Dynamo⁠—which increased all of his attributes when receiving electric charges and also healed him⁠—he’d be fucking dead. He estimated a lot of her stats post-enhancements were in the four digits⁠, and more than at just one thousand.

Ridiculous. 

He had the perfect class and the perfect Legacy Branch, yet some no-name girl was stronger than him at a lower level? No, she had to have a flaw. He glanced over at Ner, who had healed himself. Right now, it was a losing battle, but realistically speaking, they were both much higher level than this girl. So, he shared a glance as he raised one of his brows fractionally at him⁠—a signal that made his companion pause but immediately nod. 

“You know, you are much stronger than any mage I’ve fought. Your companion was weak in comparison,” she said.

Zodos clicked his tongue. Ranir would’ve been just as strong as him at this point in time if he hadn’t died, but he didn’t bother to correct the warrior. Instead, he focused on dodging her stupidly fast swings before he hissed.

“Shock⁠.”

A blast of blue engulfed the woman, momentarily stunning⁠, and she cut through the smoke, slashing his chest shallowly. Zodos paused as he saw purple embers and felt his blood thin. A curse. She bore curses. Were the blue flames a curse…? He didn’t know, but he didn’t want to find out. 

Zodos frowned and decided to coat his staff in electricity, constantly shocking the woman, but aside from very small slowdowns, that gradually came to nothing. His attacks didn’t seem to be doing anything really, which aggravated him. Other than having connections with Primordial Spirits, he couldn’t see how she would attain such rare and sophisticated advancements. 

But, that didn’t matter because he would win. 

He glanced over at his companion, who was preparing a spell. Except, it wasn’t exactly aimed at Amber, but at him. Then Amber stomped. 

Zodos flinched, and she stabbed him through the stomach as he paused⁠, seeing a burst of blood. What…? He clicked his tongue as he held onto the sword. 

The woman had a vicious grin, and she whispered, “Flamethrower.” 

“NOW!” Zodos screamed. 

Ner blasted him with electricity as purple fire consumed him. In an instant, the forces threatening to kill him were extinguished. He flared his magic towards Amber⁠—White Breaker⁠—and a blast of white engulfed the woman. It engulfed everything in a cone and caused the barrier in the distance to crack. 

It was an attack that reached well into level 200. 

He grinned as the white dissipated. Panting. Thankfully, his Legacy Branch had completely wiped the curses from his body; otherwise, he would be in quite a bad shape otherwise. Still, he was happy. Even if the woman had survived, she would be very injured. 

Zodos grinned as he saw the smoke clear, and he saw her shoulder. It was bright red, and her armor was missing. 

Still alive but grievously injured⁠. 

She swung as her armor visibly began to regenerate and reconnect as her skin healed before his very eyes. 

“That was stronger than the beam of the Abyssal Briroar or just as strong⁠—good job.”

Zodos and Ner blinked. 

The woman was back to peak form a mere moment later. For a moment, Zodos felt panic, but he quickly gathered himself. His companion, however, seemed to be shaking, and he didn’t blame him. Even if Zodos wanted to underestimate her more. She truly was a monster. Even though he couldn’t wrap his head around her power increase⁠—in fact, it was nothing short of bullshit⁠—he still accepted it. 

She was a monster to be taken down, and he’d bring her body along for investigation. Perhaps they’d be able to glean quite a lot of things. 

“Ner, we are using everything.”

His companion blinked. “Everything, but she is⁠—”

“Treat her as a level 200-plus,” Zodos said sharply, which caused his companion to tense up and nod. 

He was a logical fighter, and that’s why he was the leader of his group⁠—even if only he and Ner remained now⁠—so he didn’t dare underestimate this woman any longer. Instead, he decided that he was going to end her. No underestimation, no anything⁠—perhaps she might not be actually stronger than him, and perhaps she was just using a temporary enhancement of some kind, but none of that mattered⁠ because, at this moment, she was a monster. 

Zodos immediately summoned a cursed tincture, one that carried the Curse of Continuous Volts⁠—something that essentially constantly electrocuted whomever was affected by it. Amber, of course, rushed to stop him, but Zodos braced himself and took the stomp, then chugged it as he barely dodged being beheaded. 

But it didn’t stop there. He used his increased speed to chug a potion of Regeneration, an elixir of Swiftness, and an elixir of Conductivity⁠— he enhanced his body with the alchemy that was specifically made for him. His attributes hit a new high as he easily dodged Amber, and he pointed his staff. 

“Blue⁠—”

Amber looked at him as he tensed, and with her glance, the Curse of Continuous Volts completely shut down⁠— What? 

She slashed, but an explosion hit him⁠, narrowly saving his life as he hit the wall in pain. But for a moment, Zodos was shocked⁠. She had taken control of the curses in his body. 

Still, he didn’t understand why she was targeting him and only him, but soon enough it clicked⁠. Perhaps she remembered⁠ that Ner had a lot of curses at his disposal, and considering she was very obviously a Cursebearer— 

No, it wasn't that. It was the fact that she said she would kill him first as an act of revenge. 

Does that mean she thinks she can easily defeat us? The mere thought humiliated and angered him, causing him to get up as he raised his hand and electrocuted himself again.

His stats spiked, and Amber swung upon him, but this time when he defended, her eyes flickered. 

“On second thought, I’m sure you’ll feel a lot more despair if I kill your companion first,” she said and then appeared right next to Ner. 

She reached for him, breaking through his barrier in a single moment, and Zodos panicked. This wasn’t part of the plan. Considering all their strategies hinged on him killing Amber, this was bad. 

Zodos screamed, swinging his staff. 

“Extinguish!” 

A blast of lightning hit Amber, but she still basically ignored it as she grabbed onto Ner, causing the man to shiver.

“I’ve got you,” she whispered. 

The flames began to consume his companion. 

Shit⁠— 

In response, Zodos took out another tincture with the Curse of Continuous Volts and⁠ threw it. It zipped through the air, hitting Ner and splashing onto him, but Zodos didn’t stop there as he threw other things that manifested curses, all of them aimed at his companion, all while also triggering his Legacy Branch. 

The woman immediately frowned and called out, manifesting a skill that Zodos had never seen before⁠.

“Battery.” 

An explosion engulfed the both of them, one that most certainly terrified him, but one that wasn’t going to work this time around. 

Zodos grinned, and just when the woman was about to use her following attack, she paused, sensing something amiss⁠.

“You are a Cursebearer⁠—”

Ner, in response, grinned, teleporting away and landing next to Zodos. Amber dashed to stop it, but it was too late. 

Ner tapped his shoulder and whispered, “Unleash⁠—”

An explosion of electricity exploded, hitting Amber, and Zodos’ stats skyrocketed. He was a mage in nature, but his classes allowed him to⁠ surpass warriors. He used blink, landing behind Amber as he balled his fist, and then⁠ punched. His Strength stat went well over three thousand as he broke through her spine. 

Then, he pushed⁠. He had to do more. In order to truly kill her, he had to do even more. 

Overload⁠.

The electricity coursing through his body doubled, making him grunt in pain. He became just as bright as a Primordial Spirit, and Amber tried to escape via her dash ability, but Zodos already appeared in front of her and knee⁠d.  

At that moment, he had over 1500% bonus attribute points in all stats. That was what it meant to be a member of the Arcane Council, the perfect classes and Legacy Branches for each individual⁠. It meant that they could fight dozens of levels above their class, and in his case⁠, he could fight a whole advancement above him. 

Amber hit the dome with an ear-shattering bang, causing it to crack like a massive spider web, but he didn’t stop there. Zodos prepared his fist and began to chant. He had to do more. He had to go all in in order to kill this woman. 

He didn’t care if the attack hurt him, if it shortened his life-span, or even if it had a ten percent chance to stop his heart⁠. He didn’t care about anything as his mission became merely killing the woman. 

“[System, grant me thy strength⁠—]”

While to him, his chant was at normal speed, to the outside world it was at lightning speed. 

“[The strength to end this monster, the strength to—]” 

This time, it would kill this woman, now that she had no way to escape. She put her sword and Zodos⁠— 

“[Become Justice]!” 

Punched. 

Her high-tier sword immediately snapped in half, and his fist dug into her stomach with a loud explosion. The barrier that was supposed to contain level-250 attacks exploded, and Amber went flying into a building with a loud rumble. 

Zodos held the pose as his body cooled down. A moment later, he wobbled on the spot. He was level 195, and even then he had to try that hard…

It was ridiculous. 

He let out a deep breath as his partner, Ner, appeared next to him to support him from falling. All while the elf was staring in shock on the sidelines, his eyes completely wide at what he had just witnessed. 

Zodos grinned. “Now it’s time to recover that cube⁠—”

A crack came from the rubble. He blinked as he saw a blue light, and from within, he saw the woman. She was badly burned, and her bones were showing, yet⁠ the flesh was visibly regenerating before their eyes. It was as if she was unkillable. A blue bow of flames was aimed at them. 

The two paled, and she loosed it. 

“Blink⁠—”

“Step⁠—”

The two used their movement abilities, and the arrow hit their spot, causing a rippling blue explosion⁠—one they couldn’t quite run away from. 

Zodos and Ner went flying, hitting a wall and bleeding heavily, burns all over their body. The monster that was Amber stepped out, and at that moment, Overload ended as his attributes halved, and he threw up a mouthful of blood. Zodos looked up at the woman with quaking eyes. 

How is she even alive…?  

Then, he saw her blue flaming bow with another arrow, ready to fire. 

Zodos’ eyes went wide. “You can’t be serious.”


Chapter 42.

Asil couldn’t believe what he had just witnessed. That attack… was something that he was quite certain should have killed Amber, and yet…

She is alive.

He swallowed in awe at the woman aiming her blue bow. It was the same technique he had taught her, and she had perfected it.

In just the span of two days, she had become a terrifying Essence user, and this confirmed it. While he had merely played a part in her development and couldn’t take credit for a lot of it, he still felt his chest swell with pride.

She was a monster now, after all.

He craned his head towards the members of the Arcane Council. One was in better shape than the other, but it didn’t matter, because both of them would soon die.

She loosed the arrow, and she grinned.

It was over.

* * *

Death was coming, and Zodos felt fear. There were so many things he did not understand about his encounter with this monster. There were so many things that needed to be answered⁠—answers that he wouldn’t be getting because he was going to die. This was his end, against a woman much lower-leveled than him, and against a woman who had survived everything he could throw at her.

And so, he accepted his fate.

He had once been an orphan, someone with no aspirations, someone who was destined for death, That was until someone offered their hand.

“Come, I shall take you in and show you greatness.”

Famine had struck his town, his parents had died, and his neighbors refused to take him in, and yet a stranger offered him salvation. It only took one thing in return. It was a dark and dreary night, and there were magic symbols shining⁠—etched in the air along with floating rocks, they were all surrounding him.

And he… he was staring at his savior who had a stoic face.

He lifted his staff. “Zodos, there is no turning back now. Is this what you desire? To serve me? After this, you will never be able to betray me. After this, there is nothing else for you outside of me.”

Zodos nodded. “There is nothing I wish more to do than to serve you, Master Dargon.”

“Good, then accept your destiny, boy.”

Ever since then, he had served the person he was indebted to. He trained night and day, he risked his life, he took in the teachings of the Arcane Council, and finally, he acquired the power to help. But, this wasn’t how he imagined his end. He didn’t imagine he’d fail on something so important to his master. And yet, he had failed. He was soon to die.

Without fulfilling his purpose to his master⁠—

No. Zodos’ eyes snapped open as the arrow loomed. I can’t die without fulfilling such an important duty.

He forced all his skills to activate, commanding them to, even if some were clearly on cooldown, and at that moment, something inside of him snapped.

[Overload has reached 6th Rank⁠—

[Flash Blink has reached 5th Rank⁠—

[Dynamo Spark has reached 5th⁠ Rank⁠—

[Strength Conductor has reached 5th Rank⁠—

[Arc Capacitor has reached 5th Rank⁠—

Over four skills broke the barrier of 5th Rank, and one reached the 6th Rank.

Instantly, Zodos exploded with a burst of electricity, his attributes reached an unprecedented level as his body was pushed to the very limits⁠, and, in an instant, he appeared next to his companion with a single dash, grabbed his arm, and blinked.

An explosion echoed behind as his back was burned, and Ner was panting on the ground as Zodos dropped him, not intending to burn and electrocute his companion more than necessary. All he did was summon a health potion and drop it on him.

His heart was rushing, and as he turned to see the woman walking towards him, he felt his heart rushing. He coughed up blood as he met her gaze.

“You… How are you even alive?!” Zodos gritted his teeth. “That⁠— That should’ve killed you!”

Amber blinked. “It did puncture a hole through my stomach, and it nearly split my body in half, but it wasn’t that hard to heal.”

“What?!” Zodos couldn’t believe what he had just heard.

She took a fatal injury and healed it in the span of three seconds? It… didn’t make sense, but considering her armor was basically falling apart…

“Maybe if you aimed for the head or had just done that from the start⁠—either probably would’ve killed me,” she mused.

Zodos gritted his teeth and dashed to punch the woman. She blocked with her arm as a loud bang resounded.

“You know, you aren’t that hard to read⁠—”

She headbutted, and his world spun. His attributes remained higher than hers, and yet⁠, she punched. Her fist drove into his stomach, and she grabbed onto his arm and pulled⁠ him right into a knee.

Zodos reeled, and then his arm was ignited in a blue and purple fire as he screamed. There was a lot he didn’t understand. From her true strength to the fact she was humiliating him. But he tried to fight back as he kicked, only to be tripped.

“How are you so strong!”

“It’s a secret.” She grinned and then⁠ punched.

Her fist drove him into the ground as it shattered. Rock went flying, and for a moment, he lost vision as the woman craned her head to look in a different direction.

“Your partner seems to be out for now, so…” She turned to look at him as his eyesight came back. “How about I make you pay for how you killed my friend, Ian?”

At her question, Zodos shivered. Her eyes had no sympathy for him. In fact, they were inhumane. Wasn’t Ian just some random necromancer?

“He’s the first person to give up his life to save me, so it is natural I avenge him to the best of my abilities.” She flicked her hand, and the cube he wanted appeared on her palm. “You wanted this right? Here, catch it with your teeth⁠—”

She bludgeoned him, and his jaw broke as Zodos shrieked. His electricity flared as the ground crackled, but it didn’t seem to have an effect on Amber. Instead, she followed up with another hit, then another⁠. The cube constantly shed blood as his consciousness faded in and out.

She⁠—

He couldn’t complete his thoughts, but once more, fear settled into his mind as he screamed, his magic blaring⁠.

“Blast!”

An explosion of electricity hit her. The surroundings evaporated, and Amber’s skin was burnt but healed before his eyes as she hit him again without pause. This was an act of revenge on her part, and while he didn’t understand how significant the plague monster or the weird necromancer had been to her, what he did understand was that he had to survive!

He electrocuted her, unleashing as much of his skills as he could, but aside from burning the woman, it did nothing to stop her from breaking his nose with another hit⁠.

It was too much.

The woman continued to beat at him as his life began to slip. This was his fate. And while he regretted not being able to fulfill his duty to Dargon, he at least had to solace of knowing that eventually⁠ the Arcane Council would kill her due to her connections to Primordial Spirits.

So, he accepted his fate as she hit again.

The woman continued beating him, all while his consciousness gradually faded. This was his end⁠.

He caught sight of a figure holding a vial with bright green liquid, and he threw it. The vial hit Amber and splashed onto her with a sizzling sound, and Zodos recovered just enough to see his partner pulling out another flask, this time with a potion of Regeneration that he threw at him.

“Zodos, survive and⁠—”

“Fuck off.”

She swiped. Ner’s eyes grew wide, and he barely managed to teleport out of the way. The woman scoffed, and just when she was about to stand, Zodos saw something that made his eyes widen.

It was a completely white figure, one that was emitting a subtle purple glow into the surroundings. It was a Primordial Spirit, and he grabbed Ner by the head and ripped.

Zodos flinched as his companion was murdered in cold blood, his spine taken out of his body. But this was an opportunity. Perhaps it was insane to think he could run from a Primordial Spirit, but he had to try. He had to report what had happened here.

What Amber had used hadn’t been magic. That hadn’t been her class either. That had been the alternate energy to the System.

It was something that the Arcane Council was still trying to comprehend, but now, this was a lead right in front of him. And so, he used blink given Amber’s brief distraction.

He appeared as far away from her as possible, but she appeared in front of him.

“Going somewhere?”

She punched⁠, shattering his ribcage and battering his insides. Zodos threw up blood, and before he could react, a fist was driven into his face. He rebounded against the wall as the world spun.

“You seem to be forgetting about your actions, and I’m pretty damn angry, so don’t die just yet.”

Hearing her words, Zodos shivered, and even though he tried to fight back, it was useless. In the end, he could only accept his death and hope the Arcane Council would discover his findings.

Forgive me, Master Dargon, for I have failed.

* * *

Amber closed her eyes for a moment. It most definitely wasn’t her proudest moment, but there was a sense of fulfillment that came with it. The necromancer, Ian, hadn’t betrayed her even until his last moments, even though he could have. Not only that, but he had given up his life for her. Due to it, she had felt a sense of duty to avenge him.

And now, she had done it.

A deep breath left her, and she turned to see Sid’fril who had his arms crossed. At his feet, the Arcane Council member that he had killed lay.

“You took more than I would have liked,” he commented. “I knew you were angry, but that doesn’t excuse how you treated my cube.”

“Right.” Amber wasn’t going to apologize for that. “Why are you here, aside from the obvious reason?”

“To get you to leave. An army is coming, and you will undoubtedly die if you stay here and continue brooding in your thoughts,” he replied simply.

Amber said nothing; instead, she looked at the Arcane Council member she had just killed. She had attained her revenge, even if the fight had been more dangerous than what she had expected. If she didn’t have Inexorable Body, she most certainly would have died. The resistance to continuous attacks had practically saved her.

But she had done it, even if she had exhausted herself more than she would have liked. Finally, she shook her head and touched the Essence emanating from the body before her. She had ensured to finish him off with Fulminating Slash, after all.

Her touch gathered all the Essence in her surroundings, and⁠ it was a lot. She could sense that she was two-thirds into her next level-up. Finally, she moved to loot the two mages.

“I’ve been observing you. You should try to incorporate Essence into your System skills. That way, no matter how you finish an enemy off, you’ll be rewarded.”

“You can do that?” she asked, grabbing the man’s storage ring.

The Primordial Spirit just nodded in response. Amber committed that to memory and then tried to store the ring, which failed, so she just put it on and then began to walk back to where the elf was only to hear a scream⁠.

Amber tensed, and she rushed with a burst of speed, appearing in no time in the plaza, only to see Asil backed into a corner as she saw a familiar Primordial Spirit leaning over with her hand extended, frozen.

It was Val’leri.

“Are you here to seal me away, too!?” Asil freaked out.

“No, I’m not one, the kind of god, to do that.” And she grabbed his hand as he was enveloped with red energy, his wounds immediately healing. “Just healing you. I’d restore your core, but there is a chance I’d kill you, so I shall not.”

“Nor, will I allow you to do that,” Sid’fril said.

And Amber blinked. “Val’leri…?”

In response, the spirit teleported, and Amber was embraced into a hug she didn’t expect. “You terrified me, I thought you were going to die.”

Sid’fril scoffed, and Amber briefly felt lost.

Didn’t Sid’fril hate Val’leri? What is going on?

She quickly was let go as the Primordial Spirit urged her.

“Leave before the army comes.”

Amber slowly nodded. “Are you two⁠—”

“No, I still hate her,” Sid’fril began to explain. “She came here to observe you.”

“Huh, right…” Amber wasn’t too sure what to reply to that, and she didn’t feel like inquiring about some thousand-year-old drama.

Instead, she went to grab Asil, who seemed as tense as ever seeing Sid’fril. He was completely locked up.

“He taught me Essence, so⁠—”

“He’s fine to leave,” Sid’fril said simply. “I planned for him to teach you, and he mostly fulfilled his duties, even if he left a bit too early.”

“Oh.” Amber blinked. “Right.”

On one hand, it was a good plan, but on the other, it still made Sid’fril a terrible teacher. But she decided not to mention that. She turned around and paused, remembering something. She glanced back towards the two Primordial Spirits.

“Who is Ishtar, the Cursed Inexorable Berserker? And why was Essence called Qi in the past?”

Val’leri blinked, and Sid’fril immediately frowned.

“Ishtar is someone you should forget about,” he said simply, yet his voice sounded displeased. “But if you want to research it on your own, go ahead I suppose.”

Meanwhile, Val’leri laughed. “It seems that she saw some interesting visions, revelations, during her advancement.”

Amber nodded. Looks like they aren’t going to tell me anything about it. Then as she was about to turn around, Sid’fril spoke.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“What is⁠—” She felt a tug within her ring. It was as if he had urged the object within to do that. “Right, sorry.”

She let go of Asil for a moment and approached Sid’fril, who stood almost two heads taller than her, and handed over the cube. She also felt slightly bad that she had to be prompted to give it back.

“Sorry it’s in this state. It just happened after I ignited my core… and sorry that I didn’t give it back earlier.” She felt awkward but continued, “And thank you for teaching me Essence.”

Sid’fril laughed. “It’s nice to see you be meek for once, and you are welcome.”

Amber sighed. “I do appreciate it.”

She got a nod in return, and then she turned to Val’leri.

“Thank you for coming to see me as well.”

“You’re welcome. Just so you know, if you ever come back to my tower, you will be offered the option to appear on the final floor rather than climb it. So, feel free to swing by any time.” She smiled.

Amber felt happy at that, and Sid’fril continued, “Once this war blows over, you should come here as well. You should be able to sense my oasis now.”

She blinked. “Okay, I will, too.”

The two spirits seemed to share a chuckle at that and then said their goodbyes. Amber bid them well and set off with the very tense Asil, but as soon as they were out of sight, she ran, finally breaking the elf out of his stupor. She could already hear the battle encroaching, and while she hadn’t taken more than two minutes to kill the man of the Arcane Council and speak with the primordials, she still had to hurry.

She reached the plaza with Asil in no time, but even then, she could hear alarmed voices.

“Hurry, let’s leave!”

“The army is coming!”

“We can’t wait for your friend!”

Thankfully, Amber arrived, sparing Cecile the situation, who seemed really relieved. Narnt scoffed at the people.

“She saved our lives, douchebags.”

Some lowered their gazes while others retorted, but Amber ignored all of that. Instead, she rushed to the wyvern and flung Asil along with her to its neck.

As soon as she did that, the wyvern immediately flapped its wings and set off, not needing a command to do so.

The large beast was filled to the brim with people, but Amber still found a spot to sit, all while Cecile gave Asil a surprised look for a brief moment before a worried look at Amber.

Amber blinked, looking down at her completely battered armor and blood-covered body.

“Are you… okay?” Cecile asked.

“Yeah I just fought some level 190 mages. It’s fine,” she reassured.

But Cecile just blinked. “Are they coming after us?”

“No, I killed both of them. Well⁠, technically, I killed one, and the other died of other causes.”

She didn’t think saying a Primordial Spirit intervened was a good idea, but nevertheless, her words seemed to stun Cecile.

“You killed level 190 mages and are fine…?” The merchant blinked. “Just… what kind of monster have you become?”

Amber didn’t have a reply to that, and Asil had been quiet after meeting the gods; evidently, he was still suffering from emotional whiplash, especially after meeting Sid’fril face to face. So, she decided to give him time.

Cecile seemed too stunned to say more, so instead she looked down at the city. They were still flying overhead, and even though they were quite high in the sky, Amber could see the army down in the alleyways, fighting against the soldiers of the Grand City of Torl. It was a grim sight. While she was kind of used to death by now, at this scale, it still made her feel some level of sadness that she didn’t quite understand.

Amber turned to the edges of the city where the army was pouring in. There were dozens of thousands of soldiers invading. Thankfully, Amber was sure that Sid’fril wouldn’t let them take over his tower or anything, so that helped her thoughts a bit⁠—

Then a spell flew into the air, missing the wyvern.

Amber looked down, and she saw easily over a thousand mages aiming their staves in the air. She paused as Cecile called out⁠, “Mages protect us!”

Asil tensed at that and raised his staff. She also saw a few people in the crowd raise some staves, and a barrier was erected, protecting the wyvern. Numerous spells passed, and some hit the shield, but for the most part, it seemed fine, which relieved Amber. Even if the civilians were screaming in terror.

Still, they are attacking us? That seemed ridiculous.

She looked down at the flurry of spells. It seemed that she had underestimated how bloodthirsty the nation of Ofril was. That said, Amber also disliked that she lacked the ability to protect everyone here⁠. She didn’t have a barrier, after all. For a moment, she considered lending her Essence to Asil, but she didn’t have the time to because⁠ the barrier shattered⁠.

The wyvern screeched as an explosion of fire engulfed it, and Amber sensed curses—ones she immediately absorbed and shut down. However, now, everyone was screaming in a panic, and the wyvern was injured as well.

Cecile blanched, and Amber looked down only to see a squad of mages gathered. They wore completely different armors, and they were preparing a new big spell⁠—

Amber frowned and stood up, slowly walking past Cecile who looked at her weirdly. Thankfully, she knew what to do, and it was because now, she had changed, even if she wasn’t a mage, and even if she didn’t have a barrier, she still had a new Essence Skill. Amber clapped her hands and pulled them apart, making a bow of blue fire.

Cecile paused. “Wait, what are you doing?”

Amber ignored her, aiming down as she pulled with an already-made arrow of flames. Thankfully, her Essence was full after killing the members of the Arcane Council, which meant she could go all-out.

The air twisted, and Asil also paid attention.

Thanks to her Core Advancement, it took less than two seconds for the arrow to gather its full power. Everyone was staring at her, but Amber just took a deep breath, then the mages⁠ fired.

A gigantic fireball was hurled, and Amber smiled to herself.

Primordial Blazing Bolt⁠.

She loosed it.

The blue arrow streaked through the air like a shooting star, breaking through the fireball as she saw the people on the ground panic⁠. Some teleported away, some made a barrier⁠, and then it hit.

A blue explosion engulfed everything, going over fifty meters into the air, and with a blast radius of similar size. In a single moment, a section of the army lost formation, and hundreds of people died.

Amber shook her head and sat back down as notifications came, all while everyone just stared at her in silence.

Moments later, all the spells stopped, and the mages ignored them, allowing them to leave the Great Desert in peace.

Later, she went on to look at her notifications, completely skimming the hundreds of kill notifications. Instead, she focused on what mattered. She smiled at the fact that General Weapon Mastery had reached 4th Rank, and she also noticed the fact she got the full experience for the curse mage.

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 195].]

For defeating an enemy 35 levels above your own you have received bonus experience!

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 193].]

For defeating an enemy 30 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have defeated a…]

…

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Inexorable Momentum has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 5.]

[Inexorable Body has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 5.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Curse Battery has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 4th Rank level 2 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 8 to 9.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from level 6 to 7.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 8 to 3rd Rank level 9.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 2 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 2 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 2 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 4.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 6 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[⁠General Weapon Mastery has reached 4th 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 your opponent’s, parrying and deflecting becomes three times easier.

4th Rank ⁠— You gain a deeper understanding of your weapon and technique, optimizing it to make your weapon have 50% more durability and 20% more sharpness. ]

[You have reached level 160. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 164. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]


Chapter 43.

Amber closed her eyes for the most part, or at least as much as she could. The people on the wyvern had fallen into silence after it had flown far enough from the Grand City of Torl. And she didn’t blame anyone. She was still processing the scale of what had just happened. It was her first time seeing a war or invasion of any kind, after all.

The plague was also quite bad… Amber reminded herself of the signs of rot she had witnessed. It was all so foreign to her, but she also felt like she needed to experience everything she had seen, even if it upset her to do so.

Of course, she had been mostly over the whole killing thing. In the end, the world of Vir worked vastly differently from Earth, and while she mostly took it all in stride, it was still something she was still working to accept⁠—and it was going to be a long process.

But for now, she could do other things, such as assuage the people who she was traveling with. The first person that came was Cecile, who seemed uncertain. They had yet to leave the desert.

“So, do you know what we’ll do with everyone?” Amber asked in a quiet voice, but even then, her question gave Cecile pause.

The merchant seemed tense for the longest time before she shook her head. “I do not. Obviously, we’ll get them out of the Great Desert, and very obviously, we cannot abandon them either. They’ve lost their home, after all.”

Amber agreed with that and took in her statement. Thankfully, she was someone with influence in the world of Vir, so she had an idea of what to do⁠—or, at least, what she should do.

“I’ll deal with it or, at least, offer a solution,” Amber said simply.

Cecile glanced up, stunned for a moment before having a realization. “Right, with your status, you might be able to do something.”

She nodded and then looked up at the people present. They all looked rather collected given no one was talking, but if one looked closer, the fear everyone was feeling was quite evident. While Amber wasn’t quite sure if what she was going to say later today would help everyone, she at least hoped that it would help the people here weigh their options.

However, that was going to wait because the invasion had just ended.

It was better to wait for people to accept reality first—as much as it would suck.

So, Amber kept things to herself for now. At the same time, Cecile finally decided to try to start talking to Asil.

“So, you are Amber’s friend?”

“Something like that,” he said solemnly. “You must be Cecile. She asked me to apologize to you about her disappearance when I met you…”

* * *

The wyvern wasn’t slow by any means, but it still was going to take two days and two nights to reach the edge of the Great Desert, and while the first night had been okay, the second… well, not so much.

Amber walked through the incredibly makeshift camp created from Cecile’s resources. There were people crying and some consoling each other, while others just looked dead inside.

