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Chapter 1.

Over a month has passed since my attempted exile from the Capital of Cytel…

And a month passed since I learned the way to get to Ill’hine…

Amber closed her eyes remembering the conversation.

* * *

“We are here to tell you how to get to Ill’hine,” Sid’fril said with a scowl. 

“Oh.” 

That’s all Amber could say to the purple Primordial Spirit that had taught her Essence ⁠— albeit lazily ⁠— having just met him somewhat recently, he still liked her but for an odd reason. And that was because she stood up to him when he captured her in his ploy to get back the Cube of Stars. He had also imprisoned Asil, the elf who had mentored her thoroughly in the forms of Essence. He also happened to hate her other two Primordial Spirit friends. 

Amber blinked for a moment, not expecting the information. 

“Right, what is this about the Gate of Stars? Do you guys have to cross it too?” 

“Of course not,” Val’leri laughed. 

She was the red Primordial Spirit that Amber had met when climbing the tower near the capital, and she was Ax’thra’s friend. She was also the Primordial Spirit that had gotten her in trouble with the knights and led to eventually discovering Oracle and the other demon worshippers’ plan to summon a demon into the capital to destroy it. 

And from stopping that, she had gotten the Cursewelder ⁠— a sword made by Val’leri, specifically for curse bearers. 

“Once you reach apotheosis it’s not too difficult to cross between realms, exhausting for a new god perhaps,” Sid’fril mused. “However, we won’t tell you about how to become god at all.” 

Amber raised her brow. “Why not?” 

“Aside from the fact that we are not here to talk about that, there is also another fact.” Val’leri smiled. “That’d be boring.” 

That was the same kind of reply her first friend, Ax’thra, would have given her, which made Amber sigh. 

“So, where can I find this gate?” 

Sid’fril turned and grinned at her before dropping a very unexpected answer. 

“At the end of the world, of course.” 

* * * 

Far to the north, far beyond Sarliane and far beyond the main continent there is a land, or rather a lack thereof. For it is where the world ends. 

There, a wide chasm that is thousands of kilometers wide resides; a black abyss that swallows light itself. Known as the End, it is the land farthest from the stars and is also known as the Land of Demons. A land that has been further destroyed and shattered with time, but one that has been victim to the cruel changes that Vir has undergone. And it is where the strongest monsters in all of Vir thrive. 

Long before the Era of Daybreak, the lands were plagued by creatures of the night, but that was until a god descended and began to cull these monsters. Soon other gods followed, bringing forth the Era of Daybreak and a long period of prosperity where the people of the world turned to the divine beings for help. 

To honor the first god, a tower was built where he first manifested. The tower went on to touch the stars themselves for it was meant to represent the first god’s greatness and magnificent beauty. Following its completion, the land was declared to be holy and pure. And with the creation of the tower came the Era of Gods, being heralded by the implementation of the System on Vir. 

For a millennium everything was peaceful, but eventually the Holy Land was attacked. The first god had a mortal enemy who held a grudge over a time long past. The First Demon. Full of rage and resentment against the world and the creations of the first god, the being of red skin and horns made its attack and with it the Holy Land was destroyed⁠— the world was cracked and broken, creating a great chasm and turning it into a Land of Demons. Drawing the strongest monsters in the world to it, it became a no man’s land. 

In due time the demon was repelled, and unable to bear their failures the first god left, marking the end of the Era of Gods. Yet, he still left a gate for humanity’s champions to go through, all to assist him in the felling of the First Demon and help him take revenge for the cruel fate Vir had suffered. 

But even with the Holy Land having been destroyed, and with the passage of time bringing further ruin to the once great land, the Ebony Tower still stood.  Even after being consumed by monsters, and witnessing many battles between gods, it remained standing because it was a divine structure. The tallest man-made structure in all of Vir, and the first Great Dungeon. 

Even after it fell into the abyss, it was still tall enough to reach the gods and their land. And there, at the top of that grand tower the Gate of Stars lays dormant, waiting for the next mortal to go to the world of gods, where the First will welcome them with open arms for their achievements, receiving them personally and granting them a blessing as well as the secret to ascending to god-hood. 

In the history of Vir, the Gate of Stars has only been opened five times. Each individual that crossed it was as stellar and strong as the last, each of their names famous or infamous, echoing throughout history, lauded as the humans to have touched the gods. Yet, the champions of humanity had yet to slay the First Demon, the Great Demon God, and the one that brought the Era of Gods to an end. 

And I was supposed to be the sixth champion of humanity, or something… 

A sigh left Amber. The Land of Demons, the End, the end of the world was the most dangerous land in all of Vir, and to go there she had to be strong. Truly strong. That place was where the highest leveled humans in the world dwelled, where heroes were made and where legends went to die. 

Turns out going to Ill’hine wasn’t all that difficult, you just had to use Essence on the Gate of Stars, the problem was climbing the Ebony Tower, and even reaching it in the first place. For even old primordials resided there, testing those that wished to reach the heights of power and ascend beyond that. 

Of course there was also another option for her. 

“And is that truly the only way to reach Ill’hine?” Amber asked, frowning. “It sounds like something that will take me years to do even after I reach the Ebony Tower.” 

“You can always beg me to take you there,” Sid’fril jokingly suggested. 

Amber turned to Val’leri who shook her head. 

“Even if you beg me I wouldn’t take you, at most I’d consider keeping you company during your travels inside the tower. Not like my presence there would make a difference.” 

All things considered, her only apprehension in regards to going to Ill’hine was how time consuming it would be for her to reach the top of the aforementioned tower, but maybe she was greatly exaggerating how dull it would be. There were other primordial spirits there after all and legends of humanity there. 

Perhaps Ishtar is there… No, he was way too old for that⁠— but he most definitely had traveled through there. 

A sigh left her. A lot had happened since she left the Val’leri’s tower a few months ago. First came being interrogated by a lot of knights wondering who she was and other things, which ended up with her revealing what had happened with Liz’s sister, Velda ⁠— who had been kidnapped by demon worshippers in a bid to sacrifice her ⁠— which led to her being interrogated about this specific subject. 

Following that, the king, Octavius III, offered her Cursewelder as a reward for capturing the cultists.

After fighting the Server of Chaos a second time, killing demons, and being declared the hero of the capital, she ended up sparring with the knights and losing against Princess Aurelia’s personal knight ⁠— Charles ⁠— which was mainly because she was holding back.

Then I met Liz and Velda again. Amber smiled. And got summoned by its lord because of a monster I adopted on the way to Laria…

Amber remembered Deer, how cute she had been when she was low level; how she fed it and how she picked her up and took her along to level, meeting Cecile the merchant in the process.

Who was now traveling with her.

She was happy briefly, but then remembered what happened on the trip with Cecile to the Great Desert. It was a fucking mess.

Not only was there a plague going around; it had been created by a warmongering nation and a poor necromancer ⁠— Ian ⁠— who had just wanted to revive his wife and was caught in the conflict. Amber had helped him to subjugate the source of the plague, which turned out to be his wife, and immediately after the members of the Arcane Council showed up looking for the Cube of Stars.

And Ian gave his life to let me escape…

After, she met Sid’fril, the Primordial Spirit who threw her into the Grand Dungeon of Torl ⁠— which was also his tower ⁠— after befriending him. Before that he was planning to kill her and it was only through a very frustrating conversation that he relented and became her friend.

Amber looked over at Asil, who was sleeping on the horse-pulled cart they were on. He had white long hair, and even though he had regained a lot of muscle, he still looked emaciated.

He was an elf⁠— the first one she had ever seen⁠— and he was ancient. Not only that but he was privy to the secrets of Ill’hine, because he had once been a powerful Essence user. And he was her mentor, or had been her mentor.

All in all, she quite liked him even if he suffered trauma from what Sid’fril had done to him; namely destroying his Essence core and imprisoning him for over two centuries. And that part, she didn’t quite know how she felt about it after all this time.

After learning Essence from him, she defeated an incredibly strong Abyssal Monster, where she ignited her core, advanced it, and advanced her class and Legacy Branch ⁠— and that’s where she learned of Ishtar’s existence. An exiled emperor, and more importantly a Cursed Berserker just like her.

Following that, she left the Grand Dungeon only to find a literal war being waged against the city of Torl, one she couldn’t exactly stop. So she fought the members of the Arcane Council, won and left the Great Desert with Cecile, Asil and a bunch of refugees, whom they took to Cytel.

Then, after settling them and meeting with Velda ⁠in the wilderness — Liz’s sister ⁠— and having fun with Deer, she returned only to find something unexpected.

I had pissed off the nobles and they tried to exile me… Amber still frowned at that thought to this day.

A whole assembly had been called because of that and Val’leri and Sid’fril ended up interfering, mainly because she had decided to go into self-exile due to not wanting to cause King Octavius III any more trouble.

Right after that an assassin showed up to kill her only to… ultimately recruit her into his organization, and naturally she accepted. Well, not without reason, she was prejudiced against the idea, but accepted due to the resources and information that were offered.

It was great information.

From it she learned quite a lot. She learned that Dargon was in some base in the south of Cytel near the sea⁠— so it wasn’t an issue for now. She also learned that the average level of the Sacred Forest was three hundred. Although, it wasn’t because of monsters, it was due to the elves there. As for leveling…? That was going to be a bit troublesome in the Sacred Forest, but Amber figured it would still be useful to learn magic to expand on her Essence use.

Besides, she was mostly interested in learning of the Exiled Emperor of Arcase, Ishtar. A man who had lived well over twenty thousand years ago. According to Remmel ⁠— the assassin that had turned into her boss ⁠— she could find some information about him in the Sacred Forest and in Lathyzia, the elven continent.

So for now, she would get better with Essence, maybe train her skills and find out more about the Cursed Berserkers of the past.

As for who had requested to kill her? Well, it was one of the nobles that had pushed for her exile and she had beaten up by her ⁠— in all honesty she didn’t care too much about the kill request. But there was one thing that bothered her in the information she had received, and it was the organization that Remmel had hinted at wanting her head during their meeting.

The Saints of Truth.

Apparently, it was a whole organization dedicated to hunting down Cursebearers, and they would probably come after her soon enough. They didn’t have any particular way to dress, just a tattoo of two wings on their chests to identify them; according to Remmel anyway.

Or maybe they were already hunting me down.

Amber let out a breath and looked at the vast bright azure welkin above, the sparse clouds decorating it to create a peaceful and perfect day. Their travels had been calm so far, aside from dealing with some monsters here and there ⁠— that basically instantly died ⁠— nothing much had happened.

Turns out, a level 30 monster didn’t stand a chance against a level 160 and a level 140, go figure. But even more surprisingly they still occasionally picked fights over their food, choosing food over survival. Sometimes she did feed them if they approached carefully, other times they attacked and ended up dead.

Finally, she turned to Cecile ⁠— given Asil was asleep ⁠— and spoke.

“Say, Cecile, this is a bit of a weird time to ask, but what is the Sacred Forest like?”

Cecile, the purple-haired merchant glanced back. “Well, it is a secluded nation I suppose, and with the war it probably will be even harder to access.” She turned to the road. “We did hear about something happening in the Republic of Mercenaries too.”

“We did,” Amber agreed.

“Has the Obsidian Rose not told you anything yet?” Cecile asked. “Here I thought the infamous organization would be more helpful given how hard that man tried to recruit you.”

Amber had filled in Cecile and Asil on her encounter with the assassin, she had also filled them in a bit on what happened during the exile meeting, but omitted some details. She didn’t really want everyone to know that information; for now Liz and the king were the only ones. Maybe Asil too, given he knew of Ill’hine.

“I haven’t gotten anything.” Amber took out the ring from her storage and looked at it. “And to think he made such a show when giving me this.” 

Cecile chuckled. “I still find it hard to believe an elite assassin did that, but I suppose that high level people are eccentric by nature.”

“Is that so?” Amber raised her brow.

“Well, you are high level and eccentric.” She glanced back with a grin before pondering. “Though aren’t you like thirty?”

“Twenty-one.”

She blinked. “Huh… I guess I misremembered, but you did tell me before⁠— wait have you been killing things since you were ten or something?”

Amber frowned. “No, I’ve only been doing this for one year.”

“Huh, what?!”

“You didn’t know?”

“No?” Cecile asked incredulously. “That doesn’t even make sense.”

Amber looked at her confused. “Didn’t I tell you a lot about my adventures when we traveled to the Great Desert?”

“Yeah but I assumed it was over years, not within a single damn year.” She sighed. “Or maybe it was so obvious that it was just a year that I didn’t even register it and just lied to myself.”

Her shoulders slumped and Amber smiled.

“You’ll level up in no time.”

She snorted. “Unlike you, no amount of monster kills level me up so it’s pointless.”

[Distinguished Merchant. Lvl. 85]

Oh. She levels up from making trades, and Appraisal now shows her as a merchant, interesting.

“Well, I’m assuming you make experience proportional to how hard and how high the value of the trade was, so maybe I can help you to meet some primordial spirits so you can trade with them.”

“Asil did tell me you were friends with them…” For some reason she seemed even more down. “It’s fine, I shall appreciate your greatness from afar, Amber.”

“Uh… sure?”

Cecile shook her head and paused looking ahead.

“Oh, we’ve arrived.”

Amber glanced over, and a sprawling city lay before them. It had quite a few merchant carts heading into it, and was just as big as Laria. The sight made Amber slightly excited⁠— she hadn’t been in a town or city for two weeks now after all.

She turned and with a gust of wind woke Asil up.

“What is…” He paused, noticing the city. “Ah, we are here.”

“Indeed, now get covered,” Cecile said, throwing over a cloak at the elf.

“Still, why are we taking this detour again?” Asil asked.

“I have to buy some essential stuff to make our journey smoother,” Cecile said. “And by that I mean make the journey smoother for me and get new rings of protection because they were all destroyed in the Great Desert.”

“Sure,” Amber agreed simply.

* * *

With that, they went into the city. Cecile went off to buy her stuff after they rented a room in an inn. Amber didn’t do much aside from mess around with Essence, while Asil took a look at her stuff. Both of them stayed inside the room.

“You are very bad with lightning. Didn’t you fight that Arcane Council guy?”

“Yeah and he would’ve killed me,” Amber agreed. “But even then I still find it hard.”

I think his name was… Zodos? Amber scrunched her brows trying to remember.

“Do you need me to show you again?” he asked, his ears twitching with some anticipation.

Amber nodded slowly, moving her hand. “You really like using my Essence don’t you?”

He smiled, grabbing it. “Your Essence is… pure. A lot more refined than what your core advancement level suggests.”

“What does that mean?”

A sigh left Asil. “It means it’s more efficient and can get more done with less.”

“Oh.”

“Anyway, I’ll take some now⁠—”

And then, Amber felt the Ring of the Obsidian Rose vibrate.

“Wait.”

Asil paused as a piece of paper appeared from Amber’s ring, landing on the back of his hand. It was a communication from the Obsidian Rose. News about the Republic of Mercenaries probably. She grabbed the paper.

“What is it?” he asked, raising his brows. “Something important from the assassin?”

“Probably just some news,” Amber said, holding up the paper to look at it.

There is a member of the Arcane Council in the City of Vaurel, it’s on the east side of Cytel on the way to the Sacred Forest, he is above level 300, avoid this city.

⁠— Your beloved, Remmel.

She paused, looking up from the paper. “Asil, what city is this?”

He tilted his head, confused. “I believe Cecile called it Vaurel, why?”

Oh. And a heavy sigh left her.

“A member of the Arcane Council is here.”

Asil in response, froze.


Chapter 2.

There was a brief silence as her elven companion processed the news she had given him.

“Are you sure?” he finally asked, working his jaw.

“Yeah, and he is over level 300. That’s what Remmel says anyway,” Amber said, frowning.

She offered the paper in her hand, which Asil took in a haste, swiping it off her. The white-haired elf grabbed it and quickly read it before gritting his teeth.

“Are you really sure? Also, couldn’t he have informed us earlier?”

Amber let out a breath. “He… yeah I don’t know, I’ll complain to him about it later.”

Still, even if she was bothered by Remmel, the self-proclaimed “beloved”, and his trickle of information she still had to act accordingly. And so, she stood up and put on the cloak she had been wearing.

“We should look for Cecile and leave as soon as possible, I sure as hell can’t fight someone over level 300,” Amber said before taking off her cloak again.

“Agreed,” Asil said, getting ready.

She examined her cloak. It didn’t seem to have anything recognizable that would make it look special, at least not to her eye. Even then, she threw it into her ring and changed her clothes to casual ones to look as far away as possible from a warrior. Thankfully the storage ring allowed her to switch her attire instantly. After doing that, Amber turned to the Ring of the Twin Moons. It was essentially an Essence reserve and also a trump-card, but…

She took it off anyway, but just as she was about to put it away she got an idea.

“Wear this.”

Amber tossed the ring over to Asil, who barely caught it.

“What is this⁠—” He froze. “This thing has… Essence.”

“Could you kill a level 300 with it?” Amber asked plainly.

“If I used its second effect maybe, but it does not have enough Essence for me to guarantee it,” he said hesitating. “If I was able to also draw from your Essence, however…”

Amber understood the meaning, he could only buy time at best with the meager amount of Essence inside the ring. And it only made sense, Asil’s destroyed core was the size of a literal planet, whereas hers was non-existent in comparison. Holding hands in a life or death situation was, needless to say, out of the question.

“Good enough for now, let’s go. We’ll find Cecile, and find a spot to teleport out of the town with your help.”

Asil nodded. “Good, don’t want to deal with the Arcane Council ever again.”

And with that, they departed.

While it certainly felt weird to try to leave as soon as humanly possible, there was a sense of urgency that she hadn’t felt before, because this time her friend’s lives were on the line. They were coming after her for the cube, and it was only logical that the rest of the members would be aware of the person who had the cube, especially if Zodos and Ner made reports. And more than that, Asil agreed that they had to leave now. He had first hand experience with the council, and they were ⁠— if anything ⁠— really persistent. All they had to do was find Cecile in order to teleport out of the town, so it was better to go to her.

Amber avoided covering herself, given her appearance was actually common enough among other folk that she just looked like a regular town girl ⁠— a pretty one but a town girl nonetheless ⁠— the same couldn’t be said about Asil, however. He had to wear a cloak because being an elf drew even more attention than just looking suspicious.

Well, Amber was also plenty suspicious when she showed [???. Lvl. ???] to anyone that used Identify on her but she figured it was still better than wearing no cloak and going full armor. Because people wouldn’t identify her out of curiosity, she looked normal ⁠— nobody identified every single person they saw on the street ⁠— so because she didn’t call attention to herself, she blended in much better even with the occasional surprise.

Still, being high level calls all the attention to you huh? Amber thought as about a third of all the people that they passed fixated either on her or on Asil. Mostly Asil.

But either way, after the two of them made some distance it became a lot less obvious. While walking around the town she used Appraisal on every single person that she passed by while on the way to the city gates ⁠— the place most likely to have merchants.

[Dealer. Lvl. 42]

Certainly not looking for that.

[Warrior. Lvl. 20]

Nope.

[Warrior. Lvl. 15]

Also no.

…

Even then along the way, she made sure to ask about Cecile; mainly referencing her appearance. And with those leads she got a general direction of where she went. Turns out finding someone in a city with thousands of inhabitants was surprisingly hard. But eventually, she found a merchant⁠— not Cecile⁠— but a merchant nonetheless.

Level 50 too.

He was a man leaning by an empty cart, and was resting with his eyes closed. Even then, Amber approached casually. They were in an alley, away from the hubbub of the streets.

“Hey, I wanted to ask about the whereabouts of a merchant.”

The man opened his eyes looking at her, annoyed. “Can’t you see that I’m resting?”

Amber was slightly irked by his response, but still kept it to herself.

“This is important, so if you could just tell me if you’ve heard anything⁠—”

He scoffed. “Ridiculous, why would I tell you where to find my competition?”

At that, Amber heard Asil click his teeth and begin to walk forward, but she ignored that and instead continued to try and persuade the merchant. They were in a hurry, but not enough to instantly resort to violence.

“She is a friend so⁠—”

“Now you’re lying to me.” The merchant frowned. “You know how many times I’ve heard that?” Then he paused looking at Asil, the cloaked elf approaching. “And what do you want⁠—”

The elf grabbed him by the throat, pointing his staff at him.

“If you don’t want to die, I suggest you tell us about a level 85, purple haired merchant,” he whispered.

The man gasped. “I⁠— I didn’t she just come into town? I heard rumors, such high profile merchants are rare about these parts⁠—”

“Then find her,” he said angrily.

And with those words he let go of the man as he sweated.

“Right away…”

* * *

The merchant went on to ask around from some of his friends before finally getting some directions and leading everyone there. Turns out, he was awfully compliant after seeing Amber’s level given it only showed nothing but question marks.

It took close to thirty minutes from the initial departure but eventually, they found themselves before a large manor.

“She, from what I heard, should be with this city’s Head Baron finishing a deal,” the merchant said quietly, sweating.

“Do you swear by your life?” Asil asked, voice laced with venom.

The man cowered. “I-I swear I did everything in my power to find her.”

In response the elf scoffed and Amber gave him a weird look. He’s been very stressed about getting to Cecile in time, huh? she thought before turning to the merchant.

“Alright, stay around in case we can’t find her.”

“R-Right.”

With that command, Amber turned and went up to the guard who tensed at her presence. Then she spoke the simplest words in existence, yet it was only audible enough for him to hear. Given it was only one guard it was fine to do this. Her plan was to get Cecile and get out ⁠— she didn’t want to risk getting tracked to the inn while waiting or something.

“I’m the Duchess Amber, Demonkiller and the hero of Cytel, and I wish to enter this residence.”

There was doubt upon hearing that.

“You can⁠’t⁠—”

The guard paused and his eyes widened.

“It’s really you, but forgive me I still have to—”

“This is a matter of life and death, let me through.”

Finally, after a second of deliberation the guard acquiesced and allowed them to pass into the mansion. Not without escorting them and making someone take their place. After explaining that they were seeking the merchant who was meeting here, the knight became serious and guided them to the study where the meeting was taking place.

With some hesitation the knight swung both doors open.

“As I was saying, this would be beneficial to you⁠—”

Cecile paused, turning towards the door. The head baron ⁠— a man with a black beard and combed black hair ⁠— did as well, and another person who was dressed in a black cloak did so too; they were oddly thin. However, when Amber saw the cloaked person and used Appraisal she had a realization, one that made her shiver.

[???. Lvl. ???]

Above level 264.

She paused, the very same person they were trying to get away from was here, looking at them. She had basically walked into the Arcane Council member. And this time, unlike her other unexpected encounters, she was completely outclassed. The fact that Cecile was in the exact same room as the Arcane Council member was nothing short of incredibly bad luck.

But even then, she still managed to maintain her composure.

“The Duchess, Am⁠—”

“No need.” Amber interrupted in a hurry. “It seems that my interruption was unnecessary. You can inform your lord my reasons after the fact.”

The guard stiffened. “Y-Yes your grace.” 

With that, the guard left the room in a hurry. The purple haired merchant seemed frozen, meeting her friend’s gazes for a cue and swallowed when she saw their serious expressions. Thankfully, she didn’t say her name, but this position was bad. The member from the Arcane Council was staring at her, simply examining what they were seeing.

“Duchess?” the rotund baron from behind the desk asked, rising to his feet with a bead of sweat trailing down the side of his head. “You needn’t concern yourself with interrupting my meeting with this merchant. Please, go ahead with what you wanted to inform me of.”

“That is right,” the female Arcane Council member spoke. “With me here, you can be at ease. I can sense you are tense, so it must be important.”

Amber shook her head, but even then the remark caught her off-guard. But Asil seemed to think of something to quickly excuse her behavior.

“We wished to discuss some things in regards to the Arcane Council to ensure this town’s safety.”

Amber sensed a slight shift in the woman’s posture, suppressing a sigh. I got confirmation on what I already knew…

“It is because of that, that this meeting must wait until we can talk about this with the baron alone,” Asil said.

“And why is an elf like you involved in the kingdom’s affairs?” the woman asked, intrigued.

Ugh. Amber inwardly groaned.

“An elf?” the baron asked, confused. “He is an elf?”

The woman slightly bowed. “Indeed my lord. But rest assured, even if a pesky member of this ‘Arcane Council’ were to be here, there aren’t many people of my level, and your sponsorship has been greatly beneficial for my endeavors.”

“I see…” the man ruffled his beard. “Thank you for protecting my city.”

“Any time my lord.” The woman nodded.

The baron turned to Amber and Asil. “It is as Frei says, there is no need to worry. But if you insist on having a private meeting then I shall agree to it, Duchess. Given your attire I assume it’s urgent.”

He doesn’t recognize me so he has no name for me, yet finds it too awkward to ask. Amber was glad to have that play in her favor at least.

“Frei’s presence has reassured me deeply, so I think this meeting can wait until I’ve collected my thoughts more.” Amber smiled, putting a hand on her chest flashing a smile. “Besides, I’d like to relax in this wonderful city first.”

The lord smiled at that and nodded.

“Very well, let us meet tomorrow then, Duchess.”

Amber nodded in response.

“Then I shall take my leave.”

Cecile was quiet throughout the whole ordeal, and it was for the better. Amber met her gaze briefly and with a smile, she left the room. The member from the Arcane Council however, was just quietly looking at her.

Once they were out of the manor and out of earshot from anyone, Asil and Amber mutually agreed to wait for Cecile at the inn before using Essence to teleport out of the town upon her arrival. Given that was within the elf’s capabilities. That way even if the member of the Arcane Council tracked them it would be too late.

* * *

And hours passed.  

The meeting Cecile had was important, given she was seeing the head baron of a city, but maybe it was because of their interruption but it seemed to be taking a while. However, they remained ready to leave as soon as possible. All it took was for Asil to take her Essence and they’d be out.

The main reason for that was that:

She had recognized Amber.

Or at least that’s what both of them thought. Which is why they spent their time inside the inn and did not go out. With Asil’s help, they got back into the inn room without leaving traces. And there, they waited for their friend’s return. In the meantime, Asil tried to teach her teleport, but she remained lost. 

According to him it would get easier once her core advanced a few more times. She still had a long way in the ways of Essence it seemed, and it made sense⁠⁠— all her abilities and skills were straightforward after all.

Finally, after waiting around and practicing, Amber made a decision in regards to Essence ⁠— something that she had rejected in the past before ⁠— so, with new-found resolution she turned to Asil and⁠—

The door opened.

Both of them tensed, getting ready to leave.

Cecile walked in and she seemed tired, but immediately walked up to them after closing the door behind her.

Her shoulders slumped. “What happened back there? Care to explain?”

“It’s better if we leave and then explain later,” Asil said, reaching out his hand for her.

Asil was already beginning to draw her Essence by the time Cecile was reaching out her hand, but at that moment the door exploded and⁠— Cecile was swept off her feet by a new figure. It happened like a shadow passing through.

Amber turned following her senses and atop one of the beds, the cloaked member of the Arcane Council stood, holding a black knife to Cecile’s neck. It wasn’t a regular knife but a pitch-black one that reflected no light whatsoever. It almost looked wrong in the world.

“A-Amber…” Cecile squeaked.

Both of them tensed and the woman spoke⁠.

“Elf, I suggest you stop doing whatever you’re doing before I decapitate her,” she warned. “Not even her artifacts will save her.”

Asil shared a glance with Amber, and she shook her head. It wasn’t something that could be risked.

“Fine.”

The elf snorted and let go off Amber’s hand, and with that, the member of the Arcane Council threw Cecile over to Amber. She barely caught the purple-haired merchant, drawing a squeal from her.

“So, try that shit again and your head will fly right off, understood?” She pointed her dagger at Asil, before turning it to Amber.

Amber said nothing in response, she simply frowned. But that was enough for the Arcane Council member to smile and with a swing of her legs, sat on the bed.

“With that out of the way, I won’t ask about why you people are running away from me.” she said. “Maybe you two are little bitches and think the Arcane Council will hunt you for merely knowing something like the name of a Primordial Spirit, but that is not the case. Not only can the names of Primordial Spirits even be learned by those not trusted, but we know a lot more than you two morons think.”

“Right…”

She has no idea of who I am, that’s good… Amber relaxed at that.

“Good, I’d rather ya be at ease than think I’m about to split your skull open.” The woman smiled at Amber. Then she turned looking at Asil, or more importantly fixated on his hand. “You killed a trusted member?”

Her words lingered inside the room. Asil was gritting his teeth, and Amber wasn’t yet panicking, Cecile on the other hand ⁠— she was trembling. 

“Got it from that guy that died outside the capital a year ago,” Amber said.

The woman smiled. “I’d believe ya but that guy did not have one.”

She stood up, flipping her dagger into the air and catching it repeatedly.

“Well I’m not one to avenge bastards, I’m not even here to deal with things regarding the Arcane Council, Amber.”

Amber tensed. “You knew?”

She snorted. “I fucking knew the moment I saw you, I’m not stupid. While Zodos reported your name and level, the most obvious giveaway was the fact that ya are the stupid hero of this kingdom.”

She shook her head.

“Do you think I see: Amber, relatively high level Cursebearer. And then see: Amber the hero and think; must be a different one?”

She mocked.

“Though I’ll say that some morons out there may not recognize you because they can’t be assed.” She sighed. “Whatever happened to Zodos? Wasn’t he chasing after ya? Did ya manage to kill him by the skin of your teeth?”

A sigh left her. “I killed Ner and Zodos.”

“Impressive,” she praised. “But not unexpected, given ya are a Cursebearer and shit.”

“Is your name even Frei or was that some disguise?”

The woman paused at Amber’s question before replying simply.

“Oh it is, I don’t care for small things like that.” She waved her hand, and her other hand caught her knife. “I don’t even care that ya have that cube or whatever, so calm yourself already.”

“Right…”

Amber now felt more confused than ever before, and finally completely relaxed ⁠— the woman  wasn’t even exuding bloodlust to begin with.

“So even though you had no ill-intent whatsoever you chased after us?” she asked, raising her brow.

“Well yes, I just felt like it. Of course⁠— fucking not, I have a motive,” she said evidently very annoyed before snapping her gaze towards Asil. “And you elf, stop whatever the fuck it is you’re trying to do!”

Asil tensed, even though he was standing there. “Your senses are⁠—”

“Sharp yes, now shut it, I’m talking with Ms. Noble over here.”

Frei turned back to Amber.

“Anyway, since I want to foster trust and whatnot I shall show you my glorious face, for you to eat up.”

Glorious? Amber frowned, but Frei clearly couldn’t care less as she removed her hood. And Amber paused, Asil did too, and Cecile as well. Amber stared at the woman’s elongated ears.

“You’re an elf…” Asil said in disbelief.

“What did you think I was, some kind of fairy?” she refuted, annoyed. “Of course I’m a fucking elf.”

Amber stared at the elf, she had light orange hair, bordering on white at the top and gradually becoming more saturated towards its tips. Her eyes were silver like the moon, not having any other color, in their darkest parts they were a deep gray. And of course, needless to say she was indeed good looking like she claimed.

“Ha, blown away?” She laughed. “Anyway, the reason I tracked’cha here⁠ is because—”

Amber felt danger like never before and a flash of light went off, there was a swing of darkness and⁠— the roof exploded. Pieces of ceiling crashed into the room and a yellow projectile went flying through the ceiling. Amber stared through the blown off hole as it disappeared into nothingness before a loud explosion went off, one that radiated a blinding light.

The entire inn shook and Amber blinked as Asil lowered his hand, outside screams ruptured and the white-haired elf had an awful frown. Frei on the other hand just looked his way and teleported, before stabbing him with her black dagger, yet it didn’t carry any bloodlust. But even then Amber tried to stop it.