“My baby is…” a woman wailed.

A man gritted his teeth. “I’ve lost everything. Just how am I supposed to do anything…”

“I miss Mama…” A child embraced his father.

All in all, it was bleak, and Amber realized that her announcement couldn’t exactly wait any longer, even though she thought it was better to sort it out in the town at the edge of the Great Desert⁠—mostly since it was a great departing point for those who wished to go to other nations inside the desert instead.

Still, Amber had to act now. So, she stepped past all the people as she headed towards the center of the camp, catching multiple looks. Some even muttered thank yous her way, but she ignored them.

Instead, she reached the bonfire, and Amber took out the now-repaired Cursewelder and dug it into the ground before standing on top of its guard. Then, she took out the Firecursed Sword and hit it against the Cursewelder to get everyone’s attention with the metallic clinks.

“What is she doing…?”

“Look, Dad, she’s the one who saved us!”

“Why is she…?

Eventually, she got everyone’s gazes on her, and then she coughed. I suck at public speaking, but…

“I know that many of you lost your homes and have nowhere to turn to,” she began solemnly, getting even more attention and causing some people to despair again. “Which is why, I will offer my help to those who want to leave the Great Desert.”

“Why would we leave? We have nothing out there!” someone called.

Amber shook her head. “With what Ofril is doing, I wouldn’t feel safe leading a normal life in any of the other nations. That said, I’m not here to judge anybody. I am here to offer a choice.”

Her words hung in the air for a moment before she continued.

“Which is why I will offer everyone the chance to come along with me to Cytel, the capital of the Kingdom of Cytel. I am friends with the king, so I can most definitely convince him to offer you all jobs and places to stay.”

At what she said, there was only silence followed by skepticism.

“There is no way you are friends with the king⁠—”

“No, I know her, she is known as the hero of the kingdom!”

“That’s right!”

Discussions broke out as Amber just stared. However, it seemed to her that even though a lot of people were initially skeptical, they quickly accepted their positions and nodded. Evidently, it had gone well.

“That said, those who wish to depart to the other nations will be assisted by being given a worm-horse upon reaching the town at the edge of the Great Desert.”

She received a small number of nods. Now, a good portion of people were looking at her with admiration, and while some wanted to leave, they still looked at her with respect.

It went great.

Amber smiled and hopped down, taking her swords along with her while people discussed her amongst themselves.

* * *

Only about a dozen people chose to remain in the Great Desert, while close to seventy remained on the wyvern. Amber had paid for some food and supplies as well as the purchasing of worm-horses. All in all, it had cost her twenty gold or so, which she did not mind paying for.

After that, they set off for Cytel, and while at first the journey was quiet and Cecile and Asil occasionally talked, eventually, she was approached by Cecile who wanted answers.

“So, I’ll cut to the chase: where did you disappear to?”

“That is complicated,” Amber pondered. “For starters, I went to kill the source of the plague, and I did.”

Her eyes went wide. “Wait, you did what⁠?”

“Then I almost died to some mages, but I was saved, and my rescuer planned to use me for some ransom to get some of my friends to give him something, and when my friends refused, he wanted to kill me. So, I befriended him, and I got thrown into the Grand Dungeon instead,” Amber explained.

She was quite proud of how straightforward her explanation had been actually.

“Oh, and there I met Asil, who was chained up for a few hundred years.”

Cecile meanwhile looked completely spaced out. After a few moments, she shook her head.

“I wish you were joking, but I know you aren’t.” She massaged her forehead. “Just… I just do not understand what you are…”

Amber tilted her head. “Human, of course. I’m Amber, too, I guess.”

“That’s not human,” Cecile weakly protested. “But I guess if I could evolve to become an Amber-type human, I would take it.”

Amber raised her brow and chuckled at that; Cecile just scoffed.

“Just don’t forget about me when you become god or whatever.”

“I won’t, I won’t,” she reassured.

Asil laughed at the interaction, mostly listening in the background, which caused Cecile to lash out at him.

“What’s so funny? I bet you can’t even match up to her!”

“That I cannot.”

Amber shook her head at their interactions. At least the atmosphere had become mostly normal, all things considered.

* * *

By the time they arrived at the edge of Cytel, the wyvern bid his farewell with a bow and disappeared, disintegrating into nothing more than light. A sight that made Cecile oddly sad.

“Do you want to look for him?” Amber asked.

“Unfortunately, it was dead already. Its soul was bound to the scroll,” she said.

Amber pondered for a moment. “I see; I’ll see if I can tame a wyvern for you in the future.”

Cecile laughed at that. “It’s fine. Let’s just deal with the situation for now.”

With those words, she went to talk to the refugees. Amber stood there for a few more seconds, thinking over recent events. The journey back had been fast thanks to the wyvern, but even then, it had still taken two whole weeks to get back.

I wonder what became of Torl, and what Sid’fril is doing… Amber looked at the sky. Hopefully, the civilians who survived have readjusted…

She shook her head and then followed after Cecile. Everyone was asked to stick in a group and follow after Amber and Cecile. Asil followed close behind, while Riya and Kaz stayed at the back just in case anything happened.

With that formation, they marched to the capital, and while people wanted to stare at its magnificent walls, Amber paid them no mind and even skipped the line with confused merchants to arrive before the guard.

The guard immediately blinked.

“Y-You are the Duchess, Hero of Cytel, Amber, correct?”

She nodded and gestured behind her. “Yep, and I need all these people to be let into the city.”

The guard momentarily paused, and after a lot of deliberation, he nodded.

“King Octavius did tell us to go along with anything you requested. But may I inquire about their origin?”

“Oh, the Grand City of Torl just got besieged, and these people are refugees,” Amber explained.

“Wait, what?”

She ignored his reaction and walked past him, gesturing at the refugees to follow after her. All while the people pointed in her direction and protested.

Amber, of course, did not care. She hardly ever used her status as a noble, but this was the time to abuse it. So, she waltzed through the city and ignored every guard by telling them that she was the Hero of Cytel and whatever. Eventually, this turned into the refugees all having a group of guards escorting them.

Pretty much the entire city watched as she headed to the castle, and once she reached it and explained the situation to the guards, who were unaware of what happened in the Great Desert, she was let through, along with all the refugees.

Finally there, she departed from them to seek the king along with Cecile and Asil, the refugees stayed behind. And as they passed through the palace halls, they got weird and strange looks. Some guards waved at Amber, but most were focused on Asil’s ears.

Eventually, she reached the king’s chamber, which had a whole entourage of guards at the front.

“Halt,” one of them said.

Amber and the others stopped in front of him.

“I want to see the king.”

“I’m afraid that is not possible.” The knight shook his head. “Unfortunately, your audience will have to wait. Even if you are the Hero of Cytel, we cannot make an exception about this.”

Amber blinked. “Is something very important happening?”

“That is correct, you see, multiple nobles from all across the kingdom have returned in light of the events following the demon summonings. All to ensure the capital is reinforced and safe for the citizens.”

“Right…” 

Amber didn’t really expect the events that happened right after she left the tower to cause this, but she supposed it made sense. However, I can’t really let the people wait around for that long.

“And for how long will his meeting go on?” she inquired.

The knight frowned and thought to himself. “That, I’m not⁠—”

“What are these nobodies doing here?” a voice asked from the distance.

Pretty much everyone turned in unison, only to see a man with a staff walking towards them. He was dressed in frilly clothes, and his hair was well-groomed. He looked to be slightly older than Amber, but not by much.

[Mage. Lvl. 155]

He was surprisingly above level 150. Amber raised her brow at him as the knight hurried to explain.

“Ah, Lord William, Duchess Amber was just inquiring about the meeting.”

Lord William? Amber raised her brow as the man stood in front of her and examined her.

“Duchess? She looks like a knight⁠.” He blinked. “Oh, I remember, now. You must be that Demonkiller. A noble of humble origins, correct?”

“I suppose?” Amber said. He had a haughty atmosphere to him.

“Anyway, what brings you here?”

“There are some refugees from the Great Desert who need shelter⁠—”

“Oh, from the war?” William raised his brow; it seemed like he knew what she was talking about. “Why did you bring them here? Is something wrong with you?”

Amber frowned. “Something wrong with me?”

William scoffed. “It must be because you were once a commoner, but here, a piece of advice for you: do not involve the politics of other countries with Cytel.”

“I was in the Grand City when it happened—”

“Did I stutter?” He glared.

This asshole. Amber frowned and turned to the knight. “So, when will the meeting be done?”

“In about two hours I believe,” he said with a bead of sweat trailing down his head.

“And now you ignore me. Do you lack the brain to comprehend?” he asked annoyingly. “No surprises there, you are a warrior above 150.”

Amber looked back at him, and the man was shaking his head, annoyed.

“I’ve heard stories about you, but I’ve always been doubtful. Whether it was your feats or your duels, you were much lower-level than then. But I’m skeptical, and I want to see for myself. I want to see if the ‘Great Hero of Cytel’ is all that she is made out to be.”

“What?”

“Did I word it too poorly for you to understand?” He raised his brow. “I want to duel you. I want to see if your current level is real or if it’s a sham, and I want to defeat you because I am clearly better than you.”

Amber blinked. “Are you stupid?”

“Oh, no, you are the stupid one. I, on the other hand, am a genius.” He laughed before producing a trinket with the picture of a man with combed hair and a black beard. He had a sharp gaze. “Do you know him?”

“No?”

William grinned. “He is my father, Zizel Bankal, and he is one of the most influential dukes in all of Cytel. One word from him and the refugees will be vetoed from the capital. And if that happens, then all your efforts will be in vain. You said you were there during the war? That means your journey of two weeks will go to waste.”

He continued, “If I were to speak with my father, it would be a shame.”

Cecile blinked, and Asil looked annoyed, while Amber glared at him. She didn’t know where this William had come from, nor who this Bankal family even was, but she understood that he needed to be put in his place. And if she was being offered the opportunity?

She was going to take it.

“Very well. I’ll kick your ass.”

William grinned. “I, the heir of the Bankal family, recognize your valiance.”

She paused as she realized the man had taken out his staff. Even the knights seemed surprised.

“Get the barrier mages before it’s too late,” the nobleman commanded.

The knights stiffened, and one of them bolted, all while William met Amber’s gaze.

“I heard you took a Divine Artifact from our kingdom. I’d like it back. My father told me a lot about you, and even though he seemed sincere in his praise, I don’t buy it one bit.”

Amber smiled, ignoring part of his comment. “I’d rather give it back to the Primordial Spirit that made it. If she wants it, I’ll gladly give it back to her.”

He scoffed. “As if someone as lowly as you would get to meet a Primordial Spirit. Someone like you does not have such rights.”

So, only a select few people know about me meeting Val’leri it seems. Amber didn’t mind that.

“The mages are coming. Any last words before I strip you of your title, Grand Hero of Cytel?”

Amber blinked. “Yeah, why the fuck are you so annoying?”

William frowned at that. “You wench…”

Shortly after, four mages arrived, and a barrier was erected around the hall. Ensuring they didn’t destroy anything.

Amber raised her brow. “Are you seriously so desperate to lose that you want to fight me here?”

“I am desperate to show you your place, yes,” he said simply. “Once I’m done with you, not even this near-level 200 barrier will be able to contain me.”

Uh-huh. Oddly familiar words for her. She watched as William gathered magic at his staff, and it seemed to be some sort of light magic.

“Die now!”

He slashed his staff as if it were a sword, and a blast of light came for her, but Amber just stepped to the side as William screamed.

“You!”

He conjured more magic, but it was easily evaded.

“Phony who only knows how to dodge. How about you fight me like a real warrior!?”

Amber sneered and appeared in front of him and headbutted. A barrier flashed, but it shattered, and he was made to stagger as he barely evaded the hit.

“Bullshit!”

A blast of light hit her, which made her back off. But she was practically unscathed. Meanwhile, William was letting out a breath.

“It seems that I’ve underestimated you, but worry not. Because not only will I win this duel and ensure my father takes care of those pesky refugees, but I’ll also ensure that you pay the price for offending me here.”

“Go on.” Amber’s annoyance was quickly reaching a new peak.

He grinned. “I know a fair bit about you, you know? Commoner who rose to nobility, undeserving of your status. And while your story is well-hidden, I believe I know the reason⁠. You received help from Liz and Velda Starkell, both of whom are Duchesses now.”

He laughed.

“Which is why once I take my father’s title, I will raze the Starkell family to the ground. They made deals with demons and tried to take our kingdom. Their pet monster will be fed to the servants, and the refugees…” He pondered, almost innocently before smiling. “Oh, I know, I’ll kill them and send their heads back as an apology—we cannot get involved with the nation of Ofril, after all.”

It was clearly taunting based on his expression, and yet it grated on Amber. Then, William met her gaze.

“In fact, as soon as we are done here, I’ll inform the king that you are trying to get Cytel in trouble and get those refugees vetoed. Unless you can win, but I wonder what my father will say if that happens?”

Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, appearing behind the mage. He craned his head in shock, and she smiled.

“Why don’t we find out then?”

Her flaming hand reached and broke through his personal barrier before he could teleport out, and she grabbed into his arm, and with her other hand⁠, she punched. She broke through his ribs and headbutted him without Essence⁠, but even then, his nose broke as he let out a pathetic sound.

Then, Amber increased all her attributes to the max and threw the mage across the room to the double doors⁠.

He hit the barrier and shattered it, hitting the doors with a thud as the knights stared in horror at the pooling blood.

Amber didn’t stop there. She strode up to him as the knights parted ways, and she⁠ kicked. The double doors blew open, and she grabbed the mage by the neck as she walked into the large chamber, where there was a large table that took most of the available space.

The nobles present immediately craned their heads, only to react with horror. Meanwhile, Amber scanned the room and quickly found William’s father. She tossed his son over to him. The mage flew across the room and landed on the desk of his father, and Amber spoke flatly.

“You should teach your kid some manners.”


Chapter 44.

Amber looked on, silence filling the room, and then the nobleman man who was the son’s father blinked. His eyes were wide in shock.

“What have you just done?” he asked the room, and pretty much everyone had the same expression, even the princess.

Charles was present, and his gaze was also glued toward the fallen mage who was bleeding everywhere. Amber took the chance to see the duke’s level.

[Mage. Lvl. 182]

Much higher than expected but also confusing, she noted in her mind. She quickly cast a glance at the king.

[Warrior. Lvl. ???]

Huh. Appraisal had worked, and as for his level—evidently, it was above 194. Before, she was pretty certain she hadn’t even so much as looked at his level. So, she was briefly surprised, and while she had a lot of questions about the way Cytel worked in terms of levels, now wasn’t the time.

Finally, some healers arrived, and with their magic, they tended to William, who soon coughed up a mouthful of blood before regaining consciousness.

“William?” his father asked with some relief.

William blinked before looking around the room and finally landing his gaze on Amber. He shrieked, “Sh-She attacked me!”

He stood up wobbling, and then turned to the people present in the room.

“She is a savage; she should be stripped of her title!”

People began to mutter amongst themselves as he continued, all while his father looked over at Amber with some annoyance. He seemed hesitant. William turned to a man in the distance, who had gray hair.

“Please, Duke Werdell, I know your displeasure with her promotion, aid me in this!”

The man, Duke Werdell, recoiled, and William turned to an elderly woman.

“Duchess Giana, you expressed your disappointment about her being a brute!”

Giana shook her head in a hurry, and then Willaim turned to his father.

“Father, I know you admire her feats, but she is unhinged!”

And finally, Amber had enough, speaking up.

“But you are the one who asked for a duel. Also, maybe we wouldn’t be in this position if you didn’t threaten my friends, threaten to kill those refugees I brought, and also threaten to strip me of my hero title or something⁠—if you can even do that? Oh, and you also said your dad would take care of it all once he learned of this.”

After, Amber looked at the father.

“So, will you take care of this or…?”

The nobleman flinched and then frowned. His face angrily twisted as he looked down at his son and bellowed, “Just what is wrong with you?!”

William blinked. “But, Father⁠—”

He was slapped across the face by a staff that had just been manifested in thin air.

“Don’t you know who she is?!” The black-haired duke gestured towards Amber. “She is the Demonkiller. She is the woman who killed the demons in the capital when none of us could arrive here on time. She is the person who went to the Great Desert, and now that she is back, she is over level 150!”

He looked at her with some reverence before turning to his son.

“Are you blind? Do you not see her level? Do you not sense her presence? In fact, did you even know it’s been two months, and she’s gotten her level 150 advancement?! Why would you offend her?”

William’s eyes went wide. “Father, I⁠—”

“And she is friends with the Primordial Spirit of the capital, too!”

At that, the whole room went silent as a solemn atmosphere permeated the room, everyone mostly looking at her with admiration in their eyes.

“So, let me ask you: why would you threaten her, and why would you insult her? Why would you do anything like that to her?!”

William was silent, his mouth agape, all while he remained completely and utterly battered.

“Begone! You are a shame on the Bankal family name.” His father shook his head. “Get out of my sight before I do something else.”

“Y-Yes…”

William stumbled and left. He did not so much as look back at Amber, his gaze full of terror and regret. Finally, the father bowed.

“Please, forgive my useless son.”

“Right…” Amber didn’t expect the father to be like this. “I won’t kill him or anything.”

His father seemed to sigh in relief. I believe his name was Zizel?

“Though, if he tries something again, I won’t be as forgiving. I don’t take kindly to being insulted and much less having things I care about threatened,” Amber said sternly. Her message was aimed at the entirety of the room, which caused many of the nobles present to flinch.

“I’ll ensure it doesn’t happen again, and I’ll also find a way to compensate you,” Zizel said with finality.

Amber nodded at that, and then finally, the king coughed.

“Well, well, well⁠… what a flashy return,” he said. “I didn’t think you’d come to throw a half-dead mage into our meeting, but it happened. I’ll appreciate it if you can avoid it next time.”

“No promises.” Amber smirked at him.

The king chuckled. “I couldn’t help but overhear something about refugees. What is this about?”

She blinked. “Oh, I think you all should finish your meeting first, it’s not that urgent.”

However, he shook his head. “Our meeting was mostly concluded, and I think I speak for everyone here when I say go ahead. We can deal with the rest later.”

“That’s right,” the man who had been called Duke Werdell agreed.

“Yeah, what is this about refugees?” Giana also urged.

Another noble spoke up, “We are listening.”

At that, Amber found herself with all the attention on herself⁠. Complete and total attention, those gathered listening to her every word—something she wasn’t quite used to. But given what she had just done, she figured she might as well just go along.

“I’ve just returned from the Grand City of Torl, and I was there when it was attacked by the nation of Ofril, which I assume everyone is aware of,” she said, receiving some nods. “There, my friend Cecile used an item.”

Amber gestured to the merchant who was peering into the room, and she flinched as all the nobles glanced at her, taking note of her for the future.

“She summoned a wyvern, and with it, we left the Grand City, along with just over eighty refugees, though only around seventy or so are with us.”

“Did the rest die?” a noble asked.

“No, they just decided to stay in the Great Desert,” Amber explained. “Anyway, that’s the reason as to why the refugees are here now.”

“Even with a wyvern, though, didn’t their mages target you?” the king asked, frowning. “No casualties there?”

“Oh, no, we had a few capable people such as Asil.” She gestured towards the elf, who was just leaning against the wall.

“An elf?”

“Interesting.”

“Is he an ally of our kingdom?”

Amber ignored the comments and continued, “So, anyway, we made it safe and sound, and now I’m here in hopes to give them jobs and a place to live.”

“In short, you want me to take care of your problem?” The king raised his brow.

“The moment we made her a hero she became our problem,” the princess, Aurelia, said near him.

The king, Octavius, guffawed. “That is true. Very well then.”

He stood up from his seat before looking at Amber.

“However, did you bring a Divine Artifact as promised?”

Amber blinked. “A Primordial Spirit took it.”

“Bah.” The king waved his hand dismissively, not taking her seriously. “You are still in debt then.”

The nobles shared weird glances at the king’s behavior, but Amber said nothing given that was how he usually behaved. Then, as he stepped down the steps, he clapped his hands.

“Our meeting has concluded. Thank you all for coming. I shall attend to these matters now.”

The nobles nodded and slowly left, but not before chatting with Cecile and seeming genuinely interested in her goods. The merchant seemed overwhelmed. Meanwhile, other nobles turned to Asil, who seemed displeased at their requests to hire him.

But finally, they were left alone, or mostly alone as Zizel had stayed behind, intending to do anything to make up for his son’s behavior. The king didn’t say much and instead nodded and walked forward.

“Shall we go and meet the refugees then?”

Amber nodded and followed after the king, Cecile, Asil, and Zizel lagging not too far behind. Meanwhile, the guards were just staring in shock at the events that had just transpired. Finally, Aurelia and Charles also caught up.

“So, what have you been up to, Amber?” Aurelia asked.

Amber raised her brow. “I went to the Great Desert, killed the source of the plague, was chased by near-level-200 mages, and almost died. Got stranded in the Grand Dungeon⁠—” She shook her head. “Anyway, not that interesting.”

Aurelia had her eyes go wide, and Charles coughed.

“I’m ashamed to admit it, but there is no way I can win in a duel against you now.”

Amber turned towards him.

[Absorber Warrior. Lvl. 145]

She was somewhat surprised Appraisal had expanded a bit more on it since with mages all it said was “Mage”, but she supposed that it would get better in a couple thousand years when the skill hit 2nd Rank.

Amber smirked at his question. “You won’t be able to. There are very few people at this advancement who can kill me⁠—I think, anyway.”

“Oh-ho, confident are we?” the king mused. “Not to say that you aren’t strong, I did sense that barrier break, so I do think your statement is quite accurate. But how to put it: you remind me of Val now.”

Amber tilted her head. “Well, yeah⁠. I’m here to be eccentric like all other Primordial Spirits and nag at people.”

Octavius laughed. “You are getting good at it.”

“Is she insufferable with everyone?” Asil asked in a whisper to Cecile.

“Yes.”

Amber ignored the comment and instead asked what she had in mind.

“King Octavius, I thought your level was… lower?”

“What made you think that?” He raised his brow.

“Aurelia is level 100, Charles is still not level 150, the castle knights I met were under level 150, yet the duke is level 180?” Amber hoped to get an answer to that.

“Well, for starters, if you looked around my chambers, you’d note that a good chunk of knights are above your level. How do you think we got rid of those Arcane Council members?” he rhetorically asked before continuing. “As for Charles being weaker than the nobles even though he is supposed to protect my daughter? It’s a special arrangement, and Cytel is rather safe. But I also have a special skill to keep her safe.”

“Is that so?” Amber raised her brow. “So, you’re level 200?” He seemed awfully confident about that to her.

The king laughed, deciding not to reply, but she still made the next question in her mind.

“How come I got sent to deal with the demons when you could have—or any other noble could have?”

“Most of the nobles aren’t inside the capital. You do realize how big Cytel is, right?” he asked, confused. “Also, not every noble is high-level. The lord of Laria is a good example. It depends on how nobility was reached and if they decided to level. However, the nobles near the capital tend to be relatively strong for strategic purposes.”

He paused briefly and then continued, “And while we do have some nobles inside the capital, or extremely close by, such as the Starkell family or the Bankal family, and the families under them, the rest are at least a day’s ride by horse. A good number of the dukes that you saw in the meeting traveled for weeks. And, not to mention that I’d be stupid to ask for aid from nobles when I already have nobles conspiring with the demons. I did, however, inform Duke Zizel and a select few others to come or be prepared.”

“Right, that still doesn’t explain why you didn’t send a bunch of your high-level knights and offered me a divine artifact so readily instead. Especially when the nobles we were capturing were from the capital, meaning they were high-level.”

The king scoffed. “You are friends with Val, and you are practically the only other person in this kingdom to be able to use Cursewelder in the first place, so offering it to you was an investment on my part.

“As for the knights? We only sent the necessary force to apprehend them along with you since they weren’t meant to be killed. The Risnar family heads were about level 160, and the Starkells around 140, but once the situation came to light, we sent the necessary reinforcements rather than send everything. After all, my strongest forces stayed behind, preparing to fight whatever came from the summoning, but you stopped it, and because of my lack of foresight in this aspect, Oracle escaped.”

Amber blinked. Did he just imply he was waiting for me to fail so he could clean up everything?

“Anyway, don’t take it so personally. It was also a test to see if you truly were extraordinary,” he said. “I consider you my friend, a true friend, so you have my apologies.”

Amber nodded very slowly. “Don’t do that again.”

“I won’t.”

“Are you sure we should all be hearing this conversation, Father?” Aurelia asked.

In response, the king shrugged.

With that, the conversation ended, and soon enough they reached the outside, where all the refugees were patiently waiting. Finally, they all perked up at seeing everyone arrive, but all Octavius did was place a hand on his chin.

“More women and children than anything… a few workers… This could be a bit troublesome.”

Zizel perked up. “Perhaps I could use my lands to⁠—”

“Your lands are mostly mines and hard labor,” the king dismissed. “It doesn’t work, and housing them inside the capital could be extremely hard, too.”

Asil just scratched the back of his head, “They can just live in the forest. Elves do it all the time.”

He got a few weird glances, but no one said anything. Cecile, on the other hand, had nothing to say, much like Aurelia and Charles. So finally, Amber spoke up.

“I think deciding what kind of jobs can be given in the city could be a good start.”

“Perhaps,” the king mused. “While housing them is no trouble, finding a place for them where they can go about their lives without problem is more difficult. For example, we could always rent out a few inns for them, but perhaps they may not adapt to the city life all that well.”

“Right.”

“So where can they stay⁠?”

There was a small silence as footsteps approached, belonging to a presence. Amber paid it no mind until she heard a familiar voice.

“I can house them. Most of our territory is farmlands, so it should be quite straightforward.”

The king looked over and thought for a moment; meanwhile, Amber turned, only to see Liz who flashed her a smile.

Finally, after a moment, the king spoke.

“If there is anything you require to house them do let me know, but as it stands, you are the best choice. Thank you for stepping up.” He nodded. “I’ll make sure you are compensated accordingly.”

Liz blinked. “Oh, I'm just doing this for Amber.”

Octavius chuckled. “That does not stop me from giving you adequate compensation. With that said, I’ll take my leave now. Aurelia, you are coming, too.”

The princess paused. “Wait, I am?”

“Can’t get in the way of a reunion, so yes.” The king smiled and marched off, forcing the princess and Charles to go along.

“May we meet again,” he said with a nod.

Amber nodded back in return. Finally, they were left alone except for Zizel who was still around.

“Why is Duke Zizel⁠—”

“His son challenged me, and I beat the shit out of him, so now he’s here to ask for my forgiveness,” Amber explained.

“Oh…” Liz paused.

The duke nodded, closing his eyes. “I’ll be here to assist with anything related to the refugees at the very least. Last thing I want is for this incident to stain my name.”

Liz nodded and then turned to Amber.

“Wait your level is… what?”

Amber grinned. “Yep.”

“It’s only been two months!” The blonde mage couldn’t exactly believe it. “Though, I guess I shouldn’t be surprised anymore. I mean, you brought an elf.”

“I have a name.” Asil frowned.

Liz said nothing and instead turned towards the refugees.

“You really got into a huge mess…” Then she smiled. “And I want to know all about it.”

Amber almost sighed given she had explained the story multiple times, but she kept it to herself. Instead, she nodded, and shortly after, they began to gather the refugees to take them to Liz’s estate, lands, or whatever they were. In truth, Amber wasn’t all that aware of nobility or anything, so she just went with the flow.

As for Zizel, he⁠ went off to make a few arrangements for the refugees, saying he’d be back⁠—apparently, he was going to hire workers to construct housing, which Amber approved of.

* * *

It was about thirty minutes away from the capital, but eventually, they ended up in a part of Liz and Velda’s lands, which seemed to be expansive and have some houses. More like a small town if anything. There were fields and such.

On the way there, Amber finally acquired her level-160 Legacy Branch skill.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! You have learned Crimson Cry ⁠— level 1.]

You’ve fought for so long that now your bloodlust can enrage your enemies, making their blood boil at your screams. This skill draws enemies towards you, and it can only be used once a day. At higher levels, the effect of the scream lasts longer.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

Asil ended up going off to relax, and Cecile also went off, leaving Liz alone with Amber.

“Where is Velda?”

“In a dungeon along with Deer.” She sighed. “I’ve been left to do all the nobility stuff.”

“Rough.”

She rolled her eyes. “Tell me about it.”

Amber then turned to look at the refugees who were being situated along the fields and being provided temporary shelter.

“Thank you by the way,” she finally said. “You always decline my attempts of repayment, so if there is anything⁠—”

“There is actually,” Liz interrupted.

Amber blinked as she met the blonde mage’s blue eyes. She seemed hesitant. To some extent, she could sense some level of annoyance and displeasure but also guilt. Emotions directed at all different people.

“If it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t be a duchess, and I’m thankful for that. Nevertheless, this is something that I need help with.”

“What is it?” Amber asked, slightly concerned.

Liz scratched the back of her head. “While it wasn’t unexpected, it’s been annoying. Basically, all the barons and lords under us keep on opposing me at every turn they get, and the marquesses just kind of do nothing about it. So, in short: could you deal with that?”

Amber blinked. “Wait, what are they even doing?”

Liz pondered. “Since the Starkell family reached the status of duke, we have been managing everything that once belonged to the Risnar family, and well, basically, they just keep refusing to pay taxes to us or acknowledge their loyalty to us.”

“Huh…” Amber had zero clue about nobility but was kind of following. “So, you became the boss of your peers, and they refuse to cooperate and make your work harder?”

“Yes, that’s basically it.” She sighed before gritting her teeth. “And this threatens the position of the Starkells as dukes, and as much as I hate to admit it, Velda and I are far too weak to do anything about it.”

Amber blinked, and Liz continued, “While I could always ask the king, I think that it would potentially put our house in a difficult position within some nobility circles.”

She then met her gaze.

“Also, I figure you’re the first person I should ask. So, if it’s not too much…” She frowned, looking angry. “Could you teach them a lesson and get the taxes that are owed? Even though they are technically stealing from me, in reality, they are stealing from the kingdom itself. Make sure they regret it.”

Amber was taken aback by Liz’s sudden anger. She pondered for a moment.

“I think I can. Does it matter how I handle it?”

Liz blinked, this time being the confused one. “I don’t think so? Just don’t kill them, I guess.”

Good. She had just had an idea. Amber turned around, and to her surprise, Zizel had arrived, and Princess Aurelia and Charles were there, too; it seemed both of them had escaped the king’s clutches.

“So, where are these barons and lords? And the marquess, too?”

“They are all northeast of here. In the cities of Acris and Tanst respectively,” Liz said simply. “While they rule the other two cities in my territory, they don’t live there.”

Amber had no idea where Acris and Tanst were, but just their names was enough. So, she smiled at Liz.

“I’ll go now, then.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to wait until tomorrow or something?” she asked, surprised.

Amber looked at the two high-ranking nobles before her. “It’s good. Besides, this is the perfect opportunity.”

With those words, she marched over to the duke and the princess who was excited to see her, as well as the duke who was surprised.

“What do you need, Amber?” Zizel asked.

“What’s the occasion?” Princess Aurelia asked.

And Amber couldn’t help but smile as she looked at both of them.

“I want the help of you both to put some nobles in their place.” 


Chapter 45.

Amber explained what Liz had told her to the duke and to the princess. And upon inquiring about it, Amber found that⁠—just like on Earth⁠—the nobles were supposed to keep documents on the taxes of the region, so that was what she planned to collect. That said, there also seemed to be a lot of nobles for just four cities, which surprised Amber.

Once that conversation ended, Aurelia was the first one to speak, laughing.

“This sounds fun, but to think the nobles of this region are being so unruly.”

“Shouldn’t you be more concerned?” Amber raised her brow. “Also, are you sure you want to come along?”

Aurelia gave a small smile. “Well, we can’t exactly monitor every single noble too closely, and depending on how this goes, I’ll report to my father, and as far as coming along… well, it sounds fun, so why not?”

Amber was somewhat surprised but nodded before turning to the duke, who sensed it was his turn to speak.

Zizel solemnly nodded. “I’ll only be doing this once out of respect for you, Amber; however, perhaps I can send William in the future to teach him some manners.”

Amber smiled at that.

“Are you all sure we should be doing this?” Charles asked with doubt. “We are essentially acting like mercenaries.”

“It’ll be fine. We are technically seizing the kingdom’s assets, so violence isn’t off the table. And there are only two cities to take care of, Acris and Tanst, the latter being the smallest and the one we should go to first.”

Amber nodded. “And the marquesses are?”

“They should both be in Acris,” Zizel stated simply.

“Alright.”

Thankfully, their mission seemed straightforward enough, at least to her. So, Amber focused on the road ahead⁠. She did hope that teaching the nobles a lesson would be easy enough, but she didn’t really know what to expect. They had been giving trouble to Liz, after all.

So, Amber resolved herself for the worst. She wasn’t intending to go easy on anyone should it come to that.

* * *

Irwin laughed to himself as he counted his gold. The Risnar’s falling had been a blessing in disguise. At first, every single noble present had been terrified of what would happen without the Risnar family. Without a duke ruling over the territory, there was a chance for there to be fights over it or in-fighting amongst everyone. But thankfully, that didn’t happen. The king had issued a warning to anyone who dared to touch the balance of the region.

So, there was a brief status quo while everyone just kept on taxing the citizens of their small portion of the city and managing things. Finally, the Starkell family took over. At first, they had been unsure, thinking some family member had survived⁠, someone high-level, but it turned out that that hadn’t been the case.

Their new dukes were none other than Liz and Velda Starkell. Both were just mere girls, and while their level was “high” for the general populace, it most certainly wasn’t enough to rule over the nobles here.

So, they took advantage because the two sisters were clearly pushovers. While everyone stole money from the Risnar’s before, at least there was a sense of danger. Now, however⁠, the Starkell family was so weak that they were seen as literal clowns. As nothing more than puppets for Amber⁠—the mysterious Hero of Cytel whom Irwin had never met, though he had seen a single picture of her.

All in all, it didn’t exactly matter. There were mechanisms in place⁠—things the nobles of the dukedom had planned⁠—to prevent anything bad from happening should Liz go to the king. From the marquesses to the head baron—the noble who ruled Tanst.

So, all in all, he wasn’t worried because even if something was done in Tanst, the head baron would act. So, all Irwin had in mind was how he was going to spend his wealth in the future. After all, the Starkells hadn’t had the guts to act this far, so why would they suddenly act now?

He chuckled as a knock came from his door.

Huh? Irwin paused. He wasn’t expecting visitors.

He placed his coin pouch down.

“Enter.”

The door opened, and a servant bowed.

“Lord Irwin, Princess Aurelia and Duke Zizel are here to see you. They are waiting in the hallway, and the Hero of Cytel, Amber, is here, too.”

The servant’s words nearly boomed through his ears as he blinked. Duke… princess, and Hero of Cytel? Why was the princess here? Why was the Hero of Cytel here? He suddenly had a lot of questions but no answers.

For a moment, his mind reeled in confusion at what he had just been told. And that was because it just didn’t make sense. Then it clicked. Liz had cried to the Hero of Cytel, who used her connections with the royal family to bring the princess.

Irwin frowned. He couldn’t tell them to wait, so he prepared himself. This wasn’t going to be an easy thing, but if the Hero of Cytel was hiding behind the royal family, then he most certainly could do it. Taking a deep breath, he spoke.

“Tell them to come in.”

The servant nodded and left as soon as he came. All while his heart drummed at an increased pace from what was coming. Soon enough, the door opened, and in they came.

The first one to enter was a woman with brown hair and amber-colored eyes. She also wore very elegant armor.

[Warrior. Lvl. 164]

High. She was a rare high-level warrior, and Irwin barely recognized her likeness from the picture in his memory. However… why is her level so high now? Wasn’t she around 130 when she was last seen? He didn’t understand that. But as the princess and duke entered the room and stood next to her, he couldn’t ignore her.

“I’m sorry for any unpleasantries, I was not expecting visitors. What brings such important people here?” He looked over at Aurelia. “Especially the beautiful princess of our kingdom?”

The princess politely smiled in response but said nothing; instead, it was the warrior who spoke. 

“I’ll cut it short, Lord… uh, I forgot your name.”

Irwin blinked, Aurelia laughed, and Zizel had no visible reaction, but before he could even get angry at the disrespect, she continued:

“Look, I’m not one for politics, but I certainly hate when my friends get messed around with, so I’ll cut to the chase. Pay the taxes you owe to the Starkells. Not only are you stealing from them, but you are also stealing from the kingdom.”

“I’m not stealing, they are just delayed,” he scoffed. “They’ll be paid in full in two weeks. You have my word.”

“Uh…” The Hero of Cytel appeared confused. “No? Do you think loan sharks just leave without anything? Let alone tax collectors?”

Irwin blinked. “Wait, what are you saying?”

The hero shook her head, striding up to his desk and feeling its surface. “This looks very expensive, so it should do as collateral.”

Following her words, his desk disappeared. The pens, the papers, everything else fell to the ground clattering, including the coin pouch inside of it, and Irwin stared aghast.

“W-What?”

“Oh, look there is a coin pouch, I’ll take that, too,” she said casually, grabbing the pouch that contained the money he had been counting.

Irwin blinked, and then he felt fury. He rose from his seat and immediately bellowed,

“You think just because you are the Hero of Cytel and brought the princess and a duke you have the right to disrespect me?! You are stealing from me.”

“It’s collateral to ensure you pay. You’ll get it back.” She shrugged. “Isn’t that right, Aurelia?”

The princess smiled politely. “Indeed, it is.”

Something inside of Irwin snapped. He didn’t understand where this girl had gotten such an ego, especially because his level wasn’t that far off from hers. Yet, she dared to do all of this just because Princess Aurelia was present? No, he had more self-respect than to allow her to do that.

He grabbed his staff from the holder that was next to him and pointed it at the woman.

“Give back the desk and the coins, girl.”

At that, the duke and the princess’ personal knight stepped forward to protect Princess Aurelia, but they seemed uninterested in actually intervening.

The Hero of Cytel yawned, glancing at him.

“Do you seriously want to do this?”

Irwin, of course, fucking wanted to do this, so he screamed, channeling one of his strongest skills.

“Fulminate!”

An explosion of green engulfed the entirety of the room. A barrier was erected by the duke, and his office rocked. Books went flying, the windows shattered, and the walls cracked. Even though it was reinforced, the damage had been done. However, a smile formed on his lips as he saw the dissipating smoke.

Toxin Fulmination would put any warrior in quite a painful spot, so it most definitely taught the haughty hero a lesson. He didn’t even remember her name, which just went to show how truly insignificant she was.

“Oh, toxin,” the girl said from behind the smoke, rather surprised.

Is she going to beg now? Most people didn’t have high Toxin Resistance, which only made sense. Irwin’s lips curved into a grin as he expected her to tell him to stop the spell. After all, the toxic fumes still lingered in the air.

She stepped forward, her full figure visible again.

“You know, I could consider paying for you if you get my Toxin Resistance to 4th Rank,” she said, tilting her head innocently.

4th Rank? She is almost at 4th Rank at her level already? His mind spun, and then he saw her innocent expression, and his rage returned.

She was making fun of him! Wanting to use him as a training pal?! How dare she!

“Die.”

He swung his staff as a blade of acid emerged, and, in return, she raised her hand and just took it. A small cut appeared on her hand that quickly healed, but Irwin didn’t stop there. He sliced, again and again, with his acid blades, but the girl just took them. The disrespect was something he couldn’t tolerate, and finally, he’d had enough.

“Why don’t you just disappear!”

A green ball emerged in a single moment before exploding in front of her. This time, there was no grand explosion of smoke—no, just pure green acid that engulfed her. A sizzling sound echoed, and even the duke and the princess looked surprised.

Now, I wait for her to beg, Irwin made up his mind. Power has truly gotten to her head.

He stared at the sizzling figure for a few seconds before, finally, she spoke.

“Oh, Toxin Resistance leveled up.”

And blue fire exploded, melting the acid in a single moment.

“W-what…?”

The woman looked wholly unscathed, and she smiled kindly at him as she strode forward. Then, she paused, seeing the tax document on the ground. She grabbed it without care, even though it was partially melted from the acid.

“You know, if any of your owed taxes are missing from what I just took, I’ll pay for you.”

“W-What? T-That was more than enough to pay…”

Irwin felt terrified. That attack was more than enough to grievously injure a warrior at her level, and yet she was simply unscathed. She stepped forward, making him step backward and into the wall.

“Is that so?” she wondered. “That is nice. Well, we’ll leave in a second, but…”

Irwin felt unnerved. “But…?”

“But you did attack me, so it is time you pay that price.”

His eyes widened, and before he could react, she grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled. A knee drove into his stomach, breaking his ribs, and as he bounced, he saw the girl’s cold expression; he saw something that terrified him.

“I’m sorry—”

She headbutted, his face caved in, and he exploded right out of the wall of his office. The world spun as he flew through the air and landed in the foliage of a tree, and then he heard her voice.

“We are done here. Hopefully, that was okay to do,” the hero said to herself.

Hearing that, he couldn’t help but wonder just how someone similar in level was so strong.

Perhaps she is using an artifact to hide her level, and she is level 200? That made sense to Irwin, even if it didn’t exactly make sense how she had leveled up so much still. But, unfortunately, he couldn’t even ask her because he fainted shortly after.

* * *

Amber left pleased with herself, even if the servants panicked to heal their lord. She expected it to be a lot more annoying, but thankfully, he had attacked her first. So, all in all, it wasn’t that difficult. A five-minute ordeal, and now they were out, walking the streets of Tanst.

Thankfully, Zizel was around to tell her the directions to every single noble; otherwise, she would have found it a lot harder. She made sure to thank him, and he, of course, offered to always do it for her if she gave him her favor—which Amber accepted.

Giving him her favor did not exactly mean she would owe him, but rather, it simply meant that she would prefer him over other nobles in situations where it applied. So, Amber saw it as a win.

Though, not everyone cared. Aurelia, for example, was still chuckling to herself.

“Charles, did you see him fly out of the building? That’s the first time I have seen one of those arrogant nobles have that happen to them.”

“Yes, Princess, I saw him,” the knight said, evidently tired of hearing the same thing over and over again.

“It’s just not something I ever expected to see,” she said, smiling.

Then, she turned to Amber.

“Maybe you should just attack them from the start.”

Amber blinked. “I’m not that violent.”

“What? But you totally threw that man across the room during the meeting,” she protested.

“After he threatened my friends and a lot of other things,” she explained, sighing. “That said, I’ll try to make this faster.”

Aurelia didn’t quite seem satisfied with that answer, but Amber wasn’t exactly planning on entertaining the princess, even if last time she had paid her handsomely for her duel.

“We are here,” Zizel spoke simply.

Amber looked at the mansion in front of her and smiled.

* * *

Elsewhere, the head baron received terrible news from Lord Irwin’s servants.

Renard bit his nail as he paced around his private quarters. He was looking at the carpeted floor with anxiousness. He had received a letter that, at first, made him angry because it interrupted his plans, but upon reading it, he panicked. What was happening⁠—what was transpiring⁠—was going to be immensely troublesome if it saw its full fruition.

Amber, the Hero of Cytel, Princess Aurelia, and Duke Zizel were collecting the full amount of taxes owed to the Starkell family. And that⁠… that shouldn’t have been a problem in itself, except for the fact that a lot of the nobles had spent it⁠; except for the fact that he had spent it; and except for the fact that the marquesses would probably turn to the nobles of this city to replenish their lost funds.

And now, he could potentially lose his title, and to make everything worse, Amber had defeated Irwin in two hits!

He bit his lip and⁠—

“Hey, are you coming back?”

“Yeah, we miss you!”

“You promised⁠—”

“Shut up!” he screamed at the women in his bed, making them all flinch. “Something of extreme importance has come up. Leave, now, all of you!”

The women paused and looked taken aback, but rather than argue, they began to leave, and Renard scoffed. He had much more important things to worry about than the women he had been sleeping with.

The main thing in his mind was how he was going to deal with this brewing situation. He had to put a stop to the tax collection somehow⁠, and talking did not seem to be an option either.

I can’t risk the princess getting in danger, but the other two…

He thought long and hard, pacing for what felt like an eternity before, suddenly, a master plan was concocted in his mind.

* * *

“I didn’t know, I just didn’t know Princess Aurelia would be here… Even if you are the Hero of Cytel, you bringing her along is…” the noble lady said, her mouth agape as she worried about the fact that she had attempted to have the princess kicked off her premises.

“It’s okay, I’ll make sure my father doesn’t take any measures against you.” Aurelia laughed. “You know, considering you have never stolen from the kingdom or anything.”

“R-right… I’m terribly sorry…” she begged.

The next noble, a baron this time, hadn’t gone too differently.

The man gaped. “Wh-What⁠ have you done? That barrier should⁠ seal you all! It’s level 180!”

“Dunno, it seemed pretty weak.” Amber shrugged, walking up to the panicked noble.

He tried to jump off the window, but with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, she appeared in front of him. The man backed off and raised his hand as an explosion of fire engulfed her. In response, she kicked, breaking his legs as he fell to the ground with a yelp.

When he looked up, he couldn’t help but gape.

“M-Monster…”

“Yes, I’m the terrific tax monster. Now, pay up before I take everything you hold dear.” It had been, of course, an empty threat, but the man quivered and even paid extra⁠—for the taxes he had stolen long ago.

Now, they stood at the doors of yet another noble. Yet, this time, contrary to her expectations, the servant shook his head.

“Unfortunately, Lady Azana has just left to meet with the lead baron.”

Amber blinked. “And when does she return? You do know that if you’re lying to me you’ll be in trouble, too, right?”

The servant flinched slightly at her threat but bowed apologetically. “My sincerest apologies, Your Grace, Amber. Even though you are the hero of this kingdom, my hands are tied. I do not know when she will come back⁠. As far as your tax-collecting activities go, I’m unable to touch my lady’s gold for she has taken it.”

She frowned but quickly left, pondering as she looked at the sky. She didn’t believe the servant was lying, but that also meant that something had probably occurred. She just couldn’t quite tell what it was.

Amber continued to the next residence of the noble and⁠—

“Sorry, my master has left for an important meeting⁠…”

She headed to the next one.

“My sincere apologies, but⁠—”

The next one also had the same result, which made her frown. Is the head baron planning something? The main reason they hadn’t gone after him in the first place was because of the potential ramifications that taking care of him first could lead to.

For instance, he could make all the nobles wholly uncooperative with his word if something went wrong⁠, warning them to run. However, there was also the upside of probably being the best bait. In the end, she did not want to go on a full hunt after all of these nobles, so she decided to take it somewhat easy and go one by one. Now, however, something had changed.

The question was what?

As Amber was walking the street, many of the townsfolk began to look at Aurelia. She wasn’t dressed particularly fancily, so she didn’t bring all that much attention to herself⁠—even with Charles walking at her side. Now, however, practically everyone was looking at her.

“The rumors are true. That really is Princess Aurelia.”

“By the System, why would she come to this small city?”

“Mommy, she is pretty!”

Aurelia seemed to enjoy the attention, but as more and more people gathered, it became concerning. Soon enough, people began to approach Aurelia to talk to her, which put Charles on edge but also lagged them behind in their mission.

“Princess, my son greatly admires you and the king. Any words of wisdom?”

Aurelia smiled. “To stand proud and strong⁠—”

“Princess, what do you like the most about the kingdom?

The questions simply flooded in, and eventually, she regarded Amber and Zizel, awkwardness in her voice.

“While I’d love to come along, I don’t want to burden you two, so you should go. But do inform me of what happens.”

“I will, Princess Aurelia,” Zizel said formally.

Amber smiled. “Yeah, I will.”

With that, they departed, leaving Charles to become even more stressed by the crowd of civilians. However, neither of them dwelt on that because both noticed what was happening.

“It’s a setup,” Zizel said, frowning. “They wanted to get us away from Princess Aurelia.”

Amber nodded. “Which means, something that cannot involve the princess is about to happen.”

There was a brief silence following her statement, and both walked out of the street to arrive at an empty plaza before the duke spoke again.

“Amber, do not expect me to fight for my life⁠—”

“I don’t. You can sit back and watch if something bad happens,” she stated. “The reason I want you here is because of your knowledge, not the expectation of you fighting.”

At that, the duke showed a rare smile that she hadn’t seen from him. “The more time I spend with you, the more I respect you.”

“Thank you, but⁠—” Amber took out her sword. “We have company.”

At that moment, numerous nobles appeared. Fifteen of them to be exact. They were all over the plaza, including behind them as well. She readied herself for battle as one of the nobles spoke⁠—he seemed better dressed than anyone else.

The head baron?

“Amber!” he called. “We have an offer for you!”

“An offer?” She blinked.

“We will pay you half of what is owed at this moment, and the rest upon your return in a month, including a generous bonus to you,” he explained. “We wish to be on good terms with you, and not only that, but we will also obey the Starkells’ rule.”

Amber paused. “What?”

It was the last thing she expected, but the head baron continued explaining.

“At first, when I heard about what you had done, I rallied everyone in the plans to fight you, but now I’ve realized that you are not my enemy. The marquesses and the nobles in the city of Acris are. They exploit us, they threaten us, and we⁠… we just desire equality,” he said, gritting his teeth.

With that, the numerous nobles present nodded, and then he continued.

“So, what do you say? Join us, and with your name, we will ensure the marquesses are loyal to Liz, and we will be loyal to you. You are the Hero of Cytel. Your image alone is worth⁠—”

“No,” Amber answered.

The noble blinked. “What do you mean, no?”

“I’m not going to join you because I don’t care about money. The fact that no one is even offering to pay stolen money completely upfront just shows that everyone here is greedy and trashy.” She shook her head. “Which is why I’ll force you all to pay properly, and then I’ll go after the nobles in the city of Acris.”

The nobles blinked, and the baron shook his head.

“Unfortunately, paying you in full will be hard, not without draining our personal—”

“Then drain them,” she said. “This is money that did not belong to you in the first place. Or do I have to take it by force?”

The man, hearing her words, frowned. “We outnumber the two of you, and while we may not kill you, you do realize that you won’t walk out of this unscathed, right? So, I suggest you reconsider.”

Amber shrugged and then readied her sword.

“You will lose,” he warned.

She looked over at the fifteen mages surrounding her. Every noble present was over level 150, and considering Duke Zizel wasn’t going to be fighting, it should have made her slightly wary. It should have made her reconsider their offer, but she didn’t.

The head baron spoke grimly, raising his staff. “Overconfidence will only be your downfall.”

Amber grinned. “Nah, I’d win.”

[Mage. Lvl. 155]

[Mage. Lvl. 151]

[Mage. Lvl. 160]

[Mage. Lvl. 173]

…

“Attack!”

Everyone fired their spells as all hell broke loose.


Chapter 46.

Baron Renard thought he knew a fool when he saw one, but today, he was disappointed. He had thought that the great ‘Hero of Cytel’ was smart, that she was someone who had an eye for success—she was a hero, after all—but he had been wrong. Painfully and deeply wrong.

Because not only had she declined everyone’s offer, but she had also made it her mission to ridicule everyone present and threaten them. She had made an enemy out of all the barons and lords present. And now, she was going to pay the consequences.

“Attack!” Renard bellowed.

At that moment, all of the mages attacked. Renard did so, too, as multiple bellows echoed.

“Despair!”

“Break.”

“Destruction!”

His staff fired a dark blue beam. It was a rare kind of magic. It wasn’t fire, water, or even poison. It was pure mana—unbridled destructive energy, that immediately reached along with all the other attacks, causing a massive explosion in the city plaza. Bricks flew through the air, but they harmlessly bounced off a barrier that was previously set up.

The risk had been premeditated, so there was nothing to worry about. In fact, guards were blocking every street from accessing this very part of the city. So, that meant all they had to do was teach Amber a lesson and then get her to join their cause. While he wished she would have seen reason, having a favor from the Hero of Cytel wasn’t bad either.

The main reason he was so confident about things was that he had prepared a mana contract, one that would bind her to certain terms lest she wanted to grievously suffer. All they had to do was beat her within an inch of her life. He wasn’t stupid enough to not have a plan to fall back on. He was making an enemy out of the Hero of Cytel with this—everyone was.

But should it all fail, there was a failsafe. One that he hoped wouldn’t happen. Thankfully, nobody would be losing their title just so long as they paid the owed amount in the end—even with this scuffle. So, they could go all out and attack her to their heart’s content.

Given the fact that the authorities were going to punish them regardless, convincing the rest of the nobles hadn’t been hard. Except for two nobles who did not want to partake in this. So everyone aimed to kill Amber—knowing of her durability from Lord Irwin’s servants, and fully knowing she wouldn’t be dying from that.

The onslaught of spells continued, and Renard looked around to see if she had used a pesky movement skill to move somewhere, but from the looks of it, she hadn’t. So that meant that she was still in there. He turned around at the chain of explosions, and finally, the spells stopped, smoke billowing from the center of it all.

Everyone stared, except for Renard. He teleported instead. He didn’t know if Amber was dumb, or if she was too overconfident, but deciding to tank everyone was, simply put, a bad move. He activated his storage ring and then heard the sound of a bone cracking. He saw the woman in the smoke massaging her neck before speaking.

“This is really good resistance training, actually.”

She didn’t sound pained at all, and a moment later, Renard felt danger. He hurriedly raised his staff and stepped. A sword collided with it and nearly broke his arms with the strength it carried—even though he also had a Legacy Branch and was almost ten levels higher than she was! In fact, almost every single noble here had a Legacy Branch.

He gritted his teeth as he pulled back, and Amber was already on him, swinging her sword again. Renard summoned a barrier, and it immediately shattered. His high-quality staff was cut halfway through in a single moment as he felt pain shoot through his entire being. The mages around him hesitated.

He bellowed. “Dumbasses, my Legacy Branch gives me extreme magic resistance! Just fire!”

At that, the mages snapped out of their stupor, and Amber pressed down. “Interesting. First time I’ve heard that, so are there Legacy Branches that do the same for physical attacks?”

What kind of stupid question is that? Renard snapped in his mind as a barrage of spells rained down, doing nothing more than pelting him and replenishing his secondary mana reserve. While his Legacy Branch did not allow him to absorb attacks made on him or anything of the sort, it allowed him to access a different kind of magic.

Death magic.

And he fully planned on using it.

He screamed, “Blow away!”

His mana drained, and a blast of dark red magic hit Amber, she went flying against a building and cracked the high-level barrier placed upon it. Then, she landed as the nearest mage turned and blasted her with a beam of lightning—it hit her, doing nothing more than covering her with soot. She smiled, wiping a single drop of blood coming from her mouth.

Once more, she was looking at him, and it terrified Renard this time. Why does she look fine? He tried to not let it get to him. He couldn’t—

She appeared behind him. He tried to turn, but it was too late. However, he still had his passive barrier that every mage had, and as she reached her hand to grab him, he smiled, preparing more death magic. Unlike other magic, this one dealt true damage, bypassing armors and multiple skill effects except for Magical Resistance. Not only that, but it also temporarily increased his vitality. 

Now, all he had to do was hit her at close range and end her. Her hand reached, and it burst into blue flames.

Fool, even my Legacy Branch applies to my skills. My barrier won’t break from that. He grinned, and the barrier shattered to the flames. Instantly, he was grabbed by the forearm, her azure flames melting through his flesh like no attack ever had, but before he could even attempt to counterattack, she spun and threw him.

He zipped through the air, and before he could even react, he hit something before crashing against the barrier. It nearly shattered as he fell to the ground, gasping for air. His head spun as he heard the voices of his companions.

“Baron Renard!”

“Lady Azana!”

Lady Azana? He craned his head to the side only to see the noblewoman had fainted. He had crashed against her at lightning speeds, and now, she was out cold. His body, on the other hand, also felt ragged. But he didn’t let that get in the way of his mission. He had to participate in fighting Amber. He had to teach Amber a lesson since they were getting punished anyway.

A mage flew across his vision. He blinked as he saw a baron hit a flower bed, breaking it into pieces. The man was out cold. This couldn’t go on for much longer.

Renard turned only to see another noble being held by the arm and slammed into the ground, breaking it apart. Duke Zizel was nowhere to be seen, and while at first, he had been worried about the man’s interference, now it didn’t exactly matter. Because the Hero of Cytel was a monster under a human’s skin.

Somehow, she achieved an impossibility. Somehow, she was strong enough to defeat over a dozen experienced mages who were similar to her in level. He knew that the king had withheld a secret from most of the nobles regarding the woman, and while he didn’t understand what it was, he could still make an educated guess.

The only ones who were this strong—in his opinion and based on reading the history of Vir—were the ones who had been backed up by Primordial Spirits.

And Amber was certainly one of them.

But still, he had to fight. He wanted to fight, out of pride, out of the fact that he had nothing to lose, and he also wanted to show her that he was more than met the eye. So, he teleported, barely blocking a punch made towards a fellow noble with his staff, protecting him in the process. He was launched into the wall as his back cracked, and Amber punched again, but he managed to cast his spell—

“Deathblow!”

The blast of red engulfed the woman, yet her punch went through. He was sent into the wall, and he nearly blacked out.

Was this it…?

Renard didn’t want to believe that he was that powerless against the Hero of Cytel. He didn’t want to believe that that was the case. He didn’t want for his failsafe to be put into place. He didn’t want that humiliation.

Amber turned around to deal with more nobles as he gritted his teeth.

He nearly fainted but pushed himself to stay conscious, all so he could fight the woman. Otherwise, he knew his honor would be tarnished for many years to come. Not only that, but many other reasons drove him to make this decision, and so, he continuously forced himself to move.

All while Amber fought on.

* * *

Duke Zizel couldn’t believe his eyes when he first saw his son, William, defeated and unconscious. But once he accepted it, he believed that it had been a hard-fought battle for Amber, and that was why she had resorted to such extremes. As such, he felt the need to go the extra mile to make it up to her, but now, he wasn’t so sure.

Not that he wasn’t sure about becoming acquainted with Amber and gaining her favor—no, that had been nothing short of a blessing. It wasn’t that he was unsure about the fact that he helped her to begin with. The thing he was unsure about was if Amber had struggled against his son at all.

It was all because he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. It simply made his jaw drop. Even after he retired to a rooftop, the onslaught continued.

What he saw was an expert, a true seasoned warrior demolishing a bunch of helpless mages. Even if he himself had fought more people than he could count, he simply couldn’t compare to her battle instincts. After all, they were truly inhuman.

She craned her neck, and a bolt of concentrated ice harmlessly passed through. And it hadn’t just been any bolt. No, it zipped through the air in a split second like a beam that would heavily incapacitate her, and yet she did it as if it was something mundane.

Her instincts, her senses, were out of this world. For a moment, he couldn’t help but feel inadequate. He had been proud of his strength, he really had been, but now, he was truly humbled by what true strength was. But rather than feel jealousy, a different feeling took place, deep within his heart. Admiration blossomed. Admiration for a woman who at twenty years of age had surpassed him in every single way, even though he was over a century old.