She appeared as the elven woman struck, and then with a sweep of her hand she threw Amber to the ground.

“Be a good girl and relax, ‘kay?” she said, somewhat annoyed. “Your imbecile friend is alive. He thought he caught me off-guard or some shit.”

“What do you even want?” Amber said, blue flames wisping off her body.

Amber heard the sizzling flesh of Frei’s hand as she was engulfed in blue flames, and yet she did not loosen her grip. Instead, she laughed as if Amber had just told the best joke she’d ever heard.

“God are ya stupid? I’m not here to hurt ya.”

She let go and spun around, shaking her hands as if she were drying them. Amber slowly stood up as Asil growled from the ground in deep pain, Cecile meanwhile was trying to desperately remove the black dagger.

The elven woman chuckled.

“Cursebearers as good as you aren’t easy to come by after all. Even at your level your capabilities ⁠— from what I can sense ⁠— are very impressive.”

Amber blinked. “What?”

“While the council does want you dead, killing you would be a waste because you have potential and I’d hate to snuff it out over a stupid and meaningless reason; given I don’t really care ⁠about how you killed Zodos.” Frei waved her hand dismissively. “I can just pretend I never even met you and just say I heard rumors about you visiting in my report or some shit and go our separate ways, but I want to offer something else instead; seeing your potential and all.”

Amber in return looked at her incredulously. What are you even saying?

“Help me leave the Arcane Council, and in return I will train you.”

And hearing that, Amber paused. 


Chapter 3.

Amber stared at the smiling elf, her bleached orange hair hung innocently, and her curled eyes held warmth. Yet it almost felt as if she was the devil herself, and that was because Frei, the elf before Amber, was over level 300 and a member of the Arcane Council.

Finally, after staring at the peach fuzz-haired woman for a few seconds, Amber finally regained her bearings.

“Why would you⁠— no.” Amber shook her head. “Take your dagger out of Asil first.”

Frei blinked before looking at the groaning elf on the ground. Oddly enough, there was no blood but he was very obviously in deep pain, and Cecile was desperately trying to remove the dagger but with no success as if it had been glued there.

“Ya know you’re in no position to make demands, right?” Frei asked, as if pointing out the obvious before smiling. “But since I want go about things the nice way, and I’m interested in ya, I’ll listen~”

With a playful tone, she disappeared and shoved Cecile to the side before gripping the dagger and⁠ yanking it out. It came out bladeless, but a new one formed from the black material in the handle.

Asil clearly relaxed, letting out a deep breath.

“There ya go, happy I hope?” she asked, glancing back at Amber.

“Very,” Amber replied sarcastically.

Frei smiled, sitting on a bed and crossing her legs. There was silence for a bit before she spoke cheerfully.

“Glad to hear that.”

Amber wanted to sigh but instead she turned to look at Cecile, who was helping Asil get up. His breathing was ragged and he looked like a sweaty mess.

“What did you even do to him?”

“Hm?” Frei tilted her head. “I won’t be answering those kinds of questions until you agree to help me.”

“Can’t you just… walk away from the organization?” Cecile said, sounding frustrated.

The female elf’s eyes widened, placing a hand on her mouth. “My, my, at last you speak to me.”

Cecile glared, making Frei chuckle.

“If it were that simple I would’ve done it a while ago, y’know?” She shook her head. “Unfortunately, I need Miss’ help over here. She is a Cursebearer and all that shit.”

“And the fuck you want me to do?” Amber asked with frustration.

“Gooood, question!”

The elf disappeared and reappeared next to Amber, grabbing her by the shoulder as if they were buddies⁠, making her frown. Does everyone have to do that?

“Ya see my dearest Amber, I was forced to make a vow upon joining the mysterious and world-wide organization known as the Arcane Council, and because of this fucking vow, I cannot leave it! So ain’t that fantastic?”

“A vow? If it’s like the ones made with primordials I can’t help you with that.”

Amber tried to squirm out of her grip but she was just pressed against the woman’s shoulder again.

“Exactly like that! But there are many layers of curses interacting with the vow, so I need your help removing those. As for removing the vow?” She tilted her head. “Well, given ya got access to the secret of the gods, I’m sure you can figure it out.”

Amber paused. “I don’t?”

“Nah, you murdered Zodos, he ain’t stupid enough to die to just anyone. In fact, you had to have overwhelmed him so hard that both of them failed to run. Plus, whatever the fuck your elf friend did did not fit his level either.”

She let go of Amber before smiling.

“So with all that said, I have faith in ya.”

Amber frowned. “I’m telling you⁠—”

“Gee, relax. You automatically make a vow to not mention it when you’re let in on it, unless those around you also know of it you’ll go mute.” She rubbed her chin in thought. “At least from what I know. Well, there may be an exception like⁠— if the other person is trusted by a Primordial Spirit enough to know their name, but I don’t know that. It’s a law of the world.”

Frei shrugged, and Amber was left befuddled. She had never tried to speak of Ill’hine to someone else, let alone talk about Essence, but was that really the case? It was hard to trust this… Arcane Council member.

Finally, a sigh left the woman.

“I want out because I know being a member automatically makes it impossible for me to be trusted, and I want to go… To that promised land, to the land of stars; I want to see my… ancestors…”

Her voice trailed to a mere whisper as she spoke wistfully, and yet Amber’s eyes widened. She knows of Ill’hine’s existence… that means the Arcane Council knows too…? That… she didn’t know how she felt about that fact.

“Impossible. You…” Asil bit his tongue, keeping to himself what he intended to say.

“Oh the Arcane Council shouldn’t know that?” Frei tilted her head, smiling at both of their expressions before answering. “They don’t. Just me, never told ‘em about it. I hope it’s what gets me redemption in the eyes of whichever Primordial Spirit I meet after this shit blows over.”

Amber didn’t really know what to say to that, Frei was odd. She was an individual that had thrown her expectations out of the window again and again and again. But even then, she was reluctant to help her.

“You need me alive to help you with that, right?”

“Yep.” Frei nodded lightly.

Amber frowned. “How do I know I can trust you after the fact.”

“Well I won’t kill ya if that’s what your worried about⁠, because that would be royally—” And she paused. “Oh, the guards are here.”

“You’re lying,” Asil said.

“No, they really are here,” Amber corrected. “I can sense them.”

“Yep, I really like you⁠; your senses are great.” Frei grinned, putting her hood on again. “I’ll leave for now, if the baron finds out I was the cause of this I’ll be in trouble. Ta, ta.”

She disappeared with a wave, leaving all three alone in the room. As soon as she left, Amber felt a sense of relief. It was odd, meeting any high level individual, they just took control of the conversation; and the reason for that was the lack of respect for her. Which… only getting stronger would truly fix.

Cecile looked relieved and Asil was still in evident pain.

The merchant asked, concerned. “What did she stab you with?”

“Some kind of darkness element skill.” He grunted. “It’s not poison either, it just paralyzes you.”

Amber made note of it in her mind then turned to the broken down door. For now she had to deal with the guards.  It was clear that her only recourse was to flex her noble title. And so, she waited for the guards to do just that.

She waited standing in between the door and her two companions, and a moment later one after another, guards stormed the room with their weapons ready, before finally the captain came in.

“You are arrested for acts of terrorism.”

Amber blinked. Terrorism? That’s quite the descriptor.

“I was defending myself,” Amber explained. “In fact, that was a deflected attack from the assassin that came after me.”

The captain met Amber’s gaze with narrowed eyes.

“And why on Vir would someone want to assassinate you, Miss?” he asked with a hiss.

“Oh, that is simple, really.” Amber smiled innocently. “As the hero of Cytel, Demonkiller and a duchess it is not the first time someone has tried to have me assassinated.”

The captain frowned, and the knights paused looking at her dubiously.

“There is no way on⁠—”

“It’s true!” a knight said, shuffling for a picture. “It really is her!”

“Let me see.”

And just like that, her fame had solved all trouble.

* * *

Or so she thought. In the end, she still found herself sitting before the head baron. At first he had been angry, but after explaining that this was caused by the Arcane Council and was the reason she had come to talk to him he relaxed. Though he was still annoyed that Amber hadn’t immediately told him about it all, but after explaining that Frei had caused the member of the council to run, the baron became more amiable.

After all, the great mercenary Frei had taken care of things like she said she would. And given the situation had more or less resolved itself, all the baron had to do was fix some damage done to the town and send a report to the king.

By the end of it, he was congratulating Frei for saving the city, and he was also relieved that Amber hadn’t died because it would’ve caused trouble if she had died in his city or something.

Amber wasn’t well-versed on how the kingdom worked, but of course, she didn’t say that; instead she just nodded along to whatever the head baron was saying. And finally, after waiting for hours, she was made to stay overnight just in case anything else popped up, and was only let go well past noon of the next day.

After that, she met up with Cecile and Asil who had been waiting outside ⁠— thankfully they weren’t interrogated after she was taken to the head baron. Cecile was the first to speak up after they found themselves another room to stay in and made themselves comfortable.

“I’m surprised you were let go that fast,” she said quietly. “Terrorism is… high on the list.”

“I didn’t even do it in the first place.” Amber breathed.

“Right.” Cecile took a pause. “We’ve discussed that we should probably leave town.”

“She’ll just chase after us.” Amber sighed. “This needs to be resolved first.”

At that, she was met with some reluctant nods. After, she began to think about things. She thought back on her encounter with Frei, it was… tense. But at least it was over. Still, on one hand she wanted to reprimand Asil, but she had to ask something before doing that.

“Asil, if your attack hit that elf, what would’ve happened?”

The elf raised his head surprised.

“I’ll tell you in a second.”

Then, after casting a spell with his staff to probably soundproof the room, he began to explain.

“Cecile would’ve been protected by me, you would have survived albeit being heavily injured and… Frei who was at the center would have died.”

“You did consider all of that when doing it, right?”

He nodded. “I did, and I stand by my decision; getting rid of her was the only thing that mattered, and I seized the chance when she let her guard down.”

“I see.”

His recklessness had been completely on purpose it seemed. And so, she couldn’t even be angry about it; if he thought she could survive then she most definitely could, and Cecile would’ve been safe as well. At least, Asil had given her no reason to doubt him thus far. So she moved to the next thing on her mind. Not before looking over at Cecile.

To some extent, Cecile understood at this point that there was something happening between her and Asil, and Amber was certain that Cecile was aware of Asil’s imprisonment by Sid’fril. Finally, Amber decided that it was fine to have this conversation in her presence; especially given that she had witnessed the conversation with Frei too.

Finally, she asked Asil what she had in mind. 

“And the thing she said about… the vow, is it true?”

Asil nodded with a sigh. “It is only something that can be divulged if you have permission from a primordial to do so; and only to people you genuinely deem trustworthy from the bottom of your heart. Or a primordial must tell you, and trust you from the bottom of their heart when doing so.”

Amber nodded, and also noted that it went to show just how close Val’leri was to Ax’thra given she easily told her everything she needed to know. But that also left the question:

“Did a primordial tell you about it or?”

“No, the matriarch and patriarch of my family did, the ancestors of the Dazdril family.”

“Is the secret of the gods that… important?” Cecile asked dubiously, shifting on her spot. “I mean, I know that… for it to be that closely guarded it must be, but isn’t it ultimately just… information?”

Both of them turned to regard her as she flinched.

“I just can’t see it…”

“It’s a bit more than information; or rather it is information that can lead you to acquiring something else,” Asil answered, smiling lightly. “Thanks to it, when I was a measly level 30 I killed a level 482 Crimson Draco of the Flame; a dragon; all in a single attack.”

Amber paused, and Cecile did too. Amber was surprised, because while she understood that Asil had been strong before having his core shattered, she didn’t know if he was stronger than Dargon or other members of the Arcane Council. Meanwhile Cecile was gaping.

“But now that you are close to 150… how come you couldn’t kill⁠—”

“Because I can’t make use of that secret anymore,” Asil said bitterly. “But putting it into perspective; that is why it matters so much to the Arcane Council; they want the power of the gods.”

Cecile nodded before slowly regarding Amber. “I see… then are you really sure you can trust someone from the Arcane Council to uphold their promises and not return to the council once they attain their goal?”

“I can’t, and that’s the problem. Once she successfully leaves, I don’t know what will happen after. Even if she doesn’t rejoin them or whatever.”

A sigh left Amber and then someone knocked on the door.

“I know y’all are having a private conversation or whatever, but we still need to sort some things out,” a familiar voice echoed into the room, albeit muffled.

“She’s here.” Cecile tensed.

“Indeed.” Asil nodded.

All Amber had in response was to shake her head. Might as well get this over with.

She went to let in the elf, who was still wearing the same cloak and with a smile she offered her hand.

“Let’s go for a walk, Amber?”

Amber frowned. “Only if it’s just you and me.”

Frei chuckled. “That’s what I meant.”

She didn’t want another dumb hostage situation, and while she didn’t know what Frei had planned, she made her decision. She did not want Cecile or Asil to get hurt because of her after all.

“Alright then.”

Asil tensed. “Amber, if you bring me along⁠—”

Amber shook her head. “Go into hiding while I’m gone and leave the city if I don’t come back. Otherwise I’ll come back here and call you. You can sense my fire, can’t you?”

The white-haired elf slowly nodded. Then, finally Amber turned and walked past Frei who had a small smile.

“Let’s go then, on a walk.”

* * *

She had expected some sort of trap, but in the end they were indeed just walking on the streets of the town, both of them with their respective cloaks. As they were walking down a street market, the elf finally spoke.

“It’s lively, isn’t it?” Frei asked.

Amber frowned. “It is.”

“People with their own behaviors and traditions; a unique culture that perhaps you can’t find anywhere else in Vir but Cytel,” she spoke.

“Right.”

“And yet, this is just one of many. Doesn’t that interest you?”

Frei grabbed a fruit off a street vendor before tossing a coin over at the flustered man, who failed to catch it. They didn’t stop walking for a second.

“I guess it does slightly?” Amber answered after a couple of seconds, unsure.

“Maybe this doesn’t actually interest ya, it’s what you’re used to.” She shrugged, taking a bite. “But, what about other empires? We are somewhat near the Sacred Forest, aren’t ya interested in what elves eat? How do they live? Their religion if they have one? How strong they are and how they go about attaining that strength?”

Amber hesitated before nodding. “I am interested, yes.”

“Exactly,” Frei smiled, before grabbing a dagger of darkness and cutting into the fruit. “And those are exactly my feelings towards that place.”

She offered a piece of fruit which Amber took with some hesitation.

“I know ya don’t trust me for shit, I mean who would? I’m part of some trashy organization whose pursuit of their goals have caused multiple catastrophes across history and have even killed weak gods in the process.” She laughed to herself.

Amber just kept quiet and listened to the elven woman as they walked through the town. All while holding a piece of some watermelon-looking thing on her fingers.

“But, I want you to trust me, because making you my enemy would be unwise,” she said with a tone of seriousness. “Seriously, I’ve seen enough tragedies in my life to sense the start of one.”

“Right.”

“Are you gonna eat that by the way?” she asked, glancing over.

Amber sighed and handed it to her. “You can have it.”

The elf plucked and ate it with a smile.

And slowly, as they walked the conversation continued. Frei went on to explain that she had stopped being loyal to the Arcane Council not even five years after joining, but she has been a member for fifty years and has been looking for a way out ever since her first decade.

All because she realized that the Arcane Council was incredibly likely to never learn the secret of the gods. There was also the fact that she hated some of their executives, but Amber didn’t ask about that.

Instead, she listened to Frei explain herself some more, and mention some of the ways she had tried to get rid of the vow⁠— from trying to find other Primordial Spirits to even seeking the Saints of Truth to get rid of the curses relating to the vow. But nothing seemed to be effective. The Saints couldn’t get rid of the curse and even attempted to capture her for further research on the subject, while the spirits gave her a very stern warning and threatened to kill her should they see her again.

Val’leri was one of them, but she didn’t know of the other primordial spirits she mentioned.

By the end of things, Amber ended up on a hill overlooking the town, the sun was beginning to set, Frei had been guiding the walk, so they ended up here.

“Y’know, when I’m feeling… down I come here,” she said after some silence. “I find this sight comforting.”

Amber stared at the woman who no longer had her hood up. Her peach fuzz colored hair was shining in the sunlight, and her silver eyes looked warm and full of life. Amber’s view of her had changed from an enemy to a human, it still hadn’t changed that much more. And that was why she was fed up with this. A sigh left her.

“I still can’t trust you.”

Frei looked over. “I know.”

Amber shook her head. “You are part of the Arcane Council, and while you want to leave, nothing guarantees that you won’t go and do something stupid after.”

“That’s true, I won’t argue with that.” She nodded, looking back at the horizon.

“So, why should I trust you?”

Frei smiled, still looking at the sun. “I believe ya know that everything I talked about is to get you to trust me.”

“Why do you want to go to that place so bad?” Amber frowned. “You seem very fixated on it, like it’s your life goal. Why?”

At that, for the first time since meeting her, she showed a different kind of expression. One that showed sadness and longing.

“It’s been about one hundred and eighty two years since my family was wiped by a Primordial Spirit,” she spoke simply. “It happened overnight.”

She closed her eyes.

“After that, I found myself adopted by mercenaries at about fifteen years old, and they raised me for fifty years… hence my manner of speech,” she said simply. “But even then, I have memories of my elven family…”

She opened her silver eyes and looked at the sun with a sense of yearning, one that made Amber feel somewhat taken aback.

“Have ya ever been promised something for years only for it to be taken away?” she asked simply.

“My mom abandoned me over my life choices, but I don’t think that’s the same.” Amber shook her head.

“Well, regardless, the grand grandpa of the family used to tell me that one day I’ll see the land of the stars, where he and our ancestors lived. Unlike other members of the family, he had had an extra set of arms; they were amputated for some reason, don’t know why.”

She smiled bitterly to herself.

“I never got to know all that much about my family really, aside from the fact that we’ve retained our noble status in spite of what happened to us.” She turned and smiled wryly. “In fact, I have the right to become the next matriarch of the Sacred Forest.”

“Right.”

Frei turned to the sky. “What I do know is that, I was promised by my grand grandpa to one day know of the secret of our origin. For many years I heard wondrous tales of the children of the stars, of those that are known as the gods of Vir.”

She reached her hand upwards.

“And yet, one of those same gods eradicated every single person in my family that knew of their secret. They killed every single one of them before my eyes.”

Then she closed it with great strength, keeping her grip tight.

“Everyone that I cherished, died right then and there.”

There was some silence before she continued with a hint of melancholy.

“I still don’t know what my family did, or why they were killed, but I wish to find out. I also want to know how to go to that land, but the spirits don’t trust me because of the blood within my veins. Because my family did something that angered them.”

She slowly relaxed, bringing her arm down.

“And now, after trying and failing to learn of that wondrous land with the Arcane Council, I only wish for atonement. I am not like my ancestors…”

Frei moved her hand to her chest and looked towards the sun.

“While power is nice, I just wish to see where my bloodline is from… where all elves hail from. I wish to see the wondrous world I heard about for the first fifteen years of my life. And I wish to fulfill the promise of being happy to my adoptive fathers and sisters. And I believe you’re the answer to that.”

Amber blinked seeing a tear come from her eye, but she turned with a resolute gaze, seemingly unaffected by whatever emotions she was feeling.

“Unlike the other times, I believe you can solve my plight. That not only can you allow me to leave the Arcane Council, but that you can also take me to that land.”

Frei flashed a smile.

“And if you can indeed do that; if you can fulfill my goal of almost two centuries, then I will pledge myself to you with absolute loyalty.”

The elf’s hair rustled with the wind as the sunlight shone upon both of them, and Amber was having a hard time processing, finally she spoke.

“But if I can’t do that, aren't you kind of screwed?”

Hearing that, the elf laughed. “Indeed I would be!”

With that, she disappeared and Amber felt her hand being held. She blinked seeing the elven woman holding her arm and with a rather coy smile she knelt, holding Amber’s hand.

“Then, how about I do it now? I will pledge my loyalty to you with a vow to you. That way you can be fully aware that I will not betray you or betray the spirits.”

“I can’t make a vow.” Amber frowned, displeased by the development.

She smiled. “You absolutely can, you have the secret of the gods within you. It’ll be no different to the one that binds me to the Arcane Council.”

“Does that mean that the vow you made⁠—”

“Answering that will make me lose my life,” she interrupted with a more serious tone. “So, what do you say, Amber?”

She looked at the confident elf, and for a moment she was doubtful. But if Frei had already made an Essence Pact then, she could try. Based on how Essence worked, she should have been able to tell if the vow was made properly or not.

“Alright.” She sighed, moving her Essence to her hand. “I can’t believe I really am doing this with you.”

“Make a vow for me that if broken kills me, one that does not turn me into a slave, but one that serves your purposes,” she said simply.

Amber nodded and thought for a while. The wind rustled their hair, and the sun continued to set as the cold of dusk began to come, but even then she didn’t rush it. And finally, as the sun was about to hide under the horizon, she knew what she wanted.

“Frei, what is your name?”

She paused. “I’m Frei Lasren.”

Amber closed her eyes and moved her Essence into her body, a minimal amount of it towards her heart. At least, that’s how she assumed Sid’fril did things.

“Frei Lasren, I will help you with your missions of leaving the Arcane Council and to travel to the land of stars to the best of my abilities, and in exchange I wish to borrow upon your strength when requested. Not only that, but information about primordials you meet through me should only be discussed with me. Information about my strength, important friends, or allies, should only be discussed with me. I can also grant approval to discuss this information as needed, and I will note that I won’t force you to do things you do not wish to do. In short: don’t act against my interests and also don’t harm those close to me. If those terms are acceptable to you, then you can swear it upon your life that you won’t be breaking them.”

She grinned. “I swear that I’ll fulfill those terms until my last breath.”

For a second, nothing happened and then⁠— her core completely drained of Essence and Amber nearly fainted before she had numerous words pop into her mind. Along with it, the sun completely set as nightfall came.

You’ve made an incomplete Essence Pact with Frei Lasren.

She learned Essence Pact as a skill as well.

But Incomplete…? What does that mean⁠? Amber blinked—

But before she could worry about things, her core leveled up, shattering and expanding in size.

[All your attributes have increased by 25.]

This time, she wasn’t given a new Essence skill, but rather the System did something. It offered her a title, one that made her eyes go wide in shock and momentarily forget her worries.

[You have been offered a title: Abyssal Lord…]


Chapter 4.

Amber stared at the title utterly befuddled. It was good.

[You have been offered a title: Abyssal Lord

Vitality +20

Strength +20

Dexterity +20

Endurance +20

Intelligence +20

Wisdom +20

You have a greater affinity with the abyssal aspects becoming more resilient to them by 150% and abyssal attacks deal 150% more damage.

As an Abyssal Lord you not only fight against demons but the Supernatural as a whole.

This title comes with Title Skill [Abyssal Channel].]

And the skill was…

[Abyssal Channel 

Through the abusive use of the Curse of the Abyss you have developed the ability to channel it into various forms. While you can only manifest it in limited quantities, your ability to manipulate it and wield it knows no bounds. 

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.] 

Also great. It could very easily recreate Abyssal Blast. The mere sight of it made Amber extremely happy, and yet she couldn’t bring herself to instantly accept the title, because there was something that had happened before that. The contract was incomplete, and yet aside from knowing that, she had no more information about it. 

“Did it work?” Frei asked, still holding onto her hand and still kneeling. 

“Sort of,” Amber said after some deliberation. “It seems to be incomplete.” 

Frei scowled. “Bullshit, I feel some level of supernatural obligation to you now.” 

Amber frowned. “Hey well, I didn’t create these stupid contracts.” 

At that, the elf let go of her hand and dusted her knees, even though it was nighttime Amber could still see her incredibly annoyed expression clearly. 

“So, what d’ya wanna do?” She turned, raising her brow. “Do ya want me to fuck off till ya figure it out or…?” 

A sigh left Amber. “For now, I’ll choose to trust you, Frei.” 

The elf blinked, pausing as if it was the most unexpected answer she’d ever heard. Finally, she scratched the back of her head. 

“… I appreciate that.” 

After looking at the deep orange sky for a few some time, she turned back to Amber, this time grinning and offering her hand. 

“Shall we get back to town, your grace?” 

Amber paused. “Just call me Amber.” 

Frei smiled deeper. “That would be nothing short of an insult to you⁠—” 

“Keep on doing that and I’ll tell you to indeed fuck off,” Amber said flatly. 

“Tsk, stuck up.” 

With those words, she grabbed Amber’s hand and the two of them disappeared in a blink. A moment later, they reappeared in the middle of town. It was mostly deserted except for the drunken people around, who jumped at their sudden reappearance. 

“By the stars! Is that girl over level 200?!” 

“Where did they come from?” 

“Woah, that’s an elf right?” 

Amber was as well surprised but for another reason. 

“That’s a lot of range on your teleportation skill; are you an assassin?” 

Frei paused and glanced over. “I’m a mage y’know?” 

Amber was surprised by that, given that aside from the strange malleable dagger she used as a weapon. She was clearly a warrior in all regards from what she had been able to observe. 

“Anyway, let’s go find your friends or whatever, I need to get along with them so the sooner we get over the drama the better,” Frei waved walking forward, uncaring for all the gazes she was getting. 

Amber in response, stopped mid-step. “Uh, no.” 

The elf turned back, in confusion, tilting her head. “What do ya mean, no?” 

“My friends won’t trust you, and I shouldn’t have to convince them to do so,” Amber said. “So, come up with a way to make them trust you.” 

“Huh, why does it matter if they trust me?” Frei asked, taken aback. “That’s not needed, ‘cause you trust me.” 

Amber frowned. “I’m not going to bring you along if the people I’m traveling with think you’re going to stab them in the back as soon as you get the chance. Especially since the vow is incomplete.” 

“They don’t need to know that,” she argued. 

Amber just glared at her, the peach fuzz-haired elf frowned in response before flinching. A second after, she fully relented with a snort. 

“Fine, I’ll figure something out,” she said, turning around in annoyance. “Gonna make myself scarce till morning, but ya should still tell your friends about me lest you want them to start questioning you.” 

With a wave, she disappeared and a sigh left Amber. Frei had a point, but at the same time, this was also a test. Amber did trust her, but a part of her⁠— a small part of her brain⁠— told her that it was all too good to be true. She recovered herself and noticed the two drunken people across the street looking at her with their mouths agape. 

“What?” 

They flinched and mumbled something incoherently, but she left shortly after that. She reached the inn a few minutes later and ignited the blue flame on her hand and then… waited. The passing moments leaving her alone with her thoughts. 

In the end, she believed Frei to be telling the truth, but at the same time it was also too good to be true. Did this elf really have no other reason to live other than her goal to go to Ill’hine and find out about what happened to her original family? On one hand it seemed believable, especially if it was a childhood fixation, but on the other it was also possible it wasn’t the full story. 

She trusted Frei enough to keep her around, but it wasn’t actual trust. 

Huh, as much as it sucks, even if she may provide incredibly useful information after her vow is removed, it may have to wait until I’m much stronger to do so. 

Of course, Amber had no way to know how difficult it was to remove Frei’s vow, but it did mean that the project would begin at much later date regardless. And by extension, its completion date would be moved later too. 

A sigh left her and the door opened, Asil walked in with a smile while Cecile followed behind him meekly. 

“While I’m sure she’s still alive, you still did it; you got rid of her,” he spoke proudly. “Great job Amber.” 

In response, she shook her head. “Frei is still around, just not here at the moment.” 

Both of her companions frowned in near unison. But also some sighs of defeat came. 

“I suppose getting rid of someone so high level is impossible, huh?” Cecile said with frustration. 

Asil nodded in agreement. “She is too strong, unfortunately.” 

“I made a vow with her, but it’s incomplete,” Amber began. 

“You did what?” Asil paused. “You⁠— how do you even know how to do those?!” 

She shook her head and continued. “And because it is incomplete, I gave her the chance to prove that she is trustworthy to you two.” 

“So you trust her?” Cecile asked, somewhat offended. 

“I trust her enough to know she won’t backstab me, and to keep her around, but I don’t actually trust her,” Amber said. “She said a lot of things, even made an offer that showed me how important my help was to her, but there is also the fact she may not have told me everything.” 

The purple haired merchant frowned deeply. “She fucking took me hostage, she won’t hesitate to do it again.” 

“Which is why, whether she is accepted is ultimately a decision that lies in you two,” Amber said simply. “I told her to earn the trust of my companions, so you can judge off of that.” 

Cecile scowled. “There is no point in that.” 

“I’ll give her a chance,” Asil said. “You did trust me incredibly quickly when we first met, so it wouldn’t be right of me to not give another person a chance at least after experiencing such benevolence.” 

Amber tilted her head at that, in retrospect it was the truth, but she didn’t think too much about that, instead she concluded the conversation much to the displeasure of Cecile. Asil told the merchant to give her an honest chance but all he got was a grumble in response. Afterwards, the mood was terrible so they slept. 

* * * 
  

[You have acquired the title: Abyssal Lord…]

[New Title Skill! You have learned Abyssal Channel…] 

…

[You have lost the title: Demonkiller…]

[Title Skill Lost! You have lost Abyssal Blast.]

The next day came soon enough, and they gathered at the forest outside of the city at Frei’s insistence. She didn’t say much, other than ask them to come to the forest and asked Asil and Cecile to step forward. 

“If you think I’m easy to convince you’d be wrong,” Cecile said with a frown. 

Asil said nothing and just observed as Frei took a step back and observed the both of them. 

“I’ve spent all my time thinking and also researching who you two are.” 

She coughed before turning to the purple-haired merchant. 

“You’re Cecile, a very high profile merchant on this continent, but more importantly, you are the person I chose to take hostage.” 

Cecile snorted, and Frei continued. 

“And I can see you still hate me for that, and so I’ll give you an opportunity.” 

Cecile raised her head. “An opportunity?” 

Frei nodded, producing a piece of paper and a pen. “I’m due to make my monthly report, I’ll let you write it, if you write it just right it can even get people to come after me and kill me. So in short: I’m giving you an opportunity to spare me or ruin my life.” 

Cecile blinked while receiving the paper and pen, before pausing. 

“What?” 

“Just sign with ‘Hey Frei here’ and end it with ‘much love’ at the end, make sure to use mercenary-esque language too, and they’ll buy it,” she explained simply crossing her arms. 

The merchant however, just stared blankly at the page. And then she swallowed, before she summoned a paper holder and began to write on the paper with a serious expression. Finally, after a few seconds, she handed the paper back to Frei and a ring on her hand shone and it⁠— disintegrated into black particles. 

“Wait, you sent it just like that?!” Cecile asked in shock. 

“I did, regardless of what you wrote I was going to send it; so I’ll ask now, what did you write?” Frei asked, eyebrows raised in curiosity. 

“I gave a random update about how you terrorized some random merchant for laughs and that everything on your end is going well,” Cecile said, staring at the ground. 

Frei seemed taken aback. “Oh… huh… thank you, I didn’t expect you to be that… kind.” 

“I’m not an asshole like you.” 

“Right.” 

The elf looked awkward, and that’s when Amber spotted sweat trailing down her forehead; she seemed serious. Finally, after taking a very subtle breath she turned to Asil and a sigh left her as she fell back into her persona once more. At least, that’s what Amber perceived it as. 

“I’ll be honest, I couldn’t find anything about you, which is surprising given you’re an elf. I know you were seen during the invasion of Torl, and traveling along with Amber after, but other than that I got nothing.” 

“That’s what being imprisoned for two centuries does to you,” Asil replied with a shrug. 