And while there was no true way to verify her age⁠, he didn’t care. All he felt for her was admiration.

Zizel watched as Amber tore through the nobles as if they were nothing to her, and the part that was truly terrifying to anyone paying attention was that she wasn’t even serious⁠. She had hardly used her sword, and she had only used her rumored flames a single time⁠, let alone the signature curses that took down the demon of the capital.

Yet the nobles were on a path to total defeat without doing anything significant, and soon, they would face deep punishment for their actions, for threatening the Hero of Cytel in such a way—or perhaps not. However, he still condemned the greed of all of these people.

Zizel shook his head in disapproval, and Amber⁠ screamed. In a single moment, he felt boiling hatred for the woman as he raised his staff, but he managed to hold himself. The rest of the nobles, however⁠, rushed at her, swinging their staves. The effect lasted around two seconds, which gave Amber the chance to knock down two more nobles as the rest teleported out of the way.

However, Zizel couldn’t help but blink. What was that…? He… he had heard of aggro skills before, but… weren’t they only for those above level 200? Yet, he was pretty sure Amber had just used one.

He gulped at the realization, and that was when the head baron, Baron Renard, stood up and rushed. He whispered something as his staff began to glow in a red light, and Amber raised her brow as she blocked the first strike from the man’s staff. It didn’t look particularly powerful, but blood burst from Amber’s nose.

Then she headbutted.

The baron stumbled back in pain, the ground cracking at his feet from the sheer shock. Somehow, he was still standing. It was an admirable effort, but Zizel thought it was truly useless.

“Give up,” Amber advised, wiping the blood from her nose as if she was unconcerned. “Most of your friends are knocked out.”

She gestured at their surroundings, where only two mages remained, yet they seemed to be scared of even firing a single spell at Amber. However, the baron ignored reason; instead, he was panting, bleeding from the mouth.

“The thing is, I have nothing to lose.”

“What about your nobility or whatever?” Amber asked, raising her brow. “I could bring it up with the king, you know?”

The baron flinched. “That is… true.”

“Yeah, so help me get the taxes from the marquesses, and I’ll forget all about this,” she said before looking around. “I don’t really want to do this a second time. Especially considering the destruction.”

“Mages will be able to restore it in a day, so don’t worry,” he reassured before shaking his head. “But to answer your question: I do not want to betray those who have been with me for the longest time.”

Zizel raised his brow at that. He felt that the baron was being nothing short of idiotic, but he couldn’t exactly say he didn’t understand the sentiment a little bit. However, hadn’t he offered to betray them earlier?

Amber chose to ignore the comment.

“Is there anything you can do for me then?”

The baron shook his head. “No. Which is why I’ll fight you. I’ll show you my true strength—”

Amber appeared in front of him and kneed. He went flying across the plaza and into a main street, breaking through the pavement and benches before finally stopping by hitting a distant stone statue.

Zizel blinked. He hadn’t expected that, but the woman let out a sigh.

“Such a pain in the ass.”

As if on cue, a spell circle flashed a few meters away from her, and around six more people arrived. They all had their weapons at the ready yet paused seeing the destruction in their surroundings.

They were none other than the marquesses and the rest of the nobles, who Zizel immediately recognized.

Amber quirked her brow. “And you people are…?”

The group flinched and then looked at Amber in horror, evidently now suddenly stuck in an awkward situation.

At the sight, Zizel pinched the brow of his nose. The lengths these lesser nobles went to feel like rulers were truly ridiculous, and yet he had seen it many times before. That said, he felt like this was part of the now- now-unconscious baron’s scheme.

So, he waited to see what would happen next. However, if they had brains, nothing more would happen.

* * *

Amber looked at the armed group. They were all of a similar level to the group of nobles she had just fought. And while she could make a very educated guess on who they were—based on their previously raised weapons and their appearances—she still decided to wait to see what they did.

The new fighters who had arrived looked around at the battered plaza, shock in their eyes, and finally, they looked at her. The cycle repeated a few times for some of the people, while the others just had their heads lowered.

Finally, Amber saw a lot of the high-level members break into hushed whispers, and while she could clearly hear them discussing what to do in a panic, she didn’t stop them. Because there seemed to be a general consensus… well, two of them. One was that she was terrifying, and the second one was very obviously to submit and hope for the lowest punishment.

Which they did.

The two marquesses, she presumed, and the highest-level individuals—not reaching level 180 but close—approached her. They had apologetic gazes as they looked all over at the town. One of them was a rotund man, and the other was a woman of tall stature and thin limbs.

“It is a pleasure to meet you, Your Grace.” The woman bowed.

“Indeed, it is an honor,” the man added.

“Cut to the chase,” Amber sighed. “Are you here to pay up what you owe to the Starkell family, or do things have to get ugly again?”

The rotund man paused, and the woman shivered.

“Oh goodness, no,” she said in a hurry. “We are here to pay up indeed or… well—”

They shared an uncomfortable glance before she continued.

“I am ashamed to admit it, but we were all here to reinforce our companions. However, now as we stand before you, yes, we are here to begin the payment process.”

Amber sighed. “I’ll just tell the princess everything that happened here, and she’ll deal with it as she sees fit.”

“R-Right…” the woman seemed scared.

The rotund man said nothing, simply closing his eyes and biting his lip. He evidently didn’t like the conversation, but at the same time, Amber could tell he was also afraid. So, all in all, that was a good thing—even if she didn’t like people being afraid of her normally.

“Well, hurry up then. Go and collect the taxes since there is absolutely no way you people brought them here.” She ushered them away. “Also, bring the tax forms, and should anything be wrong, I’ll just talk to the king. Bring the taxes of the nobles I knocked out in this city, too.”

She wasn’t a huge fan of threatening others with her connections, but at this point, Amber really didn’t want to deal with anything. Because it was annoying, because it got unnecessarily blown out of proportion, and now, she was just going to take the easy way out. Which evidently worked.

The two nobles nodded and dispersed in a hurry, all the while talking about the fact that she had defeated all of these people alone.

Amber shook her head as she watched the people leave, and finally, she leaned against a wall and relaxed. Zizel joined her side, acting as a lookout should anything happen. It seemed to her he looked at her differently now—with admiration.

The princess returned shortly after.

Amber made sure to relay to her everything that had happened, which left her in shock and also with quite a serious expression. In the end, Aurelia had said she’d probably look into punishing a lot of the nobles and also removing close to half from this land and into other places of the kingdom.

Finally, while she waited, she turned to her System notifications. Crimson Sense had reached 2nd Rank, and a few of her other skills had leveled up.

[Crimson Sense has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown so used to blood that you can now sense it from a certain range. The higher the skill level, the more accurate the location becomes.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.

2nd Rank ⁠— You have a feel for the emotions of those around you based on their blood pressure.]

[Crimson Cry has leveled up from level 1 to 2.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 9 to 3rd Rank level 10.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 5.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 5.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 6.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 5.]

* * *

A few hours later, the nobles returned with literal sacks of gold, which Amber received in confusion.

“This is everything we have all kept since the Risnar’s era,” the rotund man said, bowing. “Consider it a deep apology. It includes everything owed by the two cities.”

The princess nodded, and so did Amber⁠, though she quickly passed all the coins onto uke Zizel for him to count. That was met with a rather apprehensive look.

“That is not all, however,” the woman continued. “You see, Marquess Bali and I share some family history, and we have both decided we want to give you something.”

“Give me something?” Amber blinked.

Marquess Bali nodded. “This is not to say we are asking you to make the consequences of our actions lighter. However, we simply wish to truly show you we respect you and will do our duties to the kingdom properly from now on. The Starkell family has our full support.”

Amber nodded. While it wasn’t the perfect outcome, it was good enough for now. Though, she did hope that Liz would earn their full support on her own.

“So, this is a personal apology from the both of us to you and also a gift. You are a Cursebearer, so we brought what we judged to be the best thing for you.”

Then, with those words, the ring on the woman shone, and an armored stand appeared in front of Amber. Her eyes widened in shock.

Because it was a set of armor, one of the highest grade and quality, and it was cursed.


Chapter 47.

Asil looked out of the window. He was on the second floor of a human manor belonging to none other than one of Amber’s closest friends. A very important noble called Liz Starkell, whom he had gotten briefly acquainted to, and while the blonde woman seemed interested in talking with him, he wasn’t.

Instead, he had chosen to tell her that they’d talk tomorrow and that he was tired from their long. That was partially true, but he was also emotionally drained. Reliving the worst moments of his life every time he closed his eyes was bad, and it had all gotten brought back just from seeing two Primordial Spirits in person.

He felt slightly ridiculous for feeling so scared, so terrified. But he had heard of this phenomenon⁠—something he had brushed off in the past as pure stupidity and a sheer impossibility⁠. It was called trauma. And it seemed to him he was suffering from it.

But, of course, Asil did not think too much about that; instead, he focused on thinking about returning to his home, to the elven continent. At first, he had been really desperate to return, but now, after realizing that he was truly free, those feelings calmed. In fact, he had another thought in mind⁠.

He turned, hearing footsteps approaching. They belonged to Cecile, a human merchant who looked young but had quite the wisdom in his opinion. And he also considered her his second human friend aside from Amber.

“Is there something plaguing your mind?”

“You know that I was chained for dozens of years,” he began. “And now I am free, I just don’t know if I want to return that badly.”

He had lied about the years to her, as well as what happened with the Primordial Spirit, but his recount to Cecile had still been fairly accurate.

The merchant frowned. “You… want to stay around?”

“Amber expressed her desire to go to the elven continent, so I thought I could be her guide…” He scratched his head. “But at the same time, I can’t help but feel guilt, almost like a duty to return as soon as possible to see my family⁠—”

“You should do what feels right,” Cecile said. “Plus, you are technically indebted to Amber, so you could justify lingering around with that, but that’s just my opinion.”

Asil listened and truly took in her words, but he didn’t reply. Instead, he chuckled. “You are so mature when not around Amber.”

Cecile crossed her arms. “The first time I met her she was carrying a monster in her arms and leveling it up, so cut me some slack.”

He smiled as the atmosphere lightened, and then he began to talk with the merchant.

In the end, maybe staying around for a bit longer wasn’t a bad idea.

* * *

Amber stared at two marquesses in front of her, then at the armor they had offered, and finally, she spoke the words in her mind.

“Thank you.”

The Armor of Frenzy was good, but she was in a dire need of an upgrade⁠—after all, its only real redeeming quality was the fact that it had the self-repair ability, which instantly made it Relic Grade. This armor, however, was different. For starters, while both looked similar, this one was cursed.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Armor of the Vanquished ⁠— Ancient Quality

This is an armor that has come from a time long past, born and reshaped from the trials and tribulations its previous wearers have endured. Forged from fires long lost, this armor bears the following enchantments:

Curse of Decay: Whoever is in contact with this armor will suffer from immediate rot in any open wounds, making them harder to heal.

Curse of the Vanquished: Whoever is wounded, whether it be the wearer of this armor or the attacker, will be marked as vanquished. The death of a vanquished will completely restore this armor and will also grant the slayer of the vanquished the ability to empower their next attack. Upon usage, the slayer of the vanquished will be permanently weakened.

Ability: Self-repair: At the cost of your mana, the Armor of the Vanquished will be repaired from any damage.

Needless to say, it was borderline unfair. To Amber, the permanent weakness was not a thing, so every single thing she killed just provided more fuel for the next target. And the worst part? She could tell it applied to Essence skills as well, so Primordial Blazing Bolt was going to be able to reach a new limit.

Now, I just need a zombie curse that can raise me from the dead, she mused, her mood suddenly improved.

She immediately grabbed the armor, which made the two nobles in front of her wince, and stored it into her ring. She also remembered she had an entire new ring to go through⁠—the one that belonged to the man of the Arcane Council—so she was going to deal with that later.

“Glad it is to your liking,” the woman said, happy with herself. “You can always come to us for equipment.”

The rotund man nodded. “Indeed.”

“I won’t, but thanks.” Amber smiled, and the nobles paused slightly in response. “I’ll let Princess Aurelia handle the punishment of every noble here.”

At that, she received a hearty chuckle from the man. “Of course, of course.”

The woman did look somewhat bothered but didn’t say anything. At least one of them had pure intentions, Amber thought before looking over to the princess.

“Can you deal with it now?”

“Normally, I’d ask for something in return for doing it right this moment, but I did get to see a fair amount of the fight,” she conceded. “Just stay around until I finish, but feel free to explore Tanst. See you in a bit, Amber.”

With those words, Charles and the princess went off, and Amber returned to the duke who was still shocked from her earlier fight. He looked over at her before showing a rare smile.

“If my son hadn’t been an asshole, I’d ask if you were interested in marrying him.” He laughed.

“Even if he was the most charming man ever, I’d still say no.”

“I do have a daughter⁠—”

“Also no,” she interrupted, shutting it down. “Not interested in that at all. But I will say that I am grateful that you came along for this.”

The duke, Zizel, paused for a moment before nodding. “It is my pleasure. But if you don’t mind me asking, how many Primordial Spirits do you know?”

Amber raised her brow. “What do you mean?”

He shook his head. “Forgive me. Just the way you worded your conversation with the king earlier today made me think you had met more than one.”

“Oh.” I did say it in plural, didn’t I? She shrugged. “Well, who knows, maybe I know all of them.”

“I wouldn’t put it beyond you, but just stay clear of the Arcane Council,” he advised.

Amber thought over his words before sighing.

“I’ve killed three of their members so far, so that’s gonna be hard.”

The duke completely froze, and then he sputtered in a panic. “W-wait… three? Are y-you sure they were from the Arcane Council?”

“I mean they had the necklaces, and all three were the ones to attack the capital?” She tilted her head. “Though, I did kill the two in the Great Desert just two weeks ago.”

“Huh?!”

It seemed to her that the duke couldn’t believe it, and perhaps her claims were outrageous, but it was the truth, and at this point⁠, she really didn’t care if the other person believed it or not. Still, thankfully, the duke seemed to trust her words.

“No wonder you are so strong…” he muttered before looking up at her. “You are extraordinary, Amber.”

She chuckled. “I know. I’m not from this world, after all.”

“Indeed.” He nodded.

Amber didn’t necessarily know what to make of his admiration, but it didn’t seem like a bad thing. And while she most certainly preferred to receive the type of admiration Velda had for her—one that pushed someone to do better—she was beginning to like the normal kind of admiration.

“Well, for now, let’s go find a smith so I can get the armor fitted.”

At that, the duke got a weird expression. “I don’t think I can come along.”

She paused. “Wait, why?”

He gestured over at the bags of gold. “I’ll be counting those.”

Oh, right…

“Sorry.”

“While I do like you, this is the only time I’m doing this for you.” He sighed. “I am a duke.”

“Right, thank you. I’ll go now.”

The situation was way too awkward for her to survive it any longer. On her way out, she looked over at the nobles, who seemed to be getting an earful from Aurelia. They were also constantly flinching, and most looked like scolded puppies. A select few were looking in her direction, not listening to the princess, and in their gazes, Amber saw hatred.

Well, not my problem now. She shrugged and went on her way.

* * *

The first thing Amber did was find a smith. They had been reluctant at first due to the fact that the armor was cursed, but with the power of money, they ultimately agreed to readjust the armor to her measurements. After that, she asked for directions and landed herself in an alchemy shop, in which she bought acid potions⁠—knowing of their existence due to her fight with the Arcane Council. She went on to pour them on herself to try to level up Toxin Resistance.

Unfortunately, Toxin Resistance did not level up, and she was nearly arrested for causing mass panic. Even though she did it in an isolated alleyway, somehow people found out and made a big deal about it.

Afterwards, Amber went back to the princess who was just about finished with the nobles.

“If you fail your duties ever again, not only will you be banished, but I’ll also personally see to it that you are taken by ship to open sea.”

“Y-Yes…”

“What is this about?” Amber asked Zizel, her brow raised in mild confusion.

“Just Princess Aurelia being Princess Aurelia I suppose,” he explained simply.

Amber didn’t question it. The princess had a slightly strange personality all things considered. Thankfully, it didn’t take long before she finished. Minutes later, knights escorted them away, and coincidentally, a person arrived with the gold sacks, handing them back to Zizel.

“There are about three hundred extra coins,” he said, simply.

“Thank you.” The duke nodded.

With that, the person departed, and Amber gave the two a weird look. I suppose delegating work to others is perfectly acceptable. Finally, the princess finished talking with her personal knight, Charles, and turned to them. Or rather to Amber.

“I’m being informed that you, uh… caused a public disturbance?”

She nodded slowly. “I did pour an acid potion on myself, yes.”

“Right…” Aurelia blinked. “Can you not do that? Do it in the forest or something.”

“I’ll take your request into consideration,” Amber said flatly.

Aurelia shook her head and just began to walk. “Let’s go then. Dealing with official business is boring.”

“Agreed,” Zizel said.

Amber didn’t say anything. Instead, she just traveled the streets and took a look around the rather unassuming city—aside from the fact that the destroyed plaza had garnered a lot of attention.

Though, while she had toured around alone, she hadn’t stopped getting glances, which made her consider trying to dress in normal clothes or fancy ones⁠ to call less attention. But that was something to think about later.

She briefly considered trying to do some work as an adventurer to kill the time, but ultimately, she decided against it.

It took a couple of minutes, and eventually, they met up before leaving to go back to Liz’s place. Aurelia spoke with Zizel about random things⁠—mainly how terrified the nobles looked —and Charles just sat back quietly.

And finally, that gave Amber the chance to look through the items she had gotten from the Arcane Council member.

The first one was a compass.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Compass of Tracking ⁠— High Quality

This is a modified compass that is enchanted with the enchantment of Mana Tracking. Upon absorbing the mana of an entity, it will memorize its signature and continue to track them. This compass has a range of 5km.

This compass currently has a mana signature that it’s tracking.]

Five kilometers wasn’t a whole lot. It was like three miles, and when the distances between cities were dozens of times longer than that, it didn’t seem all that great. But Amber knew that this compass was the reason she had been found in the first place. After all, the compass arm was pointing right at her.

While she didn’t know when she would be using it, it was most definitely useful, even if it was to track someone who was tracking her.

After all, there is no way the Arcane Council won’t come after me again.

Amber closed the compass, and Aurelia looked over.

“Why do you suddenly have a compass?”

“It belonged to a member of the Arcane Council. The ones who almost killed me. I fled and killed them after.”

“Does my father know you’re being targeted by the Arcane Council?” she asked, mouth agape.

“Uh, not really? But like they weren’t tracking me by name but by mana signature, so it’s fine for now.”

The princess just stared in shock. Evidently, it was too much information to handle. But Amber tried to reassure her.

“Don’t worry. You can always tell them where I went off to if the kingdom is in danger or whatever,” she explained.

“Right… I’ll… speak with my father about this later, I guess…”

Amber nodded, satisfied with what her dialogue had achieved. Zizel appeared a little surprised, which confused her a bit⁠ considering she had told him a lot already. But she ignored it and moved on to look more into the ring.

It had quite a few potions, some which carried curses⁠, but unfortunately, she couldn’t absorb any of them into Cursewelder. She saw the curse with lightning that the man had used, she also saw the Curse of the Abyss, and then a curse that made the target more volatile? Those were the ones she noted. The rest were a lot more straightforward like making it hard to breathe for the target.

All in all, she had only about ten potions, but what she did find was a spare Arcane Council necklace. She also found one of their cloaks, which was surprisingly⁠ enchanted. And it wasn’t bad either.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Cloak of the Twin Moons ⁠— Superb Quality

This cloak is made out of finely woven firebird feathers, granting it lightness and immunity to fire, and it’s made by skilled craftsmen. The cloak bears the following enchantments:

Self-repair: The cloak will gradually repair damage done to it with ambient mana.

Toughness: This cloak has been magically improved to be three times more durable.

Presence Killer: This cloak makes you harder to notice by those below your level.]

It was, in fact, really good. And considering it didn’t have anything that screamed Arcane Council, she planned to use it from now on when traveling.

Amber smiled as she peered further into the ring, she quite enjoyed this because she felt like she was getting a bunch of things she never knew she needed. It was like christmas. And fortunately, there was more stuff the member of the Arcane Council had such as documents⁠. She didn’t exactly plan to leaf through them all just yet, but the idea excited her.

For now, she wanted a quick glance, so she took them out. They were empty. Completely. To her, the paper looked used, but it was devoid of any markings, and she felt like it wasn’t an invisible ink situation or anything.

She shook her head and continued to look through the ring. Oddly enough⁠, since it wasn’t hers, it felt like trying to guess what was in it.

Amber found rations, water as well, camping equipment, and a staff to give to… someone? The previous fire-related staff felt better for Velda, and Liz’s was just overall better. This one enhanced electricity magic. Well, maybe she could give it to Asil⁠. Probably better than what he had gotten from the Ofril mage.

Soon enough, after looking through other rather uninteresting things, such as mana potions, health potions, and even a type of gum that seemed to help with dissolving curses, she found one last object.

One that was pretty awesome. After all, it could interact with Essence. Oh, and it was cursed.

It was a ring that had both of the moons of Vir as its centerpiece.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Ring of the Twin Moons ⁠— Superb Quality

This ring is made out of precious mithril metal that bears the Curse of Binding, binding the wearer to it permanently. Its set stones bear the following enchantments:

Energy Reserve: The gemstone can be charged with any energy to be used for later.

Casting Amplifier: Once a month, you can enhance the energy within the ring to make it more powerful for your next attack.

The ring must be worn in order for the enchantments to take place.]

The only reason Amber could guess the member of the Arcane Council wasn’t using it was due to its curse, and maybe their Cursebearer wasn’t as good or something, so he couldn’t remove it⁠, but Amber didn’t care about that, no. Instead, she focused on how stupidly good the ring was.

She had a hunch, a feeling, that it could allow her to do two Primordial Blazing Bolts if she filled the energy reserve. Which was absolutely disgusting. Amber put it on and then⁠ didn’t do anything, too unsure if it would randomly begin shining upon it being injected with Essence.

It honestly looked like a piece of women’s jewelry more than anything, which made Amber happy. While she pretty much never went out of her way to look good, it didn’t exactly mean she did not appreciate pretty things. And the ring, of course, was pretty.

She got a jealous stare from a frowning Aurelia.

“Why would a mage even carry that? It can easily get damaged.”

Amber shrugged. “It’s cursed. Luckily for me, I am a Cursebearer, so…”

She took it off, storing it in her own personal ring. While she didn’t know about it getting damaged—considering both storage rings she wore looked pristine⁠—it certainly looked like a fragile piece of fine jewelry, so she decided on only taking it out to use it.

It was way too good to not be careful with it.

Amber smiled.

* * *

Amber briefly caught up with Liz on their return to Starkell Manor, getting nothing more than an, ‘Are you even human?’ and a, ‘No, Amber, you need help, that’s not normal’. All in all, it was a mundane interaction with Liz. While she could have stayed around for longer, her entire being compelled her to sleep in a proper bedroom for once.

After all, she had been sleeping in her tent on a mattress, and when the refugees were around, she just slept on the ground since she didn’t want others to begin pestering her about the mattress or anything⁠—it was just inviting trouble.

So, she headed to bed, but not before handing the extra staff to Asil unprompted and getting a very confused thank you. Lying there, she raised her hand, staring at the ceiling, and blue flames sprouted⁠—ones that carried curses as well as just pure firepower.

She could feel the inside of her chest steadily burning as well, and from all of that, a smile slipped onto her face.

While she most definitely wasn’t ready to go to Ill’hine yet, knowing that she was well on the path to it and had gotten past one of the biggest hurdles on this journey made her happy.

“It’s silly to think, but I could probably take over a city on Earth, huh?”

Of course, she couldn’t survive a nuclear bomb⁠, yet, but she felt like she had a chance at surviving a tank shell.

I really am not human anymore, am I? she asked herself before smiling. Well, that’s fine.

Shortly after, Amber fell asleep, happy with what she had become and what she had achieved.

* * *

That night, the Marchioness of Acris, Lady Annia, sent a letter to the underground organization she worked for, detailing the battle that had taken place between the nobles and the recounting of Baron Renard. However, it was also filled with venom. And it was because she was due to be stripped of her title as a noble in a week.

All because the princess had been able to tell she had an inherent dislike for Amber⁠—impure intentions. It was because of that commoner that she lost it all. And it was also the reason she wrote this letter.

Not to inform the Obsidian Rose of what happened, but rather to make a simple request. One that had thousands of gold attached to it. 

Kill Amber.

With members over level 200, it was only a matter of time before it happened. It was one of the biggest assassin organizations on the continent, after all.

* * *

That morning, Amber woke to a figure inside her room. One that was holding a shining staff at the ready, creating a barrier that enveloped the entire room, trapping both of them inside.

It was William, the mage that she beat up and humiliated; the son of duke Zizel. And he had an awful frown present on his still-bruised face.

Trouble…


Chapter 48.

Amber immediately summoned the Cursewelder, ready to fight the asshole that was William; however, contrary to her expectations, he crossed his arms and spoke, all while he averted his gaze, looking at the door instead.

“I’m sorry.”

She blinked. “Wait, what?”

William groaned, pinching the bridge of his nose, whispering to himself, “This commoner…”

Amber raised her brow. “You know I can still hear you, right, dumbass?”

The son of the duke shook his head and then unfolded his arms. He still had a very difficult expression, but after letting out a sigh, he bowed.

“Amber, I am sorry for how I treated you that day. While I had my reasons, I understand that it was unsightly of me. I will never threaten your friends again, and I won’t threaten you either. Even if…” He bit his lip. “Even if I don’t necessarily agree with you, it doesn’t mean I should disrespect you.”

There was a silence, all while Amber processed what had just been said to her. In all honesty, she was stunned. Why was William in her room? Why had he just set up a barrier as if he was about to kill her? Again, why was he in her room? And is he seriously apologizing?

A myriad of questions flooded her brain, but in the end, there was only one appropriate reply for everything. At least, an immediate one.

“I… accept your apology so long as you don’t do it again,” Amber said. “Next time, I may actually just kill you.”

William scoffed. “I am not stupid, remember? I am a genius. I’m not doing that again⁠—that would only place my father in a difficult position.”

“Right.”

In the end, he was still the same person, but now, he understood his position. However, Amber wasn’t planning on ridiculing him or anything⁠—she was better than that. So, instead, she just asked what was on her mind.

“But, William, why are you in my room, and why did you set a barrier?” she asked, turning serious. “If it’s to do something⁠—”

“It’s not what you think,” he interrupted before closing his eyes. For a moment, he seemed to be mulling over his words before shaking his head.

“It was a barrier to block sound… I did not want anyone to hear this,” he said, his voice timid, then he met her gaze. “You should be honored. I’ve never apologized in my life like this before⁠—”

“Right, thanks,” she interrupted. “Why did you have to sneak in?”

He blinked before smiling to himself.

“I saw the opportunity, and admittedly, I wanted to surprise you. After all, how many people sneak into your room to apologize? Zero, right? I think it’s something that goes to show how much effort I went to, especially not to wake you up at the wrong time.”

Amber paused. The only reason William had been able to do all of that was because she hadn’t been on alert at all; however, she wasn’t going to explain that to him. Instead, she made a guess.

“William, you don’t… socialize much, do you?”

He clicked his tongue in displeasure, looking away.

“I don’t have time for that, and while I understand that breaking into a lady’s room is discourteous, I still think my intent and action supersedes that. I went through great effort to enact my apology, after all.”

Ok, he isn’t totally out of touch, he is just too self-absorbed. She could work with that. William had logic⁠—he was a logical person shrouded by narcissism, but he was logical.

And so, a sigh left her. “Just don’t do it again or I’ll also kick your ass.”

“Right.” He seemed surprised at her reaction but didn’t say anything more, instead changing the topic. “Anyway, I insisted on coming here even though my father didn’t let me, so I’ll be helping out the peasa⁠— the refugees.”

He was going to say peasants but had corrected it. Amber didn’t press the issue. Instead, she nodded at William.

“Thank you. That said, you should leave.” Amber put away the Cursewelder. “I don’t want you in my room any longer.”

Willaim’s brows snapped shut, and then after a moment, they relaxed. “Alright. Goodbye, Amber.”

He was probably going to say ‘how dare you order me’ or something, but thankfully, he left without trouble, teleporting away, and then Amber went back to sleep⁠.

Or, at least, she tried to. She was too annoyed that he had snuck into her room.

So, instead, Amber went into a different room and slept there. While at first she was oddly anxious, she eventually did fall asleep.

This time, she was not interrupted by an eccentric noble.

* * *

When she woke up again, it was already noon. She had dreamt she was on Earth and stressing about finishing college while having to go level-up and worry about Ill’hine⁠—a weird dream. Ultimately, when she woke up, none of the feelings remained. Instead, she just felt great and refreshed.

She hadn’t had such a good sleep in months, despite the disturbance, and needless to say, she was in a good mood over it. She headed downstairs and then paused, hearing voices in the living room. One was familiar, belonging to William, and he sounded exasperated. The others not so much.

“I’m telling you people, Duchess Amber is not interested in listening to what you have to say.”

“Why not? We have just come here to talk,” a female voice replied.

“That is right. We are not here to employ her barbaric methods or the methods the nobles under the Starkell Dukedom used,” a man agreed.

“And yet you have come here to demand resources being used for the refugees to be lowered, even though they are minimal at best,” William grumbled.

The female voice spoke simply. “I simply believe it is best for Cytel to be more secretive about the refugees.”

Amber blinked.

Just what is going on?