Frei blinked. “I wanna say you’re fucking with me, but given the person behind you…” the female elf looked at Amber. “I’ll take it at face value. So, for gaining your trust I’ll offer something more simple⁠—” 

“No need,” Asil interrupted. 

“What?” 

“I saw enough with Cecile⁠—” 

“Wait are ya really sure you don’t want to beat me within an inch of death or something?” the Arcane Council member asked in a hurry. 

Asil sighed. “I saw enough, Frei.” 

At that the elf froze and scratched her head awkwardly. “That is good… I’m flattered that⁠—” 

“Can’t you just act normal?” Amber asked, interrupting. 

She snapped. “Unlike you asshole, I don’t know how to act when I’m at the mercy of others.” 

“Time to learn then.” Amber smirked. 

The elf glared. “Fuck you.” 

Cecile laughed and Asil smiled, seemingly satisfied with what they had seen of Frei, and Amber was slightly surprised too. Though for now, it was still better to keep her at arm’s length. 

“With that out of the way, we can go back to the Sacred Forest now⁠—” 

“Oh, I got a reply,” Frei piped up, grabbing the floating paper that appeared. “Let's see, I’ll read it outloud.” 

Everyone turned to her. 

“Ehem, ‘Frei, again, we do not care about the innocuous occurrences of your life, stop including these things in your reports. But given you’re still in Vaurel there is something we require of you’.” She took a breath. “Now if I tell you the following part, I will surely die so I’ll keep it at that.” 

“Is it your vow with the council?” Asil asked with curiosity. 

“Let me reiterate; I’ll surely die.” She smiled. “The local lord, however, hired me for the same thing.” 

There was silence at her statement before a sigh left her. 

“Look, I’d love nothing more than to spill everything I know, but I’d literally die if I tried to do that,” she said. “But I will go do this thing, and I will make no effort to stop y’all from following me. In fact, I think Amber could surely benefit from discreetly following me.” 

Amber paused. “Are you saying to⁠—” 

“No, I’m saying that I have secrets to deal with,” she said flatly. “And I’ll get a spacious carriage ‘cause I’m not that much in a rush.” 

“Right.” 

Everyone kind of picked up on what she was trying to say at this point, so they followed after her even after she “warned” them to get out of her carriage. Upon not listening she grunted and crossed her arms. The carriage itself had been rented out by her, and it was luxurious. In fact, it was even approaching opulent. 

White leather seats, gold threaded lining, a padded black roof and carved wood accents. It was definitely no ordinary carriage. All Frei had done was hire a coachman and horses to pull it at a high price. As for where they were going? North. That was the direction she had given them. She also said that this was dangerous and to stay vigilant. 

Finally, after a few minutes of silence Amber decided to ask something. 

“Frei, do you know anything about the Exiled Emperor of Arcase, Ishtar?” 

She tilted her head. “Somewhat. Not too much. He was a traitor, and a womanizer.” 

“What?” Amber blinked. 

“All I know are tales and stuff.” She waved her hand dismissively. “So take it with a whole lotta salt.” 

Amber nodded at that and Frei looked towards the ceiling of the carriage; she had long stopped wearing her cloak, so her peach-fuzz colored hair and her elongated ears were on full display. 

“Anyway, he was strong and went down in history as a warmonger. Or rather, as a single person that turned the world upside down wherever he went. He was a man of commitment and sheer fucking will; or so the texts I read said. He was a Cursed Berserker like you.” 

She tilted her head. 

“It is said he left notes and journals for those that wished to follow his path; for his progeny, the Cursed Berserkers of the future,” Frei mused. 

“Oh, huh. Have any of these journals been found or?” 

“Nope, and that’s all I remember,” she said simply. 

Amber couldn’t help but let her shoulders slump hearing that, it was most certainly a disappointing bit of news. 

“I’m sure I can help ya gather information on him; though I won’t be making use of the council ‘cause I’d rather not tempt fate,” Frei said, her tone somewhat reassuring. 

“Right, thank you.” 

“Frei, your ears are particularly long for an elf, just like mine,” Asil said out of the blue. 

Frei tilted her head. “I suppose so. Ya think we’re from the same family?” 

“Perhaps,” Asil said. 

“Well, if you were stuck for two centuries there is a chance,” she said simply. “My family’s name is Lasren.” 

Amber blinked. I thought that was her mercenary family name, though; do mercenaries even have family names to give their kids? The answer was likely: no. 

Asil nodded. “So we aren’t related.” 

“What’s your family, old timer?” she asked playfully. 

“I’m from the Dazdril family,” he said simply. 

“Dazdril…” She frowned. “I see.” 

“You know of us?” Asil asked, intrigued. 

Frei turned serious and nodded, straightening herself before looking towards the ground. 

“Aside from my family, yours is the only one to have true elves in it; four armed elves,” she said simply, before biting her lip. “And unlike mine, yours didn’t get wiped by an angry lamp with the status of god.” 

Asil froze. “You know about⁠— nevermind that, destroyed?!” 

“God, ya are really damn slow on the uptake.” She groaned. “Not gonna tell ya more, already did it with Amber, too much mental energy.” 

There was a silence following her statement, which was broken by a somewhat uneasy Asil, he was looking at the ground now. 

“Is my family alright?” 

“They’re fine, some have died, some newborns, usual stuff; no big family ending event or anything,” she replied dryly. 

“I see, thank you.” Asil nodded, closing his eyes before turning to Amber. “Can you tell me more about Frei?” 

Amber blinked, and then paused feeling danger. 

“Wait⁠—” 

“Annnd we are here.” Frei stretched on her spot with a comfortable sound. 

“Wait, we don’t need to go search or something?” Amber asked in surprise. 

“Nope. In fact, this is the perfect opportunity for you to test your limits so I’ll let ya handle it; since I heard you liked that,” she said simply. “That said, you can always tell me to assist ya and I won’t hesitate.” 

Amber blinked and the peach fuzz haired elf leaned forward with a wide grin as she met her gaze, her hands pressing firmly against her seat. 

“With all of that out of the way. How does fighting a monster above level 250 that primarily uses curses sound for ya?” 

Amber raised her brow. “You mean?” 

“Well it, unexpectedly, is right here.” 

Following her words, the carriage disappeared, the coachman screamed, the two horses shrieked and a barrier of darkness was erected. In a single instant, the surroundings shook, and one of the horses fainted. 

“It’s a bit stronger than I thought, but you should do just fine,” Frei said playfully. 

“Do just fine?” 

“Fighting it, I mean. Was planning on easing ya into it, but it showed up.” She shrugged. “Couldn’t tell you earlier, because of you know what.” 

And following her words, purple light enveloped their bodies as another loud boom went off outside the barrier of darkness. 

“Anyway, it’s just the infant of the most terrifying cursed monster in Vir; a Fledgling Chimera. It’s like fifty levels below me,” she said. “So yeah, good luck Amber, call me if ya need me.” 

“What do you mean⁠—” 

And everyone but her disappeared as the barrier vanished. 

“It means that it’ll target ya first because you’re entirely immune to its curses!” Frei shouted from a distance. “Don’t worry though! I’ll keep everyone safe for now to let ya focus!” 

Amber paused and then, she heard a loud roar. Her eyes ignored the smoke, the destruction of her nearby surroundings, and the purple-hotspots that were still burning. Instead, she focused past everything and saw the danger. 

Amber laid her eyes on a twisted monster with red eyes, or rather an amalgamation of monsters with clusters of glowing red eyes and it was fixated right on her. 

[???. Lvl. ???]


Chapter 5.

Amber wanted to feel deceived, but at the same time Frei had very much readily offered to deal with things; in fact, the only reason for this situation was because her new not-particularly-trust-worthy companion genuinely believed that this was something she wanted. And to some extent, the appeal of facing a monster with these conditions was very much there, and if spoken to properly beforehand she would’ve very much rushed at the opportunity.

But that didn’t happen.

None of that happened.

Instead, it was an opportunity given to her out of the blue, something that came practically out of nowhere; all because Frei couldn’t speak ⁠— because she had an ongoing Essence Pact that prevented her from doing so ⁠— and there was also the fact that the monster had randomly shown up and the accumulation of all of that made everything really unexpected. And it was really really really jarring for Amber.

She cursed as the Fledgling Chimera fired a beam of death, which she dodged with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash. She wasn’t stupid enough to think she could tank that. Amber looked over as an explosion shook the surroundings, destroying the unkempt road where the carriage had been. The vicinity was made out of small rocky mountains with little to no trees, it was as if she was at the beginning of a valley, which Amber found great for visibility, but it also made her question something else.

Why is there such a high level monster nearby in the first place? That didn’t make sense to her either. That said, she couldn’t blame Frei for that specific part.

The group itself was further behind, at the continuation of the other side of the valley, but safe away from the twisted monster in front of her.

The chimera roared; it had a multitude of heads, from lion, to serpents, to something reminiscent of a shark⁠— totalling a grand total of ten. Its main torso was that of a lion but at the same time it had eight legs of different beasts, some were ghastly and sickly looking while others were bulky and furry. And sticking out of its body were five tails of varying lengths, some had spikes and one was reminiscent of a mace. It was an abomination of nature no matter how it was viewed. A being that from mere appearance alone would be referred to as cursed.

The monster raised one of its many heads as purple light began to gather, and Amber in turn flicked her hand using Cursed Rage Synergy along with Fulminating Slash and Wind Cleave, all while pushing their speed as much as she could with wind.

The iridescent slash hit the beast, exploding as another slash passed and carved into the monster’s body. The chimera stumbled back as black blood spilled onto the ground, blue and purple flames clung to its body, letting a sizzling sound and Amber knew that this was an opportunity.

This wasn’t an enemy she could underestimate after all.

She immediately used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and landed in front of the Fledgling Chimera as it let out an angry screech, launching spikes from many of its maws in an attempt to retaliate, but Amber smirked and aimed for the spikes that were going to hit her, then she swung the Cursewelder as it ignited into silver flames.

Woah⁠—

Amber stumbled back from the sheer strength of the spikes she swiped off the air, while the rest barely missed her body. They were lanced with curses but also poisoned, something that made her frown.

I wasn’t using all my strength enhancements, but even the projectiles overwhelmed me… 100 levels above me is really just as terrifying as I remember.

She thought back on the first member of the Arcane Council she ever fought and just how helpless she had felt at the time. But unlike before she had a Legacy Branch, unlike before her class was even more unique, and unlike before she had access to Essence.

The monster tried to pounce with deceptive agility, whipping with three tails at once, but she got out of the way with a dash to the side. Amber this time used every single body strengthening skill, feeling her blood boil, her muscles tear, and her Essence flare. In a single moment, her strength reached almost its full peak, the only thing missing was for Crimson Fervor to build up, but that would happen in no time. And finally, as the monster spun and whirled to slam with its tails again, Amber felt it.

The excitement of battle.

How do I compare to something 100 levels above me now?

Of course, she had no way of knowing if this particular Fledging Chimera had a Legacy Branch, or what its exact level was, but even then Amber’s heart skipped a beat as silver flames erupted on her sword and she slashed. Cursewelder cleaved through a thick tail with an explosion of blood as the monster shrieked, the second tail stopped the sword and the third hit.

Amber was thrown away with a painful blast that shattered multiple bones in her body. The wall of the valley she collided with practically exploded, and her world went dark before she jolted. Her body snapped back into place and she felt danger⁠—

Quick Dash⁠.

The spot where she had just been exploded. Amber was sent flying by the following shockwave but managed to lithely land when her leg snapped into place. The Fledgling Chimera in turn roared as it rushed at her. And Amber, now mostly recovered, pounced towards the cursed monster.

She had to go faster, do better. The monster seemed to be avoiding using a lot of its skills ⁠— probably because they were curses ⁠— so she was at an advantage. Even if her curses weren’t all that effective against it she still had Essence.

Amber side-stepped a lightning swipe from the thick leg of a monster, and she slashed at the amalgam of flesh. Her slash cleaved right into the monster as black blood sprayed over her, burning her skin and Amber smiled. She dug out her sword and with a whirl she slashed into the monster again, slashing through its flesh this time sending a Fulminating Slash and a Wind Cleave at the same time as it tried to hit her with its tails.

Blood exploded and a loud screech erupted; blue flames were engulfing her vision along with flying chunks of flesh, and as she dashed to the side to slash again, she felt danger. Instantly, she teleported behind the monster and with an axe kick she hit it down against the rocky ground. The spot where she had just been practically evaporated at the same time with a close range magical projectile from the monster and Amber grinned.

The monster sure was much stronger but at the same time she had the advantage here.

She hopped and stabbed the Cursewelder deep into the monster as it let out a shriek of pain.

I can do it. Amber thought, a smile plastered on her face. This is the perfect fight for me⁠— Advanced Blue Fire Creation.

Blue fire exploded, melting the surrounding rocks, a torrent of fire engulfed both of them as the flesh of the monster melted, and in return the monster retaliated. Before she could even react to the danger, tentacles sprouted and⁠— pierced right through her body as Amber felt venom fill her body. Then, she was thrown towards a wall. Her supernatural regeneration took over and Amber landed panting, but even when she was bleeding all over and now poisoned, she knew something deep down. 

That she would win this battle.

Inexorable Will was hard at work, essentially making her considerably tougher⁠— she believed that the toxins wouldn’t do much to her, therefore they wouldn’t⁠— and thanks to Inexorable Body she was slowly becoming more durable.

Amber cracked her neck with a smile as she raised her sword, channeling blue fire into its edge as it began to burn brighter and brighter.

And in retaliation the Fledgeling Chimera, for the first time since the battle begun⁠— teleported.

Amber’s eyes went wide and she was whipped against a wall, breaking her neck and spine, the mountain behind her exploding into pieces.

* * *

Cecile was panicking, she had been panicking all this time, and for good reason. Amber was in grave danger! There was absolutely no way the trickster-elf hadn’t lied, and in fact it was quite visible by how much Amber was struggling, it was the very same Amber that had saved her from hundreds of monsters in the fall of the Grand City of Torl.

The same Amber that had defeated all those monsters so easily. And yet, that same Amber was bleeding all over with holes in her body. No matter how she looked at it, it was a losing battle. Even though Amber was barely keeping up with the strength of the monster, at the end of the day it was a fucking Chimera. A creature of legend.

Perhaps it may have been a mere fledgling, perhaps it was just the beginning of what was known as a calamity inside the world of Vir, but the fact was that a Chimera ⁠— even if Amber was resistant to curses ⁠— couldn’t be faced by her friend. Not in her current state. While Cecile understood that Amber was truly exceptional, it still wasn’t enough to bridge such a big gap in levels.

And that was the main source of her panic. Finally, she snapped and grabbed the elven woman by the arm and pulled.

“Intervene already!”

“I keep telling ya it’s not needed,” she answered as casually as ever. “I believe in her.”

“Just because you believe in the fact that she is inhuman doesn’t mean she can do it!” Cecile screeched.

“That’s right,” Asil intervened. “Even if she is strong, that thing is above 250. If she dies, who will help you?”

And in response, the peach fuzz haired elf scratched her cheek. “You people really don’t have faith in her, huh?”

“I know the depths of her talent, but even then this is too much,” Asil growled.

Once more, the elf shook her head. “Just watch, she isn’t going to die. Besides, if I intervene you two may actually die, along with the horses and the guy I knocked out.”

She gestured at the fainted horses and the coachman.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Cecile looked pointedly at the woman, but all she got was a shrug.

Sure, the valley continued behind them but there were no monsters in the surroundings whatsoever.

Then, she turned back to the fight. Cecile and Asil followed suit, and the first thing she saw was Amber holding her gigantic sword, readying it for something. The blue flames covering her sword were glowing brighter and brighter.

Just like the arrow… Cecile remembered that terrifying attack. She had seen it twice at this point in time, and each time she saw it it sent shivers down her spine. Such attacks were only reserved to the most elite of mages, and yet Amber as a berserker could do it. It was ridiculous; something that just went to show how extraordinary she was.

But even then, it’s not like it’s enough to bridge the gap. Cecile gritted her teeth, and then remembered the elf’s words.

“I believe in her.”

She wanted to ignore those words, but now⁠— seeing the flaming sword, remembering those attacks, Cecile chose to do the same.

She chose to believe in Amber.

Her eyes focused and⁠ the chimera teleported in front of Amber and whipped her. The mountainside exploded, the ground erupted from the strength of the attack as the environment itself changed. A loud rumble echoed as Cecile’s eyes went wide with shock and remembered that the monster was close to 100 levels above Amber.

She turned towards the Arcane Council member who seemed unimpressed, and felt rage.

“If she dies⁠—”

“She won’t. Stop yapping, ‘kay?” The woman sighed. “She’s fine.”

“How is that fine?!” Cecile almost shrieked.

In return the elf clicked her tongue and another explosion resounded. Asil seemed to be looking at the site in concern, too busy to really pay attention to their conversation. But Cecile had her eyes locked into the elven woman; the only person with any power in this situation, but the woman remained looking ahead. And eventually, she relinquished and looked forward as the chimera charged forward into a cloud of smoke.

“I can't really see how she stands no chance, even though I don’t even know what her abilities are. Maybe it’s ‘cause I made a contract that connects me to her, but…” the elf began.

The Chimera in the smoke pounced towards Amber’s incredibly broken and barely moving silhouette, outlined by the blue light of her sword.

“Right now the way I perceive Amber is…”

The Fledgling Chimera hit, and Amber disappeared. Light manifested above and the berserker’s silhouette reappeared, her sword raised over her shoulders as it reached another level of brightness. Cecile’s eyes grew wide as Frei finished her statement with a barely audible whisper.

“As someone whose strength is on the path to change the world.”

And Amber slashed at the Fledgling Chimera’s back.

Blinding light erupted, a torrent of flames exploded in all directions consuming the immediate surroundings⁠— the flames went up in the air, a hellish pillar that consumed everything above and below, changing the terrain forever.

That had been Amber’s attack, and even though she had seen it before, this time it was even stronger.

Cecile couldn’t keep her mouth closed, and Asil had a rather proud look, while Frei herself was looking at her with a grin.

“Told ya.”

And at that moment Cecile realized that, even though Amber was above everything she understood as normal and abnormal, she still managed to underestimate her.

* * *

Amber felt like death.

It was hard to explain just how badly the initial hit had damaged her, but even now she was still limping, her lungs were full of blood⁠, making her unable to breathe, and she was constantly on the verge of throwing up as her skills did their best to heal her. But that had to have been a good hit.

Amber forced herself to use Quick Dash away, landing on the edge of the crater she had just made with her attack. At the bottom was a charred black mass with smoke billowing off of it, and yet she understood it was far from over.

“Ugh…” she groaned from pain. “If⁠—”

And she coughed, she couldn’t even speak.

If Cursed Battery worked on me… Pain flared. Fuck… it’d be so easy to heal. Her wrists snapped back into place, and her shoulderblades did as well. The fact that she had even been able to swing was a miracle. However, she wasn’t going to do anything, right now more than anything she had to heal.

Used two-thirds of my Essence on that attack too…

Amber frowned and the monster twitched. It slowly rose from its spot as flakes of ash fell from its body, and then it turned towards her⁠— half of its eyes missing but otherwise, based on what their senses were telling her, the Fledgling Chimera wasn’t all that damaged. Sure, it was hurt but it would probably take another attack of that magnitude for it to be seriously hurt.

She bit her lip as the Fledgling Chimera took a step, at the same time Amber raised her sword preemptively and the monster teleported. It rammed into her and she slid across the rocky ground, her whole body cracking as her previously healing ribs just broke once more from the impact.

Blood exploded from her mouth and she gritted her teeth, the chimera in turn whirled and Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash⁠—

The air was whipped as she broke the sound barrier and the spot where she had just been exploded into nothingness. She prepared herself to block again and realized she had a whole fucking storage ring that had once belonged to the Arcane Council.

Amber pulled out two High Quality health potions ⁠— the only ones there were ⁠— and chugged them. The chimera in turn rushed at her and she dashed to the side. Dodging its pounce. Thankfully, aside from its energy attack the Fledgling Chimera wasn’t able to do that much except for physical attacks and⁠—

She tumbled out of the way as a flurry of spikes shattered through the ground, barely missing her.

The poisonous spikes.

Amber took out a potion with a curse related to lightning and slammed it on the ground next to her. She was immediately zapped by the contents of the bottle and healed enough to breathe at last. The potions were also aiding in her recovery, but even then she couldn’t relax because⁠—

Her eyes widened as red light gathered at the maw of the Fledgling Chimera, and Amber didn’t have the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash just yet. For a moment she panicked but quickly regained her bearings as she pointed her finger with a flick.

Wind Cleave and Fulminating Slash went off, then she exerted her will, and the monster froze.

Both attacks hit, exploding upon the Fledgling Chimera as it shrieked, Amber dashed out of the way but the monster seemed to lose focus on its attack; causing it to disperse. The monster shook its many heads as black blood pooled on the ground, and then turned towards her pouncing upon her.

And Amber in turn, rushed at it and slid under the monster. She raised her sword with silver and blue flames and cut across its belly as blood spilled. From what she could tell it was completely and utterly immune to curses, so to deal with it all she had was her Essence, body enhancement skills and Legacy Branch skills.

Amber this time around lamented not having had her blood extracted beforehand, otherwise she would’ve used huge amounts of it to try and poison the chimera.

“Well, whatever,” Amber scoffed as she emerged from behind the monster.

It tried to whip at her, but with yet another use of her slash based Essence Skills, the tails were amputated as the monster shrieked. She couldn’t contest it in a battle of strength or go toe to toe with it directly, but she could still most certainly kill the monster given enough time.

Even if it’s a bit lame.

Amber prepared herself and danger came. She whipped her arms upwards, using the Cursewelder to block. The Fledgling Chimera appeared, slamming down⁠—

The ground shattered and her arms cracked under the strength of the attack, and the Fledgling Chimera roared. A shockwave swept over the environment as the dust cleared, and the monster began to emit a red glow, Amber felt danger and the chimera pulled back. She used the opportunity to get out of the way and the monster tackled.

She dodged, but the extremely destroyed mountain wall behind her exploded⁠ with a deep rumble, and then the monster charged in her direction again⁠— once more Amber barely managed to dodge, and this time the dodge was accompanied by the earth shaking. However, it wasn’t from the Fledgling Chimera impacting something, but from a landslide.

The chimera turned towards her amidst the cloud of smoke and pounced, its speed basically tripled as Amber blocked with her sword which was nicked by eight claw marks. The twisted monster whipped its tentacles and sent her flying before she could even react. Multiple bones broke, and Amber coughed in pain.

The monster pounced at her once more but a boulder hit her, Amber stepped out of the way as another huge rock threatened to crush her. Hundreds of them rained down, and roars began to echo in the distance⁠— perhaps the monster ecosystem was disrupted but either way she didn’t care.

Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to get away from the avalanche as the environment fell apart. The chimera shrieked as a multitude of boulders began to crush it, but even then it tore them apart with its swipes as if it were nothing. The red aura around its body was some kind of skill that greatly enhanced its physical prowess in all aspects, and it also enhanced something else.

The chimera turned in her direction practically instantly ⁠— it enhanced its senses ⁠— then it rushed towards her at lightning speed, Amber braced herself and tried to dodge, but she still had to block a hit with the Cursewelder on the side. This time she was sent deeper into the valley she had been fighting in, further away from her friends and acquaintances.

And this time Amber heard the roars that she had heard before nearby. Her gaze turned in the direction amidst the pain and her eyes momentarily widened, because there were dozens of monsters running in their direction. From monsters that looked similar to Deer, to serpents, to even ones that resembled coyotes.

[Zauvan Agil. Lvl. 182]

[Earthen Exen. Lvl. 82]

[Grand Ackal Zauvan. Lvl. 129]

…

Their levels ranged from low 70s all the way to 190, however, what caught Amber’s attention wasn’t the fact that it was a stampede of an eclectic group of monsters, but rather that they were in a panic. Had her fight scared that many monsters? She didn’t know, but there was something she understood perfectly.

This is an opportunity⁠—

The Fledgling Chimera rammed her into the other side of the valley, almost making her black out even after she blocked it. Amber shook her head to snap out of her stupor and the Fledgling Chimera rammed into her yet again. Her arms gave out; shattered from the second ram, and she tried to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash but it was still on cooldown.

Amber gritted her teeth, the worst part was that even if she hadn’t been distracted the outcome wouldn’t have changed. She chose to tough it out, enduring the next charge ⁠— being weaker than all the others⁠ ⁠— but even then her spine cracked and she lost feeling on her legs and coughed up a mouthful of blood.

Shit⁠—

Finally, as the monster prepared itself again she finally managed to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, appearing as far away from the monster as possible, which was a few meters behind it. The Fledgling Chimera whirled around and sent spikes her way.

Amber attempted to block but stumbled from her failing body and numerous spikes pierced her all at once, injecting further poison into her bloodstream. The curses within the spikes somewhat healed her but not by much. Amber took out three cursed potions and drank them all in a hurry as her vision became blurry.

The relief was instant, and she also used the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses, immediately putting the healing of the skill into overdrive.

And at that moment, danger came as the chimera fired a crimson beam of concentrated mana right at her. Amber raised the Cursewelder, blocking the hit and the blade⁠—

Exploded.

Shattered into thousands of pieces, finally breaking from all the abuse, and she went flying, gripping the handle. She hit the ground in a rolling mess with her vision on one eye blurry and the other eye entirely missing. Her brain uncomprehending of the world, feeling nothing but pain. An odd and dull pain that permeated her body.

Her bones were snapping back into place, even if the pace felt slow, but her brain was… she couldn’t make sense of anything⁠, and then she regained some sense as she jolted in pain.

Pain assaulted her body as Amber registered the extent of her injuries. She tried to stand up, but only one arm responded, her consciousness barely there. She lifted herself trembling with her single arm, and the Fledgling Chimera was gathering energy in all of its maws, ready to end it once and for all.

She had to run⁠— she tried to activate the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash yet couldn’t⁠— perhaps it was because her brain was affected, or the skill was in cooldown, either way Amber couldn’t register it.

All she knew was that she had to get away.

She gritted her teeth, doing her best and her consciousness briefly faded as she fell on the ground. Again.

Poison. It was the poison.

Her vision began to darken, and as she almost lost consciousness the person that had promised to help arrived. Frei slung her over her shoulder as the Fledgling Chimera stared warily.

“Aight, time to sub out princess.”

Amber gritted her teeth. “No.”

“What do ya mean no? You’re almost dead. It’s level 285.”

“It doesn’t matter.”

Amber used part of her accumulated rage to regenerate and recovered enough to push the elf off of her, then she took out four cursed potions and just slammed them against her body immediately bringing her to an acceptable condition. The spikes inside her body were pushed out, the Cursewelder’s blade was made once more with her mana, and at the sight of all of that Frei frowned.

“You’re still gonna die.”

Amber took a breath. “I can do this, leave. I want to fight it.”

Frei got a look of hesitation as Amber glared at the chimera, the monster stampede had also halted at Frei’s presence interestingly enough. Finally, after some of deliberation, she relinquished.

“Fine, I gotta keep your friends safe anyway since one ain’t here. Bye, oh and this time I may not be able to save ya⁠— well either that or your friends.”

“Save Cecile and Asil if it comes down to it,” Amber scoffed.

“Alright, bye bye.”

With those words Frei disappeared, waving, as the Fledgling Chimera let out a deep roar, and the stampede of monsters resumed. Perhaps this hadn’t been her fight to take at the start, but after everything, it was now hers.

And because it was her fight she had to finish it.

Still feeling light-headed from all the poison inside her body, Amber cracked her neck and smiled.

“Besides, killing a monster that’s 130 levels above me alone isn’t an opportunity I can pass up.” 


Chapter 6.

In the end, Frei decided to indulge her master’s idiocy, however she didn’t know how she felt about it or how she would act if she had to actually choose between Amber’s life and her wishes. But ultimately, she returned back to the elf and the merchant, not wanting to leave either of them alone.

“Amber?!” Cecile asked in a panic and then paused seeing her alone. “Did something happen?”

“She told me to fuck off.” Frei crossed her arms, in all honesty she was miffed about being rejected like that, but it was what it was.

The merchant raised her hand, almost reaching out for something that wasn’t there. “That… that’s… right…”

That behavior seemed like an Amber thing to do⁠— in her companions’ eyes⁠— even the elf just sighed.

“When I was training her, she jumped into danger just for the sake of pushing her limits… she… she’ll be fine.”

Frei raised her brow. “So she’ll reach the stars or burn trying, huh?”

“Yes, but I think her chances of success are high,” Asil said.

Frei had heard of this from information she had gotten on Amber, but it was still odd to experience it herself.

So to fulfill my dream I have to pray she doesn’t get herself killed when I’m away? Huh, I’m a fucking babysitter aren’t I?

And once more, she was miffed, but she at least planned to commit to the whole protect her friends thing instead for now. She had said all that shit about believing, but she was actually nervous too now.

Ridiculous.

* * *

Anyone in her position would have taken the chance to run away, after all, there was always an after if you survived, if you died however, not so much. But Amber didn’t feel ready to run, not yet, and maybe she would never feel that need. It’s not like she was stupid, but the idea of running when having invested this much into this battle was…

Her pride wouldn’t allow it, not emotionally speaking, perhaps if she felt like she was dying her survival instincts would take over, but right now she was fine. Amber stumbled as the first monster arrived before her, an Ackal Zavan that was level 90. The monster resembled the Ackal Aureus, a jackal type thing, but this one was closer to a coyote instead.

It pounced towards her and Amber headbutted it. Its skull split open, causing it to rag-doll over her face and land dead behind her. Immediately triggering the Curse of the Vanquished, regenerating her armor and also granting her the ability to empower her next attack.

And of course, she slashed at the chimera that was about to shoot its attack, using Fulminating Slash specifically, but Amber modified it to make it smaller and more importantly lower the explosion range. In exchange, because it was smaller, it got even more cutting power.

The white slash impacted the Fledgling Chimera as a small explosion of blue fire hit it. Two monsters got caught up in it and one died making a notification went off, but Amber just smiled and sprinted forward towards the reeling monster⁠—

Also, I haven’t done this in a while.

Amber spun her sword and used Flamethrower, silver and blue flames consumed the monsters in the surrounding, the weaker ones entered critical condition while the strongest ones reeled and turned towards the nearest creature nearby to kill them, thinking they were responsible for the flames, but it was all part of her plan. That said, she made sure to avoid curses just in case the chimera was able to heal from them.

Her plan wasn’t anything special, in fact it was reckless to some extent, but it was one that would be the most effective in her opinion. And more than anything, it hinged on damaging the Fledgling Chimera enough.

Amber gathered her Essence and slashed with Wind Cleave, making sure to only hit a single monster with a diagonal swipe. The chimera ate the attack, and the other monster dropped to the ground, bleeding heavily and burned by the flames, then a moment later it died and Amber closed the distance on the chimera once more⁠—

She used normal Quick Dash in combination with Fulminating Slash once more, and while this time she didn’t get a kill for it, it didn’t matter because⁠—

[You have defeated a [Earthen Exen. Lvl. 87].]

A monster succumbed to her flames.

Amber dashed and alternated with her other Essence slash attack, all while monsters in her surroundings continued to stop dead, and she also gathered the Essence from the corpses merely by grazing one of them after their death. Not only aiding her in her next level but also slowly replenishing her already used Essence.

In no time, she arrived atop of the Fledgling Chimera and then with the use of her hand, she dug into the body of the monster and burned. She consumed its blood with Crimson Fuel, enhancing her own healing by using its own life-force. And she braced herself, knowing she had a mere two potions left to rely on.

The monster retaliated with its tentacles and Amber in return exploded fire with the use of Curse of the Vanquished, burning them to cinders as the Fledgling Chimera shrieked and thrashed in pain. Instantly, the monster’s flesh shifted and spikes pierced into her body but Amber kept herself calm and chanted⁠—

“Flamethrower.”

Blue flames erupted into the monster, causing it to thrash once again and this time Amber dug her other hand into the monster as she stabbed the Cursewelder deep into the amalgamation she was fighting. Then she forced her skill to work overdrive to heal herself⁠— her injuries entered a constant cycle of being healed and torn open again, causing curses to flow into her and more importantly rapidly building, and soon enough, the skill filled up completely.

Amber wasn’t stupid, she knew this wasn’t sustainable in the long run, but it took mere seconds⁠— even if the poison was acting in her body, she still had a lot to do, and more importantly, her own body had adapted to the poison as much as possible and had essentially halved its effect.

She gripped her sword to get off the monster, her plan had mostly been completed, what remained to do was recover as much Essence as possible from the surrounding monsters and finish this off⁠. Amber moved and the Fledgling Chimera shrieked⁠— an ear-piercing shriek that went into her brain and that sent a notification⁠—

[You have resisted Battle Cry’s status effect due to Supernatural Nullification.]

And all of the monsters turned towards her, Amber blinked and the Fledgling Chimera⁠— rolled. Amber still stuck on the spikes and was crushed under its massive body weight, fracturing multiple bones. The chimera shifted its body and maws crunched onto her legs before she was whipped into a level 190 monster.

Amber took the chance to use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash but she heard another roar coming from the chimera and a red light exploded from it once more. Before it had faded considerably, but now, it had recovered its vigor once more. Making the Fledgling Chimera enter another frenzy.

Amber had the monster teleport above her and hit. This time, she merely had her arm broken and her brain rattled, briefly losing focus of what was happening before she was sent flying into a deer monster with huge antlers. One that charged and slammed into her with an awful crunching sound.

Teeth went flying as her body rag-dolled and Amber saw the pattern of being stuck in multiple hits again, and did something to prevent it. She turned towards the charging Fledgling Chimera and glared. It was the second time she used Inexorable Will on the chimera, but this time it was much more focused⁠—

The chimera stumbled from having one of its legs frozen, and Amber used that chance to slash with Wind Cleave and Fulminating Slash. It hit the leg which immediately exploded as the chimera shrieked in anger, falling to the side.

Amber landed lithely and the chimera’s anger reached a new crescendo as it let out an ear-piercing shriek, one that bordered on a cry as the red over its body flashed like never before. And then manifesting its frustration the Fledgling Chimera teleported yet again, seemingly ignoring its cooldown and Amber’s eyes went wide as she raised her sword to block given the cooldown of her own teleport.

The Cursewelder took the brunt of the attack, cracking before Amber mended it with her mana. The rock under her feet exploded as she was hammered into the ground, the monster took that moment to sweep in with its shark-like head and chomp.

Amber sent a Fulminating Slash into its maw that exploded and yet⁠— through the blood and flames the monster still grabbed onto her left arm and part of her shoulder. Amber grunted as she stored the Cursewelder into her storage ring and made a dagger of blue flames that she intended to explode, but before that could happen the monster tumbled.

Amber felt like she lost control of the fight as she was pulled along by the monster. She didn’t want to lose a limb⁠— she wasn’t ready for that this time around⁠— so she took out Cursewelder and stabbed it into the monster’s head. However, all the Fledgling Chimera did was let out a high pitched noise as Amber shrieked, her regeneration working hard to prevent her arm from being torn off.

She didn’t want that at all⁠—

She forced the blood of the monster to burn, all while the weaker monsters tried to kill her. Some were brushed off like an Earthen Exen hitting her with a charge and doing nothing more than annoy her, but some even took chunks of her armor and injured her with their attacks⁠— thankfully the Curse of the Vanquished kept regenerating the armor, which kept her mostly protected.

But still Amber fought, spamming her Essence skills as much as she could⁠— unfortunately, she couldn’t hold her concentration enough for Advanced Blue Fire Creation to turn into something more but she still fought with screams and even began to bite the stupid monster.

The chimera had clearly given up any sort of dignity as it fought like a feral beast, and as it realized it wasn’t enough to truly kill her, its lion head began to charge a beam of death.

Fucking hell⁠—

Amber cursed in a panic as she slashed with Fulminating Slash, this time adding in part of her rage hoping to disrupt the monster and even using Inexorable Will. The exploding slash hit the monster with a loud bang, burning it and the monster also froze, but in spite of that the danger remained and the monster⁠— fired.

Amber blacked out as an explosion shook the surroundings.

When she regained consciousness a few seconds later her ears were ringing, flesh was raining, and a barrage of kill assist notifications were going off. Amber tried to stand up using her left arm given her right arm was broken and unresponsive, yet she felt nothing there. And that’s when she paled.

Amber grunted, her bones had been snapping back into place and it didn’t take long for her to get back mobility in her arm and she used that mobility to use the last remaining curse potions on herself. The response was instant as the healing considerably sped up and her left arm ⁠— thankfully ⁠— began to reform, allowing her to calm herself.

Yet Amber only heard an odd shriek coming from behind her, all the monsters were dead at this point and her Essence was maxed. So, she had no qualms about using it to heal herself, making the bone and flesh of her arm, and when she finally got sight of what she was hearing it was the chimera.

It looked tired and messed up and yet it was gloating as if in victory, shrieking to itself, perhaps it was due to the fact that it was a new monster, or just a monster ⁠— a being that didn’t have the intelligence to confirm kills ⁠— but Amber grinned and slowly stood up, catching the attention of the chimera. It was out of its frenzy state and it was wobbling, clearly tired from the entire thing. It was still alive but tired.

So I won.

Finally, her arm finally came back and with it she made a bow of blue flames, she nocked an arrow that began to shine and the monster panicked. It cried in anger as it rushed towards her but it was too late.

The Fledgling Chimera rushed in desperation as Amber grinned. It probably had one last trick or attempt up its sleeve but it didn’t matter.

The monster with a last effort teleported above her, but Amber ⁠— having already been hit by the same thing multiple times ⁠— threw herself to the side and the chimera barely missed. It turned desperately preparing a beam attack, but it didn’t matter because the arrow was charged.

She didn’t even need the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash for this. She had all she needed. The Curse of the Vanquished and a lot of pent up rage from all the abuse she had taken. And now it was time for fucking payback.

For a moment, Amber could’ve sworn the monster’s eyes showed fear as it jolted and shrieked, but she didn’t care as she loosed the arrow.

Primordial Blazing Bolt⁠—

And a torrent of fire exploded at point-blank range with the Fledgling Chimera at the very center of it.

* * *

Frei was observing the battle with a shadow clone, all while the purple haired merchant looked like an anxious mess as she kept muttering that Amber would be alright. The elf, Asil, on the other hand seemed to be doing some kind of meditation, which Frei noted seemed to be affecting the Arcane Council ring she wore, strangely enough.

However, she didn’t pay attention to that, instead she solely focused on Amber’s fight, and how it had been going. She couldn’t lie, she had underestimated the Fledgling Chimera. Amber, on the other hand, was performing much better than she had expected. Even after Amber went on a whole speech about killing it herself. It was just somehow hard to believe, yet she had done it.

In fact, while she found it odd to admit, Amber was way beyond her expectations. Which put her in a great mood. Even now when she was getting ragdolled around⁠— she survived all of that shit and having her arm ripped off. She was still standing and she was resolute.

Frei observed as Amber made an arrow of blue fire and it seemed weak, certainly not enough to kill the monster, but her instincts were telling her a fact:

Amber won.

The arrow was fired and an inferno similar to the last one consumed it all except much stronger, a laugh left her as her clone almost got caught up in it. The attack was fucking strong for sure, and Amber was a monster for her level which was an amazing surprise.

Maybe I can take her to a few deadly dungeons to level her~ Frei mused.

Finally, she opened her eyes and Cecile seemed to be gaping at the pillar of flames in the distance, while Asil just smiled.

“I knew she could do it,” he said.

“Bullshit, ya sat cross-legged and closed your eyes from nervousness,” Frei retorted.

Even then, she was happy, now all that was left to do was deal with the second chimera that her mission mentioned and they would be done. She shook her head and⁠ danger came. Frei flicked her hand and erected a barrier.

A beam hit the barrier, and it cracked. She frowned at that as Cecile shrieked, and Asil jolted. They all turned towards the point of origin, the valley behind them, and there Frei saw the shadow of the chimera, however what Appraisal was telling her was…

[Juvenile Chimera [Legacy Branch of Abyssal Destruction]. Lvl. 362]

It was a whole fucking advancement above her, almost thirty levels above her too.

A sigh left her. “The council and their shit information networks, I swear this is above my paygrade.”

She turned and saw Amber’s two terrified companions. Normally, in this situation she would run⁠— she didn’t feel like fighting seriously just because of some shitty information gathering, but this time she had to, she had given Amber her word and Amber herself was safe.

Although the chimeras should’ve been way deeper into the valleys.

Frei shook her head, she couldn’t think about it, instead she extended her hand and a scythe of darkness formed. Finally, she began to walk forward as the Juvenile Chimera looked at her with increased hostility.

“Welp, time for me to level up I guess.”

* * *

Amber finally saw the outpour of notifications, both from her kills and assists. Turns out enemy attacks also counted towards assists.

[You have defeated a [Zauvan Agil. Lvl. 182].]

For defeating an enemy 25 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have defeated a [Ackal Zauvan. Lvl. 92].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Grand Earthen Exen. Lvl. 112].]

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…

She got skill level ups too, and she leveled up a few times too.

[You have reached level 165. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 169. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

And her core was on the brink of leveling up too.

However, there was a notification that was missing, and that was the chimera.

She rose from her spot, smoking and burned from her own attack, but very much alive and in the same crater, a few meters away from her she saw a piece of darkness with a sword embedded. It was immobile, almost like a carbonized corpse, but as soon as she took a step forward a few eyes opened.

They looked at her briefly and the Fledgling Chimera stood up, before falling on its legs.

It was on the brink of death, its durability was higher than the Abyssal Briroar, but it was clearly not a tank monster⁠— and solely because of that, she had won.

Amber smiled, and teleported atop of the monster. Sure she had like no Essence whatsoever now, but she was fine. Very much alive and energetic enough to celebrate, even if her body was throbbing all over.

She gripped the Cursewelder and took it out as the monster let out a pathetic shriek, she also took the chance to burn its blood to heal herself as she loomed over the chimera.

It was amongst her hardest battles, and this time, unlike other times, she had willingly chosen to fight. The other fights she had had, she hadn’t been able to run, but this time it was different. She had insisted on staying, and she had triumphed.

This is great.

Perhaps she felt like throwing up, and perhaps she hardly had any Essence to her disposition, but she had won.

Amber prepared herself to savor her victory and at that moment she heard two deep roars that screamed power. Shivers were sent down her spine and she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash to get out of the crater as debris exploded from the crater.

She looked down at the charred hole in the ground only to see two deformed abominations of nature, ones that gave her pause as she stumbled from the poison that was still flowing through her system.

[Newling Chimera. Lvl. ???]

[Newling Chimera. Lvl. ???]

Two new chimeras…

I might have to call Frei…

But as she heard a loud explosion and felt curses being used in the distance, she had a feeling that that may not be possible.


Chapter 7.

Fuck. That was the only thought inside Amber’s head as she heard the growl of the two deformed beings in front of her. She was in dire straits, she had no Essence available, and she was still suffering from the effects of the poison inside her body. While the regeneration from Recovery of Curses was still in place for another ten minutes or so, and she still had its second use, she was still in a very bad position.

All this time she had been fighting with the idea that the curses could potentially heal the chimera she had been fighting, but now with two of them in front of her that were fully healthy she had to try using everything within her arsenal. But more than anything, she had to kill the Fledgling Chimera.

It was pretty much immobile, but Amber had to get it done as soon as possible, all so it wouldn’t recover and kill her⁠— but more importantly than it recovering, it had to die so she could restore some of her Essence.

Otherwise… Amber gulped seeing the twisted appendages of the two chimeras in front of her. I’m a bit fucked⁠—

A loud explosion resounded in the distance, its shockwaves sending light trembles through the earth. And using that as a cue one of the chimeras leapt at her, while the other remained in its spot, charging a ranged attack.

Amber could sense it, both of them were considerably weaker than the Fledgling Chimera, but even with that, her state was absolutely terrible. She was in no position to actually fight these two monsters and yet⁠—

She narrowly side-stepped the whipping tail of one.

⁠— she had to.

Amber dashed out of the way as the ranged attack from the second chimera hit the spot where she had been standing. Stone exploded and Amber took that chance to finally kill the fallen Fledgling Chimera.

She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and⁠ the nearest chimera charged at her, the one that had been standing guard. Amber felt multiple bones snap as she was sent flying into the side of the crater. Her vision blurred slightly thanks to the poison, and as she raised her head sensing danger. Her eyes widened, seeing both chimeras preparing long ranged attacks.

Amber dislodged herself from the rock and ran. The spot where she had just been exploded and she went flying⁠; parts of her armor were ripped off from the blast and she lost her hand. She landed on the ground rolling while in pain as the two chimeras turned to her, charging their attacks once more.

So much for having long range covered⁠— her Essence was basically the equivalent of a few drops of water right now.

Amber dodged once more, achieving a similar result where the damage she took was from the aftermath of the explosion. This time, she only got mild burns as she began to run on the edge of the crater. The two monsters blasted once more, and this time she dodged and came out unscathed. While all of this was happening, Amber heard rumbles and loud sounds in the distance, but she paid no attention to that. Instead, she took the chance to sprint towards the defending chimera.

The Newling Chimera that had been outside of the crater teleported to get in her way, and Amber in return, dashed at an angle to it, then using the little amount of Essence she had she used God’s Physique and rammed.

Along with Quick Dash and all her enhancement skills, the chimera was hit and was lifted off the ground, being sent flying. Then Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and teleported next to the chimera that was about to shoot a long ranged attack, and she stabbed.

In the end I have no choice but to use curses… Amber gritted her teeth. Cursed Battery⁠ into⁠— Abyssal Channel. She only used part of Cursed Battery, and even though she had never used the latter skill it was easy to replicate Abyssal Blast based on her instincts, and so, she did⁠—

In a single moment, the two booming explosions sent the chimera flying with a loud screech, chunks of flesh streaked across her vision, but Amber paid no mind to how much damage she had done to the being. Instead, she turned to the fallen Fledgling Chimera; its condition looked as bad as ever, so at least it didn't have the ability to regenerate.

Amber grinned at that, and raised her sword with shining silver flames ⁠— Silver Flame Edge tripled the sharpness of her sword ⁠— then, without hesitation she cleaved deep into the chimera.

A screech resounded and blood was shed, but it was still alive, so she had to do it⁠—

Again⁠—

Amber twisted, a rain of spikes passed and half pierced through her and the other half went into the monster, causing it to screech once more. These spikes didn’t have any curses on them, but they were loaded with venom and⁠— they were fast.

Amber raised the Cursewelder and took out the Sword of the Abyss, she used both of the blades to cover herself as another rain of spikes were shot at her. The metallic dinks rang in her ears, as Amber prepared herself to deliver the finishing blow to the Fledgling Chimera.

Right now there was an unstoppable barrage of spikes that⁠— her vision blurred⁠— she couldn’t let herself be hit again. The poison from the chimeras was particularly annoying, though at least her Toxin Resistance was having a field-day, leveling up throughout the battle.

She just had to endure a few more seconds and then the teleport of Quick Dash would be off cooldown. The pelting of the spikes became quicker, before it stopped entirely, though the chaos in the distance did not wind down, which made Amber feel a sense of urgency as she prepared herself.

And just when, she was ready to make a move, danger came⁠ from behind. She turned as she saw an injured chimera, missing chunks of its body, but it was also surrounded by a purple aura, and it was much stronger.

Her eyes widened as she blocked a whipping tail with the Sword of the Abyss and the sword bent and she went flying, leaving the Cursewelder stuck in the ground.

Amber hit the wall of the crater, rock exploding. Her world darkened, before her consciousness jolted awake⁠⁠—

That’s the same strength as the Fledgling Chimera…

Her vision was blurry, but as she saw the purple aura enveloping the chimera from afar, Amber realized that it was due to the curses she had put into the monster rather than anything else.

So they get stronger from being hit by curses?

Now she was more than glad she had avoided them like the plague against the Fledgling Chimera, but that said, she was still in a terrible position.

Amber coughed blood and before she could react the purple chimera rammed into her, and for the second time today she almost blanked out completely⁠—

Her consciousness soon restored as she saw the chimera preparing to ram her again, and she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash as she landed pathetically on the ground right next to the almost dead Fledgling Chimera. This entire fight she had been a punching bag, and perhaps it made sense. She was ultimately an individual that was way under their levels, the only reason she was even alive was because of how resilient she was.

But even that had its limits.

Amber craned her head as she saw the purple chimera screech and charge towards her, while the other chimera seemed to also be charging at her ⁠— probably not wanting to hit its companion ⁠— but even then, she had to get out of the way, otherwise she would⁠—

She threw up blood.

She was going to die.

Amber didn’t have any other way to heal herself, she couldn’t risk damaging herself with curses, and while the almost dead chimera was right next to her, she didn’t have the energy to finish it off, let alone have a skill to kill it or heal herself⁠—

But I do.

Amber had a realization as she slowly brought her hand towards her, the stomps of the twisted and cursed beings loomed and yet, she felt so calm. It was only a realization that was brought up from her strengthened connection to the System, and something that she somehow had never thought of, but now⁠— now it seemed clear as day.

She wasn’t going to die.

Her hand touched her chest.

Not from this anyway.

The purple chimera rammed into her as all her bones broke.

In fact, everything lined up for her⁠…

“Reignition,” Amber whispered.

And an explosion of curses engulfed her, one that consumed the immediate surroundings as it all exploded⁠—

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Chimera. Lvl. 285].]

For defeating an enemy 115 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…

[You have reached level 170. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 176. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Essence rushed into her and Amber hit the wall with an explosion of rock as the Newling Chimera screeched in deep pain. Her core greatly progressed, and Amber cracked her neck as she slowly stood up, a blue aura slowly enveloping her.

Her surroundings looked like a wasteland with purple flames, deep gashes and rotten flesh that littered the ground, and yet for the first time she felt great. Of course, she still had a ton of poison within her, but after draining her blood she’d probably be fine. However, first she had something to take care of.

Amber looked over at the distance where the two chimeras were standing, one of them was unscathed and the other was quite battered, yet shining like never before. Even though it was on its last leg, Amber didn’t want to risk getting hit by something potentially stronger than the Fledgling Chimera, so she had to be careful.

Thankfully… Amber ignited blue flames on her sword. I have Essence again.

To her surprise, her core had filled up from the Fledgling Chimera kill, but given it was from a monster over a 100 levels above her, it made sense. Amber grinned, putting her sword into her storage ring and then as she made a bow of flames. At the same time, the monsters tensed before twisting to look behind them and⁠—

The entire plain behind the monsters exploded. Erupted as if it was made of nothing but dust, and a deep bellow that sent a shiver of danger down her spine echoed. The other two chimeras squealed as if in glee, and Amber tensed.

Another chimera…?

She focused and from within the dust saw an emerging gigantic shadow, its multitude of red eyes shining, and she realized her suspicions were true, but not only that, it was also stronger. Her eyes went wide as she saw its multitude of limbs rising to attack her⁠, and then⁠— a shadow hit.

Another explosion sent a billowing gale of dust in all directions and the monster screeched in deep pain, Amber braced herself as she looked up and saw a familiar figure without her cloak. She wore shorts and a rather loose fitting sweater, and in her hands was a gigantic scythe of darkness.

Frei slashed as the monster squealed and then turned towards her and had a rather troubled expression.

“Oh, huh⁠— ya need help with those?”

Amber blinked. “I’m… fine…”

Frei smiled and dug her hand into the chimera as she jumped off, and to her surprise the gigantic being was dragged along before being thrown away further into the valley. Yet, Amber had a feeling that that thing Frei was fighting, was supposed to be stronger than her.

Finally, she stopped staring and the chimeras that she was facing were also…

Distracted.

They were squealing as if their mother had just been ripped away from them⁠— and maybe that was the truth⁠— but Amber didn’t care, instead she took the opportunity.

Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and appeared behind the injured chimera, then flaring her Essence and moving her mana she swung her arm, draining the rest of her Cursed Battery skill.

Wind Cleave⁠— Fulminating Slash⁠— Battery⁠—

he chimera was cut and exploded into purple and blue flames. Blood erupted in all directions and with a dying screech it lashed out, but Amber simply ignited herself⁠— blue flames exploded and melted the tentacles that had sprouted from the chimera, and a moment later it died.

[You have defeated a [Newling Chimera. Lvl. 212].]

For defeating an enemy 35 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have reached level 177. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 178. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Amber smiled, and the other chimera lashed out in sheer anger, charging at her. Except, since it wasn’t supercharged by curses, Amber easily blocked it with her Sword of the Abyss, and let it take the hit. The sword didn’t even bend as she was sent sliding across the rocky ground. From here on out, was an easy battle⁠— or it would have been if the chimera didn’t immediately enter a frenzy.

Amber frowned as the glowing red monster pressured her, matching the rhythm of the original Fledgling Chimera, but she didn’t panic even as the poison continuously ate at her body. She couldn’t panic, because if she did then things could go side-ways very quickly.

She heard the environment being torn apart in the background, but she tried to not pay that any mind, instead she focused on dodging and accumulating her Essence. Perhaps it was overkill, but she was going to end this in one fell swoop. After all, with whatever Frei was fighting it was better to kill it as soon as possible.

The monster screeched, launching spikes at her, but Amber simply ducked and once she believed she had charged her attack enough, she loosed an arrow. It wasn’t all her Essence like before, but it was more than enough⁠—

Primordial Blazing Bolt.

The chimera erupted into a blazing blue inferno as it was instantly consumed by the blue flames. It wasn’t a grand explosion like the ones before, but it still turned the pit into a lake of fire as the dying screeches of the chimera resounded.

Amber watched the monster try to charge towards her as it was turned into a flaming mess, but she simply dodged out of the way as the blue flames continued consuming its body. While the durability of the monster wasn’t comparable to the Abyssal Briroar, its strength was up there, she was just a terrible match up for the poor thing.

The monster slammed into her and Amber was pushed back, but the flames didn’t stick onto her ⁠— given they were hers ⁠— and the chimera grew more desperate. Its body slowly melted away as it failed miserably to put out the flames.

Its limbs slowly stopped working, turning into cinder. It slowly stopped firing its spikes, disintegrating into the air. Its life slowly slipped away, rendering it immobile. Until, finally, as the fire crackled, warming the surroundings and the monster remained in the same spot, a notification came.

[You have defeated a [Newling Chimera. Lvl. 215].]

For defeating an enemy 35 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have reached level 179. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 181. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

And Amber smiled, finally, then she heard footsteps followed by a voice.

“Amber?” It was Cecile’s.

She turned to the edge of the crater where she saw Asil peek over before the merchant did, and at the sight of her both of them gasped in unison. Asil immediately teleported and slung her over his shoulder, making her pause.

“What are you doing?”

Asil raised his brow. “You’re almost dead.”

Cecile slowly made their way to them, and Amber in the meantime took in Asil’s statement. But after reassessing her body she scoffed.

“I’m just poisoned, that's it.”

“And that’s why you’re dying,” he pointed out.

Amber shook her head and let go of his shoulder before walking over towards the Cursewelder.

“I wanna see Frei’s fight, so let’s go see that.”

I’m not dying. Amber felt better than ever so that notion was ridiculous. She quickly reached her sword and stowed it, before finally moving over to the dead monster and reaching for its Essence, finally relaxing.

I won in the end…

Her vision began to blur as tiredness overtook her, and she couldn’t help but blink as she activated the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses.

“Huh, I really am in a bad state.”

And a moment later, she fell as her two companions called out to her.

* * *

Amber found herself in an immaterial darkness, a black abyss with floating white particles. And she was lost but she could still feel warmth within her chest, coming from the Essence she was absorbing.

Where am I? She wondered.

She heard nothing but a rather calm static buzzing in her ears, that was until she heard the echo of a voice.

“... you waste your breath…”

She tried to follow it, but couldn’t. All while her core grew warmer.

“It is meaningless…”

The voice continued with increased familiarity as the void shifted, and slowly a landscape was revealed. One of stars, one of planets, one of nebulas and one of grand landscapes. Ill’hine.

“Why do you bother?” the voice asked.

Amber turned in the direction only to see a man overlooking a forest, he was standing at the top of a cliff. He had a billowing cape, and was wearing a military uniform, a single sword hanging at his waist. Finally, he turned, his golden eyes meeting hers.

It was Ishtar.

“Why do you chase after me?” he asked.

With his words, her core shattered, offering her…

A Core Advancement.


Chapter 8.

Amber blinked, shocked by the opportunity to advance her core, but also by the circumstances unfolding before her very eyes. The man she had been trying to find out more information about; the man that had lived thousands of years ago was standing right before her very eyes; Ishtar, the Exiled Emperor of Arcase. And he was asking her a question.

Why do you chase after me? His voice rang inside Amber’s head, his golden eyes meeting hers with some hostility, and she was lost. There were so many questions playing in her mind. Was this encounter real? How does he know I’m chasing after him? What even is happening?

But as his eyes bore into her, Amber resolved herself to answer the question. She attempted to speak and⁠— no sound came out.

Ishtar shook his head and looked back to the forest.

“It doesn’t matter, I don’t care about why you’re here, Eisheth.”

Eisheth? Amber tilted her head as a person walked into view. Turns out, it was a vision. She immediately recognized the black armored woman with a horned helmet. It was the person that had wielded the Cursed Primordial Berserker class at some point.

“C’mon now, I’ve stopped pestering you about returning to my organization,” the woman replied playfully.

Ishtar scoffed. “Yes, because your fabulous organization operates here too.”

The woman shrugged and joined him to look over the forest, not replying to his remark. And Amber of course, was just staring, confused⁠— why was she seeing this? Why could she see this?

At least I have another name to research… Amber concluded as the silence between the two figures continued. Finally, after a second, the woman spoke.

“You know, you left a massive mess behind. I couldn’t even use the gate to get here.”

“I don’t care,” Ishtar answered simply.

“People will come for you in the future; a few years from now; or a few hundred years from now; you’ve left a mark in the history of Vir that cannot be erased.”

Ishtar said nothing as he continued to watch the forest, but the woman continued to speak. Surprisingly, her tone seemed indifferent, as if their past history had never happened.

“Whether they’ll seek you for your transgressions, or just to understand you, that is something you should understand. I know it all too well, that’s why I spent so long trying to erase myself from history.”

“It doesn’t matter now. Demons or spirits, both can lead to the same thing. Just because I chose demons, it doesn’t make me a heretic.”

Amber blinked, it was such a simple and casual statement and yet it hit like a sledgehammer. The man she had been looking into and researching had sided with demons? Of course, Amber didn’t necessarily understand to which extent he did so.

But if he got help to go to Ill’hine from demons… or learned Essence from them… She had never thought of that possibility.

“I’ve never been a fan of the primordials myself, but siding with the demons doesn’t make you a heretic, but your actions do.”

Ishtar shook his head. “Doing what it takes to reach my goals does not make me a heretic, I am not seeking to overthrow anyone, nor am I seeking to upturn the world. I am merely serving myself.”

“Yet not only did you cause the destruction of an entire continent, but you also got a god killed.”

What? Amber paused, but even that couldn’t have prepared her for the following statement.

“All I did was summon one of the Demon Gods.”

Ishtar summoned a Demon God…?

And then the vision ended.

Amber paused, seeing the darkness before her, all while her mind reeled. For starters, was Ishtar the one to summon the First Demon and cause the whole problem with the End and the Land of Demons? No, that was extremely unlikely. But the fact that he had summoned a Demon God was enough for her to be alarmed, and also admittedly very curious.

Why? Why didn’t he ally himself with the spirits? Why did he have to summon it? There were so many questions that she had no answers to. And perhaps, she wouldn’t be getting them. Not any time soon at least.

Amber inwardly sighed. Why did I get a vision? Was it related to the Core Advancement? Right now, she was… well, passed out. She was aware of that, she didn’t really have a physical body per se, it was a very odd experience. So, how was she even meant to take the advancement?

This is…

Normally she should have been unconscious, but she was still very much aware. Even if it was only of her own thoughts, and right now she wanted to do her advancement. The question was… how? Briefly, she was stumped, but then she remembered what Asil had told her in the past.

It’s an instinctual process to all creatures with a core.

And so Amber focused, and saw something⁠— or rather, she saw her own core. It was the size of her head, burning with bright blue flames and full of cracks. Considering it had started at the size of a ping pong ball, she felt pretty good about it. And now, it was time for it to grow bigger, and for her to get her advancement.

Finally, she peered into her core and observed the swirling liquid Essence within it, and it was nearly filled to the brim. The walls of the sphere looked cracked, and it took nothing more than a few pushes to crack them further. Before finally, with a large wave of Essence she broke it.

As soon as it shattered Amber found herself standing in a very familiar room. A vast underground chamber with a flame at each of the cardinal directions. This time, she wasn’t standing outside and trying to find the place of her advancement, but rather she was already there.

Amber took a breath observing the various flames, this time they were vastly different from the previous ones she had seen.

Is this related to Ishtar too?

Though, unfortunately, she had a feeling that she wouldn’t be getting answers any time soon.

Finally, she decided to focus on what mattered, but she still found it hard to focus on her advancement with all the information she had just learned. Mainly because even though this was her second time doing her Core Advancement, things were also vastly different from what she had experienced before.

Well, the core parts were different, because the flames didn’t even look like flames for the most part. That made her question whether this was related to the vision or not.

The flame that was on the east side of the room was for lack of a better word, solid. Almost like a crystalized version of a flame, except on top of its solid form it still had flames. The entire odd construct was a blue color.

The flame on the north side of the room was seemingly normal except for the fact that it seemed to occasionally flare up. Its bright blue hue would turn a deep azure from time to time.

And finally, the flame on the west side of the room was different from all the others because it was red. A deep burning crimson that seemed oddly ominous to Amber.

Just like before there were three advancement options, and Amber decided to approach the flame to the east. Deciding to go from right to left in terms of options, mainly because she found the last flame somewhat unsettling.

Amber quickly reached for the solid flame, and at first the Essence seemed mostly unresponsive as she gripped onto its twisted form. But following what her heart told her to do, she gripped and the flame shattered. Her core ignited, blazing brilliantly as the Essence went to the other side of the room to create an adversary for her to test the advancement on.

Her advancement was odd, it was something that she couldn’t quite identify at first, even as an Abyssal Briroar formed. It was, of course, a copy of the monster she had faced, one that had terrified her in the past, though it was comparatively weaker than the original now that it was only 10 levels above her.

[Abyssal Briroar. Lvl. 191]

Amber was unfazed by its presence, in fact all she focused on was figuring out the advancement option she had been given. It was different from the previous ones she had seen, for it didn’t quite affect her Essence or what it did for her, but rather how her Essence behaved. It was… an odd thing.

Even as it rushed towards her in an attempt to tackle her, it wasn’t until it was a few steps away that Amber finally understood her advancement option.

She swiped.

Fulminating Slash.

The monster was hit by the slashing attack and subsequently suffered from an explosion of flames, but Amber didn’t stop there, instead she swiped again.

Fulminating Slash⁠— and again. Slash⁠— and again.