* * *

Her name was Aveline Dawnriver, and she was a marchioness under a different Duke. In fact, the eight or so nobles here were marquesses and marchionesses, and they had gathered together to change the fate of the kingdom. While dukes had yet to act, Amber’s actions the other day had put a lot of nobles on edge. After all, there was no telling when she would snap and do something to other people. And given not every noble was above level 150, it was quite the troubling thing.

Of course, that wasn’t the entire reason they were here, but it was one of the main reasons, and Aveline had been the one chosen to lead this discussion. She always had a way with words, after all, so there was no reason why she couldn’t talk things through with Amber. Whether it was her violence or the situation with the refugees that greatly concerned the nobles.

That said, they couldn’t do anything so long as William, Duke Zizel’s son, did not allow the discussion to progress.

“Lord William, you do understand that this is not a decision that concerns you.”

The son of the duke scoffed. “It does concern me because you’d be wasting Duchess Amber’s time.”

Aveline raised her brow at that. Since when is William concerned about anyone but himself? Still, she couldn’t let the attitude of the duke’s son derail the discussion.

“That is only for the duchess to decide, not for you.” Aveline narrowed her eyes.

William clicked his tongue. “It seems you don’t understand your position⁠—”

“Why are you people so desperate to talk with me?” a voice interrupted.

Everyone glanced at the figure leaning on the doorway nearby. She wore nothing but a plain and rather dirty shirt, shabby pants, and armored boots that most definitely did not fit the lower-class attire she wore. Her hair was brown, silky, and beautiful but also a plain color, and her eyes were a deep orange.

It was none other than the subject of the conversation, Amber herself.

William looked over with some surprise before he shook his head. “You should leave. They will just waste your time.”

In response, she shrugged. “I’d rather get it out of the way now.”

In response, the duke’s son scoffed. Much to everyone’s surprise, there was no argument, no anything⁠—though, then again, there had been a rumor of William getting beaten up by Amber, and it was quite prominent as well.

Amber, in return, sat not too far away from him on the couch and turned to everyone.

“So?” she asked casually. “What do y’all want?”

Aveline was taken aback by her casualness, but with a cough, she continued, “We were hoping to talk to you about your actions the other day with the nobles under the Starkell Dukedom. And also, to possibly return the desk you stole.”

Amber raised her brow. “I thought you guys wanted to talk about the refugees?”

“That is the case, but we also hope to talk to you about your behavior,” the man next to her said.

Aveline looked over. It was none other than Marquess Nueville. He was the man who oversaw the nobles in the south, where the sea was located. He was probably the noble she was least acquainted with in this room, yet he was possibly the most fearsome, given he constantly dealt with pirates and nobles from other continents.

Nueville continued, “Such violence is unacceptable to many of us, after all.”

Amber raised her brow. “The nobles were the ones to attack me first. It was nothing more than self-defense. If anything, shouldn’t you be taking it up with them?”

The marquess shook his head. “I’m told that you provoked them and disrespected them to their face. Just because they are a lower rank than you, it doesn’t mean that they should be treated like that.”

Aveline nodded. “That is correct.”

The Hero of Cytel sighed. “You tell me that after they were withdrawing taxes belonging to the Starkell family and risking their positions as dukes.”

“Just because other people are being unpleasant, it doesn’t mean we should continue with that cycle,” Aveline answered simply. “It is important to be better than the other person.”

Amber tilted her head. “Uh, yeah I didn’t feel like doing that.”

Instantly, the marchioness frowned. “And that is exactly why we are here to talk. With your violent tendencies, there is no knowing if you will do something unsightly to another noble.”

“If there is not a reason to, I won’t.” She shrugged. “I get that you are espousing the fact that violence isn’t the answer, but in all honesty, I don’t care, not when my friends are getting disrespected or threatened.”

Aveline paused, taking great offense to what was said, but before she could say anything, Marquess Nueville spoke first, “And what will happen when you meet someone that you can’t just beat up?”

“I’ll talk?” Amber tilted her head. “You people are seriously making this a much bigger deal than what it needs to be.”

“We aren’t making it a big deal, it is a big deal,” the marquess said. “You can’t just brute force your way through everything, and you most certainly⁠—”

“Look, I don’t care, alright?” she interrupted, evidently annoyed at this point. “I know William said you people would waste my time, but this is some next level thing. No, I won’t back off if someone is disrespecting me, period.”

At that, Nueville frowned and stood before her. “This is not something you can brush off⁠—”

“I can, and I will.” She crossed her arms. “Now, drop it.”

The marquess smirked. “Make me.”

A sigh left the Hero of Cytel. “I swear, you nobles are a pain in the ass.”

“So?” the nobleman teased. “If you talked to me about it, we could resolve this, but instead, you are not open to dialogue. Instead, you are close-minded and opt to engage in barbaric ways.”

“Alright, I’ll talk about it with you. Either stop talking about this and respect my boundaries or get beaten up,” she said simply.

“Or, alternatively, you could just listen to us—”

“Stop,” she said, massaging her temples. “Last warning.”

Hearing that, the marquess frowned.

“You are the one that’s being—”

She punched. Something cracked. Something in the air blurred. And something inside the room exploded.

Aveline blinked as wood splinters flew through the air, and a groan echoed. William sighed, and the other marquesses in the surroundings immediately broke out of their quietness.

“Monster!”

“Barbarian!”

“How dare you?!”

Meanwhile, Aveline was still having trouble recovering from what she had just witnessed. Amber had punched that man over so little. It was insanity. Sure she had given a warning, but still… to someone like Aveline, it was something absolutely barbaric. All her life she had solved her problems through words, but this… this transcended that.

For the first time ever, she didn’t know what to do. Amber was stronger than her, she was stronger than everyone present. So what was the answer?

Everyone was on edge, and Amber rather than respond to the accusations, tilted her head instead.

“So, who else wants to get beaten up?”

The nobles hesitated.

“You savage…” one muttered.

“She is insane…” another one said.

“What a crazy woman…” someone grunted.

William snorted, and Aveline was rather lost at seeing what had just unfolded. That was until a noble rose from their seat and pointed his staff at her. But before he could do anything, Amber pointed her finger, and there was a flash of silver before it burst⁠.

The noble screamed as a hole was perforated in his shoulder, and Aveline blinked. It was a display of magic, one that she hadn’t been able to sense, and yet it sent her into a further spiral. Amber was a warrior, and even her Legacy Branch was related to that based on sources. So, why was it that she could use magic?

“If anyone else tries to attack me again, I won’t be so kind,” she warned with a frown.

Finally, Aveline decided to speak. “J-Just what is wrong with you?! We just came here to talk!”

“Correction: you came here to talk, your friend, who I punched, came here to be annoying, and that bleeding guy over there came to attack me.” Amber gestured at the mage who was grasping at his bleeding shoulder.

The marchioness gritted her teeth. “Yet you resorted to using violence over a little provocation. Do you not realize how insane it is? I understand that the System grants us power, but to use it so… irresponsibly, on such whims, it is…”

She looked down at the ground, trailing into a whisper.

“Wicked…”

Amber raised her brow. “Is that so? I really don’t see the issue here. Because what I did was nothing more than retaliation; it’d be stupid of me to let you people walk all over me, no?”

Aveline blinked hearing that as she had a realization, though other nobles didn’t take so kindly to what she said and began to argue, but Aveline’s thoughts were elsewhere.

Trying to talk with Amber was akin to trying to talk to an apex predator. Trying to reason with her was like trying to reason with a monster. You just couldn’t… No, that wasn’t accurate either. It was more like⁠—

“What is happening here?” a sharp female voice cut through the room.

Amber paused, and practically everyone froze. And Aveline, of course, was included. In fact, she had been practically the first person to see the new guest, and her eyes were trembling in shock.

It was Princess Aurelia.

She had an awful frown as she stepped into the room, especially upon seeing the broken wood and the bleeding mage. Finally, she turned to Amber.

“So?”

“Well, a noble pissed me off, and I told him to stop or get beaten⁠. He didn’t, so I punched him. Then that noble tried to attack me, so I deterred him by injuring him,” she said simply.

It was a simple explanation, but one that essentially narrated everything that had happened effectively. And it was because of that that Aveline felt hope, and even she somewhat rejoiced. Because while no one here could put Amber in her place, the princess could most certainly do it. Even if the princess had been shown to be Amber’s acquaintance, this kind of behavior could not be tolerated.

The princess nodded and came over to Aveline.

This is it. She smiled. This is when she reassures me that Amber will be dealt with!

“You should stop bothering Amber,” she said simply.

Aveline blinked. “Wait, what…?”

“I said it.” Princess Aurelia crossed her arms. “I don’t care much about what you people were saying, but considering Amber isn’t an unreasonable person, this couldn’t have happened unless the discussion was particularly annoying and also⁠, from what I gathered, you people refused to move on from it as well, so that’s just plain rude.”

“B-But we just tried to talk to her about not using violence and⁠—”

“It doesn’t matter.” The princess shook her head. “Matter of fact is: Amber was right to beat up the nobles yesterday, and she was right in doing what she has done today.”

The marchioness froze. “How is she⁠—”

“Do you want to suffer some kind of punishment from this?”

And Aveline shuddered. “N-No…”

“Good, then leave, and stop bothering the hero of this kingdom.”

“Right…”

What just happened? Aveline was trembling. Since when is the princess so… biased towards Amber…?

She looked over as Aurelia engaged in conversation with Amber. It was an unbelievable sight, and yet it was one that showed they were clearly friends or at least in an incredibly friendly relationship due to the lack of honorifics.

Aveline just couldn’t understand.

Amber was important, she was the Hero of Cytel, and she had powerful friends, but at this point, she had the entirety of Cytel in her favor. That was something Aveline just couldn’t comprehend.

She looked at Amber.

Just how deep do your connections go?

She turned towards the other nobles. They all had terrible expressions.

What happened is unacceptable, and it is not something I can continue to let happen… Violence truly isn’t the way here…

Moreover, Amber hadn’t even tried to move the topic into the other reason they had come here, she just plain refused and tried to dismiss the topic instead. It was something that Aveline couldn’t accept.

It was something that a lot of nobles couldn’t accept.

But, at the same time, what could she do?

Aveline felt… helpless. Amber had too many friends, too many connections, too much of everything.

Feeling despair, Aveline stood up, gesturing at the nobles to follow. Then, she bid farewell to the present people and retired herself, all while feeling truly lost for the first time in her life.

* * *

Aveline Dawnriver⁠—Amber learned her name from William⁠—and her group left without causing too much trouble. Thankfully, as time passed, there didn’t seem to be any issues with any of that either. In that timeframe, Amber got to relax and even help out with some refugee-related things such as destroying part of the forest to make housing space via a Primordial Blazing Bolt, and she also got to witness William duel Charles a multitude of times, all while praising her and saying he wasn’t enough.

All in all, the days were strange but not bad. To her, it seemed that she was done with all the noble squabbling that had been going on, and now, she could move on. She had also spoken with Asil and Cecile⁠. The former was going to linger around until Amber left for the Sacred Forest, and the latter wanted to stick around for this journey. Velda and Deer had yet to return, but it was only a matter of time.

She also took the chance to go to Val’leri’s tower to visit her friend and talk, only to find her missing. To her surprise, she had somewhat turned into an urban legend amongst the knight squads. That day had been quite amusing.  

Also, due to the nobles, she had been briefly concerned about the potential problems that housing refugees from Ofril could cause, but according to everyone she spoke to, it wouldn’t be a problem. So, in Amber’s opinion, life was going pretty well. She even took the chance to try and find out more information about Cursed Berserker’s of the past, but unfortunately, nothing about Ishtar had shown up.

It was on her third day when Amber decided to do something more active, and while she could have asked Asil or William to blast her with spells to train her resistances. But instead she sought something more engaging, choosing to head to the adventurer’s guild and do something.

Amber entered through the double doors, wearing a different set of casual clothes while also wearing the greaves of the new armor set. Her distinct appearance immediately drew glances.

“Is she pretending to be an adventurer?”

“Dude, look at her level!”

“What do you mean— Wait, what the fuck…”

Shortly after that, everyone was looking at Amber. And while it wasn't unexpected that people were wary of her, they seemed overly so. Still, she ignored that and approached the board full of requests. Upon finding nothing interesting, she went to the receptionist—a young woman with glasses—who was the first to start a conversation.

“You are from the capital, right?” the receptionist asked her, her tone dubious.

Amber tilted her head. “Sort of? I mean, I've been here around the same time as Laria, so I guess.”

The receptionist blinked. “Right… I think that's acceptable.”

She nodded at some adventurers who were looking her way, and they visibly relaxed, much to Amber's confusion. Still, she decided to ignore that and turned to the matter at hand.

“I noticed the requests on the wall aren’t…” She thought for a moment for the appropriate wording. “Something that I would possibly die in, so do you have something like that I could take?”

The receptionist paused. “Unfortunately, that is everything we have.”

Amber blinked. “Is that so?”

She turned to the wall, pausing for a moment, deliberating before approaching it and grabbing anything that was close by⁠ that would take a day at most—thankfully, each request had an estimated time-frame for things⁠—and then, she brought all of them to the receptionist.

“These are…” She hesitated. “Do you want me to pick one for you?”

Amber shook her head. “No, I want all of them.”

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

“I want to do all of these requests,” Amber declared, gesturing at the papers. “Every single one of them.”

The receptionist paused, and the adventurers who overheard her immediately protested in defiance against her actions.

In the end, she couldn’t take all the quests.


Chapter 49.

The adventurers had taken great displeasure at her attempt because, according to them, she was trying to steal their job just like the foreign adventurers. That and coupled with the receptionist reasoning that she had absolutely no way to track some of those gathering requests, made Amber only take five quests or so.

Now, an hour or so later, Amber found herself pondering as she walked through a forest.

She wasn’t pondering about the future, or ongoing things, but rather about herself. She found it… interesting how she had changed. Perhaps it was also odd. She had gone from being preoccupied about what other people thought of her and feeling shy when showing off to… well, to not caring all that much.

Perhaps it was due to everyone who had hammered into her that she was in fact not normal, but at this point, she had no shame in doing certain things—such as taking a bunch of requests from the Guild. Or even arguing with nobles or any of the recent things she had been doing. While she tried to stay humble, the truth was that she had quite a big ego at this point.

While Amber felt it made sense, she also found herself wondering about herself. After all, she was well on her path towards becoming an eccentric and annoying god, and now seeing how she felt, she realized that their personalities were beginning to make sense. With ego, with power, with all of that came change. Sure, she wasn’t planning on being disrespectful or using people for her amusement, but she definitely felt a lot more disconnected in regard to what strangers thought about her.

It was weird but also normal? She didn’t really know what to make of it, and thinking of everything⁠—what she had experienced, what she had become, and how she currently felt about things—made her laugh.

“I am practically living my dream, and yet, I’m sure past me would want to bury her face in a pillow after hearing some of my interactions…” It was a fun thought. “Well, that’s fine.”

Amber shook her head. For now, she was simply relaxing. Once she was done here she would head to the Sacred Forest. She wanted to explore the region and also find out more about the visions she had seen back in her advancement, and she had a hunch that Asil’s family could help her with that.

As for trying to go to Ill’hine?

She wasn’t stupid. She’d still die if she went. So, the general goal of growing stronger remained. And with that, came understanding her Essence further.

Amber looked over at a tree and swiped. There was no flash, no anything, and yet⁠—

A laceration exploded upon the bark. It carved a mere couple of centimeters, but it was still something deadly. It wasn’t Fulminating Slash but rather a better slashing attack to what she had. And she wanted to perfect it given it was well… invisible.

She had taken the chance to experiment with Essence every now and then, and while Asil had tried to teach her more, she refused him for the most part. And that was because she felt it important for her to learn by herself.

Amber made a knife of blue fire and played with it. It was something that Advanced Blue Fire Creation allowed her to do. At the same time, the uses of the technique felt limited. She could make constructs out of blue fire and apply it to other things she did, and… yeah, that was about it.

She needed new skills, and while imagination was the limit, Amber didn’t really get it. She pointed her finger and blasted through a tree branch with the water in the air. She was practically a mage at this point, so perhaps trying to dig into how mage classes worked would yield some results?

A sigh left her. “I’ll figure it out when I go to the Sacred Forest. Aren’t elves incredibly good mages anyway?”

That was what Thieney had said. Well, he said they had affinity towards magic, but either way, it seemed like a good place to start.

Shaking her head, she summoned one of the many requests she had taken.

[Assess danger of the Sapphire Dungeon.

Those capable enough may clear it. If not, report back to the Guild.

Request time: 1 Day to 1 Month.

Estimated level: 120+

Reward: To be discussed.]

It was the highest-level request she had on hand. And now, she was about to arrive at the dungeon. A very on-edge merchant had directed her towards it. She looked ahead at the dark tunnel, and after taking a deep breath, she readied herself.

After all, it was probably going to be the only chance she would get to polish her Essence properly today.

Still, as she entered, Amber couldn’t help but wonder what Velda and Deer had been doing since according to Liz they should have long returned.

Well, hopefully they’re on their way back now.

* * *

Velda and Deer were, in fact, not on their way back. Instead, both were trying to grow stronger, all to surpass the person who had a pivotal effect on their lives:

Amber, the Demonkiller. The Hero of Cytel, a duchess of the kingdom, and friend of the primordials.

And now, they were both nearing the level-100 barrier. Slowly but surely, they were going one challenge at a time, and just like many other challenges, today, they were facing a new one.

A bead of sweat ran down Velda’s forehead as she steadied her staff, a gray flame wisping at its tip. It trembled for a moment, threatening to extinguish, and then she slammed it down, calling out the fitting word to channel her spell⁠.

“Cinder⁠!”

The flames exploded forward like a barrage of gray that engulfed the Sapphire Ardrid before her. The walls charred, and some of the stone disintegrated into nothing but flakes of coal. The blue spider itself reeled and screeched, unleashing a howling scream of pain before it simply melted away.

[You have defeated a [Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 112].]

For defeating an enemy 30 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have reached level 83. 5 stat points awarded.]

Velda let out a deep breath. She was close to surpassing her sister already, and yet she was so eternally far from Amber, who was 50 levels above her… at the very least. But still, she resolved herself to try harder. Part of it was because leveling up allowed her to feel in control of her own life. Another part was surpassing Amber, and another was that she truly enjoyed it.

She had long resolved herself to this path of life, and while it was supposed to be a lonely one, it wasn’t the case for her, all thanks to Deer. The monster that Amber had miraculously tamed, but also Deer was special⁠—according to a monster tamer and a summoner—because she was pretty smart.

Velda smiled as the gigantic monster cuddled up to her. While Deer was about ten levels behind, it wasn’t an issue. With their teamwork, even this dungeon was an easy thing to deal with. All they had to do was isolate the encounters and take on monsters one by one. While both would have loved to have Amber’s recovery abilities, neither of them could get close.

At most, Deer could regenerate a limb after a few hours, and Velda herself could, at most, re-attach a lost arm. At most. It certainly wasn’t something that compared to what the berserker was capable of.

“Now, what should we do?”

Deer whined, trembling lightly. She wasn’t scared, but it conveyed an important meaning.

Rest.

Velda blinked. “Oh, we’ve been here for a day straight, huh?”

She got a nod in affirmation, and that was enough for her to agree with Deer’s suggestion. So, after a moment, they both got to moving toward the dungeon exit. Right now, they were on one of the branching paths from the main path, where most monsters were, and unfortunately, sneaking out wasn’t easy. Still, it wasn’t something they hadn’t ever done before.

So, they got to work. Velda took out two necklaces—artifacts to see in the darkness—and put one on and gave Deer the other. The two of them moved towards the main path, weaving within the mantle of darkness as they avoided the passing monsters through crevices and cavities. That was until they encountered two. Hearing their footsteps, the two tensed.

They shared a glance, and then Deer acted. She threw a projectile of bone at a distant wall, exploding it with a loud bang. Instantly, the spiders ahead hissed and rushed in that direction, enough for them to pass through.

Getting out is always so stressful… Velda frowned as she walked forward.

The two of them continued on their path to the exit, avoiding a few more spiders. When they were finally getting towards the main path of the cave, they heard screeches. Hundreds of them, and all of them were furious as if they were in a frenzy.

The two tensed, even though they were less than a minute from the exit. This was bad given every single monster in here could undoubtedly kill them. Velda and Deer hesitated, but the screeches from behind immediately spurred them into action; they bolted into the main path and rushed.

And the screeches grew closer. Velda looked back, only to see a burst of acid coming her way. She hurriedly cast a barrier. The barrier exploded on impact and sent her reeling back from its force. Deer also barely dodged a different acid blast. The two of them picked themselves up, but further venomous acid was shot forth, missing them yet enveloping the cave in it.

Velda and Deer turned only to see dozens of eyes in the darkness, and then one of them burst forward. A piece of bone hit it, and Velda used Repulse in tandem, sending the spider deep into the darkness, but this did not last long as another spider immediately pounced.

“Blast.”

A burst of silver flames engulfed the spider, but it did little to stop it as Velda had to roll out of the way as it landed. Then, more spiders pounced. Velda reeled back, but thankfully, Deer intervened with a powerful blast of exploding bone that repelled the spiders. Some got through, but⁠ they did not pounce on her.

Velda picked herself up as she called to Deer.

“Cover me.”

The monster companion nodded, and then charged forward, using its strong body to repel the spiders. Meanwhile, Velda raised her staff as a silver flame wisped atop of it. She could still hear the spiders screaming bloody murder. A lot of them were running along the ceiling and going past them, but even then, they were surrounded.

For some reason, the Sapphire Ardrids were agitated, and while Velda wanted to run, she knew that the monsters in front of her⁠—the ones fighting Deer⁠—would kill them if she did so. Which was why she had to kill them first.

Her mana ballooned at the tip of the staff, preparing her long spell, and the hisses echoed before⁠ Deer was blasted.

Velda was hit by her companion, and the two rolled farther into the tunnel. She opened her trembling eyes, only to see a lumbering figure standing in the middle of the tunnel. Its chitin was blue⁠—a radiant glowing blue—its legs were armored and dripping with venom, and its eyes were a deep azure color.

It was a…

[Grand Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. ???]

Velda paled. A monster that was beyond level 150+. And as if heralding its appearance, the screeches and hisses grew stronger, more frenzied. Even the Grand Sapphire Ardrid was letting out a deep hiss that sent shivers down Velda’s spine.

Is this how I die?

The spider pounced, and⁠ a wave of white passed before hitting a distant wall and exploding. 

Velda yelped as blood exploded in front of her, the two halves of the spider hitting different sides of the wall as she recoiled from the sight. The two parts of the monster were flaming a beautiful azure blue.

But before she could focus on that, the rest of the spiders reeled back and screeched in defiance before a blue projectile hit and exploded, engulfing everything with the familiar azure blue fire. It was killing everything in its path because it was powerful.

In fact, it was the most powerful fire she had ever seen, and to make it even more impressive? It wasn’t even made out of mana.

She shivered at the implication, and then a voice called out to them, “What are you two doing here?”

Deer yelped, and Velda turned on guard only to see her. It was Her. It was the woman she aspired to overcome.

Amber.

[Warrior. Lvl ???]

And she had grown even stronger.

* * *

Amber tilted her head at the very shy and bloodied Velda. Her golden hair was completely stained with blood and entrails, and her blue eyes showed some guilt. Deer wasn’t any better.

“Y-You see we were…”

Amber raised her brow. “Trying to die?”

“What? No!” Velda sputtered. “We have been in this dungeon for two days now. If we were trying to die, we would have already died.”

She nodded at the mage girl’s explanation. “Alright, well, try not to level up in places where normal monsters can kill you.”

The blonde girl blinked. “Isn’t that what you do?!”

“I’m the exception.” Amber grinned.

“Right…”

There was an awkward silence for a few moments before Deer whined and basically pounced on her, all too excited to see her, and much to Amber’s surprise, Deer had grown. Both in level and in size. If before she was a mere head taller than Amber, now she was two heads taller. A ridiculous notion, yet Amber didn’t point that out and instead embraced the monster, patting its neck.

“There, there, you missed me, didn’t you?”

Deer whined in response, while Velda seemed hesitant.

“Your level is… what is it? Don’t tell me you are…”

“Above 150? Yep.” Amber smiled at her. “It took me an entire day. Quite a hard advancement.”

Deer, of course, didn’t know what that represented, so she just continued on whining in happiness, but Velda’s eyes went wide.

“W-What…? Getting the level 150 advancement takes years for a lot of people. Even for talented mages it will take months. What do you mean it took you a day?!”

“Well, I beat up a level-202 monster, and I got it.” Amber shrugged.

“202?!” Velda freaked out.

In the end, Amber had to explain everything in great detail to Velda—conveniently omitting Essence—and by the time she was done, her jaw had hit the floor.

“H-How…”

She shrugged. “I’m just me.”

“You are…” Velda looked at her up and down. “Are you an alien?”

Amber smiled. “Given I’m not from this world, yes.”

Velda blinked. “Uh… huh? Huh… right…”

In the end, no one really believed that claim, but the girl’s reaction still made her chuckle. Still, hearing the screeches far into the cave Amber knew she was far from done.

“I’m going to continue clearing this dungeon. Are you coming?”

Deer immediately let out a resounding yes with a whine, and Velda slowly nodded. Just like that, they set off again.

* * *

Amber slashed, splitting a spider in half as she tilted her head. She had gotten way better with the invisible cleave, but for some reason, it wasn’t being recognized as a skill. Then again, its cutting power wasn’t any better than Fulminating Slash’s. She was now riding atop of Deer, who seemed more than happy at the occasion.

Amber slashed another spider, having to slash twice this time to kill it. Neither Deer nor Velda wanted to leech levels, so they just let her murder her way through the dungeon.

Velda looked at the dead spider. “I’ve been meaning to ask but… what’s that… thing that you’ve been doing? What was the fire as well?”

Amber smiled. “They are just curses.”

At that, the mage looked at her incredulously. “Do curses get that powerful at level 150?”

“Mine do.”

It was a total lie. Sure, her curses were strong now, but not blow-up-an-entire-dungeon strong as Primordial Blazing Bolt could. Amber turned to see another spider inching towards them and smiled.

“I can do this, too.”

She pointed her finger, and with a ‘bang’ in her mind, a burst of water perforated the spider and crippled it instantly. Velda, once more stared in amazement.

“That was… water…” she said after a moment. “You… What⁠— That’s not…”

“I can also do electricity,” Amber said, showing a crackling between her fingers.

“What the…”

Normally, she wouldn’t show off this hard, but she had a plan, and namely, it was to talk with Velda.

“I’ve found that my curses have reached a new level, but at the same time, they are weak, and most aren’t recognized as skills.”

The blonde mage paused, evidently taken aback by her random statement. “Right… I’m not sure what you mean.”

“So I wanted to ask: do mages create their own spells sometimes, or are they all given by the System?”

“We can create them,” Velda said after a moment of hesitation. “In fact, when we reach 150, we are given the option to create a new spell for our class, one that is required to be stronger than all the other spells. Upon managing to do so, we may acquire our advancements.”

Amber listened and quickly had a realization. So that’s the reason the advancement for mages is easier.

“Have you made a spell yet?”

She expected a resounding no, but to her surprise, Velda meekly nodded.

“I have. It’s called Barrage of Cinders. I estimate it’s around level 100 in strength,” she said, lifting her staff as a silver flame flickered on its tip, trembling as it began to charge with mana. “It takes me multiple seconds to cast it, but it’s what Deer and I have been using to kill the spiders.”

“Huh, interesting.” Amber took a moment. “That’s impressive.”

“It’s… Yeah…”

Velda seemed shy at the sudden praise, but Amber was genuinely surprised. However, she didn’t let that derail the conversation while she slashed an incoming spider.

“I think my curses are similar to schools of magic. So, do you have… suggestions or things I should try?” Amber asked slightly, swinging.

Velda winced as the entrails splattered before them.

“Well… is your slashing thing wind magic?”

“It is not…” Amber paused, thinking about how to explain it. “It’s closer to concentrated mana. Just made incredibly thin so it's invisible.”

Velda was once more awed, and then she collected herself. “Right, you aren’t manipulating mana. Those are curses… Have you thought about adding wind curses to make it more powerful? Wind magic can cut in a similar effect, so…”

Amber tilted her head at the suggestion. She hadn’t even considered wind at all⁠—in fact, she didn’t think she had even seen wind magic in the past. Though there was one problem, and it was the fact that Amber didn’t have any base of reference for how it should feel. So, she turned to Velda.

“Can you use wind magic?”

“I should be able to use a very weak version of it, yeah.”

Amber nodded and stored her armor, showing her arm to Velda.

“Use it on me. Cut my arm off if you can.”

The mage blinked. “I… Liz did tell me about your electrocuting requests, but I don’t think wind magic will help you⁠—”

“Just do it,” Amber said. “It’ll help me, a lot. If you do it, I’ll let you test spells on me later.”

At that, Velda immediately nodded and lifted her staff as it was channeled with mana. Moments later, the rather weak attacks began. Amber, in turn, focused on truly mastering that feeling and translating it into Essence.

Amber knew it was important for her to learn this because, if she did, she could apply it to Fulminating Slash and Primordial Blazing Bolt to increase both of their projectile speeds as well.

Not only that but as she absorbed the Essence from the felled enemies, she also realized that by the time she finished this dungeon, she would gain an Essence skill no matter what.

She was going to level up her core from this dungeon, after all.

* * *

Over in the capital, far away from Amber’s training, Aveline Dawnriver and many other nobles called a meeting with the king. One that was going to decide the fate of the kingdom of Cytel. 


Chapter 50.

Amber continued, making her way through the dungeon while accompanied by Velda and Deer. It was a rather calm and leisurely experience. There were screeches, explosions of blood, and harrowing darkness. There was a bit of unpleasant pain from the constant cuts occurring on her arm, but it wasn’t too much of a problem.

“You really are durable…” Velda said, evidently tired.

Amber turned to the mage. “I’ve been thinking, but can you use any type of magic, even if it’s not part of your class?”

“Sort of.” She let out a tired sigh. “Depends on the talent of the mage in question, but even being able to use anything is kind of pointless outside very specific scenarios.”

“Can’t you technically push yourself and get very strong spells of each element?” Amber raised her brow.

Velda closed her eyes and lightly nodded.

“You can technically do that, but the path to strength is going to take much longer than just not doing it. I do think the advancement from it will be nothing short of amazing, but even the most lauded mages in history did not have such capabilities.”

Amber nodded. So, my Essence works like magic, good to know.

“If I had been a mage, I probably would have gone that path, huh.” Amber tilted her head. “Well, all of that is good to know.”

The blonde girl frowned. “What part of even the greatest mages of history couldn’t, did you miss?”

Amber closed her eyes. “My level-150 advancement required for me to do something nobody else with my class has done. And from what I saw during my class advancement…”

“Yeah?”

She hesitated, thinking about Ishtar, the woman with the horned helmet, of the guards, of the emperor. But finally, she voiced her thoughts out loud. “Those people were most likely… beasts.”

Velda gave her a strange look. “Didn’t think I’d ever hear you say that about someone else.”

“There were fewer than ten people in all of history with my current class, so it makes sense.” Amber shrugged.

The mage’s eyes widened. “Fewer than ten… that’s…”

“I was also offered a unique class, too,” Amber casually added, then she flicked her hand and sent a small burst of wind. “Interesting, huh.”

“A unique class?” Velda paused. “I thought you had your level-150 advancement, not your level-200 one…”

She looked back, “I did, why?”

“I just thought that classes of such caliber were reserved for the level-200 advancement and above…” Velda said, hesitant. “After all, even across the continent, individuals above level 200 are rare. Some are nothing more than rumors. As for levels above that…? Nothing more than legends…”

And yet Dargon is so high-level… There seemed to be quite a gap, and to some extent, it seemed that going above level 200 was going to be quite annoying. Though, perhaps, in other lands of Vir levels were higher. She just had to explore.

Still… is Velda saying I got the equivalent of a level-200 advancement at 150? Amber tilted her head and then had a realization. Well, given everything that I got… it makes sense. Did I skip an advancement perchance?

“Of course, the Arcane Council is…” Velda swallowed. “If they wanted to destroy Cytel they could. That’s why they have the strength to destroy empires. Perhaps some empires have level 300s and maybe even 400s…”

“I see…”

The power balance of the world wasn’t something she ever considered, but it made sense. However, it wasn’t something Amber wanted to think about or worry about for now, so she placed a reassuring hand on Velda’s shoulder.

“What are you⁠—”

“Don’t worry about that because…” Amber grinned. “I’ll become god, after all.”

The mage paused and then snorted. “Yeah right.”

Amber chuckled. She didn’t have that much confidence, but she most definitely wasn’t scared of what was to come.

“Well, for now, you can have this,” Amber said, laughing to herself. “A gift from a future god.”

With those words, she shoved the staff she had picked after her battle with the mages of Ofril inside the Grand Dungeon into Velda’s hands. It was the Staff of Flames that made any flame-related spell 50% stronger.

Velda blinked, receiving it. “Wait, this is…”

“For you.”

The mage was awed by the thoughtful gift, and then, after recovering herself, she said, “Thank you⁠— Wait, why is there blood on it?”

“Dunno.”

And just like that they carried on. Amber could now use wind, but it was surprisingly weak. Then again, it was to be expected. Velda, however, was pretty much awed by her ability to replicate it all via “curses”. That said, she would probably learn it from leveling up her core, but she still wanted to understand things as much as possible.

After all, if she just relied on Essence to give her the skills, she wouldn’t ever truly push her Essence to the limits like she intended.

So, Amber began to work much more diligently while leisurely strolling through the dungeon.

* * *

Hours passed, and eventually, Amber noticed Velda yawn. Deer was wobbly as well.

“Hey, do you think we could… rest?” she asked hesitantly. “We’ve been awake for a day and a half now.”

Velda seemed nervous, but Amber just nodded.

“Sure.”

The mage seemed surprised but said nothing. Shortly after that, they took a different path, she killed a bunch of monsters, and then she set up a makeshift camp with her own personal items and the ones she had taken from the Arcane Council, awing Velda in the process.

“That’s… a proper bed…”

“You can use it,” Amber said. “Deer can sleep on the sleeping bags or with you. I’ll just continue to train.”

At that, the blonde mage paused. “You… Do you ever rest?”

“Sometimes.” Amber turned to look at the wall. “For now, I wish to grow stronger.”

“That’s… I wonder if I’ll ever manage to catch up with you…”

Amber didn’t answer, but rather than be sad, Velda resolved herself.

“Well, guess I’ll find out. As soon as Deer and I reach level 100, we will go to the Primordial Spirit tower.”

Amber paused but smiled. “Use my name, and you probably want to go there before your advancement so you can get a Legacy Branch along with it.”

Velda slowly nodded. “I’ll think about it.”

With that, the conversation came to an end, and Amber bid goodnight to the two of them— even though it wasn’t quite night-time just yet. Then, she went to practice her Essence. She didn’t move too far away from the camp, just in case she missed one of the Sapphire Ardrids or something.

And Amber blinked⁠— she knew she had fought these spiders before in Ax’thra’s tower, but why didn’t she use them to level up her Toxin Resistance this time around?! She was quite literally throwing, slowing her progress and her opportunities; she was being stupid.

Thankfully, the camp was in a closed alcove, so Amber quickly rushed out, sprinted down the hall, found a poor Sapphire Ardrid, and dragged her back to the camp. The spider, of course, hissed, spitting venom as it helplessly fought back.

* * *

Amber practiced hard. She refined the wind to cut as the hours passed, and eventually she mixed them together into something more.

The invisible wind-enhanced slash hit the Sapphire Ardrid, amputating its leg and causing it to hiss with pain. The monster tumbled before spitting a spray of acidic venom that splashed upon Amber. The sizzling sound echoed in the cave, and toxic fumes rose to the air, joining the other ones.

But Amber didn’t pay that any mind; instead, she focused on polishing her work. After all, the wind lacked sharpness? She frowned, slicing at the spider this time with wind only. The gale immediately slashed through a different leg.

The Sapphire Ardrid nearly lost its balance but quickly recovered and pounced on her. Amber tilted her head as the spider bit into her shoulder, barely managing to tear her flesh.

This feels like the time in which I’d ask Asil for guidance, Amber thought as the spider screeched, injecting its venom into her with a bite. But he’s not here…

She shook her head and then looked over at the spider, which was doing its best to kill her. In all honesty, she was quite surprised it had that much energy left. If it were higher level she may have even considered turning it into a mount, but unfortunately, it wasn’t.

Amber allowed the Sapphire Ardrid to constantly attack her, speeding up the level of Toxin Resistance even more. It also allowed her to focus on thinking rather than having to pay attention to it⁠—after all, it could decide it was bored and go after Velda or something.

* * *

By the time Velda woke up, Amber was still pondering and trying different things.

“A-Amber, are you okay!?” Velda called in a panic.

Deer also was on edge, unsure of what to do.

“I’m fine.” Amber shrugged.

The spider on top of her screeched in response, digging into her clavicle for the hundredth time. At this point, Amber was planning on keeping it like that until it either died of exhaustion or her Toxin Resistance hit 4th Rank.

“Are you sure you are okay?” Velda asked, still worried. “You are all covered in blood.”

Deer whined, adding to that.

Amber nodded. “I am fine. Trying to get Toxin Resistance to 4th Rank.”

The blonde mage spaced out. “Uh… okay…”

With that, the issue of the spider that was attacking her was resolved, and a new temporary not-so-friendly companion was added into the mix.

According to Velda, the dungeon was about halfway cleared at this point, so she’d most definitely finish today. By the end of things, she would have an Essence skill or two.

So, Amber continued on her training while Velda and Deer tagged along.

* * *

The Grand Sapphire Ardrids did not understand what was happening to their home. There had been a total of three of them, but now, one of them had died. Slain by the intruder. And while their brethren moved to stop this force of nature, it seemed ineffective except for one, who constantly relayed its success in attacking the intruder.

It was confident that it would eventually be brought down, but the two Grand Sapphire Ardrids weren’t so sure. After all, their soldier had been attacking the intruder for more than a day straight at this point. The other brethren upon encountering the intruder also relayed that one of them was indeed attacking it, yet the others would die shortly after.

And now, after a long and hard battle, they truly were cornered. The intruder was on the way to the main chamber—the place where all of them were born. Their home. Unlike the others, the two Grand Sapphire Ardrids had some intelligence, and while they were resolved to fight for their lives, they knew that this was the greatest challenge that had befallen their colony.

The soldier that had been fighting the longest—if they survived—would surely be praised as a hero by the two of them, but for now, they had to stay alive.

The first Grand Sapphire Ardrid scanned the main chamber. She saw the lain eggs, the fifty remaining Sapphire Ardrids prepared to pounce, and the mana crystals in the ceiling that brought them strength. While their victory wasn’t guaranteed, they weren’t going to fall here.

The second Grand Sapphire Ardrid, meanwhile, was steadfast and resolved, his eyes glued on the entrance. The intruder was going to come up any minute, and he was going to ensure it died before the damage done was too severe.

The two Grand Sapphire Ardrid were no strangers to adventurers, but they rarely ever had to face a single one of them. Now, however, the two of them were going to fight—even if their sister had died at the hands of the intruder.

Footsteps resounded, echoing across the vast chamber. One. Two. Three. They loomed closer as every Sapphire Ardrid in the vicinity tensed.

It was time. The intruder was finally upon them. While there were other intruders, they weren’t a threat. The only one that mattered was the intruder. The one that had slaughtered all their kin.

Relaying their commands, the two Grand Sapphire Ardrids waited as voices reached them.

“What have you even been doing all this time?” a young voice asked.

“Getting a new skill, and I’m quite close to it now,” the other replied. “Rather, I think I got it. I just have to test it. Bunch of spiders ahead to do so, too.”

Soon…

The first Grand Sapphire Ardrid readied herself to spit venom and perched low, and the second Grand Sapphire Ardrid prepared himself to pounce, legs ready. The two of them listened as the footsteps reached a new crescendo, and finally, after grueling seconds of waiting, the intruder and its companions entered.

Now.

Over thirty Sapphire Ardrids pounced, the second Grand Sapphire Ardrid led the charge, and the rest spat their venom. It was the perfect strategy—one that would kill anyone.

“Dismantle.”

A wave swept through the chamber. Blood exploded everywhere, the crystals in the ceiling flickered, and the cave walls were cleaved right through. Blood rained down as a deafening silence descended. The first Grand Sapphire Ardrid paused, and then she saw the second Grand Sapphire Ardrid hit the floor, heavily injured.

“Oh, you are still alive.” The intruder waved its hand and killed it.

Just like that, over half the spiders were dead. The survivors shuddered, and the first Grand Sapphire Ardrid didn’t know what to do. The intruder moved to kill the rest, but one of its companions spoke.

“Actually, it’s better if you leave these alive. Otherwise, the dungeon will be empty for a while and piss off the Guild even more.”

The intruder tilted its head. “Huh? Really?”

After a moment of silence, a resolution seemed to be reached as the intruder touched a corpse. After that, it looked around the room and sighed in disappointment.

“No loot, huh—”

The intruder blinked.

“And there it is.”

With those words, the group departed, and the first Grand Sapphire Ardrid was left behind, all the while wondering what had just happened.

* * *

[You have defeated a [Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 122].]

…

[You have defeated a [Grand Sapphire Ardrid. Lvl. 160].]

[All your attributes have increased by 25.]

With her core leveling up, she had gotten the amount of six level-ups’ worth of attribute points, and that was only because she had a Legacy Branch; otherwise, it would be worth a lot more level-ups.

Amber stared at her core. It was now bigger than before—slightly bigger than a tennis ball. It seemed that level-ups didn’t do all that much, but advancements, in comparison, would change her core a lot more, from expanding her Essence capacity to granting her other things. Core level-ups, in comparison, gave attributes and slightly increased her Essence reservoir.

They also brought something else: a new skill. From the level-up she had learned Wind Manipulation, and as its name implied, it let her change wind. She had also learned another skill, all on her own.

Wind Cleave.

It had a lower cooldown than Fulminating Slash and much stronger cutting power. And with the Curse of the Vanquished, she could do what she had done back in the dungeon.

I really am stupidly strong now, huh? Amber wondered.

Another notification finally came.

[Toxin Resistance has ranked up. Toxin Resistance is now 4th Rank level 1.]

Oh, finally. With that, she grabbed the spider and threw it, not bothering to kill it. It hit a tree and fell into a bush with pained hisses.

[Toxin Resistance has reached 4th 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 out of your body within one hour.

4th Rank ⁠— You can now sense toxins and how strong they are.]

The 4th rank was pretty good, all things considered. She smiled, walking alongside Velda and Deer to complete the other quests she had taken. She had taken the corpse of the Grand Sapphire Ardrid as proof she had cleared the dungeon—according to Velda it would be sufficient to complete her quest.

“I’ve been meaning to ask, but… what was that back there?” Velda asked, unsettled.

“The slash?” Amber raised her brow.

“Yeah, aren’t you supposed to be a berserker?” she said, a hint of fear in her voice. “That… that compares with mages of a higher level than you.”

“Well, I am a berserker.” Amber shrugged in response. “I heal, I build up momentum during battle, and I have incredible physical prowess. And I also prefer fighting strong things with my sword as well. But now, I also have long-ranged attacks, and when I’m feeling lazy, I can just do that.”

“That still doesn’t answer my question,” Velda said, a hint of annoyance in her voice mixed with nervousness. “It’s just… not something I’ve seen before.”

“After you go through everything I’ve gone through, I’m sure you’ll be able to do similar things,” Amber reassured her. “In the end, that’s the result of everything. As for explaining it to you? I cannot do that. But eventually, I think you’ll figure it out if you continue like this.”

“Right…”

Velda went silent as they headed to collect some berries that came from a specific monster, growing within its hide.

It took an hour or so to find it, but Velda easily killed it and helped her pick the right ones for the quest, which Amber appreciated. After that, they went to the lake to kill some invasive species of fish that Deer easily took care of.

On their way to complete the fourth request she had taken, Amber finally remembered what she wanted to ask about.

“Velda, you mentioned the Guild being angry earlier. What do you mean?”

The blonde mage scratched her cheek. “It’s complicated, but the summary I can tell you is that they don’t take kindly to foreigners now.”

“Is that why they asked if I was from the capital?” Amber raised her brow.

“Probably,” Velda continued. “Ever since the demon summoning, they have been wary of new arrivals, but the main problem is that the summoning brought a lot of adventurers, so they don’t want outsiders taking their work. And now, with the war and refugees coming in, they are even more on edge.”

Amber blinked. “So, there are other refugees aside from the ones I brought?”

Velda paused. “You brought refugees?”

She nodded.

The mage sighed. “Well, either way, the Guild isn’t taking kindly to those from faraway lands. Those who are from the kingdom get some okay treatment, but if they are from the Great Desert there are… problems.”

“Problems?”

“Well, adventurers getting beaten up isn’t out of the question…” she said awkwardly. “The capital hasn’t exactly been stable in the adventurer department for some time now. So more people coming has made it even worse.”

“Huh…”

That seemed troublesome. Maybe I’ll have to tell Kaz and Riya to not take jobs? Amber wasn’t sure what to do with that information, but for now, she figured she should focus on completing whatever she had taken and act after that.

So, she focused on that.

* * *

The last two jobs took an hour each, given they were close by, and returning took a couple of hours since Deer was nowhere near as fast as Amber. By the time they arrived at the manor, it was almost evening, at least that was what Amber estimated. Liz didn’t seem to be around, which wasn’t out of the ordinary.

But she didn’t stay around for long, instead opting to immediately go to the Guild in order to turn in her requests and be done with it. After that, she intended to go find the adventurers in the refugee camp and maybe give them the money she made off the requests.

So, with a plan in mind, she headed towards the Guild, but upon arriving, she couldn’t help but pause.

There was a ruckus happening inside, and while at first Amber didn’t care too much, something immediately happened after that made her feel very differently.

Cecile blasted through the door, bloodied, injured, and unconscious.

And as she heard the familiar voices of her acquaintances arguing with the adventurers inside, she felt something she hadn’t felt in a very long time.

Anger.


Chapter 51.

Riya couldn't understand how the situation had devolved.

She deflected a dagger thrown at her and ducked under a sword swing.

They had come to the Guild in order to make money and establish themselves in this new region, especially now that a lot of the refugees were starting to have some semblance of normal life, so it was important for her and Kaz to resume their adventuring activities⁠. Meanwhile, Cecile and Asil had come along to request herbs. It should have been a straightforward thing, but instead, the adventurers immediately became hostile as soon as they found out they all were from the Great Desert.

And it was all because they were refugees. The demon attack that had happened in the past had drawn hundreds of adventurers towards the city, stealing jobs from the locals, and now with the refugees that were coming to the city, the tensions with the local adventurers had been taken to a new high. So, there was nothing but hostility and a refusal to let them accept requests.

Everyone tried to reason, but in the end, it fell on deaf ears. Even when Riya reasoned that the guildmaster—the leading figure of a guild branch, usually a powerful retired adventurer—would surely hear them out⁠. Was ignored, and in fact, it made people angrier because they didn’t want the guildmaster to interfere in “such a small matter”. There was also the fact that he wasn’t even present at the moment, having left to collect the payments from the monster parts gathered this month.

Cecile⁠—who had no protective measures on her at the time—was the first to bear the brunt of an attack, getting a cut on her shoulder. It was supposed to serve as a warning, telling them to back off and not come back. But instead, it immediately caused a battle to break out, led by Asil.

Riya blocked a sword with her dagger, and even though she was a much higher level than her opponent, she was still sent flying back, all because her strength stat wasn’t particularly high. While they wouldn't be killing them, knocking them out and taking their possessions wasn’t out of the question.

She gritted her teeth as she fought back but quickly got overwhelmed by the swipes of the level 135 warrior. She tried to pounce on him, but she was repelled by a mage. And that was when they heard a scream⁠.

Riya’s eyes widened as the purple-haired merchant was thrown out of the guild by a mage. While at first she hadn’t been well-acquainted with her, they had quickly become close friends in the past few weeks, and the sight made Riya feel bloodlust.

Cecile burst through the doors, and the first one to scream was Asil, firing a lightning spell at the mage—a rare level-150 individual.

The mage blocked it with a barrier and then smirked. “Consider it a warning. We told you to leave. While the Guild is a neutral organization, each branch acts slightly differently, and in Cytel’s branch, we have decided that foreign adventurers are not welcome.”

He clicked his tongue and continued.

“Either leave now or get beat up just like your friend. The guildmaster is busy today, so let’s not bring him trouble. We don’t want to tell him that a bunch of people from the Great Desert came to cause trouble, right?”

Numerous adventurers voiced agreement hearing that, and Riya bit her lip.

Everyone was hesitant, even Asil, and why wouldn’t they be? They stood to lose more than gain. In fact, this could get them banished from the Guild, and if the guildmaster stepped in to defend his branch, things would be disastrous considering their level. In the end, he was more likely to trust the locals than foreign adventurers. Cecile could also get easily healed by healing potions. So, there was no reason to not turn around and accept defeat, right?

Riya saw the logic in that, and in spite of it all, she gritted her teeth and spoke in anger.

“No.”

Perhaps it was humiliation, or perhaps it was because of what had just occurred, but there was no way she could just walk away like that.

“Very well.” The mage nodded. “Knock her out, Nate.”

At that moment, Riya sensed a presence behind her. She turned only to see a rogue just like her, brandishing his daggers by the dull side for a clean strike.

[Rogue. Lvl. 150]

He was much stronger than her.

Riya knew she had no chance to defend, but even then she had to try⁠—

An explosion resounded, a blue blur passed, and the rogue hit the wall along with another object. Pieces of wood flew through the air as the adventures present turned to see what had happened.

When all eyes landed on the knocked-out rogue, they couldn’t help but be surprised. Riya was also shocked.

There was half a spider on the ground, and the rogue had gone out of the building, breaking through the wooden walls as if they were paper. And it wasn’t any old spider but a Grand Sapphire Ardrid. A monster that was over level 150. A footstep echoed, and everyone turned to see the source at the door.

Riya paused. It was Amber, and she was carrying Cecile. She wore a grim expression, bloodlust permeating the building.

“Who did this?” she asked, her solemn voice ringing.

The mage looked at her, raising his brow. “You are that girl who came the other day? I suggest you don’t get involved in this.”

Amber looked at him. “Were you the one to hurt Cecile?”

“That girl?” The mage looked at Cecile. “I didn’t know she was your acquaintance. Sorry about that. Do understand that it was a necessary thing.”

“A necessary thing?” She tilted her head, not having any particular expression.

“That is right.”

Amber nodded, but she had a small frown now and approached the elf.

“Asil, take care of Cecile. I have to deal with this.”

The elven mage paused, receiving the unconscious merchant. “You are angry, aren’t you?”

“No.” Amber shook her head and turned towards the mage that had done it all. “I’m fucking pissed. But I’ll take care of it.”

Riya was taken aback by that. After all, it was the first time she had seen Amber behaving in such a way. She seemed calm, but her voice was grave.

The mage raised his brow. “If you don’t stay back, I’ll be forced to fight you. Even if you are a warrior of a higher level, you really won’t have an easy time considering I’m a mage who specializes in barriers.”

“You hurt my friend,” Amber said simply.

“And I’m telling you that it was a necessary thing, so back the fuck off before I deal with you as well.” He raised his staff.

Amber walked forward, ignoring his statement.

“You know, I had begun to regard this kingdom as my home, even if most of my life was spent elsewhere. Because this is the place that welcomed me when I didn’t understand the world, and it's where I made my first friendships. That’s also why I brought refugees from the Great Desert here, because this is where I developed, where I have connections, and where I became a hero.”

She shook her head.

“So now, you can imagine how I felt when I saw a friend of mine had been beaten up in the city I saved, in the kingdom I had begun to consider my home. All over something incredibly stupid.”

The mage frowned. “You are… Amber, the Hero of Cytel.”

She met the gaze of the mage, still approaching him at a relaxed pace.

“Of course, while I should hold everyone present responsible, you are the one who did it. You are the one who hurt my friend. So, I suggest you brace yourself or you might actually die.”

With those words, she pulled back her fist as she became covered in a soft blue light. And everyone present sensed it⁠—the change in atmosphere. It immediately became heavy, oppressive almost. Even Riya felt as if she was in the presence of a true monster.

The mage snorted. “If you are so desperate to get beaten up, then fine.” 

He tapped his staff on the ground, and a purple barrier was erected. It sheened with an iridescent light, refracting light from different angles, and it was evidently strong. It was a specialized barrier.

“Have at it. It will deflect whatever you do to it back at you⁠.”

“Good, then I don’t have to hold back, do I?”

With those words, a gigantic sword appeared in her hands, one that was pulsing with blue lines and covered with blue flames. It was Amber’s signature sword, and one that immediately scared the lower-level adventurers present. But their alarmed mutterings went unheard.

The mage swallowed at the sight and cast another barrier to protect himself, and Amber gripped her sword with both hands and cocked it back.

“Don’t die because I still want to beat you up quite badly.”

“That’s…” The mage paled, immediately regretting his life choices and raised his staff to teleport, and she swung⁠—

The sword struck, and the barriers⁠ exploded. The mage broke through the wooden supports of the guild building and went flying out into the plaza outside. Splinters flew through the air, and a series of loud bangs resounded. Dust billowed as a gust of wind swept through the guild.

Amber shook her head and turned to the rest of the adventurers who were frozen on the spot.

“Who else attacked Cecile and my friends?” Then she cocked her head. “I guess all of you did.”

At that, multiple adventurers paled and ran, fleeing immediately, but not every single one of them. Some of the higher-level ones jumped on Amber, and she looked behind. An assassin teleported, and he was grabbed. His throat was held, and with a powerful swing, he was blasted out of the building.

At that moment, another warrior appeared, and she headbutted him pretty much instantly. He broke through the flooring as the guild trembled.

“I got her!”

Another assassin cut into her neck, only for the blade to merely nick her skin. His eyes went wide before Amber slapped him with the blunt side of her sword, sending him flying out of the guild doors.

Even though Amber had arrived a minute ago, the guild was already a mess with multiple holes, and that was when a door in the back slammed open as an angry voice bellowed.

“So your petty revenge isn’t enough, but you also want to destroy my guild branch, too?” he said annoyed. “I saw everything through the vision artifacts that were set, and even though I teleported to my office anchor as fast as possible, you still made a fucking mess.”

It belonged to none other than the guildmaster. His footfalls echoed through the hall as the surviving adventurers let out sighs of relief. Kaz, Riya, and Asil frowned. Finally, a lumbering man stepped out into the open. He was practically made out of pure muscle, and he wore an open coat that showed his battle-scarred body. On his hand, there was a thick wooden pole that vaguely resembled a staff.

His level was high.

[Combat Mage. Lvl. 170]

He eyed Amber. “Are you really sure you want to make an enemy out of the Cytel guild branch, Miss Hero? You can still make amends.”

In response, the brown-haired woman just met his gaze. “Enemy? I should be the one asking that.”

Amber’s voice turned threatening.

“Do you really want to make an enemy out of me?”

Following her question, a heavy silence fell.

* * *

Amber was angry. It was a type of anger she hadn’t felt before. She wanted these people to see the consequences. She didn’t want to trash the whole place but rather make them truly and thoroughly regret it. Whether it was through a beating or humiliation, she didn’t care. She wasn’t doing it for the sake of future refugees, or even for the sake of fixing the treatment that adventurers from afar were receiving.

Rather, she was doing it for herself because, oddly enough, she felt disrespected by the whole situation. They had dared to touch her friend. Her friend. And while they probably did not know any better, it still pissed her off no end. Just like William had angered her when he threatened Liz and Velda.

And this very reason was why she had no qualms about her actions so far today.

Silence filled her surroundings, except for the creaking wooden structure. Even the leader of this guild branch seemed frozen.

“I’ll ask again: do you want to make an enemy out of me?” Amber raised her brow.

“As the guildmaster, I cannot let this slide,” he said simply.

“Then it is a shame because I cannot let what happened to my friend slide either,” Amber said simply. “I really wish I could let this go, but you are defending those assholes.”

“I didn’t tell them to go and beat up every adventurer that did not cooperate, but I did allow them to do what they wanted, even if I did warn them about the potential consequences, namely being banished from the Guild or getting beaten up if it escalated too much,” he stated. “But your actions have crossed beyond simple revenge—as you can see by the state of the building.”

He gestured at the destroyed surroundings, and Amber paused, feeling sudden irritation.

“Are you telling me you were aware they had been doing this?”

He shook his head. “A singular adventurer was beaten up in self-defense a week ago. Aside from certain complaints that reached⁠—”

She interrupted, “So, you are telling me that you could have told them to behave and prevented this?” Amber looked at him, almost incredulously. “And here I thought you were innocent in all of this, but then again, I also heard about the rising tensions, so there is no way you wouldn’t have heard of all this bullshit.”

She slowly raised her sword, feeling disappointed.

“I really was apprehensive about beating you up, but now, I don’t care.”

The Guildmaster’s staff unleashed a soft glow, and he became encompassed by a red aura, his attributes increasing greatly.

“Just try.” The Guildmaster sneered. “You are not the only one with a Legacy Branch, you know. Don’t look down on me, Amber.”

She shook her head. She wasn’t going to kill him, she wasn’t unhinged, but making him beg for mercy? That most certainly wasn’t out of the question. So, she prepared herself.

The man frowned, warning her. “You will regret this.”

“I really won’t.”

She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, appearing behind him and swinging her sword. The man barely turned but managed to block with his staff, and the ground beneath his feet shattered. Blood ruptured from the veins in his arms, and his eyes went wide, fear evident.

“H-How…”

It was only natural. Amber was using every single strength buff at her disposal, and with Inexorable Momentum buffing itself via its 4th Rank, it buffed all Inexorable skills the longer she was in battle. She was even stronger than when she first hit that mage. The difference between the two of them was just that great, and the guildmaster had seen it just now.

It was because of that, that she’d had enough of this.

Amber looked at him deeply. “You should know, I can make my next attack even stronger, but I won’t do any of that.”

She did have Cursed Rage Synergy and Curse of the Vanquished at her disposal. And while the guildmaster was a combat mage⁠—which based on what she saw allowed him to buff himself to be physically stronger⁠—it wouldn’t make much of a difference. However, rather than explain any of this, she continued:

“I won’t continue my act of revenge any longer. Because I believe that I’ve done enough. While the situation was perhaps unavoidable, if you or the adventurers had genuinely apologized for what happened to Cecile, the situation would have most likely immediately de-escalated.”

She shook her head.

“But instead, it escalated. Not showing any remorse over beating up an innocent merchant is nothing but shitty. Every action shown by the Guild over this situation has been absolutely disgusting, whether it be against my friends or strangers. But I’m not some paragon of justice to try to make things right for everyone and teach a lesson to those adventurers who mistreated the others. So, this much is enough. I got what I wanted.”