In a single moment the same skill was used numerous times as the monster gradually was cut up and essentially swallowed by the rain of attacks. Amber also used Wind Cleave along with it, overwhelming the poor Abyssal Briroar, of course it was at the cost of an insane amount of Essence consumption, but her advancement also seemed to lessen that.

However, that wasn’t all⁠—

The Abyssal Briroar dropped dead and Amber felt a deep pain within her chest, she had gotten them before back on Earth when she pushed too hard, except while it felt similar to heart pain it was a lot more pronounced and it was in her core. The pain itself felt like it was on the verge of crossing a threshold, a threshold that she couldn’t quite come back from⁠⁠—

It was core strain. She knew that, because that advancement option was simple.

Advancement of Exertion.

It allowed her to ignore the cooldown on Essence skills, at the cost of straining her core. It also made repeated skills more efficient.

Amber took a deep breath as the pain slowly eased, and along with that the corpse faded back into Essence and the advancement left her body taking the deep pain along with it. Finally, Amber turned to look at the option to the north⁠— the one with the intermittently flaring flame.

It was time to look at her next advancement.

* * *

“She… is she okay?” Cecile asked in concern.

Asil nodded as he lifted Amber by slinging her arm over his shoulder. She seemed fine, and from what he could tell her core was more than just fine. In fact, she was undergoing a Core Advancement.  But, even with that she was still unconscious, at least based on what he could sense ⁠Amber was fine. Her body was keeping the poison at bay so she wasn’t on a gradual path to meeting her demise or anything, which was a relief.

“She is just poisoned⁠,” he explained.

Cecile shoved a potion towards her. “Then it is important she drinks this⁠—”

“I don’t think we should wake her up,” Asil interrupted, moving the potion away with his staff. “She is undergoing an advancement.”

Cecile paused. “She’s level 200 already?!”

“A different kind,” he didn’t elaborate.

Finally, he gestured at Cecile to come over. Right now, Frei was fighting a chimera and it was better for them to leave. And so, as soon as Cecile got close he nodded at her and she got what he meant. She grabbed onto his arm and Asil raised his staff. With a shine of light they teleported out of the crater and in the direction of the horses.

“Let’s hide until the battle is done,” he said simply.

Cecile nodded once more and⁠—

A loud explosion resounded right behind them. The two jolted and turned only to see a person groaning, it was Frei. She looked wholly unhurt, but her face was twisted with annoyance.

“I really can’t be assed to deal with this.” And then she turned, pausing when her eyes landed on the unconscious girl. “Oh, huh, is Amber okay?”

“She is fine.” Asil looked at Frei. “More importantly, are you sure you can kill that chimera?”

Frei frowned. “I mean I can, I’m just not willing to put in the effort⁠—”

A loud roar resounded before the gigantic chimera appeared not too far away from them, and Asil’s eyes widened as he saw the many maws of the twisted being shining, preparing a long ranged attack.

“Fucking⁠—”

Frei slammed her scythe of darkness, erecting a black dome.

“Annoying!”

And the attack hit.

* * *

Amber stared at the next advancement, the intermittently flaring flame. It seemed to rise in strength at random intervals, which made Amber somewhat worried.

“Will this one mess with my core like that too?”

The thought of over-exerting herself and suffering from a debilitating injury was… scary to her. And that was because it was something that had happened in the past. Though it just meant she had to be careful⁠— except that concept was almost foreign to her at this point.

It was weird to admit, but she was scared of this possible change in the way of using Essence⁠— the need to moderate herself. It, after all, went against her way of life. But even then, in a sense this was just another barrier for her to overcome, So, without brooding on it too much, Amber reached to the flame and grabbed onto it.

Half of the Essence flowed into her while the other half went elsewhere to make a new monster for her to kill. And this time, she managed to understand her advancement almost right away, and it was something that greatly excited her, and also worried her slightly.

A Fledgling Chimera quickly formed before her eyes, an exact replica of the one she had just killed.

[Fledgling Chimera. Lvl. 191]

It was once again, much weaker than the one she had killed, but it hardly mattered for this advancement. After all, the specific function this advancement had was much different than anything she had expected and it was an exciting prospect.

Amber made a bow of flames along with an arrow , and then she gathered her Essence ⁠— her core reacted, blazing with a bright blue glory. She drew more and more as the chimera freaked out, and when it reached the normal apex it kept going⁠—

Her core heated up and the replica Fledgling Chimera tried to attack her, but Amber teleported out of the way as her core became a shining bright light. Almost as if it were a small star constantly heating up and reaching heights it had never reached before,⁠ and that’s when finally, she felt pain, and along with it Amber loosed the arrow.

Primordial Blazing Bolt⁠—

The arrow struck and her vision went white from a sea of flames. The whole room became white as the ceiling was blown off, and of course⁠— all of her Essence was used at once. This Primordial Blazing Bolt had been at least 50% stronger than usual, and it was because of the advancement.

It was the Advancement of Overload.

And what it did was simple. She could push the power of her Essence beyond the normal limits at the cost of straining her core. Much like the last one, it strained her core, just from pushing its limit in a different way.

Amber squinted as her vision recovered, all she saw was the charred surroundings, the advancement having shown its full power. All the other flames had been temporarily extinguished, and what remained was the last flame; the red and ominous flame that had been dancing there since she had started her advancement.

She couldn’t put it off any longer.

As for what it did, she wasn’t sure, but whatever it was, it was most certainly related to what she was feeling. But there was only one way to find out.

And so, Amber headed towards her last advancement option.

* * *

The barrier nearly shattered from the chimera’s attack, and while Frei was strong, Asil knew when an opponent was too much.

“We should run,” he said.

Hearing that the elf snorted, standing back up from her previously fallen position. “I’m finishing what I started, especially ‘cause this shithead ain’t got the strength to kill me.”

Asil frowned. “You’ve lived long enough to understand your limits, don’t make the mistake I did and listen.”

“Just let me deal with it, old man.”

With those words, Frei made another scythe of darkness, and Asil frowned. She was most certainly going to get herself killed, but she was also risking the lives of everyone. Though, the ring he had gotten from Amber was now charged with Essence thankfully, so if it came to the worst he could use it to teleport everyone away, possibly leaving the elf behind.

Asil frowned as the barrier disappeared and he braced himself as Frei began to whisper, he couldn’t hear what she was saying but he quickly noticed the air gathering around her, all while the chimera teleported in front of them.

The ugly, twisted, and cursed monster screeched, its many appendages moving and swirling like the building-sized amalgamation it was. And then, as it began to raise many of its tendrils and its red eyes turned to blue; as it began to exude a bright white aura that was full of curses like never before; as it prepared an attack to kill them all in a single second; Frei swung.

At that moment Asil could have sworn reality itself was split, a dark line was drawn over the surroundings, and then⁠— everything fractured. The chimera went flying, split into two halves, blood splattering. The rock of the valley was lacerated with a deep gash as landslides fell, Frei on the other hand just sighed, before stretching as the scythe of darkness dissipated.

“Welp, warmup ain’t too bad; blows that you’re so annoying to kill though, that should’ve killed the average 350,” she said, shaking her head at the monster. Then, she began to stretch. “I really dislike fighting seriously, it hurts quite badly. I mean, that move already hurt a decent amount.”

Asil frowned. “Take this seriously.”

“I am somewhat,” Frei said, cracking her shoulder. “As a fragile mage I can’t completely play around after all.”

“Combat mage, you mean?” Cecile asked cautiously.

“Nope, I am a bonafide mage, a pure scholar of magic who has no physical attributes whatsoever,” Frei said simply, still stretching as the chimera in the background reeled from pain, bleeding all over. “Anyway, if it was urgent, I could certainly kill it quite fast, but all the other chimeras are dead…”

She stopped, and started making a scythe of darkness as Asil had a bad feeling about things. Frei twirled the completed weapon with a dangerous smile.

“And since I’m already going through all this trouble, and it’s gonna be painful anyway, why not take out my frustration while doing so?”

Asil frowned, realizing that Frei might possibly have more than just a couple of screws loose.

* * *

Amber stared at the dancing red flame. It was a beautiful crimson with a white center, and yet it also exuded a feeling of deep wrongness. Almost as if it didn’t belong there, and yet, no matter how she looked at it, she couldn’t tell where the feeling was coming from.

Is this related to Ishtar? Once more, the question popped up in Amber’s mind, but unfortunately she didn’t have the answer to that, instead all she could do was stare at the flame and hope for answers that wouldn’t come. But she was done doing that, it was a waste of time, the only way to find out what it felt so wrong was to test the advancement for herself.

And so, she did⁠—

Amber reached into the flame and grabbed it, and this time, all of the available Essence went into her body. For a moment nothing seemed to happen, the room remained charred, now lit by the other pending advancement options, and Amber couldn’t feel anything different.

It was as if nothing had changed, and for a minute it remained like that until she heard a voice.

“... ambitions…”

She blinked as the flames present in the room flickered, and then with a gust of wind another whisper came, this time fully able to be understood.

“I can see your dreams…”

Amber frowned, as the voice continued, this time with a greater allure and strength.

“And I can offer you power.”

She couldn’t tell where the voice was coming from. It was most definitely related to the advancement, but Amber couldn’t tell anything else. She looked around, but the following words made her pause.

“I can take you to Ill’hine and make you god.”

Make me god? Amber paused, and then the voice continued.

“All you need is to make a contract with one of the Demon Gods…”

Then, the advancement ended, the Essence leaving her body as the flames reignited with great vigor, yet Amber found herself staring at the third and last advancement, at the red flame. Because she only understood what it was when it ended.

It wasn’t any advancement, but a special one. It was:

The Advancement of Demonic Essence…

* * *

Asil didn’t believe Frei, but as the two halves of the chimera were thrown across the valley, and even as they rejoined together, he noticed something. The elf was laughing from enjoyment, but as he looked at her body he couldn’t help but pause.

Her body is breaking…

Frei swung her scythe, splitting the valley in half and dyeing it with the color of the chimera’s blood, her joints cracking and her shoulders dislocating.

It cannot handle what she is doing…

He paused as he saw Frei slam the chimera on the ground with an axe kick, shattering the surroundings.

If she really is a mage why does she fight like that…?

He quickly found himself fascinated by the younger elf; wondering what kind of Legacy Branch and class combination allowed her to do that. And the chimera was pummeled, destroyed by raw force and brutality that he had never seen before.

Chunks of it flew across the valley, being torn apart by her attacks, until nothing remained of it.

* * *

Amber watched as unlike before, the flames came close to her allowing her to easily reach whatever option she chose, and yet her eyes remained glued onto the Advancement of Demonic Essence, and the reason was simple.

She understood it even more now.

It was an advancement that gave her the ability to directly connect with demons, and borrow their power in exchange for something. It was an Essence that allowed her to quickly grow stronger, and to some extent she could even kill whichever demon came from it. And even though it was wrong, her eyes were glued to it.

Then, she looked over at the Advancement of Exertion. What it offered was simple; the capability to make her Essence more efficient and remove cooldowns. It was a great option.

But there was also the Advancement of Overload. Allowing her to empower any Essence attack at the cost of straining her core. It was undoubtedly what fit her best.

And lastly, there was the one she had been fixated on, the Advancement of Demonic Essence. An advancement that made her interact with demons, one that allowed her to borrow their power, and one that would most certainly piss Sid’fril off.

Amber stared at the last one for a few seconds.

I really wonder if I should think more about it.

And finally, with a deep breath she reached for her desired flame, unsure if she was going to regret this in the future⁠—

Her core shattered.

[Your Wisdom and Intelligence attributes have increased by 50.]

And her attributes went up yet again.


Chapter 9.

Frei chuckled, looming over the corpse of what had been the oh-so-damn-strong Junior Chimera. It hadn’t been a particularly hard battle, sure she had gotten a few broken bones and, sure, she had been thrown away and gotten unscathed out of that. But all in all, it wasn’t a hard battle, curses were relatively useless against her.

Still, she was in very deep pain. All because of her Legacy Branch, which well essentially allowed to beat the shit out of the monster by converting her mana into physical power and durability. Not only that but it allowed her to do other things such as healing herself.

Frei reached down and stuck her hand into the entrails of the monster before taking a very deep breath and absorbing its remaining life force. Her body cracked and she felt satiated and as if she had gotten a good night’s rest. She let go and shook her hand as she draped her cloak over her body once more, and then yawned.

“Well, can’t argue that it feels good to do that,” she said offhandedly. “Hurting myself while fighting fucking sucks though.”

Frei shook her head, while she could use her class to fight, it was better for her to not touch it if at all possible. Long cooldowns were a pain after all and letting her defenses be down was an even greater issue. Still, to think that I had to burn my strongest defensive skill from that attack… She thought back about the attack that she had to parry and blow into the sky⁠— that would have most certainly been incredibly painful to get hit by.

Frei stared at her level ups.

[You have reached level 335…

…

[You have reached level 340…

It seemed her level 350 advancement was pretty close now, though she didn’t care too much about growing stronger right now. Nor did she ever. She was always just strong enough to take care of whatever she needed, and right now it was no different. She didn’t need to be level 400 or 500 to figure out how to go to the world of stars. At least she didn’t think so. Maybe she needed it to actually go, but there wasn’t much for her to go off of.

Finally, Frei shook her head and looked at the surroundings before frowning. She was now on her way to regroup with everyone.

Still, there should’ve only been two chimeras, not four… And there was also another thing. The chimeras should’ve been deeper in the valley.

The local lord had hired her to deal with them, though she had just been killing time all this while, conducting her own research on trying to remove the curses placed on her. That said, the process of a chimera being born is quite complicated, so there being extras was seriously odd. But finally, she decided to stop caring about it all too much. Everything had been taken care of and that’s all that mattered.

And well, even if something did come up, she’d have to take care of it because she was currently a super-duper-loyal servant. In fact, she was the most loyal person in the land; the perfect hound to do their master’s bidding⁠— well not like Amber was the type to boss her around.

Finally, after a minute or so of walking, she finally spotted Asil the elf, the merchant, Cecile and Amber, who was still unconscious. Which was honestly concerning⁠— the girl was borderline unkillable, so was she dying now? Frei teleported in front of the group and wasted no time in asking with concern⁠.

“Is she⁠—”

“No, she’s undergoing an advancement,” he said simply.

Frei blinked. “But she isn’t⁠— Oh.”

Huh. She didn’t really understand how the god stuff worked, but she didn’t question it too much.

“Are you sure you should tell her that?” Cecile asked, voicing her obvious distrust.

“She already made a contract with Amber, what’s the point in pretending,” Asil replied with a shrug.

Frei frowned. “For your own good and for Amber’s own good, don’t tell me more. If the council gets wind of my betrayal and ends up kidnapping me ⁠— which is unlikely ⁠— it’ll be bad for ya.”

At that the elf was taken aback but said nothing. Finally, Frei looked over at Amber and sensed a shift within her, one that made her uneasy. Asil also looked over at her. And Cecile⁠— well she was lost but also followed everyone’s gazes. Finally, sensing the shift in her body, Frei reached a simple and logical conclusion.

The princess is gonna wake up any minute now.

* * *

Amber didn’t know if she had made a massive mistake, but in the end she made the choice following her heart and logic. She decided that it was in fact, not a good idea to betray Sid’fril and the other spirits for short-term gains and that getting such direct help was fucking lame. Sure, if people learned of her choices many people would have expected her to choose the last and third option. But those people certainly didn’t know her well enough, and should most definitely reconsider their opinion of her.

She had gone with the Advancement of Overload given that high, explosive power was probably what she needed the most.

As soon as she finished her advancement, Amber felt her core expand in size, and now it was much bigger⁠— about the size of a beach ball to be precise. It was quite the dramatic change in comparison to before. She was a bit surprised that her Core Advancement had come at a much earlier time than her class one.

Then again, she had just fought some incredibly strong monsters, and her core was most definitely underdeveloped. After all, who knows what size it would’ve been if she had started with it as soon as she arrived in Vir. Though…

Maybe a lot of my challenges would’ve been made meaningless from how strong it started…

Amber shook her head and⁠— pain came. She groaned as light inundated her vision, and the first thing she heard was voices of concern she couldn’t quite make out. Finally, someone grabbed her face and she opened her eyes to see a peach fuzz haired woman staring deeply at her, she regained her bearings.

“Frei?”

“You’re really poisoned,” she said, letting go of her jaw.

Amber shook her head, feeling some nausea before sighing.

“Just help me drain my blood real quick and⁠—”

“That’s not how it works,” Frei interrupted. “That venom, or poison, or whatever, is gonna stay in your System till your Toxin Resistance gets rid of it. That or if a high-level healer treats it.”

“That makes no sense,” Cecile said immediately.

The elf shrugged in response. “Welcome to the world above 200; everything is a pain in the ass.”

Amber remembered the Abyssal Briroar, and suddenly she had a small feeling that it was probably related to that; at least to some extent.

“So, it’s better we return to the city and let Amber rest,” Asil concluded next to her.

That’s when Amber realized he had been supporting her weight. She decided that thanking him now would be awkward, so she just kept quiet as everyone reached an unanimous agreement. Frei included. They began to walk back towards the road, albeit slowly because she was quite tired with the poison.

“How was your fight with the chimera?” the elven woman asked.

That’s when Amber remembered her annoyance at the situation and shook her head. Not intending to say much.

“Right, I should’ve tried to say it sooner.”

“I don’t blame you too much,” Amber said after a moment.

Frei in response, didn’t say anything more and just kind of looked ahead and avoided Amber’s gaze. Finally, sensing the weird atmosphere Cecile spoke.

“Well, regardless of Frei’s problems, glad we are all alive.”

“If someone died, I think we’d be trying to kill Frei,” Amber said with a sigh.

The peach fuzz-haired elf raised her brow. “And what if I was the one to die?”

“Then that’s just a skill issue.”

“... skill issue…? It has nothing to do with my skills though?” Frei frowned thinking about it and Amber just shrugged.

Amber didn’t have a concrete opinion on Frei other than strange, and eccentric. But she ultimately decided to believe the fact that this had been outside of the elf’s control. Mainly because doing this as a prank when she was on thin ice was akin to shooting herself on the foot.

So, with that, Amber decided to stop thinking about it and instead finally take a look at her notifications properly.

First were all her skill level ups.

[Curse Reignition has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 5.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[General Weapon Mastery has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Inexorable Momentum has leveled up from 4th Rank level 5 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[Inexorable Body has leveled up from 4th Rank level 5 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 8.]

[Cursed Battery has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 5.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 5.]

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 4 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 2 to 2nd Rank level 4.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 9 to 10.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from level 7 to 10.]

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 8.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 5 to 4th Rank level 6.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 5 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 6 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 4th Rank level 6 to 4th Rank level 8.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

Toxin Resistance had skyrocketed from this single battle, and while Amber would’ve normally felt happy, but considering she was still struggling to maintain consciousness she kind of just wished it was more effective. That said, her skills had greatly leveled up, though some of her skills remained stuck at the same rank but that was because she had not used them during the battle.

Guess it only makes sense. Now, she was considering replacing Cursed Stomp whenever it became possible ⁠and replacing a few of her Legacy Branch skills. Though, for now she could only replace Cursed Stomp. First came taking a look at the options. The first option, which was for reaching level 170 was…

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 170 as a Cursed Inexorable Berserker you have been offered Cursed Creation — level 1.

You’ve grown at utilizing curses in your day to day. And now your mastery over curses has reached a new peak, allowing you to project them to the world, giving them solid shapes.]

If there was a word to describe it, it would be interesting. It could either be somewhat okay, not the best, or it could either be incredibly useful to the point it was a must to have. But Amber couldn’t really tell which one it was. However, the idea of stabbing herself with pins made out of curses and leaving them inside her body sounded fantastic.

She understood that the thought itself was disturbing in nature, but the fact that she could get increased benefits from the curses that were constantly attacking her couldn’t exactly be ignored. However, she wasn’t all that sure on it.

Finally, she decided to take a look at the next skill that was offered, the one that was for level 180.

My next advancement seems so soon already… It was quite the exciting thing but also a surprising fact as well.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 180 as a Cursed Inexorable Berserker you have been offered Inexorable Print — level 1.

After exerting your will on the world so many times, you can now force yourself onto the world, leaving a mark of you behind that can be utilized to your advantage, allowing you to trigger skills from said spot.]

Amber thought about it, it was tempting⁠— though she couldn’t really tell how it scaled. Which skills could she have it use more specifically⁠. Could she for example make it use Primordial Blazing Bolt? She didn’t really know and perhaps she wouldn’t know.

Choices are hard.

Amber decided to delay things for now, mainly because she couldn’t really make a choice between the two. Both of them could be incredibly good or just okay, and unfortunately she couldn’t really glean what their next ranks were, though one day it may become possible. She shook her head and decided to distract herself.

The group had been walking in silence, and maybe that was for the best. Amber took in the destruction in the surroundings; the desolated and corpse-riddled space. Frei seemed to be storing chunks of the chimeras into her storage ring, though Amber didn’t question it much, it probably had to do with her mission. 

That said, when she saw Frei crouch and saw the elf’s bare leg she suddenly had a question in her mind.

“Frei, why are your clothes so revealing? Don’t mages use robes?”

She tilted her head, pondering. “Complete freedom of movement is nice I suppose. Robes get stuck and are just annoying.”

Huh… Amber didn’t know what kind of answer she expected, but that was that. They all went back to silence, Asil and Cecile made no conversation because well, they weren’t used to Frei.

Frei was a member of the Arcane Council, but she was also an extremely high leveled individual with a ton of life experience⁠—

And Amber blinked.

I can also ask her for advice.

“Is there a point to my General Weapon Mastery? I feel like I have it down to muscle memory at this point,” she decided to ask.

At that, Asil frowned and Cecile had a worried look as Frei simply pondered over the question. Before finally sighing.

“I don’t mind giving ya advice, but try to not lemme find out about your… god stuff,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. “I told your friends the same, though I guess ya didn’t hear given you were passed out and stuff.”

“Right.”

“Anyway to answer your question; aside from the ranks of your skill affecting you, it’s kind of useless if ya got it down. Though if ya got a higher version of the skill I suppose it’d still help you.”

“So what you’re saying is to⁠—”

“Nah I’m just answering your question.” Frei shrugged. “I don’t wanna tell ya what to do.”

Amber nodded at that. All while thinking a bit about the new allies she had made, Frei seemed… trustworthy so far, but she couldn’t really tell yet. Finally, she resolved to get rid of the General Weapon Mastery skill if she found a skill that she really needed. Though neither of the two she had seen were quite there⁠— yet anyway.

Cecile turned to Frei. “So, you’re going to come with us on our journey?”

The elf blinked. “Huh, I’m surprised ya wanna talk to me.”

The merchant groaned. “Just answer the question.”

Frei shrugged. “If Amber allows it.”

At that, both of them turned expectantly towards her, Asil seemed to be just focused on the path ahead and nothing more. Amber herself was slightly taken aback given the fact that the topic had already been kind of discussed, but decided to answer anyway.

“We had already agreed that that was the case, yes.”

Frei turned to Cecile. “Well, there ya have it. I can let ya write my reports from now on if that’s what you want.”

The merchant sighed but said nothing. All in all, things were slightly awkward but they were bound to improve. Which facilitated travel a bit, though again, actually thinking about it, Amber didn’t really know how to treat Frei because of the whole status quo. She supposed that for now it was better to just remain cordial and not expect anything from her.

At the very least, she wouldn’t be reporting anything about them to the Arcane Council, and that was more than enough for them.

Finally, they were arriving to where the road had been, but Frei raised her brow.

“Hey, did ya guys like⁠— hide the unconscious merchant or horses? ‘Cause they’re missing.”

Everyone paused, squinting their eyes as they only saw a barren road. All that remained was the destruction from the chimera attack.

“Maybe they woke up,” Asil said.

“Considering I stabbed ‘em to keep them immobile; unlikely,” Frei said. “It’s either the work of a monster or something else…”

“Something else?”

“Yeah, something like other people targeting the chimeras for example.” Frei stretched before glancing to the side, over at the top of the valley. “Those would be quite annoying, especially if  they show up without my knowledge.”

At that, Amber paused, and followed her gaze, and nothing seemed to be happening, that was until three people walked into view. All of them wearing white robes, all of them were looking at them, and their Appraisal results were self explanatory.

[???. Lvl ???]

[Lightblessed Mage. Lvl. ???]

[Lightblessed Healer. Lvl. ???]

Amber suppressed a sigh.

You can’t be serious.

“Oh, I recognize that guy, last time he hurt me quite badly,” Frei chirped. “Didn’t think the Saints of Truth would show up here.”


Chapter 10.

The Saints of Truth were here, and Amber couldn’t tell if they were here for her specifically or not⁠— considering they dealt with curse related things; based on her understanding. It made sense that they were here because of the chimera, but it still didn’t make things any better. After all, the main guy locked eyes with her, before turning back to Frei.

“Dark Reaper,” he began. “We’ve come to secure these accursed monsters, but you’ve taken all of them.”

“Aha,” Frei replied simply, it was barely audible but it was clear the other party heard it clearly.

“We don’t wish to fight you, so how about you sell us half of the samples you’ve acquired,” he said.

Frei glared. “Aren’t ya the asshole that tried to kill me just ‘cause I asked the saints for help?”

The man stopped lowering his head, the seconds ticked as the other two people quickly turned hostile, before finally he straightened himself and began to speak.

“I indeed did that and I regret it, Dark Reaper,” he began, before bowing. “I wish to start anew and show you that me and my organization is full of honorable individuals. And as a token of that, we shall choose to temporarily ignore your companion whose class is a transgression of the highest order.”

Amber raised her brow at that and Frei scoffed.

“Targeting my companion is like targeting me, y’know. I ain’t gonna stand idly while you just pay me lip while fully intending to murder my master in cold blood.”

The man paused. “Master?”

“Yes, master, I’m her loyal bitch. So, step back, cunt,” Frei spat with a frown.

Amber blinked. That… She really didn’t know how she felt about Frei talking like that, but this was most definitely a performance, so she just had to accept it.

“Right,” the man began. “I shall discuss it with the heads of the organization. I truly wish to make amends, this is important to our cause and research. I hope you can be as benevolent as to grant us forgiveness.”

That was said but Frei still had her frown looking at the guy. Amber didn’t really know what to do, she would much rather not have to fight at all given her condition. She was looking forward to resting, but at the same time, unexpected things happened and she didn’t feel truly blindsided by this development or anything like that. So in short; if she wasn’t injured she would’ve accepted she was going to fight these people to the death.

“Your reply?” the head guy of the Saints of Truth asked, his voice sounding sincere.

Frei turned to Amber, her expression conflicted. “If I take care of it will you hate me?”

Amber met her gaze, sensing something, and for a moment she was unsure but once she looked over at Asil and he gave an approving nod, she resolved herself. She was going to let Frei do whatever she wanted.

“I’m in no condition to fight, no one is. Just keep that in mind.”

“Alright.” Frei nodded.

Finally, she turned back to the guy from the Saints of Truth, and after meeting his gaze for a couple of seconds, she spoke.

“Y’know, I am a grudgeful person, but I think I can move past this⁠—”

She teleported behind the leader of the saints and kicked. In a split second, he hit the other side of the valley as an explosion resounded. Frei landed as the mage pointed their staff at her and the healer teleported away.

“⁠— if I kill ya first.”

Amber blinked. She had expected something like that. Just not so, brutal.

The top of the valley exploded as a burst of light engulfed her. Asil, in response just sighed and raised his staff, they teleported to the road and away from all the conflict. Then, another explosion went off as that happened.

There was a period of silence as Amber saw a flash of darkness then⁠— a scream broke through it.

“YOU HEATHEN!”

An explosion of light engulfed the valley and part of it evaporated, and Amber couldn’t help but blink. At first she had dismissed the scale of the battle, but seeing as how the environment quickly got torn apart, she was forced to reassess her opinions.

The two of them absolutely have the strength to destroy the entire kingdom…

It was a weird notion; of course, if King Octavius was secretly level 300 then that was a no go, but if he wasn’t; Amber couldn’t help but gulp. She hadn’t seen Frei fight earlier properly, but now ⁠— focusing properly ⁠— she saw her zip through the air with physical stats that most definitely dwarfed hers.

She arrived next to the highest leveled man and began to exchange punches with him ⁠— he looked like some sort of brawler warrior ⁠— and the environment was immediately torn apart by the force of the hits. The weird part though was that Frei seemed to be unscathed from each hit aside from the occasional crack of her bones.

The blows continued for a second before the mage appeared.

“Blast⁠—”

“Idiot!” the brawler screamed.

Both of them were engulfed by the bright light. Then a figure blasted into a different wall⁠— the warrior. Amber paused as the light cleared and Frei stretched, her bones cracking.

“God, that feels good.”

“You twisted thing, your Legacy Branch has become pure heresy⁠— stealing life from other beings just like curses⁠—”

Frei teleported and punched, a loud explosion of rock went off as Amber simply observed. Even though she shouldn’t have been surprised, she was. Frei ⁠— like other Arcane Council members ⁠— was the elite of the elite for her level, meaning; she was stupidly strong. And for some reason, watching that, Amber couldn’t help but feel excited.

She wanted that.

Amber, currently wanted to fight⁠— she wanted to experience that. But she couldn’t fight like this, not when she was poisoned. She frowned.

“Please tell me you aren’t thinking about getting yourself killed,” Asil said, letting out a sigh.

“Amber…” Cecile called out in a rather upset tone.

Amber frowned looking at her two companions. “What?”

Cecile shook her head in disappointment and Asil pinched the bridge of his nose. As that happened another explosion went off, one that called her attention back to the battle. Frei went flying, this time holding a scythe of darkness as she blocked another hit from the warrior.

“You are a disgrace to all mages!”

She was thrown into the mountain wall as the environment seemed to become trivial; something to be destroyed and insignificant. And Amber,      once more felt that rush of excitement, and finally, as Frei emerged from the dust and danger filled the surroundings⁠— as Frei prepared her swing, as the man shielded himself, as the environment was rent⁠—

Amber couldn’t contain herself anymore.

The entire valley was cut in half with a flash of darkness, the man went flying with a splatter of blood and Amber finally made her decision. She replaced General Weapon Mastery with one of her new skills, the one that would allow her to get into battle the soonest.

[New Core Skill! You have learned ⁠Cursed Creation 4th Rank — level 2. 

You’ve grown at utilizing curses in your day to day. And now your mastery over curses has reached a new peak, allowing you to project them to the world, giving them solid shapes. Now, these are incredibly durable and last for a long time.

2nd Rank ⁠— Curses can now be more tightly packed in the same area, by about 1.5 times. 

3rd Rank ⁠— For the first hour, the curses within the construct will replenish themselves automatically. 

4th Rank ⁠— Constructs can be detonated, unleashing all their stored curses at once] 

Amber smiled and made a needle that looked as if it was made out of darkness, and much to the horror of her companions she stabbed it into herself. The effect was barely noticeable, but Recovery of Curses began to absorb it. 

With a smile, Amber began to make more needles, stabbing them into various points on her body, slowly erasing the light-headedness she was feeling from the venom. And she couldn’t wait to join the battle. 

She grinned as she saw Frei pummeling the guy once more. She wasn’t suicidal, but she most definitely wanted to experience the intensity of the battle even if she didn’t directly tank any hits. After all, she had gotten a whole advancement for her Essence that she wanted to try out. 

* * * 

Anael had always been a pious man. He had stuck with his vows to the First primordial all his life, and had dutifully followed the guidance he had been given all his life. He wholeheartedly believed in eradicating all the curses in the world. It was a twisted power born from demons, one that had greatly changed Vir in its entirety. Demons had shown man their power, and some had been granted their blessing to fight the supernatural. 