In the end, she wasn’t all that angry anymore. Not after landing that hit and seeing the eyes of shock from the guildmaster. So, she stopped putting strength into her sword, and instead, she vanished it into her ring before turning around.

“I’ll return to turn in the requests I took later.”

Amber started forward and then looked at her shocked group of friends and acquaintances.

“Let’s go.”

“Right…” Riya paused but quickly followed.

Kaz swallowed and did the same.

Asil simply smiled, satisfied with her actions.

“Wait,” the guildmaster called.

Amber looked back. “What is it?”

“Do you think you can get away with this?” he said, threatening her. “Do you really think⁠—”

“You are misunderstanding something.” She interrupted with a sigh. “I only acted in retaliation to what was done to my friends—nothing else, and nothing more. The Guild is supposed to be neutral. What happened today wasn’t⁠—it was blatant favoritism towards the locals—and I seriously doubt the higher-ups of the organization would be okay with that, based on what I know anyway.”

The guildmaster frowned. “So you expect me to just lick my wounds and do nothing?”

She shook her head. “No, for what it’s worth, I’m sorry for destroying the guild building, so I’ll pay for the repairs. Just send the payment request to the Starkell residence with the itemized costs, and I’ll cover it, but for now, that is all. That is everything I can apologize for, just like everything you can apologize for is for your negligence.”

With those words, she turned around. The guildmaster stared at her and watched her go, grumbling, “I’ll let this go for today, Amber. But destroy my guild branch again and there will be true consequences.”

Amber nodded, and with that, they set off.

In the end, she didn’t feel like threatening the man or anything to get an apology from him, even if she had apologized herself. She was already fulfilled. The main reason why she apologized was because she didn’t want to deal with this again, so it was better to make amends in that regard. And since the guildmaster’s main and first source of anger was the fact that the building had gotten trashed, it was rather easy to make up for it.

More importantly, she had no qualms about apologizing for something she was actually wrong about⁠—apologizing for beating up the adventurers or the guildmaster? That she would most definitely not do.

All in all, Amber was pretty glad about how she had dealt with things, even if Riya and Kaz were now a little scared of her. Now, all that was left was for her to return to the residence and let Cecile rest. A health potion had already been given to her by Asil back at the Guild.

* * *

Rumors of her actions quickly spread⁠—reaching the gossip of those near the city gates by the time they left the capital. It wasn’t anything troublesome. So, not too long after, they arrived at the Starkell residence where two acquaintances awaited—ones who Amber didn’t expect to see today.

A red-haired woman who was taller than her and a rather unassuming man. Both wore white armor. It was none other than Ave and Terrel. The former approached her first with a smile.

“Amber, long time no see,” the red-haired knight captain said. “Did you not want to say hi?”

Amber paused. “I was quite busy with a lot of things…”

Ave looked at her dubiously. “Hmm, you are lying.” Then she shrugged. “Well, that’s fine.”

“Right…”

“More importantly, both of us were looking for you,” she continued. “In fact, we’ve been looking for you for more than a day now.”

She blinked. “What about?”

“Do you want to explain, Terrel?” Ave turned.

The man coughed. “Well, to put it simply, there has been a meeting ongoing with all the available nobles in Cytel since yesterday.”

“Right, that doesn’t sound good.”

He nodded and continued, “And the king requests your presence.”

“Right.” Amber felt concerned. “What for?”

Terrel hesitated and averted his gaze. Ave, however, grabbed her by the shoulder and met her gaze.

“This meeting is regarding your possible exile from this kingdom, Amber.”

She paused. What?


Chapter 52.

Amber was shocked—normally, such news shouldn’t have shocked her, but this time around, after having just dealt with the Guild, she didn’t expect anything else to happen. But clearly, she was very wrong.

For a moment she wondered what was the catalyst for all of this, but that thought vanished as soon as it came. This most definitely had to do with her actions against the nobles in general and what had happened with Aveline. But still, to be exiled from this kingdom…?

It’s kind of my home… Well it was her home as much as it could be, but the idea hurt her slightly.

“Are you alright, bud?” Ave asked.

Amber blinked being pulled back out of her thoughts, and then a frown quickly settled on her face as she shook her head.

“I’m fine. I’ll just deal with this and ensure it does not happen again.”

She wasn’t angry per se, not yet at least; however, she was still very damn annoyed. But if there was a positive from this situation it was that regardless of the outcome, she wouldn’t have to deal with this anymore.

“Let’s go then?” She turned to Terrel and Ave. “To this meeting.”

At that, both of them nodded, and she was promptly escorted from the premises. Aside from Ave saying she’d be fine as words of reassurance, nothing else was spoken.

* * *

William Bankal felt anger like never before. It was strange to some extent because even when dealing with the most irritating human beings in existence, he never felt in such a way. After all, those people were not as gifted as he was, but this instance was different. Not only was he in a meeting⁠—a kind of event that he abhorred⁠—but he had also been here more than a day.

Of course, there had been some breaks here and there, but every single person present was over level 100, Liz Starkell being the only exception. They could discuss things for hours on end. The reason for this meeting was none other than the actions of the hero of the kingdom, Amber, and how unacceptable they were.

At first, it had been a calm discussion that slowly grew more heated, but now, it had reached a new crescendo, a new high that truly made William detest the nobles in front of him.

Aveline Dawnriver sighed. “She still hasn’t shown up, and it’s been a day. Maybe she’s afraid of her reckoning.”

Once more, William felt incredible irritation, but he remained formal as he replied, “Didn’t you say that Amber the barbarian had been hyper-aggressive with your group? Why would she suddenly be afraid? Or could it be that you vastly over exaggerated what happened?”

The marchioness frowned. “Lord William, I believe you were present during the encounter. Princess Aurelia was there.”

“And as Princess Aurelia and I have told you, it was perfectly reasonable for Amber to act in such a way. Just because you can’t wrap your head around the actions of the hero of the kingdom, it doesn’t make her unreasonable.”

The princess was not too far away from William and nodded. While her word didn’t carry as much weight ⁠today—given that today the king was ultimately the arbiter, and he would not pick her words over others’—she was still a great presence.

“I’ve been around Amber ever since she was a low-level individual, and I can say that she is a very reasonable person. In spite of being a berserker, she does not act brashly,” Liz Starkell said from her seat next to him. “Frankly, at this point, I believe you should feel ashamed for thinking of Amber in such a way.”

William nodded at Liz Starkell’s words. While they were quite respectful in comparison to hers, they also carried quite a lot of hostility. And while the two of them weren’t on the best of terms, right now, both of them were interested in defending Amber from the stupid nobles in front of them.

The princess, Liz, and William were on one side of the room, while a lot of other nobles were seated across from them. It was a large gathering, and they were split into two sides, the people on his side—his father, the princess, Liz Starkell, and two other dukes and a few lower-ranked nobles—were against punishing Amber.

Whereas the people on the other side, such as Aveline Dawnriver, Duchess Giana, and Duke Werdell—among many others⁠—wanted to punish Amber. More specifically, they wanted her exiled. Unfortunately, the overwhelming majority wanted her out, and the reason was simple—or it was simple to William at least⁠—they were scared of her. They were scared that Amber wouldn’t take their shit.

As for why exile specifically? They had long-informed the king that stripping her of her nobility wouldn’t change her brash actions⁠—which honestly, William had agreed with. Losing nobility for someone like Amber hardly meant anything. And imprisoning had actually been the original idea and what was first proposed during the meeting. They wanted her to suffer the same beatings she lashed out, but the king quickly shot that down.

He quoted a variety of reasons, from resentment or potential troubles for the kingdom should such information be found out to just straight-up hypocrisy on their part. So, in the end, the punishment became exile. Nothing more, nothing less. No other compromise could be found. All over the fact that she had acted accordingly to certain situations.

And that was what annoyed William. They wanted her out for such stupid reasons when she was undoubtedly an amazing asset to the kingdom, and they were hellbent on getting their wish. Even though Amber was stellar, a true prodigy who was even better than he was when it came to battles. Sure, she most certainly wasn’t as smart as he was—because he was very obviously a genius—but Amber was still incredible.

Still, no matter how long they argued, as the meeting ran longer, the push towards exile got stronger, all from increased frustration and desire to get their wish. It was the same with him subtly mocking the opposing nobles every chance he got.

Duchess Giana shook her head, and Marchioness Aveline had a death glare.

“It is a matter of fact that a lot of us feel unsafe around Amber because of her brutalitarian methods,” she said succinctly.

The princess coughed. “As I’ve stated numerous times before, in the grand majority of cases, Amber was attacked first, and the only time she was not attacked first she was still greatly disrespected and had her wishes violated.”

“Violated?” Marquess Nueville snorted. “All I did was try to talk to her.”

“When a person says to stop and you continue to try to convince them of something, is it not harassment?” Duke Zizel, William’s father, asked, confused.

“That is⁠—”

“That is quite a disgusting thing to do is it not?” Liz asked with an innocent tone. “Especially to a woman.”

The marquess immediately lowered his head in shame.

Duke Werdell scoffed. “Regardless, her methods cannot be tolerated, even in this offense. After all, Marquess Nueville suffered multiple broken bones for his transgression⁠—”

At that moment, the grand doors to the king’s chamber were knocked on. The heavy and hollow taps echoed in the hall, interrupting the meeting. Everyone immediately became tense, and it was because the only things that could interrupt the meeting were things pertaining to it or absolute emergencies.

This time, it was something pertaining to the meeting⁠, or rather someone.

Amber walked into the room and was quietly guided to take a seat in the middle of the room, where a chair was quickly placed. She, of course, complied with a solemn expression, allowing herself to be judged by everyone present. William looked over at her, but his look couldn’t compare to Liz’s worried expression. She was probably the most stressed person here.

“Amber, you are extremely late,” the king spoke. His tone had a hint of annoyance as he tapped his fingers on the armrest of his throne. “Why?”

“I was out of the capital doing Guild requests, and I only returned an hour and a half ago,” she explained simply.

“I see.” The king closed his eyes for a moment, accepting the fact. “I assume you’ve been informed of the reason for this meeting?” Amber nodded at his question. “As you know then, you are being accused of being a detriment towards my kingdom. And while we both have an important friend in common, it is unfortunately not enough for me to dismiss these concerns.”

The Primordial Spirit, huh? William quickly surmised the friend the king spoke of. He looked over at Liz who had a solemn face before turning back to the king, who continued his statement after a brief pause.

“So, I ask for you to read the document you're about to be given and then hear your response.”

Following his words, a sheet of paper appeared floating in front of Amber with a puff of smoke. She quickly grabbed it and began reading with a frown.

The seconds that followed had nothing but silence. As Amber read, the atmosphere was one of anticipation and nervousness. However, it did not take long for her to finish and put it down.

“Your reply?” the king urged.

“Exiling me over these reasons would make you a clown,” she finally said.

There was a silence as everyone wondered what a “clown” even was. But judging from her tone, it wasn't a flattering term. One that immediately made King Octavius III frown. Many people did likewise.

“Amber, the main reason for this meeting is because you cannot continue to act in such a way. You are the hero of this kingdom, and therefore, your actions reflect upon me and the kingdom as a whole,” he said sternly. “Do not waste my time.”

She shook her head. “I acted as I saw fit. Perhaps I was overboard with my punch upon the marquess, but aside from that, I stand by my actions. However, I am willing to change if it’s for your sake, Octavius. This kingdom is my home.”

“That’s a big claim considering you’ve been residing here for less than a year according to records,” one of the nobles said from the side against Amber.

“Mind your own damn business. If you did research, you’d know she grew up sheltered,” Liz snapped.

The king raised his brow at the disrespect but chose to ignore it and instead turned to Amber. “Do you truly call Cytel your home, Amber?”

She slowly nodded. “I do, or at least I think I do, but I do stand by my words of intending to change. While I will still act in self-defense should I be attacked, I shall try to amend my brutal and savage ways.”

The emphasis in her words rang clear, and numerous nobles smiled. William, however, was frowning. He didn’t like this outcome; in his mind, Amber had done nothing wrong, and the nobles should be begging for forgiveness. Liz, too, had a scowl on her face. Many on their side looked displeased, in general.

Like many others on his side, he saw the logic in the argument against Amber, but the thing was that Amber was special, and as such, she should receive biased treatment. But he couldn’t voice that thought. Not now at least.

King Octavius III nodded after a moment of consideration before turning to the accusing party of nobles. “Is this an acceptable change?”

At that, there were some hushed mutterings, and then Marquess Nueville was the first to speak with a scowl on his face.

“And how do we prove she has changed? What prevents her from going back to her brutal ways?”

“That’s right. This is nothing more than a slap on the wrist. I propose we exile her for at least a year before she can return,” Duke Werdell said with a frown.

“I concur,” Duchess Gina added.

Many voices followed in agreement—something that made William grit his teeth. Amber had to take this with her head down unless she wanted to prove the nobles right, and he could not even act, because as a defendant of Amber, it would just prove she was a bad influence. It was infuriating. Liz, too, seemed on the verge of snapping.

The voices did not last long as the king finally spoke.

“That is enough. I’ve made my decision,” he said with a grave tone before turning to the brown-haired girl. “Amber, you will not be punished unless you go back on your words.”

She nodded.

“But if you do, then you will be exiled, no questions asked.” A sigh left him. “To prevent others from exploiting this, each accusation made against you for this will be tested under the truth spell, and those found to be lying will be exiled from the kingdom instead of you. I will also go over each case factually with you in a personal meeting to understand.”

The terms thoroughly protect Amber but also do require for her to change, William concluded. He didn’t know how he felt about that, but the situation was better.

The king finally turned to the rest of the room.

“Those who provoke Amber will not be punished lightly either,” he warned before he continued explaining. “She is the hero of this kingdom, and while her previous actions may have been extreme, they still carried logic that can easily be understood.”

The nobles against her immediately rose from their seats.

Aveline raised her finger. “You are still letting her go without consequences!”

Multiple nobles nodded in unison.

The king shook his head. “Should anything happen that requires me to deal with the terms I’ve stated, I will make changes accordingly, but for now, that is all⁠—”

A series of hasty knocks echoed before the doors to the king’s chamber opened. A single messenger knight arrived looking concerned.

“What is it?” the king raised his brow, evidently confused.

The knight hesitated, glancing over at Amber before finally setting his eyes on the king.

“We just discovered that Amber, the Hero of Cytel, nearly destroyed the Guild and gravely injured two adventurers and also injured this branch’s guildmaster. Based on eyewitnesses, it was an act of revenge for her merchant friend Cecile who was knocked out by the adventurers in the guild through an act of violence.”

Following his words, those who wanted to exile Amber began to ask for it to happen now, deeming her irredeemable and a truly wild beast.

* * *

The news that Amber hoped wouldn’t arrive any time soon did. Perhaps they had come from an adventurer who had accused her of trying to kill him or from a concerned civilian, but either way, the knights had completed her investigation of events and relayed factual yet brief information. And while Amber, again, believed herself to be in the right, it was clear that those who wanted her out would pounce on this opportunity.

And pounce they did. They fervently argued with the king to exile her right now. He had a very grim expression because he clearly did not want to get rid of her. Liz and William argued back with nothing but rather respectful anger, while the princess and the others refuted claims in a much more civilized manner. And while Amber could offer to step down from nobility and just act if called upon and under her own discretion, it wouldn’t be enough at this point.

This is stupid, she thought. They are trying to punish me for pissing me off.

Amber zoned out from all the accusations, all while she stared at the ceiling. She didn’t feel defeated, nor did she feel like she was going to get exiled because, in the end, Val’leri would be royally pissed at the king should it happen.

She had the favor of three Primordial Spirits, the gods of Vir. And she was sure that they would approve of her actions because the strong ruled the weak in this world, even if it wasn’t apparent. The king himself was the highest-leveled individual in this kingdom, the highest-leveled members of the Arcane Council were also their leaders, the strongest Primordial Spirit, the First seemed to be also held in such a position, and she was sure that this law applied in a near-universal manner.

Yet, even though she was stronger than every single noble here, they were still trying to punish her because it scared them. So that left the question, what would Val’leri do in this situation? What would Sid’fril do? What would Ax’thra do?

Suddenly, the answer seemed obvious.

“Anything you wish to say, Amber?” the king asked, looking defeated.

“She didn’t even do anything wrong,” Liz said, loud enough for her to hear.

“That’s right. This is absolutely unacceptable!” William exploded from his seat. “You people are absolutely fucking brain-damaged⁠—”

“It’s fine, William,” Amber interrupted. “Thank you for sticking by me.”

She smiled at the narcissistic man that had once greatly offended her. Then she turned towards Liz, one of the first friends she made in this world.

“And you, Liz, for being here.”

The blonde mage paused sensing something wrong, but Amber paid it no mind and finally faced the king, standing up and looking at him deeply.

“Here is what I have to say: I have an extremely rare Legacy Branch. There have been fewer than ten individuals in history with my class. I have defeated a level 202 Abyssal Beast and also killed the members of the Arcane Council who attacked the kingdom,” she said simply.

“Impossible! Those are ridiculous claims!”

“Even if they are true, that means she has incurred the wrath of the kingdom-ending threat that is the Arcane Council!”

“That’s right! All the more reason to⁠—”

“Silence!” the king bellowed. “Listen to her first, you impulsive dimwits. After her explanation, a decision will be made.”

Amber ignored that and simply smiled before continuing.

“So, you need an excuse to keep me around? Well, it is simple really. I am favored by the gods. And while they won’t answer my call or anything fancy or even help me past simple guidance, I am sure that they would be greatly disappointed if I didn’t stand here and say the following.”

Amber turned towards the nobles and immediately scowled.

“All of you should be ashamed of being so damn pathetic. Embezzling money, feeling threatened over someone who won’t act unless provoked, asking for exile just to keep your power.” Her aura flared, blue light enveloping her. “You people can go fuck yourselves.”

A large majority of the nobles flinched, but the dukes immediately stood in defiance.

“Is that a threat?”

“This is why you must be exiled.”

Amber ignored their words, taking a step forward and looking towards King Octavius III.

“Perhaps I am arrogant, perhaps I have greatly changed, but even when I first came to this damn world, I would retaliate against being attacked, and while I didn’t have protective instincts over my friends back then, they gradually grew. I’m not going to apologize for who I am, but I also won’t put you, the king who has greatly helped me, in a difficult position.”

She took a deep breath, closing her eyes. Susurrations about her not being from Vir began; even the king had looked shocked as she said it. Nonetheless, Amber continued.

“Which is why, just this once, I won’t be selfish, and I will take my leave because I’m grateful for what you’ve done for me.” She bowed. “There is no need to exile me.”

The king’s eyes grew wide, but before he could interject, an ethereal voice came.

“That won’t be necessary.”

Before everyone, and with a flash of light, the red Primordial Spirit that had been around the kingdom for thousands of years appeared. Val’leri.

“After all, I’d hate for the kingdom I partially built and own to kick you out, Amber.”

Following her words, the Primordial Spirit of the Great Desert and owner of the Grand Dungeon of Torl also appeared, his arms crossed with a scowl on his face looking at Amber. It was Sid’fril.

“Stop giving up before I kill you. You didn’t earn my respect that way, Amber.”

And everyone’s jaws dropped.


Chapter 53.

A deafening silence befell the meeting room after two figures manifested, and it only made sense because they were Primordial Spirits.

What is a Primordial Spirit?

In the world of Vir, it was universal knowledge ⁠— they are the gods of the world, the true rulers that changed and reshaped the world. All mighty and all powerful. Most humans knew of them through rumors and gossip, through legends and myths; they were targets of worship, targets of zealotry, and rarely targets of fear.

Their actions shaped the world of Vir into what it is now. And their actions could very well spell the end of the world. Their power was unmatched, their wills were absolute, and their wishes were reality. And even though it was a fact of the world, many intelligent beings regarded them as nothing more than concepts. Facts of the world they would never encounter, just mere beings belonging to history books.

And yet, two of them had appeared in the chambers belonging to a king, inside one of numerous kingdoms. While fairly rare, it wasn’t completely unordinary for rulers to have some form of connections to the gods of the world, or even in more extremely rare cases, for individuals to form connections of friendship; in both cases, in the grand majority of scenarios, the gods were always the ones to be sought out, for gods would never act or show up before them.

But this time around, the second thing happened. An event that was practically unheard of, and such an event was, of course, of extreme importance given it not only caused one Primordial Spirit to act but two of them.

An event of such magnitude could decide the fate of multiple continents. It would change the world as a whole. Such a thing happening was unprecedented in history books, and yet, in this kingdom, in this room, it had happened.

Two Primordial Spirits had shown up because something of extreme importance had occurred. And the regular people present in the room knew it, for over half of them begged for forgiveness immediately given they were the target of the gods’ anger.

“Primordial Stars, forgive me I swear I didn’t know!”

“T-That’s right! Aveline roped me into this, Great Ones!”

“We bow before you, Bringers of the System!”

“Pardon me, Great Primordials!”

“I-I’m sorry, spare me!”

…

And to cause such a reaction, these individuals must have done something unforgivable, something heinous, something completely heretic that changed the fate of the world itself. For, in the history of humanity, no such event had ever been recorded.

And the reason for the gods’ anger was…

Sid’fril, the purple Primordial Spirit glared at them. “You people want to exile my friend from her home, huh?”

Val’leri nodded. “You people disappoint me.”

…The humans in question were trying to exile Amber the Cursed Berserker; the hero of Cytel; the Demonkiller; the otherworlder; the friend of the Primordial Spirit of Lightning, of the Primordial Spirit of Life, and the Primordial Spirit of Perseverance.

Such a transgression had incurred the anger of three gods, only two of whom could manifest.

“So, how do you people wish we do this? The bad way or the extremely bad way?” Sid’fril continued, this time with evident annoyance in his voice.

At that, the group of humans shrieked and screamed.

* * *

“So, how do you people wish we do this? The bad way or the extremely bad way?”

The words of the purple Primordial Spirit were like a boom in everyone’s ears, like a being grasped by the heart or being mauled by a dog. They sent shocks through everyone, itches of pain, ones that triggered a single reaction from everyone who had those words directed at them.

Primal fear.

Aveline Dawnriver recoiled, almost falling from her seat, and she wasn’t the only one; numerous nobles did, and some did fall. However, what was shared by nearly everyone in common was: screaming. The majority of the nobles immediately bolted from their seats and rushed towards the double doors in terror. Aveline, however, was frozen.

Who is this Primordial Spirit…? A bead of sweat was trailing down the side of her head. She had heard of the fact that a Primordial Spirit was connected to the kingdom itself, but that Primordial Spirit was female⁠—and she was here, too. But this primordial? He was male, and evidently, he was angry at what had happened with Amber.

But… how? How did Amber know two Primordial Spirits?!

“You people are lucky, blessed, that the spirit of the Artha Forest isn’t here, or he’d be just as angry as Sid,” the red Primordial Spirit added.

Three?! Aveline found herself hyperventilating as her vision began to cloud. It was within the realm of impossibility⁠… no⁠, it was impossibility. How did a human woman have three Primordial Spirits as their friend, let alone friends as close as to care about this!?

“It’s for the best,” the purple spirit said simply before turning to those trying to open the door. He regarded them for a moment before speaking. “It’s fruitless, humans. You are trapped here, and you won’t leave this room unless you agree to life-binding contracts.”

Aveline gasped. Life-binding? That was terrible. Even the king—who had his mouth wide open in shock—finally spoke, turning to the red spirit.

“Val, what is the meaning of this?!”

Val, the god, shrugged. “Octavius, it’s a simple thing really. One that is straightforward. The information that has been found here cannot reach the outside world. After all, the Arcane Council would be quite eager to come after Amber if they found out that not only does she know our secrets but she also has our powers.”

“Huh?!” Liz Starkell jolted from afar.

“It seems that I underestimated her genius…” William Bankal lamented.

People gasped, and even Aveline was shocked. It was a revelation that shook everyone to their core, and for good reason. It meant that Amber would—if she didn’t die⁠—become a future god. Or, at least, that’s what Aveline assumed since she had absolutely no frame of reference.

She gasped, still on her seat, whispering at a realization she had. “Did I just try to exile a future god…?”

“Probably,” an ethereal voice whispered next to her in response.

Aveline jolted and saw the red Primordial Spirit standing next to her.

“We won’t help Amber if she is getting killed, but we will give her guidance. After all, Ax believes her to be extraordinary.”

She blinked. “You… you are helping her because another spirit believes in her?”

The spirit frowned. “I’m helping her, assisting her, because I believe in her as well, but I also don’t expect humans to understand the trust of how our relationships work.”

With those words, she vanished and reappeared back at the center of the room. Then, snapping her fingers⁠, everyone was teleported. Aveline found herself on the ground, every noble that had been testifying against Amber was there, and both spirits stood with their arms crossed.

“So⁠—”

“I’ll deal with this. You can go talk to Amber,” the purple Primordial Spirit interrupted his companion.

There was a pause before the female god disappeared, but as soon as she did, a heavy atmosphere descended on all the nobles as they trembled.

“I-I swear on the stars that I⁠…”

“...spare me…”

“I have a daughter⁠—”

“Silence.”

His voice cut through everyone, and the voices ceased, yet even within the silence, the nobles were thrashing, and Aveline could have sworn she saw Marquess Nueville wet himself, but she didn’t have time to do any of that. Instead, she was jolted as a shiver went down her spine, and that was because the purple Primordial Spirit had his face not too far away from hers.

It happened in a blink, something she hadn’t been able to even sense, but what happened next truly scared her.

“You should explain to me your whole argument about using words rather than power. Maybe if you convince me, I’ll mend my ways. Since the strong rule the weak.”

He smiled.

“Maybe then I’ll only imprison you rather than torture you.”

At his chilling words, she shivered.

* * *

King Octavius III had lived a very long life. In fact, he was over a hundred years old, and he had succeeded the throne from his father, King Octavius II, around sixty years ago. Before that, his father ruled for over two hundred years, and his grandfather had had a near four-hundred-year rule. He was, after all, the strongest Octavius there had ever been.

The Kingdom of Cytel had a history that was over half a millennium, and each king documented what they encountered and any information they learned. A big part of this information was on Val’leri, the friend of the kingdom and the Primordial Spirit who helped the original Octavius; however, there was other information that pertained to other primordial spirits. None of their names were mentioned, not even Val’leri’s; however, he still knew who the purple Primordial Spirit was.

“The one that you should never befriend or socialize with. The Primordial Spirit of the Great Dungeon of Torl; arrogant, resentful, brash, and unforgiving.”

Yet, this same Primordial Spirit who had numerous harsh notes about them was here in this room.

“What made you think it was a good idea to exile her anyway?”

Duchess Giana struggled. “We couldn’t⁠—”

“It was a rhetorical question. You people are stupid. Anyone with two eyes can see how much of an asset Amber is for any nation.”

He was on Amber’s side.

King Octavius III massaged his wrinkled forehead. Sure, he held Amber in great esteem, but this? This wasn’t something he had ever contemplated or expected. He did have a hunch about her having one more Primordial Spirit friend, but based on context clues, she had three of them. The Primordial Spirit of the Artha Forest, Val’leri, and the one from the Great Desert.

It’s like everywhere she travels… Octavius III focused on Amber, who was talking with Val’leri. She befriends them…

Amber had a good personality, but he still didn’t understand something like that. Normally talking with a Primordial Spirit would be difficult, let alone befriending them. And yet, she had gone beyond that.

“You people choose to weaken your kingdom when she hasn’t even acted in an unruly way. Are you trying to get Cytel destroyed?”

Aveline gritted her teeth. “We were just⁠—”

“It’s, once more, a rhetorical question. You people really are dumb…”

She had not only gotten to befriend the primordials, but they were truly on her side. Sure, befriending a Primordial Spirit made befriending the next one easier, simply because of the nature of who they were and the trust they had in one another, but even then⁠, the Primordial Spirit of the Great Desert was on extremely bad terms with Val’leri. So, Amber’s feat was nothing less than stellar.

In the end, as a king, he was always forced to make hard choices. And today was no exception.

He looked deeply at the nobles who were being lectured.

Punishment after this was due, and it would be harsh.

As for him not placing his foot down and telling the nobles to completely fuck off? He had learned his lesson. King Octavius III smiled.

From this day forth, Cytel will stand behind Amber no matter what.

* * *

Amber raised her brow at Sid’fril who evidently was having fun with the nobles, but something confused her.

“Why is he mad anyway?”

Val’leri crossed her arms. “He is constantly annoyed by my presence. That, coupled with seeing nobles plot stupid things against you, over and over, and then you finally relenting, probably sent him over the edge.”

“It only makes sense I give up, though. I’m not that much of an asshole.” Amber sighed.

“But he wants you to be just like him.” Val’leri flashed her a smile. “That’s why he is disappointed.”

Amber shuddered at the thought; ⁠she did not want to hold grudges for thousands of years and imprison her enemies. Thankfully, the spirit laughed.

“Just kidding. It’s related to our past.”

“What even happened between all of you if he hates your mere presence?”

At that, the red Primordial Spirit pursed her lips. “Well, let’s just say that it’s very justified. And it is also because of that past that he is sticking around to help you. You… remind him of…”

Amber blinked. “Of?”

And the spirit smiled, but it wasn’t her usual one. “I’ll just say to not disappoint him or he might actually kill you.”

“Huh?”

Amber cocked her head, and then she heard the noble girl who had started everything cry. She turned to see Sid’fril.

“He’s an asshole, though…”

“I can hear both of you. Shut up already,” he replied.

“I don’t care.” Amber immediately scowled.

Sid’fril grunted as people looked at her with wide eyes, but no punishment came. In the end, that was the nature of their odd friendship.

Marquess Nueville raised his head. “Great God, even if she is your friend⁠—”

“Silence. I didn’t tell you to speak. Do you want to die?”

“N-No…”

“Also, weren’t you the one who harassed my favorite Demonkiller?” he asked.

The marquess panicked. “That is merely a misunderstanding!”

“I think the abyssal monsters inside the Grand Dungeon would beg to differ. You can join the nation of Ofril’s fruitless efforts in dealing with them if you’d like.”

“I-I could never⁠—”

Sid’fril scoffed, displeasure in his voice, “Because you are weak, just like your ideas and resolution. If you at least were so dead-set in talking it out, you’d put your life on the line, but you aren’t because even your will is weak…”

“W-We beg you!”

There was a silence between the pair of them as Amber and Val’leri observed Sid’fril thoroughly lecture the nobles on how weak and dumb their ideas were, mentioning that no wonder they were at such a low level and quoting how Amber had been in Vir for a year and she was at this level already. Amber sighed as people who overheard looked at her incredulously.

Nevertheless, the lecture continued about how strength was everything. And while it was an idea that Amber didn’t agree with, she didn’t say anything. In fact, she agreed with the idea of reasoning first, to a point. After all, she wasn’t an asshole, but it was also important to judge things on a case-by-case basis.

However, after a few seconds, she stopped paying attention.

As she was about to turn to Val’leri, a voice called out to her. A familiar one.

“Amber…” It was Liz, and she looked slightly unsettled. “Do you think you could explain to all of us what is happening?”

She gestured towards the people who had been on her side, and almost every single one was cowering in fear. Those who weren’t still looked extremely uncomfortable. Except for William. He was just grinning and taking satisfaction in Sid’fril’s overboard actions. Still, it was clear that Amber had to explain her connections.

And so she did. She explained how she met the spirit in the Arthra Forest by chance, waking up in his tower after a particularly bad hangover—she didn’t even drink, it was one of the few things she completely steered away from⁠—and that after that, the Arcane Council attacked him.

She explained her adventure, meeting Val’leri, and how Sid’fril had almost killed her and wanted to use her for ransom⁠—something that completely shocked Liz, ⁠who was unaware of the information but had more context than anyone⁠. Finally, she explained that she had a deep connection with the primordials and had advancements related to them.

By the time she was done, everyone had their mouths wide open.

Then, Sid’fril proceeded to force everyone in the room to shake his hand with Liz and the king himself being the exception and herself. It was an Essence Pact—or so Val’leri told her.

* * *

Aveline Dawnriver sighed in relief. It was over. She was the last one to swear on her life, and much to her despair, the Primordial Spirit seemed to have taken an extreme dislike to her. Still, they had now left, and the meeting would conclude⁠. Everyone looked over at the king, fully knowing he was still the leader and ruler of this kingdom.

All there was left were parting words, and then they could leave.

“Today, I have made a great mistake,” King Octavius III began, his voice booming as he stood up. “Which is why I will amend it immediately.”

Hearing that, Aveline Dawnriver swallowed. Many nobles did. It wasn’t something they had expected. Meanwhile, Amber and the rest of her party looked over at the king with rather curious looks.

The king continued.

“Aveline Dawnriver.”

She tensed, and he continued.

“For conspiring against Amber in an attempt to have her exiled from the kingdom of Cytel, you will be stripped of your nobility and exiled for ten years.”

Aveline completely paled. Everyone did. They looked up at the king to beg him to reconsider, but his stone-cold gaze told them everything they needed to know.

He had fully chosen to embrace Amber.

“Failure to comply with this decree will result in immediate execution, Aveline. As for the rest, your punishment remains pending, understood?”

Aveline swallowed. “Y-Yes, Your Majesty.”

The rest of the nobles nodded. Aveline found herself trembling, struggling to keep it together.

In the end… I lost everything…

Finally, he looked towards Amber, closing his eyes with a solemn voice.

“Amber, as an apology to you, I have nothing to offer you but to be the next successor of my kingdom. Given you treat my daughter Aurelia well, that is.”

“Father!”

Aveline Dawnriver looked up. Everyone was shocked, but she wasn’t. It only made sense. Amber was that important, and she had failed to see it. Others, however, seemed to only be realizing it now.

She looked at Amber who closed her eyes, preparing herself to accept such an important position.

Finally, she spoke, “I respectfully decline, and don’t even think of making me your successor in secret.” She scowled at the end.

At that, the king laughed, while the rest of the nobles were shocked one last time.

And with that, the bizarre day came to an end.

* * *

Amber found herself walking back accompanied only by Liz. They were both going towards the Starkells’ residence.

“So, you are from another world…” Liz started.

“Are you hurt that I didn’t tell you?” Amber glanced back.

Liz nodded. “I am, but I’m not entitled to that information either. Now, though, it makes sense, as to why you are so good at fighting. The place you come from must have been…”

The blonde duchess shivered thinking about it, and that reaction caused Amber to actually start laughing, hard.

“What? Is it even worse than I thought!?”

“No, no, no, you are very far off.” Amber wiped a tear from her eye. “Not only was my world peaceful, it also didn’t have magic at all. Absolutely none. In fact, it didn’t even have fighting outside of sports with heavy safety measures.”

Liz blinked, completely lost. “But then how are you so… insane?!”

Amber smiled deeply. “Because I am me. An Amber-type human.”

Amber thought back to one of Cecile’s words and couldn’t help but smile. Cecile is a good friend.

“That… Are the humans from your world all Amber-type?” she asked dubiously.

“Nope, just me.”

“That’s…”

There was a long silence as they walked under the moonlight. In the end, they had met not even a month into her stay in Vir, so such a realization for Liz must have been truly bizarre.

“So, am I one of your first friends?” Liz asked, and Amber nodded. “That is… comforting to hear.”

Once more, there was silence, and it wasn’t until the residence could be seen in the distance that Liz decided to speak again.

“Since you are becoming a god, does that mean you’ll lose your eyes and be a near featureless figure of a woman who constantly emanates light?”

She pursed her lips, “I hope not…”

“Yeah, I hope not,” Liz agreed.

Amber looked at the sky. “Vanity to us women is everything, huh?”

“Considering how you dress, I seriously doubt that,” Liz replied.

At that, both of them shared a chuckle, and shortly after, they arrived. They stood in front of one another, and Liz smiled warmly, yet she had bags under her eyes.

“I really am glad that everything worked out.”

Amber smiled. “Thank you.”

Liz paused. “For?”

“Trying to prevent my exile at all costs.”

The mage smiled. “Of course.”

With that, their interactions ended. Liz went off to sleep, and Amber moved to do the same. Even for her, it had been an exhausting day. Still, she thought back on Liz’s words.

I’m glad it worked out, too…

She smiled to herself as she grabbed onto the door handle to her room.

“In the end, I really do consider this place my home.”

She opened it and walked inside before turning on the magical light with her mana. Amber began to make herself comfortable, stripping herself of her armor, and just when she sat on the bed, she felt it⁠—

A presence.

Amber tensed and immediately spun around, only for a hand to grab her shoulder, and she blinked as she saw a man sitting next to her. His cloak was dark like the night, and on his chest, there was an insignia of an obsidian rose.

She frowned as a dagger dangled in front of her, relaxed across her chest. It was purple as if made out of crystal, and it was poisoned⁠ with a much stronger coating than the one that the source of the plague had.

“Impressive. You are very impressive, Amber. I really thought you wouldn’t be able to sense me,” he said, rocking her with a wide smile. “Allow me to introduce myself. I’m one of the head assassins from the Obsidian Rose. A leader of sorts.”

He pointed at himself with the thumb of his free hand, and Amber frowned, using Appraisal.

[???. Lvl. ???]

“And I’m here to kill you.” He smiled. “But first, I’d like to have a word with you.”


Chapter 54.

Amber looked down at the dagger as his words hung in the air. There was no bloodlust or ill intent coming from him, but his weapon still remained looming over her chest. Sure it wasn’t pointing at her, but it was certainly there.

“So?” the assassin prodded.

Amber closed her eyes. The man was, at the very least, level 265, which made him even stronger than the king of this kingdom, given how she could see that the king was a warrior, whereas this person was nothing but question marks. Finally, a sigh left her. Considering what she could sense of him, she decided to test the waters, get a feel for what he would and wouldn’t do.

“We can talk.” She slapped his hand off and used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, appearing atop of a table, sitting on it as she glared at the assassin. “First time an assassin’s tried to talk to me before trying to kill me.”

He raised his head. “Is that so? I do it all the time.” Then he shrugged. “Granted the talk only starts after I poison them, and then I dangle the antidote in front of them, but still.”

Amber crossed her legs and leaned on her hand, looking at him. It’s probably better to make myself look comfortable… She inwardly prepared herself to use the stored Curse of the Vanquished kill and Cursed Rage Synergy on her next attack.

“So, what did you want to talk about?” she asked casually.

“Well, I got some information about you but not all that much, so if you could tell me your classes, it’d be great.” He smiled before he chuckled. “Just kidding, I don’t care, I have Rank 2 Appraisal after all. Still… Cursed Inexorable Berserker. First time I’ve seen the word Inexorable in a class. And your Legacy Branch isn’t something I’ve heard of before either.”

He tilted his head at that before shaking it.

“No matter. I’m here to get a sense of who you are. Just in case.”

Amber frowned as he continued.

“People like you are often conceited. Leveling up well over a hundred times in a year is no joke. Befriending a Primordial Spirit isn’t either. Alas, I do know that even if she is watching, she will not interfere if I kill you—no Primordial has ever intervened unless they really like you—which I doubt is the case with this primordial.”

“Your point?” Amber prepared herself to fight.

The man chuckled. “My point is that you are interesting. Not only did you sense me earlier, but you also don’t fear me, and that is something I find very interesting this far into conversation. Besides, I can kill you any time.”

“Is that so? Unless you are above level 300, I seriously doubt it will be easy.”

“I’m not above level 300, but…” He grinned. “We can give it a try.”

With those words, he vanished. Amber felt danger and immediately used the enhancement of Curse of the Vanquished and Cursed Rage Synergy. Then, she flicked Wind Cleave⁠. The wall was cleanly sliced, blood splattered, and his dagger went flying.

She turned to prepare herself for a follow-up attack, only to hear a low laugh. One that called her attention to the center of the room.

“That is… Wow… you have truly surprised me today...”

There she saw the assassin, looking at his arm stub with a smile. He didn’t look insane or anything, but his reaction was weird to say the least. Finally, he glanced back at her.

“You know, if that had hit my chest, that would’ve hurt me quite badly…” he said, waving his other arm in a flick motion, and with it, his amputated limb flew across the room. “Luckily, it was only my arm.”

He raised his stump, and his arm landed in its spot, reattaching in a single moment as he opened and closed his fist. Finally, he nodded and turned to Amber.

“I’ve made a decision. I’ll ignore the request to kill you.” He smiled before placing a hand on his chin. “That said, I thought you were a berserker.”

He glanced over at the wall, where there was a sharp cleaved section that gave way to the starry night sky.

“Is that your Legacy Branch? But there was nothing crimson about that.”

Amber was briefly confused but dodged the question. “Something like that.”

“An artifact then?” he guessed before smiling. “Interesting. You don’t seem all that surprised by my arm trick either.”

He tilted his head.

“But that attack does not fit your level at all. Even if you used charged skills, that’s impressive. And to think you have that blue fire explosion thing, too.” He tapped his chin. “Are you really sure you are not a mage?”

Amber shook her head. He is really damn talkative, huh? Maybe I can get useful information from this.

“I thought people above level 200 were rare.”

He paused before nodding. “They are. On this continent, there are only a handful of us, save some monsters in the Great Desert and individuals inside the Sacred Forest⁠—elves are so long-lived that it’s kind of a given for them to have a lot of high-level individuals. I’m impressive, aren’t I?”

“Uh, sure?” Amber raised her brow. “So, are monsters at that level easy to find or…?”

“I’ll tell you after we finish talking, depending on the outcome.” He smiled. “While I’m sure that information wouldn’t be too hard for you to dig up, I’d rather have as much leverage as possible.”

“Leverage?” She frowned. “Who even sent you to kill me in the first place?”

The assassin took a seat on the bed, shrugging. “I can’t say. Or not yet anyway.”

“Yet?” She raised her brow.

“That is right, because first I have to ask a very important question.” He raised his finger. “It’s very important.”

Amber blinked. “What is it⁠—”

He appeared behind her in a blink; she wasn’t even able to react. The man tilted his head back to whisper into her ear.

“Would you like to join the Obsidian Rose?”

There was a pause. Amber was surprised by the question. It was probably one of the most surprising and unexpected requests she had received since coming to Vir. At the same time, she could tell the man was truly serious.

“Are you asking me to become an assassin?” She turned to face him.

“Not quite,” he said from behind as Amber turned once more. He walked over to the table and sat on one of the chairs. “I’m not asking you to become just any assassin. I’m asking you to work under me.”

She crossed her arms. “So you are asking me to become your servant? Do you think I’m dumb?”

“Nope.” He laughed, kicking his legs. “By the stars, you sure are hasty, huh? Have you ever heard of the Obsidian Rose?” The assassin tilted his head. “Surely, you understand what this opportunity represents?”

“Elaborate.”

He paused, and after a second, he laughed. “I learned that you were clueless about the world during my research, but damn… No matter. I’ll explain it to you.”

He turned to face her, his hood covering most of his face as he spoke.

“The Obsidian Rose is not necessarily an assassin’s guild, but rather, it is just a simple mercenary organization. We will undertake any request for the right price, but we do specialize in information-gathering and target-killing.” He grinned. “We are one of the best organizations on this side of the world.”

He put his hand on the table, and a large map appeared, one that covered more than just the continent they were in. Multiple ones, in fact. Two of them were smaller than Sarliane—where she currently was⁠—and the other continent was large. Much larger than anything else on the map. It was so large that it didn’t really fit, just a part of it.

“This map represents where the Obsidian Rose operates. Not only are we present on Sarliane, but we are also present on the continent of magic, Arveil, and the elven continent, Lathyzia. We also have presence in the main continent, Kartil.”

“Right…”

“Anyway, you don’t understand what that means, but it essentially means that out of eight continents on this world, we operate in half of them, and we have done so for over a thousand years. In short, we have knowledge. Knowledge that you may want or could use if you join us.”

“You seem awfully interested in getting me to join.” She crossed her arms. “So, you want me to murder specific targets or something? I’ll have you know I have zero stealth skills, and I also don’t have good information-gathering skills.”

The assassin smiled. “You are someone with a lot of potential, and let’s just say it would be beneficial to have you on board. But we currently have a lot of bounties on the Arcane Council. And based on my information, they want you dead, so let us help each other.”

Amber scowled. “That will only make them want to kill me even harder. Considering they have members above level 400, I’ll pass.”

“Is that so?” He deflated. “Oh well, better luck for me recruiting the next stellar hero in a few hundred years.”

“Are you giving up that easily?” Amber raised her brow.

“Yep.”

He clapped his hands on his knees, then stood up. He flicked and the dagger that had been lying on the ground came to him, and he stowed it. Then he headed for the door, all while making his exit as obvious and casual as possible. Finally, he grabbed the door handle and glanced back.

“Are you really not interested in joining the Obsidian Rose? We have a vast and rich history with information you cannot even fathom. It rivals even the elven libraries in Lathyzia.”

“Like what?”

He smiled and whispered. “The Exiled Emperor of Arcase, Ishtar.”

Amber frowned. “Information about him won’t make me join.”

“Is that so? Not even if I told you we have information on Dargon’s whereabouts?” He tilted his head before taking a step forward and appearing in front of her. His silver eyes peered into hers as she was forced to take a step back. “Even if I told you we can inform you when an Arcane Council member is coming for you? Tell you where you can level, or even tell you about the other organization that will want your head very soon?”

She paused. “Another organization that will want my head?”

He smiled and extended his hand once more. “You won’t have to kill anyone you don’t want to, but in the future, we may ask for your help with monsters or other requests.”

“Like the Guild?”

“Yes, like the Guild, but the requests will come to you. So, will you be part of the Obsidian Rose?”

Amber hesitated for a moment as she looked at his hand. Every single reason to say no was basic: it was an assassin organization, it was bad, and she didn’t want to be bad. But at the same time, they didn’t ask her to be bad. In fact, it seemed like a losing offer for them.

So, what is his motive? She looked at the smiling assassin, his hand held out. Finally, she took a breath. Guess I’ll just have to find out.

She grabbed onto his hand. “Fine.”

The assassin’s smile deepened, and he took a knee still holding her hand. Then, he produced a ring between his fingers, sliding it onto her ring finger and kissing her palm.

“Very well. From this day forth, you are a member of the Obsidian Rose, and I, Remmel, will be your superior.”

He stood up as he finished, and Amber looked at the delicate black ring with a set piece that looked like a black rose. Examining it, she looked at the assassin.

“Did you really have to make it into a proposal? And the answer if it is, is: no.”

“What can I say?” He chuckled. “You are pretty.”

“Uh, I want to leave.”

He laughed and waved, “I’ll be leaving now. As for the information I told you about, it’s on the back of the map I left on the table.”

Amber glanced back at the table and then turned only to see the assassin had vanished.

“See you around, Amber.”

With that, he was gone. Shortly after, a sigh left her looking at the ring.

So, I am part of an assassin organization now, huh?

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Ring of the Obsidian Rose ⁠— Rare Quality

This is a ring affiliated with the Obsidian Rose, a long-standing underground organization that handles any kind of request for the right price. This ring carries the mana signature of the member Amber, and it will receive any letters pertaining to the member whose mana signature it carries. This ring can, once a day, send any number of letters back to the sender.] 

Sure enough, she was officially a member. 

“Hopefully, I didn’t get into a huge mess…” 

Finally, she turned to the map and walked forward only for two people to teleport into the room. It was Val’leri and Sid’fril. Val’leri chuckled. 

“I’m glad Ax’thra didn’t see that, or he may have killed that assassin⁠—” 

“We aren’t here to chat about that,” Sid’fril snorted. 

Amber raised her brow. “Uh… what is happening?” 

Val’leri smiled. “Well, we wanted to talk to you about something quite important.” 

“And that is?” 

“I’ve learned that this wretched woman hasn’t told you some crucial information about Ill’hine.” Sid’fril sighed. “And so we are here to fill you in.” 

“Fill me in?” Amber blinked. 

“That’s right.” Val’leri nodded. “We are here to inform you about the Gate of the Stars, the dangers surrounding it, and the requirements to it.” 

“Uh, what?” 

Sid’fril scowled. 

“We are here to tell you how to get to Ill’hine.” 

Amber paused, receiving yet another unexpected set of news that night. 

* * * 

That night, Thieney was outside the city with Emma, observing the stars atop of the tower of Arthra Forest. A beautiful view that people rarely got to experience. 

“Thieney, why did you bring me here?” Emma asked. “You know this was a dangerous journey.” 

He glanced back, standing near the ledge. “I prepared well for it, and I wanted to make it special.” 

The healer was confused as she approached. “You know I don’t really need these things…” 

“No, you do.” 

Finally, she arrived by his side and looked over at the forest and at the scintillating stars in the vast welkin, sparkling like beautiful otherworldly glitter. It was quite the sight to behold, and yet, she remained confused. 

“It’s beautiful, but I don’t see why… risk your life for this…” 

“Well, you’ll see it now,” he said from her side. “I know that I may be rushing into things but…” 

Emma paused and turned. “What are you talking about⁠—” 

She froze seeing the man she loved on one knee, displaying a golden ring with a small gemstone atop of it. It wasn’t anything fancy, but her heart skipped multiple beats. 

“Will you⁠—” 

“Yes!” 

She interrupted him before he could even finish, embracing him. 

* * * 

That night, Aveline Dawnriver cried or, rather, she had long run out of tears. Everything she had built, her noble house… everything had been taken. Her family⁠—thankfully⁠—was taken care of by the king, but aside from that, everything was gone. And now, tonight, she was supposed to set off on her journey to leave the kingdom. 

She looked at the full moon overhead, at the stars, and what should have been a beautiful night was the worst of her life. She was sitting on her favorite spot, a bench on the city’s battlements that allowed her to see the forest. Normally, it would cheer her up, but right now, it did nothing for her mood. 

It was… unbelievable to her. 

She had lost everything because of her decisions. Decisions that even now she stood by. She didn’t believe what she had done was wrong, not with the information she had at that time anyway. And yet, because of her judgment, she was getting exiled. 

All because she had tried to exile someone who shouldn’t be touched. Someone who she would have never expected to have as much influence as she did. 

Amber, the Hero of Cytel and friend of the primordials. 

In the end, she was paying the price for her actions. Something she understood, but even then, she couldn’t help but feel resentment. Unlike the other nobles, she didn’t want Amber out of the kingdom for selfish reasons or to be able to continue on her corrupt practices⁠—not like she had any⁠—but rather, she genuinely believed it was the right thing to do. 

Other nobles had underhanded reasons, but she didn’t, and yet she was the one suffering from it the most. 

She hated it. 

Once more, she began to cry. 

“What do we have here?” 

She jolted and felt a hand around her shoulder. It was a man with a cloak, and he had⁠ the Obsidian Rose. 

“You look lost, and yet your class isn’t something I’ve seen before.” 

Aveline cursed her rotten luck. Assassins had been sent for her, too? A sigh left her as he saw the man’s dagger dangling before her chest. 

“Just kill me. That’s why you are here, right?” 

“Nope, I was here to kill someone else, but I’ve already dealt with that.” He disappeared and reappeared kneeling in front of her, a hand on his chin as he examined her with his silver eyes. “You have caught my eye.” 

She didn’t know what to say to him, but thankfully, he smiled a moment later. 

“Aveline Dawnriver, the noble who pushed for Amber’s exile. As of today you are no longer a noble.” 

Her heart nearly stopped before she closed her eyes, gritting her teeth. “What do you want?” 

“You have nowhere to go, right?” He met her gaze as he grinned. “Cast away your family name and become my student.” 

She paused, looking at a hand looming before her. 

“Join the Obsidian Rose and start anew, Aveline.” 

* * * 

That night, deep within the nebulous sky of Ill’hine, a figure shifted within a nebula of stars, shuffling inside a gaseous formation that sparkled as if it were made out of fine jewels. The figure in question was laughing. 

Ax’thra smiled as he watched a replay of Val’leri’s visions. In the end, he had managed to observe it all thanks to his friend, and while he wasn’t the greatest fan of Sid’fril becoming attached to Amber, in the end, everything had turned out well. 

“For a moment, I thought you’d die to the briroar…” He smiled to himself. “Glad that isn’t the case. Still, for Val’leri to intervene with the meeting, that was great.” 

Finally, he dismissed what he had been seeing. 

“While I’d love to be there, things aren’t as simple as I wish they were.” 

He closed his eyes for a moment. He was injured⁠—rather he had been injured, long before even Dargon came after him. That was the only reason he couldn’t fully protect Amber in the first place, though, at least, he hoped that the bastard was still limping after what he did to him. That said, that battle didn’t go without injuries either. 

After all, somehow and in some way, the Arcane Council had discovered a way to greatly weaken primordials, even if temporarily. A troublesome thing that surely would make them bolder in the coming months. He had informed Val’leri, so precautions would be taken. 

Finally, he decided to stop thinking about his worries and also not think about the source of his long-lasting injury. Instead, he turned to the curious device he had gotten from Amber. The metal slab that was called a phone. Soon he would unlock its secrets and perhaps see the rest of things that Amber had stored on it. 

But for now, he decided to wish her the best of luck. 

“I’ll be waiting for your arrival here.” He smiled. “It’s the least I can do after you made me enjoy life again.” 

He laughed and then smiled to himself. While he had met many humans across the years, she was the only one like that. Like any other Primordial Spirit, she was truly unique, and the nature of her Essence fully confirmed what his intuition had been telling him. In the end, he had been right about her. 

Born ordinary only to be extraordinary. Chosen to become more than that, and destined to become the greatest, huh… 

Amber can do it… 

He raised his hand towards the stars before closing it. 

Take my mantle, and kill the First… 

* * * 

Beyond the Sacred Forest in the Republic of Mercenaries, in its capital, Nasdel, an event that would shake the world was taking place. 

Within a hall full of corpses, ten people in robes stood around a gigantic purple circle infusing it with mana, and the largest contributor was a man with a bushy white beard and a crooked posture. He had once been part of the Arcane Research Institution, and he had once been called Elcaro, but now he was Oracle, and he was going to usher in a new era. 

There had been setbacks along the way, but now it was time to fix everything; to right all their wrong doings; to usher in this new era. He smiled as he looked at the glowing patterns around him, at all the corpses, and finally, used the last of his mana as the glow became blinding. He grinned, his pearly whites showing as he called out to the beyond. 

“I summon the Demon of the Depths, the Demon of Genesis, the one below the Demon Gods!” 

And with a gigantic white-clawed hand burst out of the circle, breaking through the ceiling as Oracle laughed. 

“And I command you to lay waste to this city!” 

* * * 

That night, in the City of Laria, a new life was conceived. 

That night, on the battlements of the capital of Cytel, an exiled noble found salvation. 

That night, numerous nobles begged for forgiveness for their transgressions before a very tired and irritated king. 

That night, in a mantle of stars, a god laughed in glee about his friend’s potential and also managed to power up her strange device. 

That night, two Primordial Spirits had a life-changing conversation with their friend. 

That night, in the Republic of Mercenaries, over a million people died, and its capital was wiped off the map. 

That night, the world changed for everyone, whether it was big or small. It was marked as a turning point in history. It was a night where the world became something more. 

And it became known as the Night of Dawn. 

* * * 

The next morning, a human, an inhuman human, and an elf left to journey to the Sacred Forest. 

End of Book 2 

Amber status: 

[Name: Amber | Level: 164 | Title: Demonkiller

Class: Cursed Inexorable Berserker | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Legacy Branch: Crimson Nexus

Stats:

Vitality: 915

Strength: 850

Dexterity: 830

Endurance: 330

Intelligence: 328

Wisdom: 500

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Curse Reignition - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Quick Dash - 4th Rank Lvl. 4], [General Weapon Mastery - 4th Rank Lvl. 1], [Inexorable Momentum - 4th Rank Lvl. 5], [Inexorable Body - 4th Rank Lvl. 5], [Cursed Stomp - 3rd Rank Lvl. 10], [Recovery of Curses - 4th Rank Lvl. 4], [Curse Battery - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Cursed Rage Synergy - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Inexorable Manipulation - 4th Rank Lvl. 4]

Legacy Branch Skills:

[Crimson Fervor - 2nd Rank Lvl. 2], [Crimson Fuel - 2nd Rank Lvl. 2], [Crimson Venom. Lvl. 10], [Crimson Sense - 2nd Rank Lvl. 1], [Crimson Destruction. Lvl. 9], [Crimson Break. Lvl. 7], [Crimson Cry. Lvl. 1]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Abyssal Blast], [Appraisal. Lvl. 3], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 4th Rank Lvl. 1], [Elemental Resistance - 4th Rank Lvl. 5], [Physical Resistance - 4th Rank Lvl. 5], [Magical Resistance - 4th Rank Lvl. 6], [Sharp Instincts - 4th Rank Lvl. 5], [Quick Recovery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 7].] 

Essence skills (described by Amber). 

Fulminating Slash ⁠— A cutting white slash that explodes after impact with flames.

God’s Physique ⁠— A body-strengthening skill that also allows the use of Essence for regeneration.

Advanced Blue Fire Creation ⁠— A skill to create powerful blue flames.

Primordial Blazing Bolt ⁠— A concentrated arrow of blue fire that is extremely destructive.

Inexorable Will ⁠— Cursed Inexorable Berserker’s class skill. Allows you to enforce your will upon yourself in the form of becoming considerably tougher and harder to take down or enforcing it upon others, halting their movements—even if temporarily.

Aspect of Crimson ⁠— Allows legacy branch skills to be applied to Essence and be enhanced by it.

Wind Cleave ⁠— A cutting attack with greater cutting power than Fulminating Slash. It is purely a slash of wind.

Wind Manipulation ⁠— A skill that allows to manipulate wind to enhance the speed or sharpness of things or other uses.


Author's notes

Thanks for reading!




Amber book 2 was close to 200k words long, so I hope everyone enjoyed it! And again, I want to thank MelasDelta for this opportunity and continued support.




If you're interested in reading Book 3 of Amber, it's all available on my patreon at  https://patreon.com/azrie





Also be sure to check out the Webtoon Original of Amelia the Level Zero Hero which was a heavy inspiration of Amber!
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Arc the SS-Tier Heroine

Through hellish training, Arc became a hero — reaching the pinnacle of strength in the world of Arlas.

Arc was an ordinary young woman from Earth when she was summoned to an icy hell where she fought for her survival in the name of training to become a hero.

Now, after defeating the Overlord itself and achieving the status of hero, she leaves with the goal to enjoy her freedom. Arriving at Arlas, a fantasy world with magic and monsters, a world with numbers, Tiers, and Classes. A world governed by the System that summoned her. But she is not alone, there are other heroes, masters of their element, warped individuals that too have escaped their own hell. And they have their own agenda, from taking over the world to even killing other heroes.

But Arc isn’t any hero, she’s the one that mastered the element of frost: the element of ice that can even freeze the sense of time itself. And when confronted with an incomprehensible task of broken letters — to fulfill her duties as a hero for the broken System — she makes her decision.

To live a normal life, fight whoever comes her way, and ignore whatever the delusional System says. As for the heroes? She will fight them too if they dare to stand in her way
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