Those were known as Cursebearers, and they were the top priority of the Saints of Truth. While curses had become more acceptable in the past thousands of years, it still didn’t change the fact that they had once been universally shunned. It wasn’t until a particularly bright Cursebearer used their powers for good that the opinion had shifted, but the saints knew better. 

They understood that even if the power was used for good, it was still rooted in evil; a malicious thing that was related to the demons. And so, for thousands of years, they had dutifully stuck to their mission. Anael did so too. 

So when an elven girl came for their help, he had immediately tried to kill her because she had been touched by the devil. She had once been a girl full of hope, a mercenary that wished to become a scholar of magic in the underexplored school of darkness magic. And if it hadn’t been for the fact that she was stained, the church might have offered her opportunities. 

But Anael stood by his actions, it didn’t take many years for rumors of a scythe wielding mage to appear. One who used darkness magic. But even then, all this time, he had believed himself to be above her, for he was the law. He had been wrong, because the girl that he had tried to kill had become a⁠— 

His eyes widened at the incoming attack⁠— Monster. 

The ground shattered and magma from beneath the surface began to spill, melting the surroundings. He couldn’t believe it. In just a few decades she had grown enough to surpass him, and even though her powers behaved like the things he stood against, they were very clearly not curses.

“You…” Anael grunted, bleeding as he looked at the approaching elf. “This is impossible, you must’ve made a contract with the First Devil himself.”

“Ha, you’re funny.” And she punched him in the face.

He went into the rock behind him, his head reeling with pain as the world blurred around him. For a moment even his thoughts were lost, unsure of what they even were, but it didn’t take  Anael more than a second to recover. He pulled out and glared at the peach fuzz haired elf.

“You cast away your pride as a mage for power.”

The woman frowned and headbutted him, sending him back into the rocks. In the end, even if she was seemingly stronger, he had yet to go all out. Anael pulled himself out of the rock and shouted.

“Was it worth it? Temporary power you can’t be proud of⁠—”

The wind was knocked out of him as he was sent further into the small mountain he was being pummeled into. Rubble slid off, causing an avalanche and magma to explode, bubbling out in the distance and permanently shifting this battleground. But he didn’t care.

“You are pathetic, I will show you⁠—”

She kicked him, his ribs breaking and yet he continued.

“The true law!”

The elf went for another hit, and a bright yellow light burst from his body, blasting the woman far away. His muscles were immediately filled with power as they felt like tearing from the strain. His attributes had quintupled; that coupled with all his other enhancements truly made him a beast.

It was the power that the System had bestowed onto him for his piety to his mission of eradicating demons and all Cursebearers alike. One that greatly decreased his lifespan for the ability to punish those that violated the holy laws of life. And now, it was time to put a stop to the calamity that was waiting to happen.

“Enock and Shirei, take care of the berserker woman⁠— she is trouble.”

He received sounds of affirmation while he nodded, then he chased after the elven woman. Arriving before her in a split second.

She blocked with a scythe of darkness, her feet digging into the ground. And he couldn’t help but chuckle at her gritted teeth.

“Your master won’t be around for much longer,” he hissed. “And you won’t be able to protect her.”

“I ain’t concerned, pal,” she said simply, masking her helplessness.

It was hilarious to Anael, he had seen many twisted people in the past but no one was like the Dark Reaper, this woman was… so full of herself that she was blinded by the absolute truth. He smiled and kicked⁠— the woman grunted and her ribs snapped as she was sent sliding across the ground, the rock walls stopping her.

Molten rock filled the surroundings and even the ground they were standing on, but even as the two burned they didn’t care. It was something funny to Anael, no mage should be able to fight in these circumstances, but this woman was different⁠— and that was because she was twisted. Her powers were similar to curses, and that’s why he had to put a stop to her at once. Such things were wrong.

He grinned, forcing her to block another hit as she received the same treatment he did⁠— being pummeled deep into the mountain wall, causing another avalanche. He followed up, his two hands balled into two fists, and he slammed down. The ground exploded and she was almost buried, but she just flashed him a smile.

“Ya really think ya got me, eh? Funny.”

She said that and yet didn’t do anything, seemingly just defending. Something that Anael found laughable. It was a pathetic thing, perhaps a coping mechanism that she used in order to not despair; at the end of the day he didn’t care.

“Oh yea, did I mention that that other elf is really interesting?” she asked, half laughing as she coughed up blood.

Anael grinned. “I don’t care.”

He stomped down, snapping the scythe of darkness in half and breaking multiple bones of the woman.

He didn’t care about the puny companions she had, they probably were heathens and disgusting beings too. The fact that she was saying this just proved she was beyond delusional; after all, what could such a weak elf even do⁠—

And a loud bang resounded behind him with a shriek of pain.

Anael snapped his head in the direction only to see Enock, the mage, pinned to the wall with a golden arrow inside his chest. And he was screaming in pain⁠— A curse? No⁠— what the fuck is that? His eyes widened, not understanding what kind of energy he was seeing, it wasn’t twisted; in fact it was holy to his eyes, and yet it had condemned his subordinate.

Why?

“Oh, hey you may want to block that for your subordinate,” she said.

“What?!”

He turned to slap the elven bitch but paused as danger filled the surroundings, and his eyes fixated on a blue thing in the distance. No⁠— on the berserker. She was charging an arrow of blue fire that was shining brightly; something that told him it was an attack worth paying attention to, and it was aimed at Enock.

“Shirei!”

He screamed and then the healer went flying, slamming into the wall next to Enock with another golden arrow, giving him pause.

“No⁠—”

The blue arrow was fired.

In an instant, it hit, consuming everything in a blue inferno, engulfing his two subordinates.

* * *

I seriously underestimated Asil’s capabilities with Essence… Amber gulped, recalling the sight as she lowered her bow.

The mage came charging and he was blasted by an invisible force, before he borrowed the bow of flames and nailed the man to the wall in the distance. It happened so easily; so stupidly simply that it was hard to believe. And the healer also suffered the same fate. The two of them were handled as if they were ragdolls, as if they were insignificant.

“Blast them, I ran out.”

That was all he needed to say for Amber to understand that Asil wasn’t even close to his peak, and yet he had been able to trash two level 200+ individuals in mere seconds. Of course, Amber didn’t spend her time admiring him, but rather charging the Primordial Blazing Bolt and unleashing it towards the two people.

Amber watched the blue pillar of blazing flames in the distance, satisfied with herself. The attack had once more grown much stronger, though this time it nearly left her completely out of Essence. Not even a second later, a notification came.

[You have defeated a [Lightblessed Mage. Lvl. 244].]

For defeating an enemy 60 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

Just like that he had died. All thanks to Asil’s enormous contribution this time around, however the healer notification hadn’t come. Finally, after some pondering Amber shrugged.

“Well whatever, time to join the battle.”

She rushed to help Frei, even if it was just a pretense to experience the intensity of it all.

After all, she had to feel those heights in order to properly reach them.

* * *

Anael screamed.

His subordinates died in an instant. How? Why? What kind of bullshit was that? No⁠— he deep down knew. It was the same thing with the exiled emperor⁠— the same kind of heaven-defying power. It was something that was bound to throw the world upside down. Yet, seeing it happen before his very eyes angered him to no end.

He gritted his teeth, cracking them as he felt nauseous from the sheer anger he was feeling. He completely ignored whatever stupid thing the elf said, and he teleported.

The berserker’s eyes widened and he swung⁠—

She blocked and was sent flying across the valley, hitting a wall with a loud bang. He chased, intending to kill her , but when he found her she was smiling, bleeding all over from the impact. A stark contrast to her previous appearance. And one that urged him on, knowing he needed just one more hit to kill her.

To kill that pest!

“Die!”

She regenerated in a fraction of a second and took another hit, the mountain exploded as blood splattered. And to his surprise⁠— she was still alive. He shouted before stomping the ground, sending all of the rubble flying away to get a clear line of sight. The berserker was twisted and mangled, barely hanging onto her life.

Now⁠—

Anael lunged and the berserker was pulled out of the way by the elf.

“Yeah, can’t let ya do that⁠—”

In a blink she disappeared along with his target. He screamed and pushed his senses to the limit, and he found the person he was looking for⁠—

Using his teleport he appeared, already punching as the woman blocked, sliding deeper into the valley. And he screamed in frustration, unable to sense the berserker anywhere.

“Why do you hide her? Are you afraid?”

The woman laughed. “Me?”

His anger toppled and he jumped towards her, but he missed, causing an explosion of magma from the ground.

“Afraid?” she asked, in a whisper.

He swiped to kill her but missed, her presence vanishing.

“Afraid of what?” her voice barely reached him.

Anael slammed the ground once more, causing a volcano-like eruption as he became unable to sense the woman.

“And why?” her voice boomed, and the day became night.

Anael shivered as he craned his head to look up, her finger lifted into the air as the sky itself pulsed with white symbols of magic.

“I’m done playing warrior,” she said coldly. “I’m done playing your games.”

He gritted his teeth as he tried to rush towards her, but no matter how he tried his body didn’t respond, almost as if an infinite weight was being pressed down on him. All he could do was watch. Watch as she spoke, the white symbols in the sky growing by the moment.

“Observe.” The sky began to crack. “The heights of darkness magic.”

She began to lower her finger as the cracks multiplied, shining whiter.

“Fallen⁠—”

Anael’s eyes widened, feeling the change in the atmosphere. It was a self-made magic skill, it was the pride of any mage and this one had… he had felt something like this before… and it had… it really had…

Crossed the level 400 barrier.

“Star.”

At that moment, everything within the vicinity ceased to exist, leaving nothing but a void behind. All of the matter within the area was wiped⁠ from existence and only an abyss remained. The world had been changed, and then, the missing air was replenished and an implosion shook the now desolate land.

Half of the valley was deleted from the map just like that, leaving nothing but a deep black crater.


Chapter 11.

What happened?

Amber couldn’t remember, one moment she was blocking and the other there was just⁠— blank. The enemy warrior of the Saints of Truth had been overwhelming; her strength being completely insignificant in comparison to his. It was such a large rift that she found it almost unfathomable, but it made sense.

With someone at Frei’s level, it only made sense. And it only went to illustrate just how strong the elven companion she had made was ⁠— even if she wasn’t entirely trustworthy ⁠— it was a ridiculous thing. And there was also the fact that she probably wasn’t even close to the level of a god.

It was truly a ridiculous notion, and yet that’s what had happened.

Amber groaned, finally recovering full control of her body as her eyes fluttered open. And the first thing she saw was blue.

She blinked, seeing the clouds, and she was… falling. She twisted in the air as she saw a large dome of darkness with fractures all over, one that seemed inoffensive, and when it cracked.

The world below was…

Erased. Deleted out of existence.

[You have defeated a [Lightblessed Healer. Lvl. 233].]

For defeating an enemy 50 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have defeated a [Lightblessed Brawler. Lvl. 334].]

For defeating an enemy 150 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

Amber’s eyes widened as she saw a gaping abyss below her, and she was speechless. Her brain tried to process what was happening, and… she couldn’t.

What the fuck did that…?

Amber stared at the gaping hole, she ignored the notifications given the fact that she got surprisingly little experience from them. Moreover, that attack had killed the level 334 Lightblessed Brawler in a single blink. It was an attack that would have extinguished her existence in a single hit⁠; leaving nothing remaining of her.

That thought was… chilling for her.

What could have done that? And how did it happen? Amber couldn’t⁠— she was nervous, nervous and afraid of whatever had done it. What if it came after her too? For a moment, she felt panic, her instincts urging her to run as far as humanly possible. But it didn’t last long, because she was embraced.

Amber paused being princess carried by Frei the elf who looked⁠— tired. Eyebags and deadly pale, her hair disheveled.

“You okay over there, princess?” Frei asked, jokingly.

“Are you okay?” Amber asked, concerned. “Did the thing that… did that hit you too?”

The elven woman let out a tired chuckle. “I’d never attack myself, I ain’t that dumb.”

Hearing her words, Amber couldn’t help but blink from the implications of that. Her eyes widening.

“Are level 300s that strong?”

No, that didn’t make sense. If they were, why hadn’t the warrior used such a strong attack to kill Frei? It didn’t make sense to Amber. But if it was a class thing, or a Legacy Branch thing, did that mean she too would be able to do that at Frei’s level?

“Ha. No. I’m just that impressive.” She grinned. “Ya wanna know about it?”

“A bit…” Amber admitted.

Frei nodded. “It’s a self-made skill, and it’s my pride as a mage. As for its strength; it rivals the strength of a very serious level 400 attack.”

What?

“Don’t look at me like that, your fire thingy is fucking terrifying for your level,” she spat.

Amber couldn’t help but show her astonishment. “But that’s… you… erased that⁠— erased everything…”

And at that, the elf shrugged. “It wasn’t without a cost.”

“What does that even mean?”

“You’ll see.”

And just like that, their conversation ended. They were flying in the air, and Amber finally turned to look at the surroundings and saw the ground fast approaching. Then, they landed with a cloud of billowing dust, and Amber spotted her companions in the distance.

Frei nodded.

“Alright, so…” She extended her hand. “Here is the carriage.”

As she mentioned, the carriage they had been using appeared. Amber blinked at the suddenness of what Frei was doing, but she continued.

“Amber, I trust ya a bit.”

“Huh?” She raised her brow, but Frei continued.

“And so I trust ya won’t kill me while my body shuts down for a bit.”

“Wait⁠ wha⁠—”

And before true confusion could even settle in Amber’s brain, Frei… collapsed. She hit the ground like a sack of rocks with a peaceful expression, making Amber pause.

Is this what she meant with: It wasn’t without a cost?

Needless to say she was stunned. Not long after, Asil and Cecile arrived at her side via teleportation. Cecile was looking at the missing environment with trembling eyes, whereas Asil was looking at Frei with a complicated expression. And Amber, didn’t exactly know what to do from how weird the situation suddenly was.

But soon enough she made a decision.

“Shall we return then?”

Cecile paused. “Are you serious? Your⁠ companion just did that!” She pointed at the gaping abyss.

“I know, but what am I supposed to do?” Amber said, second-guessing herself.

The merchant grimaced. “I don’t know… now she’s passed out too…”

“We should find the coachman and the horses first,” Asil helpfully suggested.

Amber nodded, and then began to look around, and then she had an epiphany⁠— Can’t I just enhance Blood Sense with Aspect of Crimson? It was the Essence skill that directly linked her Essence with her Legacy Branch, and she had gotten it during her level 150 advancement.

She immediately put that to work and to her surprise, she sensed them⁠— well she sensed their blood. They were on the other side of the valley (thankfully). Amber quickly pointed her companions in the general direction, which surprised them, but after explaining it a bit, they decided to go⁠— and Amber paused.

She paused looking at Frei, who was still on the ground. It was probably safe to leave her there but…

I trust ya won’t kill me while my body shuts down for a bit.

Amber sighed, giving a piggyback ride to the incredibly light elf.

* * *

Calming down the coachman and the horses hadn’t been an easy task, but with Cecile’s help and some bribes in the form of food and money, it all worked out. And now, they were inside Frei’s carriage, riding in silence as a tense and awkward atmosphere permeated the cabin. Frei was still passed out, seated awkwardly like a corpse because there was no other way to accommodate her without making her fall in some way.

“Hm, we should try to wake her up, I think,” Amber said after giving it some thought.

“So are we just going to pretend this…” Cecile struggled to find the words as she gestured at Frei. “Person, didn’t just destroy the valley?”

“She did, and I was honestly terrified, but at the same time I’m not sure what to do,” Amber shrugged.

Asil nodded. “She is an incredibly strong mage, and she has a title too. Frei, The Dark Reaper. Not what I expected.”

Amber agreed with that and Cecile seemed frustrated.

“We can’t just let her come along! She’s way too strong, she’ll kill us! We should just agree to go our separate ways after she recovers…”

“She could kill us before too,” Amber casually pointed. “Besides, she trusted us to not kill her while she’s in this state.”

“How do we know this is not a trick?” Cecile argued.

Asil raised his brow. “Do you want to try to stab her?”

“I…” the merchant hesitated. “I don’t… I just don’t feel so sure anymore. That’s all.”

“We’re in the same situation as before,” Amber sighed.

“It’s not,” she snapped. “I don’t trust her anymore, that’s the difference.”

“Right.”

She understood where Cecile was coming from. Frei’s strength now felt truly real, whereas before they had just seen glimpses. Small parts of what she was. Yet, Amber didn’t agree with Cecile at all, not after the woman had taken out the members of the Saints of Truth. And essentially saved them. It was nothing short of ungrateful.

“She saved our lives, remember that.”

Her words made the merchant flinch. “Right…”

Cecile probably felt weird, it was an emotional thing that she couldn’t explain, but Frei had saved them. Amber did have some doubt, yet she felt that it came from the fact that she was linked with the Arcane Council, whereas Cecile’s doubt probably had to do with the hostage situation. In Amber’s mind, the Arcane Council was nothing but evil, and the fact that Frei had joined it in the first place made her dubious, but she had to acknowledge the fact that those feelings weren’t entirely rational.

They were just founded on her first truly dangerous experience in this world. In the end, maybe her flaw was not separating Frei from the council. So far, Frei had been nothing but kind and understanding, and she had saved her too. Saved her from the guy that had almost killed her⁠— she hadn’t even been angry either.

Amber frowned. I really am giving her a hard time just over a single fact, huh?

Of course, even after all of this Amber remained slightly cynical. The contract wasn’t fully sealed, and if someone who could grant Frei’s wish came along.

Like the demons…

Then, the likelihood of her betraying them was very much there. Their relationship was transactional in nature after all. Though, Amber didn’t like to think about distrusting Frei, at least not now⁠— for now, she was their savior, and she was going to ensure she had a smooth recovery from whatever it was that she had suffered.

And if nobody came along, then Frei was trustworthy at least for now, though Amber remained a bit skeptical of it all.

Amber began, “She’s giving us no reason to doubt her, and there is no reason for her to betray us for now; no one else can grant her what she wants. Let’s just be rational, she just saved us after all.”

“I concur,” Asil agreed.

Cecile nodded slowly.

With that, the whole topic of distrusting Frei was hopefully buried. And with that, she turned to the merchant.

“Can I use some potions to try to wake Frei up?”

Cecile paused. “Sure…”

Amber received three High Quality health potions, which she administered to the elf, but surprisingly, they didn’t do anything. Even the curse was⁠— wiped by her own body, Amber had no bearing on it.

“They had no effect,” Asil said.

Cecile frowned. “That’s odd.”

Amber was kind of lost too. It kind of felt like their duty to try to help Frei, but at the same time⁠ if potions didn’t work then she was kind of stumped given she couldn’t even sense any curses on her. Wasn’t she supposed to be cursed too?

“I’ll try to help her,” Asil said, extending his hand towards Amber, and touching Frei’s leg with his other. “Can I borrow some of your…?”

“Yeah.” Amber nodded.

A moment later, the elf shone and Frei did too, but Asil frowned and let go of her.

“She has no mana whatsoever, and that’s the only thing that’s wrong with her,” he said. “I can’t replenish it either.”

“So mana potions it is then?” Amber asked.

Cecile sighed. “You’ll have to pay me back.”

And with that, they tried to wake Frei up.

* * *

Hours passed, and they were unsuccessful. In the end, it was concluded that the only thing that could be done was to let Frei rest. The town was well in sight, which made Amber feel some level of relief⁠— she could rest now at least⁠— everyone was happy too. That was until a loud blaring horn went off, and the carriage came to a stop, the horses suddenly neighing from distress.

Amber had to stop Frei from falling ⁠— given she was still unconscious ⁠— and frowned.

“What now?”

The coachman opened a window to the cabin, breaking whatever soundproof enchantments the carriage had as marching resounded.

“Miss, the local lord is here,” he said, troubled. “And he has a large entourage with him, you should vacate the carriage now.”

And hearing that, everyone blinked. What?

“Are we being arrested?” Amber asked.

“I don’t know, but please don’t make this any harder for me, Miss.”

“Right…”

Everyone shared some gazes, before finally her companions turned to her expectantly. She was a duchess after all. Something that made her sigh. Amber shook her head and quickly got out of the carriage to deal with whatever was happening, slowly approaching the entourage of knights that split to give way to the lord⁠—all of them were mounted on horses.

The armored lord looked at her with a frown.

“Duchess Amber, I heard you left town with my mercenary, please explain to me what happened after.” the lord said.

“Uh, what do you mean?”

“Frei was hired to deal with a monster plaguing the land, and now the sky⁠ in the horizon became dark briefly.”

“Right.”

“Our scrying mages said the valley in that area no longer exists,” he said grimacing. “We wish to know what happened while you were out, especially because you were in the area according to reports.”

“Oh.” Amber finally connected the dots.

The attack was noticed dozens of kilometers away… Once more, a chill went down her spine. The scale of its might was… terrifying in a way.

“Did another monster of the same caliber engage in battle?” he asked, troubled. “No⁠— you people were going too slow, which means⁠ another mercenary must’ve⁠—”

Amber shook her head. “Frei fought the monster and killed it.”

The lord blinked, his eyes going wide as he processed the statement, before he became confused.

“But the valley was destroyed…”

“The chimera put everything into its attack, and Frei dodged it and won,” she said, lying as easily as she was breathing.

The lord smiled. “So, she finally fulfilled her duty…”

At that, Amber nodded.

“What’s her condition? Is she unscathed?” he asked, curious.

“She overexerted herself and fainted. Despite our attempts to heal her, she hasn't regained consciousness.”

Hearing her the lord paused.

“Wait, her life is in danger?! Why didn’t you say so sooner!”

The lord admonished her before rushing forward.

“She’s the hero of this city, I can’t let her die!”

Amber watched as the lord rode past her and to the carriage, calling for all the knights after him. They went past her, and following that, orders were barked. Then he entered the carriage. All while she was made to stare, slowly processing the implications of everything.

“Wait, what do you think you’re doing?” Asil’s voice resounded.

“Treating the hero of this city,” the lord argued.

There were some more exchanges that Amber failed to hear, but moments later Frei was taken out of the carriage by a burly knight, carrying her gently. Amber blinked as Frei was taken away by half of the knights, riding in a hurry.

Then, the lord finally came back.

“Thank you for bringing her to us.” He bowed. “I’m sorry for my rudeness. I’m just grateful for all the work she’s been doing in the past few months.”

“Past few months?” Amber asked, confused.

“Indeed, Frei had been researching for a way to kill the chimera for some time, helping us with learning more about curses while at it.” He nodded. “I hope that helps explain my rudeness now.”

“Right, it’s fine.” Amber didn’t care all that much. “You took her to get her aid?”

“Indeed, she looks bad.”

“From the way she spoke, I think she would’ve been fine. All she did was exert herself too much.” Amber said, dubiously. “And she didn’t react to our help so it may be that she just needs rest.”

The lord suppressed a scoff. “I’m aware of her friendship with you, Duchess, so perhaps she said that to not worry you, and maybe there is truth to it, but it is better for her to be treated. You can’t compare potions with the power of Healers.”

“Right.”

So she made friends with the lord?

“Duchess, you and your friends are free to come along with me to the manor and stay there, if you’re worried about her too,” he said, stroking his beard. “It is the least I could do after my behavior.”

“Right, I’ll take you up on it.”

And at that, the lord smiled in relief.

* * *

Back at the manor everyone was given individual rooms, and Frei was treated by three Healers, their levels being 96, 101, and 105 respectively. Apparently they were the best the city had to offer, but Frei wasn’t showing signs of improving so far, though the lord refused to listen to reason.

Eventually however, he gave up and Frei was left to rest, and Amber decided to stick around. Just in case anything happened. And eventually, she found herself staring at the unconscious elf, and she felt conflicted. She trusted Frei, but something in her mind told her not to, and she couldn’t quite tell if the whole Arcane Council thing was the reason, or if it was something else.

Perhaps she wouldn’t get answers about that any time soon. A sigh left Amber, and Asil entered the room. Soon, he set a privacy spell and sat beside her.

“We have to talk.”

“What about?” Amber raised her brow.

“About Frei.”

Amber frowned. “What about her?”

“Cecile doesn’t trust her,” he said.

“I know that.”

“Do you know why exactly?” He raised his brow.

“No,” Amber answered truthfully.

“To put it simply; she has no control over her safety. Before, she could surround herself with powerful people, or felt like she had some control over the situations she experienced. But that is gone with Frei around.”

He took a breath.

“She depends on us to keep her alive, but now she knows that Frei can kill us in a snap, she no longer feels safe. She is a normal person after all. The fact that she was taken hostage before our eyes greatly unsettled her, and this just kind of sealed the deal on her feeling helpless in the presence of Frei,” he said.

“Right… that… makes sense,” Amber could see that.

“And as for my side, I felt like I could’ve very easily become collateral damage to that attack⁠—”

Frei groaned. The two paused, and she fractionally raised her head before smiling at them.

“What, devil got your tongue?”

Amber blinked. “Are you okay?”

She scoffed, slowly sitting upright. “Of course not, but I’m tired of hearing how y’all want to kick me out over being too powerful. So I just decided to wake up, because I could tell it was about to go to shit.”

“You can hear?” Asil’s eyes widened.

“Loud and clear, though it is true Cecile could’ve stabbed me and even if I woke up I wouldn’t have been able to do anything,” she said simply, shrugging.

“Right,” he seemed at a loss for words, and Amber was too.

“Anyway, I can tell that you,” she pointed at Amber, “Somewhat trust me but feel conflicted. And you.” He pointed at Asil. “You only trust me because of Amber, but you stopped because your merchant girlfriend drives a hard bargain.”

He frowned. “She isn’t my⁠—”

“It doesn’t matter, I just know you like her, I listened to your conversation with her too,” she said simply. “I can listen to anyone whose shadow I imprinted, and I know your plans if this doesn’t bode well.”

Asil’s frown twisted as he clenched his fists in anger. “You—”

“Ah ah ah, wait.” She raised her hand with a finger. “I’m getting to something important, so listen to what I am about to say first.”

Frei turned to Amber, smiling simply.

“Look, I don’t want ya to lose friends over me, because I’m the big bad villain here, and like I said, I really only care about one thing. I’m like a homeless dog really, and even though I have my pride I can tell it caused ya trouble.”

What is she saying? Frei grinned, and then finally turned to the very annoyed Asil.

“Which is why, I will agree to what ya came here for elf.”

“You mean…” His frown deepened.

She grinned.

“I will agree to a binding contract with ya as well. Can’t make my master choose between ya and me after all.”


Chapter 12.

Amber paused, and so did Asil but only for a moment before he scoffed and stood up.

“I’ll go get Cecile then.”

With those words, he exited the room, but Amber was staring at the smiling mage in front of her. Frei, the elf she had recently met, and the member of the Arcane Council she had initially tried to escape. She was young-looking, no older than early twenties, her features were sculpted and her hair was white, gradually becoming more orange to the tips. Her eyes were silver like the moon, and they were filled with sincerity. Then the elf laughed.

“You’ve been starin’ at me. What? Did I charm ya or something?” she grinned, before flicking her hair off her face. “Well, I’m quite a looker after all.”

Amber blinked. “Are you serious?”

And Frei blinked as well. “Never really been interested in girls but⁠—”

“I don’t mean that,” Amber sighed. “I mean: are you serious with accepting a contract with Asil too?”

The elf in response chuckled. “I know you meant that I was just fucking with you.” She took a breath. “Yes, I’m serious, Amber.”

With that, Frei looked down to the ground, she was trembling lightly though it wasn’t from fear or anything, it was just from her condition⁠— at least from what Amber could tell. After some silence, Frei began.

“I mean, I don’t wanna have to serve anyone but ya, you’re the only one that will grant me what I’m looking for, so there is a loyalty aspect to it,” she said. “I may be scum, but I don’t wanna be disloyal. That’s why I vehemently refused before, but at the same time if my loyalty troubles ya then…”

Frei pondered before laughing to herself.

“Well it’s a bit silly, but wouldn’t it be just as loyal to agree to servitude to someone else if it helps you? At least, that’s how I see it now. I’ve been thinking, ya know?”

“Right…” That made sense to Amber. “Is going to… the other realm the only thing you want?”

“Maybe, maybe not.” Frei pursed her lips. “It’s kinda hard to know what I want when I never really expressed desire in anything else.”

“So you’re… fully serious about devoting yourself to me.”

Frei raised her head and tilted it. “That’s what I’ve been trying to do, isn’t it?”

“Right it is…”

Amber stared at the elf, at this point, she trusted the woman completely. Though the idea of her only wanting to go to Ill’hine was incredibly bizarre to her. But at this point she had just kind of accepted it. Perhaps Frei had other desires, like getting stronger, or researching magic, or even having kids⁠— but so long as she reached Ill’hine, she probably could get all of them, so maybe that’s why it was her only focus.

“Fine, I trust you, Frei.”

“I know,” she said simply. “I realized it the moment I agreed to do another contract.” Frei pondered, a hand on her chin. “Your expression was quite the sight to see.”

Amber raised her brow. “Was it?”

“Yep,” she chirped.

At that, there was silence, Amber no longer felt as if she was talking to someone she had to be wary of; just someone she could potentially befriend. It was a nice feeling, all things considered. Though, she still had some things to think about.

“How long will you be…”

“Fucked up?” Frei raised her brow. “Well if ya help me by letting me drain ya, maybe a week, and if I pass out completely maybe a few days. But if I stay awake a month or so.”

“Drain me?”

“Yeah like, take your life force,” she said simply before blinking and raising her hands defensively. “Ah, don’t worry it doesn’t decrease your lifespan, just think about your energy decreasing temporarily or something.”

Amber paused. “Are you a vampire?”

“What’s that?” Frei paused.

She shook her head. “I’ll consider helping you.”

Frei nodded and then the conversation died down again. It wasn’t awkward, it just felt weird. Before their relationship mostly consisted of Frei trying to be cocky and her pulling the elf down when needed, now it sort of felt like they were equals? Amber wasn’t all that sure, but in retrospect, it was the first time it happened.

Though, before any further conversation could be made the door was opened, and Frei raised her head and regarded the new arrivals.

“Well if it ain’t the lovebirds?”

Cecile frowned as if staring at trash. “Can I just kill her?”

Frei laughed and Asil scoffed before setting another spell in the room. After that, Cecile took a seat next to Amber, though she looked kinda awkward while doing so, while Asil just stood in front of Frei.

“You can’t back down now.”

She sighed. “I get it, let’s just get it over, old man.”

He grunted before continuing. “Do you remember the terms Amber set out for you?”

“Yep.” Frei nodded before turning to Amber. “Can I tell him the details of the contract?”

Amber nodded. “Sure.”

Frei turned back to Asil before coughing and turning serious. “In exchange for helping me leave the Arcane Council and being taken to the land of the stars, I will offer my strength when she requests it. Information about things pertaining to her, including friends, gods, or herself should only be talked about with her.”

She took a breath.

“Amber can grant approval to discuss the information as needed. She also won’t ask me to do things I don’t want to do. So in short: I shouldn’t act against her interests and also shouldn’t harm those that are close to her. I swore upon this with my life.”

“Hm, a very comprehensive contract.” Asil nodded.

Then after pondering, he looked back and turned to Cecile.

“If this contract was working fully properly would you feel safe?”

Cecile frowned thinking. “Does it mean that if she harms us it could cost her her life?”

“Considering that’s what Amber intended, yes,” Asil said. “It is in her best interest we are safe, so acting against her interest is betraying the contract.”

The merchant nodded. “Then… yes, I think if it was working properly I’d feel… comfortable.”

“Y’know you can just make a new one right?” Frei asked, confused.

Asil seemingly ignored her comment, and turned to Amber.

“Could I borrow your…?”

“Not like I can say no,” Amber sighed and stood up, offering her hand.

Asil grabbed it before turning to Frei and proffering his hand. Frei in return smiled and grabbed it, and Amber felt a tug on her Essence; a strong one.

“Frei Lasrel, do you agree to abide by Amber's contract? The cost of breaking it is your life.”

She blinked. “I already agreed to that, didn’t I?”

Asil frowned. “Do you agree or not?”

She stared back confused, before she finally caught up on what Asil was trying to do, and her smile deepened to a more sincere one.

“Indeed, I agree to protect Amber and I, Frei Lasren, acknowledge her as my master, her wishes are my commands, her best interests are my guidance and compass.” She closed her eyes. “In life or death, I shall be her blade and shield⁠—”

At that moment, an explosion of light happened and Amber felt all her Essence poof from existence as her Essence informed her of something.

You’ve made an Essence Pact with Frei Lasren.

Huh. 

“That’s enough,” Asil said, shaking his hand. “No need to be so dramatic when agreeing.”

Frei scoffed. “I meant it. Well, I did make it sound like that on purpose but I mean my words. I ain’t a lying skank.”

Asil sighed ignoring her before turning to the merchant.

“It’s been done.”

“Just like that?” Cecile raised her brow.

“Just like that,” he affirmed.

“So she can’t take me hostage anymore…?” she asked hesitantly.

“She cannot.”

The two entered a dialogue of reassurance that made Amber slightly uncomfortable, their closeness wasn’t something she had experienced before. Frei however, was eating it up with a wide grin.

“By the way, didn’t you listen to their conversation?” Amber asked.

Frei blinked. “I stopped doing that when I pissed him off; by the way do ya want me to listen to your conversations or would you rather⁠—”

“Don’t,” Amber said flatly.

“Alright.” She tilted her head. ”Out of curiosity, couldn’t ya have made the contract again with me?”

Amber shook her head. “The reason mine was incomplete is because I wasn’t strong enough, Asil has enough strength even if he’s… well it’s complicated.”

“Huh, I see,” she looked at the elf and merchant before turning back to Amber. “Well, glad we got that out of the way.”

Amber nodded.

“And so, I’m going to pass out again, because forcing myself to be conscious blows,” she said dismissively.

“Wait,” Amber called as Frei laid back down.

“What is it?” Frei raised her brow.

“Will you be okay? What’s even happening to your body?”

Frei smiled. “I’ll be fine, I’m just in a state of ‘mana debt’ that is being paid off whenever I regenerate mana. Once that debt is cleared I’ll be back to normal.”

“Mana debt…?” Amber was confused.

“Something related to my class and to the principles of magic, I’ll tell ya about it later.” She grinned before closing her eyes, getting comfortable on the bed once more. “By the way, don’t kill me while I’m out. I trust ya.”

“I won’t.” Amber said.

Frei didn’t reply again, evidently losing consciousness once more. Asil and Cecile were still discussing whatever they were discussing ⁠— Amber had completely tuned out their conversation at this point ⁠— and she just stared at the elf. Meeting Frei had to be the most strange experience she had had since coming to Vir; or well one of the most.

But she didn’t mind it too much.

Amber smiled, and that was when Cecile approached her.

“You know, I’m sorry for doubting Frei, I’ll still say that trusting a magical contract feels weird and I have a lot of reservations, but…” She took a breath before looking at Frei. “It’s obvious to me now that she’s serious about what she wants to do.”

She turned back to Amber.

“I’m sorry for placing you in this position.”

“It’s fine,” Amber said. “Asil explained your feelings well enough, sorry for risking your life.”

“Right…”

Amber shook her head. “You should rest, Frei will be traveling with us from now on, at least until we get rid of her contract with the council.”

Cecile slowly nodded and murmured a ‘thank you’ before heading out, Asil followed after her, but also nodded at Amber in acknowledgement.

“I’ll contact my family to see if they can help Frei, thank you for everything so far Amber.”

Amber smiled a bit and then, she was once more alone in the room with Frei. And a sigh left her, she hadn’t expected that Frei showing off could’ve caused such a chain reaction from her companions, but she was glad that it was resolved; because now, she fully trusted Frei, and her friends did too.

Never really expressed desire in anything else… Amber looked at Frei. I can kinda relate to that…

She was quite curious to see how that played out, but for now, it was better for her to rest. Tomorrow, she’d ask Asil to teach her how to meditate; she had to grow stronger with Essence after all. Then, they would depart to the elven forest once more. To search for answers about Ishtar, about Frei related things, and also for her to learn about magic given it was beneficial for her Essence.

Amber was quite excited. She lay on the bed she had been sitting on and stared at the ceiling.

She had grown quite a lot already.

[You have reached level 182. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

[You have reached level 183. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She hadn’t gained much experience from the other members of the saints, but it made sense considering Frei had annihilated them. Besides, they had delivered themselves to her doorstep, so she couldn’t complain about experience gains.

Amber closed her eyes.

Besides, I’m getting close to my level 200 advancement too, and my core just keeps on getting stronger.

I can’t wait to go to Ill’hine… She smiled to herself. Maybe I should prepare the knitting needles to surprise Ax’thra already…

And she fell asleep. In the end, Vir had offered her the life she didn’t know she needed, and it only kept getting better.

* * *

The next day, Amber awoke to Healers trying to tend to Frei, but they were having no success again. And for good reason, Frei was well, paying off a mana debt or something. For the most part, it was mostly peaceful but Amber did make sure to ask Asil for his time in order to learn how to meditate, which seemed to irritate him slightly. But he still did his best.

They were sitting in the backyard of the lord, or rather she was right under a tree. Amber had her eyes closed.

“Do you sense it? The Essence in the air?”

“Not… particularly.”

To her, it didn’t feel any different than standing up or doing anything else in particular, whether she was trying to focus or not it didn’t seem to make a difference to her.

“Remember what I taught you about breathing,” he reminded her.

Amber paused, remembering, and then tried to soak in the moment of each of her breaths, and perhaps it was because she was seated on the stupid lotus position, but it seemed to actually make a difference. For just a brief second, she managed to sense the Essence in the air, and seemingly⁠— it was more concentrated by the tree more than anywhere else.

Amber blinked, looking over at Asil. “Does this mean that if I take a tree with me to sit by whenever I can just meditate at good efficiency…?”

He paused, speechless. “Why would you even think about that…”

“Well I mean, it’s more efficient, that way?” Amber raised her brow. “Like, if I pack up my high-concentration Essence spot, then I can just use it whenever.”

“That’s… you know that Essence comes from life, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So you’re telling me you want to mess with life itself for your own benefit?” he asked incredulously.

And Amber smiled. “Yep.”

“Unbelievable…” he almost facepalmed.

Amber shrugged and closed her eyes once more, trying to focus on her Essence again. She didn’t care if Asil judged her ways for being weird. But it was something to consider. Finally, after a few seconds of focusing she saw the Essence once more.

“Once I perceive the Essence, what do I do with it?” she asked.

A sigh came. “Pull it towards yourself, just like you move the Essence inside your core. Imagine doing that with the outside world, it is a difficult and arduous task⁠— that is meditating.”

Amber listened though she did not give a reply, instead did as told. She focused on feeling the Essence in her surroundings, and she quickly imagined herself outside of her body. Touching the small shining Essence particles with her hand and pushing them, and to her surprise they moved, but it was also like pushing oil⁠— almost all of it sliding off.

She frowned, and continued to move it all, trying different movements until slowly but surely she began to gather the Essence in her surroundings, slowly feeding her core. But the amount was negligible.

“You’re kind of bad at it, but you got it at least,” he said.

“Do you have any suggestions?” Amber asked, then paused as she realized she had been sweating.

“Imagination is limitless, so long as you can imagine it, you can probably use it to gather the Essence in the air,” he said. “Personally, I imagine myself as a black hole if you know what that is⁠— it took me multiple years to even understand what it was. But because of that my meditation reached a new level.”

“Oh huh, that does sound a bit hard to imagine,” Amber pondered.

“Indeed, but that really is all I can offer you at the moment, once you are more proficient maybe I can even teach you how to meditate while going about your daily life,” he said simply.

Amber paused, before nodding. “That’d be nice.”

“For now, however, I’ll just monitor you for today and give some suggestions.”

Amber agreed with that, and for the following hours, Asil made her try numerous ways to gather the Essence in the air and essentially rated them and gave suggestions to make them more efficient. Turns out that even though she fully understood how a black hole worked, she still couldn’t fathom sucking all the Essence via gravitational pull. Such was the world of imagination, and magic was somewhat similar.

All in all, Amber found it quite interesting and enlightening too.

For the following week, that was what Amber dedicated herself to, slowly gathering the Essence in the surroundings and learning a bit of Essence manipulation with the help of some mages under the lord. Namely getting more used to the element of electricity. Asil seemed to spend most of his time with Cecile, which Amber had no issues with.

And finally on the last day of the week, Frei, the savior of the city, the Dark Reaper, and the member of the Arcane Council finally awoke. Marking it as the last day they would stay in the city of Vaurel before departing to the Sacred Forest once more.

* * *

And on that same day, in the main continent of Kartil, the Saints of Truth finally received news from their scout priests, news that Archbishop Anael and his bishops had been felled in battle. And along with the news, images of the battle site had come; where nothing of them or the land remained. Whether it was the work of the wretched chimera nest, or outside interference couldn’t be determined immediately.

So, a meeting was held, one with the highest authorities available. The Holy Principalities, even though only half of them were present: With the Tenth, the Ninth, Seventh, Fifth, and the Second, being available, it was enough for them to make a decision. The other five Holy Principalities were dealing with various important tasks, from training priests over in the mercenary republic, to gathering information about the End.

“Everything matches with our information about the Dark Reaper, the elf who is a part of the Arcane Council,” one of them said, an old-looking man with a long white beard. He was the Ninth Principality.

“Yet, the Dark Reaper has never displayed the ability to destroy the environment like that. That’s the work of someone that has reached level 400…” another said, a young man with white hair and silver eyes; the Seventh Principality.

“Seventh, our information on her is outdated by a few decades, perhaps she has reached that height already,” the Fifth Principality said, a frail-looking man with glasses. “Irregardless, whether it was her work or not, the question is: Should we continue to research on the Cursebearer Amber, or should we invest our resources into avenging Archbishop Anael.”

His words lingered, unfortunately, their organization had most of its presence in the main continent, so they hadn’t sent more people to Sarliane until Amber had made her legend and Oracle had already tried to make his move. After all, the demon summoning that had happened the year before on the other side of the world had taken most of their attention for a while.

“We should send two archbishops to investigate what happened to Anael,” the Tenth said. “Then, make our decision based on that. We should also prepare to send more forces to the Republic of Mercenaries if necessary. Oracle made a massive mess out of it.”

At that, everyone entered deep thought, and as the minutes passed, they eventually turned to the person who had yet to voice their opinion. The Second Holy Principality, a man with black hair and golden eyes, he seemed young and his eyes held a hint of insanity.

“I think sending a party of two combatant archbishops and a contingent of tracking priests     would be a good idea,” he said calmly. “Then, they can enact revenge on those who wronged Anael; whoever did that is a heretic. The Demon of Genesis situation is handled for now, but it’s better to not have to deal with too many enemies at once.”

The Fifth turned. “Are you sure we should disregard that other woman?”

“She too shall fall, but this takes priority,” the Second said. “We have to take revenge for Anael, otherwise what do we stand for? Our mission is to eradicate the curses, to destroy all heretics in this land; if Anael was felled in battle by one, then it only makes sense we prioritize those that are actively fighting back against us. After that is handled, we can focus on ending the Demon of Genesis for good.”

Following his words, he got hesitant nods as everyone considered his words.

“He is right,” the Tenth said. “It is what we stand for.”

“Indeed…” the Seventh agreed.

The rest also nodded, this time with greater vigor.

“It is settled then,” the Second began. “We shall dispatch a hunting party to execute revenge for our fallen comrade.”

He closed his eyes.

“Let us kill the heathen that crossed us.”

And everyone nodded in unison.


Chapter 13.

“Miss Frei, are you truly sure, you don’t want long-term employment as the guardian of Vaurel?” the lord asked, his expression troubled.

Frei in response smiled. “I’m good, thanks.”

“Are you truly sure? I’m sure King Octavius III would spare no effort to hire you to help the entirety of Cytel given your incredible strength,” he said, pleadingly.

“Yep.” Frei nodded. “I’m going on a trip with my master after all.”

With those words, the elf grinned. Right now they were standing inside the lord’s manor, getting ready to depart for the Sacred Forest. Their departure was mostly meant to be kept secret; if information got around that she was traveling with an Arcane Council member, it could potentially have quite bad consequences. And yet, Frei had effectively just announced it to the world.

The lord blinked, befuddled. “What could the Duchess have possibly given you that the whole kingdom can’t supply?”

Frei paused. “I wasn’t talking about the Duchess.”

“Then who is your master?” the lord was further confused.

“Well, she’s a handsome woman, someone who could do me no wrong, and someone who I’ve chosen to devote my life to,” Frei said carefully.

“Right…”

Amber glared at Frei. What the fuck are you doing? Asil and Cecile also looked a bit mortified at the entire interaction, and for good reason. Frei was spouting a bunch of random nonsense, and gaslighting the lord for no particular reason other than ‘why the fuck not’.

“Do you think I could meet this… person? I’m sure the kingdom can match whatever it is they’re giving you.”

“Ahaha, you’re silly.” She laughed. “A maiden’s heart has only space for one person.”

The lord was flabbergasted, his face went completely blank hearing that, and that’s when Amber finally decided to speak.

“Well, I’m sure you have a few things to discuss with Frei, she is indeed an incredible warrior. So letting her go would be quite the loss,” she said simply. “That said, we cannot wait around any longer, so we will be taking our leave.”

“R-Right, of course.” The lord nodded.

Frei blinked and Amber amiably smiled at her.

“It was nice meeting you Frei, may we meet each other on our travels.”

“Yea…”

With that, they shook hands and her companions also bid their farewell before they walked out, leaving Frei stranded because she had decided to be dumb. Wasting no time, they teleported out of town with Asil’s help. The original plan was to disappear along with Frei, and have her wear a disguise, but for some reason she had insisted on saying goodbye to the lord first. And this was the result.

Alas, high leveled people and their hubris.

The wind rustled their hair, and Cecile actually looked concerned.

“Will she be able to find us?”

“Probably.” Amber shrugged. “Otherwise she can meet us in the forest.”

Asil nodded in agreement, which also gave Cecile pause. In the past week, Frei had gotten along with everyone, except her idea of getting along with Asil was to be annoying, so it only made sense that he agreed with Amber’s assessment. She was quite sure that Frei just enjoyed acting like that to get reactions out of people, but Amber didn’t want to deal with that at all.

“Well, let’s just go get the horses,” Amber said simply. “We shouldn’t be too far now.”

“There is only one more city before we reach the border,” Cecile said. “So, hopefully it won’t be long.”

Asil nodded, “Hopefully.”

* * *

Hours passed as they traveled, by this point Amber had learned how to ride a horse which was useful. Sure, she could go thirty times faster on foot, but she wasn’t in a rush. Before, she had enjoyed the idea of trying to see how fast she could travel, and the idea was still appealing, just not now. Maybe if she was traveling alone it would be a different story. Though, this time, she wasn’t on horse, she was sitting in Cecile’s cart.

They had prepared two horses to pull Frei’s carriage a day before departing, but now they were just being used to pull a merchant’s cart instead. Which Amber didn’t mind one bit.

“Say, Amber,” Cecile called.

“Yeah?”

“Did you ever find out why you got the information so late from the assassin?” she asked casually.

Amber blinked. “I didn’t; I forgot to ask them.”

It was the truth, but she felt kind of dumb. Then again, she had been so busy since she got the news that she didn’t think too much about it. Though, now it was a good time to question Remmel.

“I’ll ask now.”

With that, she took out the initial letter she had received, and Cursewelder to use as a writing surface. It wasn’t the best ⁠— given the engravings across its blade ⁠— but it was good enough. And she quickly began to pen a rather succinct message to her boss.

Why the fuck did you take so long to tell me? What’s going on in the republic of mercenaries? Surely you know something???

⁠— Amber

She hadn’t placed all that much effort in the handwriting but it was good enough. Then, she activated the Ring of the Obsidian Rose and instantly, the letter was consumed by black flames. It was quite the interesting item.

Could you send pictures with it as well? Amber wondered.

“Let’s see what he says,” she shrugged. “Asked him about the Republic of Mercenaries too.”

“Yeah, the lord of Vaurel also had no idea about it either,” Cecile agreed.

With that, they descended into silence, riding along with the wind blowing through their hair. Time continued to tick by until Amber sensed something. Asil paused as well and a moment later⁠— a person teleported on top of the cart, startling Cecile.

Their white cloak fluttered to the wind, a large witch’s hat loomed over them, and their orange locks of hair were barely visible. Her ears were short and unassuming, and her eyes were silver like the moon⁠— it was Frei, the disguised Frei. She also held a long white staff that resembled a tree branch.

“Oh,” she gasped looking at Asil and Amber. “By the stars, my teleportation spell failed and sent me here⁠. Could this be what people call fate—”

“Stop it before I kick you,” Amber sighed.

She clicked her tongue. “You really are stuck up.”

“Frei?” Cecile paused. “How did your ears⁠—”

“Secret,” she said, taking a seat. “Catching up to y’all took me a bit, especially given I had to cover my tracks, couldn’t y’all wait?”

Amber met the elf’s gaze.

“No.”

“You are one cruel master,” she pointed with her finger accusingly. “But whatever, I’m sure it’s just your time of the month.”

Amber almost facepalmed at that, but didn’t say anything. Instead, she decided to just interact with her, given she was actually a treasure trove of knowledge. When she wasn’t being annoying anyway.

* * *

And so, she decided to ask the elf about the current state of the Sacred Forest, given Asil said his information was probably outdated. But she didn’t learn all that much information. Mainly that elves really liked smithing and magic; the idea of creation appealed to them. Though she was fairly certain she had heard something similar before.

She also learned that the Sacred Forest was reclusive in nature due to some slavery thing that was happening a few decades ago, something that neither Asil or Cecile knew about. Aside from that, she didn’t learn all that much. Though, after she switched to the topic of the world, that changed.

The first thing she learned was that the Great Desert was in a bit of a stalemate. Ofril had taken over the Grand City of Torl and… that was about it, apparently the Grand Dungeon had become so dangerous that no one dared venture into it for leveling anymore. Due to an infestation of Abyssal monsters. Which in all honesty, was a bit of a shame since she could've leveled there.

Amber sighed, before deciding to ask something that had been in her mind for sometime.

“Frei, do you know what’s happening in the Republic of Mercenaries?”

At her question everyone paid attention, and the elf blinked. “You don’t know?”

In response, Amber shook her head and the elf thought before tilting her head. Yet, the casual gesture couldn’t have prepared her for what she was about to hear.

“A guy by the name of Mr. Oracle summoned a super strong demon over there, a Demon of Genesis or something, and there are about…” She took a moment to remember. “Two and a half million casualties or so as of now.”

Amber and Asil’s eyes widened and Cecile gasped in disbelief.

“What…” It almost felt like a gut punch to her. She had failed to kill Oracle and this was the outcome? “How…?”

“Well he just made enough sacrifices and summoned the demon?” Frei shrugged.

“Right…”

Amber just sat there in shock, digesting the words and the weight of them. Because I failed to kill him so many people died… It was hard for her to take.

“Amber, it’s not your fault. If you hadn’t been in Cytel the demon would have been summoned there instead. Besides, you weren’t the only party trying to kill Oracle at the time,” Cecile said reassuringly.

“Right…”

Frei pursed her lips. “It seems that I should’ve been more tactful.”

Hearing everything she had heard, Amber felt kind of lost. Everyone was talking with each other, mainly filling Frei on what had happened, but Amber didn’t really care. It was just… she didn’t think her lack of strength would have such a consequence? Sure, it was something spouted and said casually, but if what Frei said was true then…

Had she killed those people indirectly? Logically speaking she hadn’t, emotionally speaking on the other hand⁠—

“Hey.” Frei shook her.

Amber frowned. “What?”

“I heard ya failed to kill the Oracle guy,” she said, letting those words simmer in the air. “And it kind of doesn’t matter.”

She listened and then was confused. “What do you mean?”

“‘Cause, the Saints of Truth hunted the guy down too after his escape from Cytel, and he still got away,” she said simply. “So, if ya wanna blame anyone for the deaths, blame ‘em. Afterwards they just kinda sat there and let the demon be summoned, deciding it was better to get to the root of things. In fact, more demons keep on being summoned and they haven’t done anything.”

Asil raised his eyebrow. “So you’re saying they’re aggravating the situation on purpose?”

“Dunno, I just know they could’ve easily put a stop to the Demon of Genesis and they didn’t. Make with that as you will.” She shrugged.

Amber slowly nodded, digesting the extra information. And the guilt she was feeling, greatly lessened.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Ye, cheer up.” Frei grabbed her by the shoulder and shook her. “If ya grow stronger it won’t ever happen again; use it as motivation.”

Amber nodded. “That’s true.”

And I thought I had completely gotten used to living in Vir… A sigh left her. My heart actually dropped. She took a long calming breath and stared at the sky.

“I don’t see ya resolved,” Frei said, annoyed.

Amber frowned. “You can’t just expect me to be motivated after that.”

“Why not? Didn’t ya like pushing your limits⁠— push your emotional limits now,” she goaded. “C’mon now, don’t falter.”

“Frei, just stop⁠—”

And Amber was pulled by the elf and was made to meet her gaze.

“Listen, it’s not your fault, ‘kay? This world is kinda shit, just ‘cause you failed to kill a monster that went on to destroy a city ten years later doesn’t make ya a monster. Seriously, stop moping.”

“It’s easier said than done,” Amber argued.

“Maybe, but ya should still get angry at him instead or some shit⁠— rather than be sad about it. Ya wanna kick Oracle’s ass? Then get stronger and do it. The Genesis Demon fucker is level 300, and I ain’t gonna kick its ass for ya.”

Amber felt more annoyed than ever, and yet⁠— Frei kind of had a point. She glared at the elf who had a resolute gaze, and finally; Amber sighed.

“Fine, I’ll kick Oracle’s ass.”

“Nah, ya don’t mean it,” Frei admonished. “Try harder.”

“Frei, stop—”

“Try harder, at least dislike him for fuck’s sake.”

Eventually, Frei’s tactic of being obnoxious to get her over the whole disaster had mostly worked, there were times where Amber did feel somewhat sad. But overall, she had resolved herself more than anything.

She was going to kick Oracle’s ass.

Or rather, kill him…

It felt weird to declare something like that to herself, but at this point Amber saw it as vindication for her failure, and also as vengeance and retribution for those that had died at his hands. It was the least she could do. She had crushed his plans once; she could do it again.

* * *

The days passed. And Amber eventually let Frei do the “vampire” thing, but it felt so goddamn awful that she didn’t allow it again. It also took her multiple hours to recover from what she had drained, so all in all; it was not a good deal at all. Though it was good to know that Frei could use her to recover in case of an emergency, if worst came to worst.

In the end, they continued to travel in Cecile’s cart, mainly because it wasn’t particularly conspicuous. The travel was mostly uneventful, Frei had also mellowed out somewhat; having probably settled into a way of socializing that made her comfortable.

It took about two weeks after leaving Vaurel before they reached the last city before the Great Forest, it was quite small and they also specialized in smithing and magecraft. They didn’t stick around for very long; given Frei’s level had startled the local lord. So, after staying there for a mere day, they departed once more. In the meantime, the asshole that was Remmel had yet to reply⁠— so much for joining the rose. She had basically been ghosted in another world.

Though, about two days later after leaving the city something unexpected happened.

Frei raised her head, her white hat fluttering in the wind. “Oh, huh.”

“Did something happen?” Asil asked, confused.

“Yeah, a buncha people are dying to some monster over there,” she pointed at the forest to the side.

Cecile immediately made the horses go faster, evidently wanting to leave the area as soon as possible.

“Oh, they have people above 150 too, interesting,” Frei tilted her head.

Amber paused. “How do you even know that⁠—”

An explosion went off in the distance well into the forest. The billowing cloud easily reached over fifty meters into the air, brightly shining for everyone to see.

“Shit⁠—” Cecile cursed, pulling the reins of the horses.

The animals went crazy and flipped the cart over. Amber landed in a roll with a frown, Asil grabbed Cecile and teleported away, and Frei threw some darkness daggers at the horses, knocking them out as she unceremoniously flipped along with the cart and crawled out of it.

“Shadow magic is pretty cool,” Frei said regarding Amber before tilting her head. “Uh, I’m kinda confused though, why is there a level 180 monster in this place anyway? Shouldn’t the surrounding lands be peaceful?”

“They should…” Cecile agreed with a frown.

Meanwhile Amber was frowning. “Are they still struggling?”

“Yeah, oh⁠— someone died.”

That was enough for her to act. Amber immediately rushed forward, leaving her companions behind. She didn’t want to let people die in front of her, not when she could do something about it. Using all of her enhancement skills, she covered distance like never before, the trees blurred around her and the ones in her way were smashed right through.

Pieces of wood went flying as she rushed through the forest, and a few seconds later she saw the clearing in the forest, where a gigantic bear monster was surrounded by injured people in black robes. Multiple corpses surrounded the monster already, and Amber acted⁠—

She jumped through the thickets and arrived, all her attributes reaching a new peak as she forced them beyond their normal limits, her body being enhanced by Essence as she shone with a blue light. She flew through the air as the monster turned to regard her and she kicked⁠—

The bear’s maw snapped and she sent it flying into the forest with a loud bang. Trees exploded as she landed in the middle of the circle of people, then Frei appeared with her staff.

“Huh, getting a better look; this looks like a cult gathering.”

A voice whispered. “Yep, and guests aren’t allowed.”

An assassin⁠— Amber turned, but it was too late. The person stabbed Frei, shedding blood, before turning towards Amber⁠— and was grabbed by Frei

“Yea, ya gonna have to do better than that⁠.”

The assassin was slammed into the ground with an explosion of dust, a loud gasp echoing as Frei stomped down, breaking bones as the man let out a loud and pained gasp. Finally, she grabbed her staff and jabbed it into his chest, blood splattering in all directions as he screamed.

“I surrender! Stop holy shit!”

Amber blinked and a voice called her.

“Amber?”

She turned only to see…

“Aveline?” she paused.

What?

“That hurts, just stop!” The assassin cursed. “You're gonna need more than that to kill me so at least try something else!”

“Nuh uh, the point is making you suffer,” Frei answered incredulously, driving the staff in further as he screamed.

Amber turned, seeing the familiar face on the ground, struggling for his life. His face was contorted in pain as Frei’s staff stabbed him through the heart. It was that person from the Obsidian Rose, the leader of sorts, her boss kind of…

“Remmel?”

And Amber was now more confused than ever.


Chapter 14.

Hearing his name, Remmel craned his head in pain and barely met her gaze, his eyes widened.

“Amber? Agh…!”

He grunted, the white staff digging into his body with a grotesque sound of bones breaking, interrupting their reunion. Meanwhile, the people in the surroundings were tense and unsure of what to do. All their levels however, looked to be above level 100, interestingly enough.

“Huh, is he your friend?” Frei asked, confused as she lessened the pressure on the assassin.

“Yeah, so let him go,” Amber said.

At that, Frei removed the stake and Remmel grunted, slowly getting up, as he grabbed at his open chest in pain.

“How can you even survive the poison in my dagger,” he said in disbelief.

“It’s not the worst I’ve dealt with,” Frei said, offering the assassin his weapon.

He scoffed and reached for it, yanking it from Frei’s hand before turning to the people in the surroundings.

“Take a break everyone, there are things I have to discuss with these people,” he said, calling out to his underlings.

There was some hesitation, but after some exchanges everyone went their separate ways; except for Aveline, she remained there unsure of what to do. The exiled noble seemed at a loss for words, and honestly, Amber didn’t really have anything to say either. Instead, she turned to the disgruntled Remmel.

“To think I’d be bested by a mage so easily,” he grumbled before looking at Frei. “Who even are you⁠—” He paled, seemingly using his Appraisal on her. “You are…”

“I am?” She tilted her head.

“You are… the Arcane Council’s⁠— wait, why are you with Amber…?” He stared at her incredulously. “Aren’t you people trying to kill her?”

Frei smiled, tipping her hat. “She’s my master.”

Amber frowned, “Hey.”

He paused, his eyes widened. Then he placed a hand on his chin and looked at her dubiously. “Are you serious?”

“Why would I lie?” She raised her brow.

Remmel seemed to ponder before he seemed to decide on something. Though, Amber never expected what he was about to say next. He cleared his throat and then made the most unexpected question in existence.

“Since I am technically Amber’s boss, does that make me your master?”

There was a silence as Frei tensed, and then the temperature dropped by several degrees as bloodlust permeated the surroundings.

“Do you want to die?”

“This just feels like a bad joke, that's all.” He shrugged, pretending as if he hadn’t just pissed Frei off. “I never thought she’d end up joining the Arcane Council.”

“I didn’t join,” Amber answered flatly, realizing the amount of misunderstandings Remmel had made. “Frei just decided she needed my help and now we are here.”

“Hooh, interesting.” He pondered. “What could someone as strong as her need help with that only you can provide? Can’t say I’m not curious.”

“Something that someone as useless as you would never be able to give me,” Frei answered simply.

He laughed, and Amber frowned. “More importantly, why did you ignore my letter? What was the whole point of me joining this stupid organization if you’re just going to ghost me?”

“Well, I don’t expect you to understand what I’m about to say, but I was waiting for you,” he said simply. “Plus, you didn’t call yourself beloved so I didn’t feel like informing you of that.”

“This asshole…” Amber muttered.

“This seems too complicated, I’ma just tap out, before I kill this guy,” Frei said, turning and then pausing when her eyes landed on Aveline.

The ex-noble woman flinched, her golden hair looked messy, a far-cry of what it had once been. She was practically shrinking under the mage’s gaze. Frei raised her brow.

“Ain’t ya the noble that tried to exile Amber? Ya made rounds in some underground circles. Why are you here? Ain’t ya scared of being executed given we’re still in Cytel?”

She flinched before collecting herself, “Mr. Remmel took me in and now I'm a member of the Obsidian Rose. And no, I’m not afraid.”

“Huh, I see.” Frei looked her over. “Your class is a bit interesting I suppose.”

Aveline said nothing, instead she continued to look at the ground. Finally, Frei waved her hand dismissively and walked away. Amber turned back to Remmel who seemed to be pondering over things, before he finally turned to her.

“So, you’re with a member of the Arcane Council now? Didn’t expect that when I sent you the communication.”

“You sent it to me when I was already in the town,” Amber retorted.

He shook his head. “In my defense, gathering such information is annoying and tedious, and more than anything confirming her level range took a while; hence your information arriving late.”

“Just send me shit as you find it,” Amber said.

“Gotcha.” He nodded. “You should prolly go gather your friends, then I’ll take you to our camp and we’ll talk.”

“About?”

“About why I was waiting for you, duh,” he answered, with an annoying tone.

A loud roar went off in response. Amber turned with annoyance as trees in the distance toppled, and the earth trembled. The bear monster came sprinting at full force, breaking through the forest and heading straight at her. It was badly bruised and its maw was twisted, from her kick, yet it was very much alive.

“Huh, I thought you killed it,” he said.

“Maybe when I hit my level 200 advancement I’ll be able to kill one in a single kick,” Amber shrugged.

Remmel glanced at her, his eyes widening slightly. “Now that I take a better look; is it just my imagination or have you leveled up almost twenty times since meeting?”

“Just your imagination,” Amber answered simply.

The bear broke through all the trees, and some of the people milling in the surroundings ran, Aveline also shrunk and Amber simply used Curse of the Vanquished, then heated up her core, exerting it and swung⁠—

Wind Cleave.

A line of blood burst from the bear before it was split in half, the ground was cleaved and blood exploded in all directions as the monster landed dead before it could even reach them.

[You have defeated a [Fortis Bear. Lvl. 182].]

“What the…” Aveline muttered.

Following that, many gasps came staring at the mess she had just made.

“You are also much stronger…” Remmel said, slightly confused. “Shouldn’t such progression in strength take years…?”

Amber shrugged. “I’m going to go get my companions.”

“Right…”

And with that, Amber began to walk away, ignoring the stunned stares from the onlookers. To them it was unbelievable that the monster had been split in half, but to her… It was insanely weak…

“Amber,” Aveline called.

She turned. “Yeah?”

In all honesty she didn’t have much to say to the ex-noble, at this point she had been punished by others on her behalf. In short: she didn’t have any particular feelings towards Aveline. The woman hesitated before speaking.

“I’m sorry for trying to get you exiled, there are a lot of different actions I could’ve taken…” she said, closing her eyes. “That’s all. Sorry for being antagonistic just because your actions didn’t align with my ideals…”

Amber blinked, she certainly didn’t expect an apology. “It’s fine. I’m sorry for punching the marquess, too.”

She nodded hesitantly. “I hope that one day we can be friends, sorry again.”

And with those words Aveline left, it was a rather short interaction, but it probably gave her closure so Amber didn’t mind it much. Instead, she headed out to retrieve her companions because it seemed that whatever Remmel wanted to talk about was going to take a while.

Considering she had run all the way there, it took her a few minutes. And when she arrived she saw the cart on the side of the road, the horses were still knocked out, and Frei was sitting on the side of it with her legs swinging. Cecile and Asil were properly seated inside the cart, and seemed to be talking about something.

“Oh, welcome back,” Frei said, acting surprised.

“You sensed me a while ago,” Amber replied.

Cecile looked over at her. “Are you done with your asshole boss?”

Amber paused before starting to explain, “About that; I think y’all should come with me. He wanted to talk about something important; he has a base or something. Unless you all just want to wait until whenever it’s done.”

Asil and Cecile shared a glance before nodding, it seemed that they didn’t have anything better to do.

Frei on the other hand just sighed. “Do I have to go? I really don’t like him.”

“You don’t if you don’t want to,” Amber said, indifferent.

“Welp, I’m going anyway,” she said, hopping off the cart. “I’d rather see what he has to say. He seems relatively important.”

“Right.”

And with that, the arrangements were taken care of, and after storing the cart, they brought the horses along.

* * *

When they arrived, they found Remmel and two cloaked mages waiting for them, everyone else seemed to have cleared out already.

Remmel pointed behind them. “Why are your horses unconscious?”

“Can you take care of them?” Amber asked.

“Yeah, that was the plan,” he said simply.

“Then it’s solved.”

He paused before sighing and walking over to their group. “Alright, I guess it doesn’t matter if they’re conscious or not.”

The mages followed after him, and he stood in front of them, the mages on the other side surrounded the group, making a triangle with Remmel in front of them.

“Alright, are you kids ready to go to the Obsidian Rose’s super secret base?”

“I’m probably older than you,” Frei said.

“Me too,” Asil added.

Remmel scoffed. “It’s just an expression, but I’m over two-hundred years old y’know.”

“Huh, so you’re an old man?” Frei blinked. “Gross.”

He clicked his tongue before turning to Amber. “Get your servant under control a bit.”

“She isn’t my servant,” Amber stared flatly.

“Why not?” Frei asked from behind.

A sigh left her, the worst part is that Frei was probably serious but only said it out loud to get reactions. It was obnoxious to Amber, grating to some extent, but more than anything it was funny⁠ in a way— just in a very stupid way.

“Let’s just go to your super secret base,” Amber said.

Remmel nodded and gestured at the mages, a moment after they raised their staves and a green light enveloped all of them. After a few seconds of it gathering around them, it flashed and⁠— they were inside a spacious war-room. Or what seemed like it.

“Alright, take the horses you two, try to wake them up and get them fed.”

“They only need to take them for now, they won’t wake up,” Frei said. “I’ll handle it later.”

Remmel just nodded. “Alright.”

And with that, the two mages walked to a horse each and teleported away along with them. Leaving the group alone with Remmel inside the spacious room. It had a large round table in the center, one with a map of the continent of Sarliane, and the wooden walls were lined with weapons. It was as if they were in a very large shack, considering almost everything was made out of wood.

“I suggest y’all take a seat for what I’m about to discuss with Amber,” he said as he himself grabbed a chair at the table.

Amber also went over to a chair across from him. “What do you even want to discuss?”

She sat down as he seemed to be pondering, and everyone did the same, except Frei; she was instead just looking around the room and touching the weapons along the walls like a kid. Though Remmel didn’t pay it any mind, instead he began to speak.

“Alright, so do you know about the situation in the Republic of Mercenaries or should I fill you in?”

“I know of it,” she said simply.

“Good, well due to it, the current leader of the Sacred Forest has left to seek the aid of the Primordial Spirit of Cytel, given they have a relationship. Since the Demon of Genesis is a worry,” he explained.

“Right.”

Amber hadn’t expected to hear that, even though it shouldn’t have been all that surprising.      After all Val’leri did hint at having outside relations.

Remmel continued, “With that, there’s been a bit of a void in the Sacred Forest as of recently in that sense, and due to it the security around their topmost secret facilities has been relaxed.”

“Ya intend to raid the vault?” Frei asked from across the room. “Don’t bother, there isn’t anything interesting there.”

“That’s one of the targets, yes.” Remmel nodded. “But we aren’t there just to raid and get information⁠—”

“What information do you want to get there?” Amber asked, somewhat interested. If the information was super secret, then perhaps it was in her interest to learn about it after all.

Remmel paused before coughing. “The information is in regards to a dormant Primordial Spirit in the Republic of Mercenaries. I don’t know all that much about it other than they’ve been dormant there for a century or two for some reason.”

“Right, and you’ll use this information to…?”

“Sell to the Arcane Council, sell it elsewhere, just to have it, dunno.” He shrugged. “I don’t dare to wake a god from its slumber.”

Amber blinked. “You’d sell it to the council?”

“It’s just business, nothing personal⁠—”

“If ya wanna sell it to the council sell it to me, otherwise I’ll literally kill ya. And then maybe I’ll kill the buyer too.” Frei said from across the room.

Remmel shook his head. “I’ll take that into consideration. But are you sure you should be saying that? That’s quite traitorous.”

“I don’t care.”

The assassin took a breath as he thought about what to say next, Cecile seemed somewhat interested, and Asil was pretty interested in how the conversation was heading. Finally, Remmel continued,

“But as I was saying, we aren’t there for the information. In fact, all of that is a secondary objective. This is an operation that I am spearheading, so I’ll be personally acting to deal with a single objective.”

He turned to her.

“And I’m hoping you can join me in this operation,” he said, meeting her gaze. “Hence why I was waiting here this entire time.”

“And the operation is?”

“Well I believe you’d be interested,” he smiled simply. “This operation relates killing two Arcane Council members⁠— their bounties are quite good after all. But I know you don’t care all that much about that specifically, that said you’ll get to keep their loot and a third of their bounty. However, aside from that, after this mission you’ll get access to one of the perks of being loyal to the organization and me, your boss.”

“What is it?” Amber raised her brow.

In response, Remmel raised a finger leaving it up in the air for everyone to see.

“One month.”

Amber was now confused. “One month?”

“One month with half of my intelligence department researching any topic you desire,” he said simply. “To put it into perspective, researching Frei had a single member and took a month to get her level range. But if half of my department did it… it would take less than a day. Of course, this is a one-time thing to encourage members, so don’t expect it again.”

She paused. That… that could be very useful, but at the same time…

“How about devoting half of a week of your intelligence department whenever I request a topic from now on,” she suggested.

Remmel’s brows snapped together. “A quarter at most. Assuming you only ask once a month.”

Amber thought, her brows creasing. It was a counter-offer and the fact that he had taken it meant that offering the month wasn’t actually a big deal to him in comparison to this. Yet… Amber didn’t really want to go out of her way to kill Arcane Council members, not unless she got something really good out of it.

“A third, and multiple times a month,” she said.

Remmel’s frown deepened. “No. A quarter of my resources is a lot already, take it or leave it. Beggars can’t be choosers.”

Amber immediately got bothered.

“I’m not a fucking beggar. I’m not going to the Sacred Forest to level up in the first place and I barely care about their loot. I’m going for information. Plus you ignored me for so damn long, and almost got me killed with late information,” she said annoyed. “Seriously, I’m sure I could ask Frei and she’d do a half-decent job at finding information about anything.”

“I would!” Frei piped up across the room.

“Also, I’m sure she wouldn’t ignore me for so damn long while doing it either. So, why should I inconvenience myself for stuff that doesn't actually benefit me? And I’m sure many other big organizations would be interested in recruiting me just for my potential alone, yet you’re just doing the bare minimum to keep me around.”

He was staring at her as if she was spouting some insane nonsense, which further pissed her off, especially because the more he heard the worse it got. All her annoyance from Remmel ignoring her was coming out. She had joined for information specifically, that had been his promise. And yet, he had done such a lousy and shitty job at it so far that it was insulting. So if he didn’t care, why should she?

“So why the would I agree to anything less? If you insist that only a quarter is possible then I want that quarter to research that topic to exhaustion before moving on, regardless of when I ask. Of course, if it affects you that badly then you can halt whatever I ask when needed, but don’t treat my requests for information like you treated your promise to make me join your organization. Show me this means something to you,” she said sternly. “Otherwise you can fuck off.”

At this point, the assassin was glaring daggers at her with bloodlust that she hadn’t felt from him before, but Amber just glared back. She wasn’t going to tolerate this disrespect, not when she knew Remmel couldn’t even kill her⁠— not easily at least.

The staring contest continued, and after a few seconds a sigh left Amber as her annoyance toppled over. She was done. Remmel didn’t give a shit about her, so she didn’t need to give a shit either. No counter-offer, no nothing. Not even an attempt to keep her around with a compromise, or even an apology for that matter.

“Whatever, I don’t care.” She stood up before gesturing to her companions. “Let’s go, Asil borrow power from me to teleport us out.”

“Sure thing,” he agreed, looking at Remmel rather confused.

The assassin had yet to move, and just as everyone gathered, he finally spoke.

“Fine.”

He sighed, lowering his head.

“You can have access to a quarter of my intelligence department whenever the fuck you want,” he said clearly annoyed. “But…”

He raised his gaze slightly, his silver eyes coldly meeting hers.

“If you fuck up this mission I WILL ensure you die by any means necessary, Amber. And you better be willing to do other missions of this nature too without giving me shit over the rewards.”

“Sure.”

He shook his head and stood up. “You’re a strange one.”

With that, the tension in the room went away and Remmel began to walk away. The conversation was essentially over. Frei gave her a slap on the back.

“I’m proud of ya.”

Amber scoffed. “You barely even know me, how can you be proud?”

“‘Cause I can tell this asshole pushed you around in his first meeting with ya,” she said, rocking her. “I mean what I say, so don’t be so grumpy with me.”

She paused, realizing she was being an asshole to Frei for no particular reason. She had just been that pissed off.

“Right, sorry⁠—”

“Amber,” Remmel called, standing near the door. “In return for letting you research a topic starting now, I’d like to ask something of you.”

“What is it?”

He looked back. “Come here, I have to show it to you and explain it.”

She raised her brow, but appeared next to him with the 3rd Rank of Quick Step. She wasn’t going to bother walking, not right now. He nodded with a rather neutral expression and then he opened the door. Sunlight poured in, and for the briefest moment her vision was white before it readjusted.

And she paused from what she saw. She saw a large field with wooden houses and buildings in the distance, almost as if it was a village surrounding it, but the thing that gave her surprise was what was happening on the field itself. Hundreds of people were fighting each other, from mages to assassins to even normal warriors.

“This is one of our training grounds, there’s almost two-hundred trainees and they’re all nearing level 150, save some exceptions that are above that,” he said simply. “And in short, rumors about you have spread around, especially because you’re a member of the rose too.”

“Right. How have rumors even spread?”

“I bragged about recruiting the Hero of Cytel of course,” he said with a smile.

A sigh left her, “You really are an asshole.”

“Anyway, some people were rather disrespectful, in fact they think you’re quite weak and overestimated. So, here's my offer:”

“Yeah?” Amber met his gaze as his eyes curled along with his smile.

“Fight everyone here at once and humble them.”

Is he serious…?

“Everyone?” she asked incredulously.

“Not interested?” He tilted his head. “I think it’s a good opportunity for you, you’ll probably level your skills from the carnage⁠ and also get to start your research⁠— ah don’t kill them though.”

He corrected at the end, and Amber finally looked over at everyone. She was still annoyed, and as he said this was an opportunity for her resistances probably. Also, she had never fought that many people before.

That sounds kind of exciting.

And as soon as the thought entered her head, she had to stop herself from getting too ahead.

“Two topics,” she said. “Then you have a deal.”

“Consider it done.” Remmel grinned.

At first she wouldn’t have entertained the idea, but now that it had entered her mind, she couldn’t get rid of it, and ultimately, a smile settled on her lips.

Amber nodded. “I’ll do it then.”

She turned towards all of the people training, resolving herself on the insane challenge that was ahead.

“I’ll fight all of them.”


Chapter 15.

Amber felt excited for the fight that was about to happen. All that was left was for it to be arranged, considering there were so many people, getting them on the same page would take some time, or so she thought.

Remmel raised his hand and began to speak at a surprisingly normal volume.

“Everyone,” he began, and seemingly they all turned to him. “Amber, the Hero of Cytel is here, and she will spar all of you at once. Every single one of you. She said you’re all insignificant maggots to her, so prove her wrong.”

Amber blinked as an angry atmosphere enveloped the field. “What?”

“Did that bitch really say that?!” one called.

“Do you really think you can take all of us at once?” another said in anger.

“I’ma make you regret that, girly,” and a different one glared at her.

In an instant, a myriad of hateful eyes were on her. Remmel had escalated the situation from 0 to a 100 with just a few words, and before Amber could stop him, he finished his statement.

“The spar starts now.”

Marking his declaration every single figure rushed in her direction.

“Consider it payback for earlier,” Remmel said in a whisper before vanishing.

For a very brief moment Amber was confused, but soon that confusion turned into annoyance. It seemed that Remmel was petty. However, she also knew how to hold a grudge, and Amber was well aware of what she wanted to do now.

I’m going to kick his ass⁠.

Three assassins teleported behind her and stabbed, Amber in return simply increased all of her attributes as much as they could go and the daggers⁠ barely nicked her skin, unable to go further. She summoned the Cursewelder, and before they could even react; she swiped with the blunt side.

The three assassins went flying, breaking through a part of the war room and were completely knocked out. Then, she turned to the field where people were rushing towards her.

I really should end this as soon as possible. Not only was the prospect exciting ⁠— to see how fast she could do it ⁠— it also helped her take out her emotions. And so, with a grin, Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and teleported onto the field.

“You cocky bitch!” a mage screamed, and she was blasted with purple light.

They were curses. Amber immediately used Quick Dash to arrive in front of him as his eyes widened in shock and horror.

“Piece of advice, don’t use curses against a Cursebearer.” She headbutted.

The mage was knocked out, his body being buried in the ground with an explosion of earth. Then, just as she was turning, five warriors arrived, slashing at her. Surprisingly, none of them were in the way of the others, but it still didn’t matter because⁠—

Wind Cleave.

She slashed at their legs, and the invisible cut amputated almost a dozen limbs as screams resounded. She then turned, and the mages in the distance slashed again, this time using Fulminating Slash.

“Oi, isn’t she a warrior?!”

“Shit⁠—”

The attack hit, half of them managed to get away and the other half were blasted by the flames as they screamed. Of course, they wouldn’t die, she had more than enough control on her skills at this point after all. She turned and paused, sensing a lack of something.

Huh.

She dodged an assassin, and broke his leg with a kick. Another tried to come for her throat but she blocked it with the Cursewelder before stomping and breaking his foot. However, Amber wasn’t paying attention to that, but the people she had defeated were… missing?

She expanded her senses and she noticed it. Healers that were cloaked, their presences were faint but it didn’t matter. She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, landing in front of a Healer that was tending to the injured. Their eyes widened and Amber smiled.

“Probably better to not heal someone mid-battle.” And she kicked.

They went flying and with an explosion of dust they took out a few warriors. But Amber shook her head as more assassins came for her. Everyone was genuinely aiming to hurt her, to critically wound her, and that annoyed her a bit because it was all due to a misunderstanding.

“So y’all know, Remmel made that shit up, I have never trash-talked the Obsidian Rose or its members,” she called, raising her voice as it echoed for at least fifty people to hear.

And in response she got…

“Liar!”

“She’s just trying to save her neck!”

“Make her regret it!”

More anger directed at her.

* * *

Remmel smirked. Amber was a terrifying thing, she truly was. To him, her growth made little to no sense, but then again she had been a notable name ever since she became known as the Demonkiller of Laria. And ever since then, her name had basically skyrocketed in the underground circles.

She was an individual that drew a lot of interest, but also wariness. Remmel couldn’t really understand where the wariness part came from, not until recently. It wasn’t until she leveled almost twenty times since their last meeting that he felt differently towards her.

Before he saw her as a minion, as someone to be used and exploited, perhaps she was a bright star but she was sure to fizzle out in his eyes. However, that had recently changed. And now, he felt different. He felt… unsettled by her mere existence. The idea that someone could grow so fast startled him.

When he met her, he had her under control, but slowly the leash was coming off, and once it did…

“Ya seem to be deep in thought,” a rather new familiar female voice commented.

Remmel turned and saw the white mage. The woman dressed in fully white robes that were now stained in his blood, and she was also a member of the Arcane Council and Amber’s newest companion. She was a strange one, but he didn’t actually dislike her, or like her for that matter.

“Indeed,” he agreed before turning to the massacre that was occurring on the battlefield. “Amber is a terrifying individual.”

“And yet you pissed her off, do ya have a death wish?” she asked.

He laughed. “No, I’m just a petty asshole. I can’t let her one up me while I'm still in control.”

“Eh, is that so?” Frei wondered, stepping next to him and looking at the battlefield. “This isn’t meant to diss ya, but y’know that if you wanted to kill her you’d have to fight her to the death at this point right?”

He frowned but said nothing. That was indeed the truth he was fearful to face. In the end, he clicked his tongue.

“Just let me have fun.”

“Sure thing pal.”

And with that, silence came.

The two watched as Amber tore through the battlefield, disposing of the trainees of the Obsidian Rose as if they were nothing but flies. She would kick, headbutt, punch and occasionally even cut off their limbs. Yet she never used curses, she never used anything else. She was holding back the whole time, all while embarrassing the future elites of the organization.

It really is unbelievable…

It was like watching a city falling against a monster raid, except there was only a single monster that was unkillable. Remmel frowned and then to his surprise, one of the highest-leveled warriors managed to stab her⁠— his sword was driven into her lungs. So that’s her limit⁠— and the warrior was slammed as she removed the sword, brushing off the attack.

Remmel’s eyes went wide as even the higher leveled trainees began to falter. And that’s when he paused.

Wait a second, how is she so strong at level 183? She was strong enough to survive him, someone who was above level 250. That doesn’t make sense does it…? In what world did a class and Legacy Branch combination allow for such a disparity to exist between other really good classes and Legacy Branch combinations?

Huuuuh…? Even if Amber had access to classes related to the Primordial Spirits it still didn’t make sense.

He stared at Amber who seemed to be looking for him which made him smile.

Unfortunately, you won’t find me.

She may have been a monster, but she wasn’t quite there yet. But even then, he felt excited to see what she would do.

* * *

He’s nowhere to be seen… Amber looked around, she had been trying to find Remmel on the side this entire time, but she hadn’t been able to sense him, even while going near the buildings. Finally, her eyes landed on the scared trainees. And now they’re just waiting for me to make a move…

At this point, she wanted to find the assassin more than anything. And after thinking about it, she had the perfect idea to draw him out.

She smirked as she felt the Essence in her core.

* * *

Remmel heard the council member chuckle next to him.

“Did you see something?” he asked, confused.

She smiled, “At this point, I’ve kinda been able to sense things from hanging with Amber for so long, just slightly,” she said simply. “And well, I can just tell that something fun is about to happen.”

Remmel blinked. “What are you even talking about?”

“Look.” Frei gestured.

He turned and saw as Amber began to conjure the all too familiar blue flames, which quickly formed into a flaming bow and arrow. Except it was so much stronger than the last one he had seen. And its strength was more than what he had ever imagined.

“Isn’t this too much? I told her not to kill them… at this rate⁠—”

“You’ll have to intervene,” Frei said simply. “Otherwise she may actually kill ‘em.”

Remmel frowned. “There’s no way⁠—”

“Do you want to call her bluff?” She interrupted.

He saw the arrow begin to shine brighter, and while Amber didn’t come across as a psychopath, he wasn’t too sure. People changed. So if she had undergone some kind of transformation in the time he had last seen her…

“Fuck!”

Remmel cursed and he immediately used multiple skills, allowing him to reach Amber in an instant, and when he did. She smirked, and he realized what her plan was.

So you aren’t going to tolerate my bullshit anymore⁠— And she punched⁠.

Remmel bent, he folded as his ribs practically snapped, and he felt burning in his stomach before he… exploded. He was launched as the world blurred around him, and he hit a building with an explosion of fire.

He coughed up blood, as the smoldering flames hugged his surroundings, and as he regenerated he couldn’t help but laugh, all while still coughing in a bloody fit.

* * *

Amber smiled as she saw the distant house collapse. She wasn’t trying to kill Remmel, but it was most definitely payback for the asshole stunt he had pulled. She was done trying to tolerate his bullshit. The trainees cried for their leader and most rushed in the direction.

Following that, a person appeared next to her. A mage in bloodied white robes.

“Whew, you really got him good.” She whistled. “I knew it was a good idea to goad him to save his subordinates.”

“You did that?” Amber asked Frei.

“Yep, told him to not call your bluff.” She laughed.

Amber smiled. “Thank you.”

It was satisfying to know that Frei had helped her get the small and petty revenge she wanted. And while for some people it was weird to call it petty, for Amber, it truly was petty. Remmel was a high-level individual, this probably wasn’t all that much to him.

“Question, will ya beat my ass too once you get strong enough?” Frei asked.

Amber smirked. “Maybe.”

“That’ll be fun, we can spar some time,” she said simply. “Just not any time soon.”

“Hmhm.” Amber didn’t feel like sparing her either. “By the way, do you think you can help me train my resistances when we leave?”

Frei blinked. “You mean like attack you?”

“Yeah I guess, but more like damaging me since I won’t be fighting back.”

Frei shifted. “Y’know, this’ll be the first time I’m not on the receiving end, but sure I’ll do that for ya.”

Huh.

Remmel was pulled out of the rubble as his bones cracked back into place. He looked over at her and, to her surprise, gave her a thumbs up.

“Guess he’s a masochist,” she said simply.

Amber shook her head and turned to the field that had been torn asunder. Interestingly enough she hadn’t seen Aveline amongst the people she had been fighting. But she supposed that it didn’t matter all that much.

“Well, let’s just go back to the others and wait for Remmel so we can leave,” Amber said.

“Sure.” Frei tapped her shoulder and they appeared near the war room.

Asil and Cecile were standing nearby, looking over at the field with some confusion.

“Amber really is quite terrifying…” the merchant admitted.

“Hmhm, she’s come so far since I met her,” Asil said like a proud dad.

Amber coughed and startled the two people.

“When did you get here?” Cecile asked. “Did you hear⁠—”

“I didn’t.” Amber sighed. “Frei brought me just now. We’re going to depart after Remmel comes back. Mainly because I don’t want to stay around.”

“Why not?” Frei asked.

Amber glanced at her. “I just fought them, what if someone tries to kill me in my sleep because they still hate me for some reason?”

“If they try that I’ll just kill them,” she said simply.

Amber shook her head. “Anyway, I also want to get to the forest soon. I’m tired of traveling.”

At that, she received nods from her companions, and then a presence arrived behind her. Amber turned and saw a bloodied Remmel.

“So do I get a: sorry I went too far?” he asked casually.

“No. You didn’t apologize earlier either,” Amber answered matter-of-factly.

“Fair.” He nodded. “I overheard you; I’m fine with departing now. I just need to gather some things and we can leave in an hour or so. As far as the details of the mission or your requests for information, we can handle it after the fact.”

“Alright.”

With that, the time of their departure was arranged.

* * *

Amber didn’t really care to explore the secret base or anything, but at Frei’s insistence she was dragged along. For the most part, she saw barracks and bathrooms, there were also a multitude of armories and what seemed to be like a sauna or something. There were, of course, places that were off-limits that Frei wanted to sneak into, but Amber told her not to.

Towards the end of the hour, Amber had seen most of the base, and aside from the sheer scale of it, it didn’t have anything she found particularly interesting. She did see the same trainees rebuilding everything she had destroyed, which did interest her. There had also been a cafeteria where they grabbed something to eat.

Finally, they found themselves on the field with some mages as well as Aveline and Remmel.

“Alright, I’ll be bringing Aveline along, it’s a non-negotiable,” he said. “And your horses are being kept by us, since we’ll be using a different kind of horse.”

Amber nodded, she didn’t really care about any of those factors and it seemed that nobody else did given the lack of reactions.

“That’s fine,” she said, finally. “But, why are we standing here and not walking out?”

She looked at the surroundings. They were in the middle of the large field. There was no clear exit in sight either.

At her question, Remmel smirked, “We can’t walk out, for you see my dearest Amber, this entire base is underground.”

Amber blinked. “Huh, what?”

“Pretty cool right?” He pointed at the sky. “All illusion magic, set up by the esteemed leaders of our organization.”

Amber found herself staring at the sky in confusion and surprise. She had only experienced this type of realism with the Primordial Spirits as far as illusions went in the past.

“Neat,” Frei said looking up.

“That’s right, admire the glorious rose once more.”

“Let’s just go,” Asil said.

Remmel shook his head and turned to the mages in the surroundings, before nodding. They were once more enveloped by light, and teleported with a flash of green light. And they ended up in the forest from before. Now, however, the sun was setting.

Remmel turned to the mages.

“Thank you all for your hard work, go report to Nerisa, she is in charge while I’m gone.”

They nodded and left. Then he turned back to all of them.

“Shall we go on a road trip then?”

Amber shook her head and began walking away, she didn’t feel like indulging the man.

The group walked through the forest and quickly returned to the road, which seemed as empty as they left it. And upon reaching it, Remmel extended his hand and with a flash of light a rather unassuming carriage appeared. One that already had horses, but the horses looked wrong somehow. The carriage on the other hand looked normal.

“Impressive right?” Remmel asked. “Those horses are magical constructs, so they can fit in a storage ring. They are from the Continent of Magic, Arveil.”

“Neat,” Frei said, approaching the carriage and opening the door before blinking. “Double neat.”

“And there are space magic enchantments inside the carriage too, so it’ll fit all of us,” he said.

Frei stepped inside and everyone followed after, Cecile seemed a bit surprised but didn’t say much. Asil didn’t react, nor did Aveline or Remmel but Amber paused.

The carriage was more like a small train car with multiple rows of seats, and they all looked quite comfortable. Remmel smiled at her.

“Make yourself at home, you had a nice reaction there.”

Amber wanted to get angry, but in all honesty she was awed. There were storage rings, so it made sense that a room could be compacted, but it still impressed her. Still, she didn’t stay at the entrance for that long, instead she went to the back and sat alone. It was her preferred spot.

“How much does this carriage cost?” Cecile asked. “Ten thousand gold?”

Remmel smirked. “Close, fifteen.”

“Oh, I see.”

Amber nodded. She had a decent amount of gold, but she definitely wasn’t rich in comparison to the high class, and this was a good reminder of that.

“Alright, let’s go then.” Remmel clapped his hands twice and⁠— the horses began to gallop. “No need for a coachman either.”

“It’s quite nice,” Cecile admitted. “I’ve been wanting to visit Arveil for some time.”

“It does have great goods,” Remmel said.

A conversation began between the merchant and the assassin, but Amber tuned it out from her mind. Instead, she decided to look out of the window, the carriage was comfortable. She sank into her seat, until footsteps came her way, and to her surprise it was none other than Aveline.

“Mind if I…” she gestured at the empty space next to her.

Amber raised her brow, slightly taken aback. “Sure?”

Aveline hesitantly nodded and then sat down leaving a fair amount of space between herself and Amber. But Amber was still confused. What does she want?

“Remmel says I should try being your friend,” she said hesitantly.

Amber raised her brow. “You know you don’t have to listen to that asshole, right?”

“I know…” She looked down. “I think I’m just going along with it because I’ll feel better about myself. If I befriend you, I’d have some form of redemption, you know?”

Amber listened and a sigh left her. “I don’t hate you, if that’s what you’re worried about. Nor do I have hard feelings against you. Why do you want redemption? There’s nothing to redeem.”

There was a silence as Amber waited for the ex-noble’s reply. Which came with a sigh.

“I want to come to terms with my failure, Amber.” She let the statement simmer before continuing. “And admittedly, now saying it out loud, I think it’s selfish of me to try to deal with that by befriending you.”

“It is.” Amber agreed.

“Sorry for that,” she said. “I do hope we can be friends, but I’m not going to force it. And as for the weight of my mistakes…”

She stood up.

“Well, as they say: ‘life only moves forward’,” she said. “Ultimately, I have a lifetime to learn. Sorry for what I did again.”

She turned around and began to walk away.

“You aren’t a bad person Aveline,” Amber said. “Your ideals are just too rigid. So they suck.”

A chuckle left the ex-noble. “I’m working on them. Thank you for the comfort.”

With that, their conversation ended and Amber didn’t think too much about it as the journey continued.

And for the next two weeks, lots of things happened, first was Frei helped her train her resistances for at least eight hours a day. Aveline occasionally tried to make conversation with her and Frei kept on teasing and bringing around Aveline for some reason.

By the end of the last week, Amber felt exhausted from pain, but also glad from the results she had achieved.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 8 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 6 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

Apparently forcing the training was a whole lot more inefficient than fighting actual enemies, but Amber couldn’t remember if she had already known that or not. Either way, she was excited because 5th Rank Resistances were just around the corner.

And at the end of the day, Frei raised her head, standing up and heading to the front.

Amber blinked and looked out of the window only to see an expanse of greenery, gigantic trees that stood at hundreds of meters tall. And it was like that as far as they could see.

“We’ve arrived at the Sacred Forest,” Frei said simply.

Asil smiled. “After so long…”

And Amber also felt relief.

Fucking finally.


Chapter 16.

The Sacred Forest was… lame. Or rather, it was just a forest, albeit it had very tall trees, so damn tall that it actually looked like it was night inside of it. So needless to say it looked like a haunted forest more than anything. The lighting that the carriage emitted was lugubrious as well, only allowing to see a few meters ahead, and the cabin was dimly lit.

“Say, ya ain’t that excited,” Frei poked Amber. “Does the Sacred Forest suck that much?”

“It’s lame,” Amber replied, her head resting on the window. “It’s like a scary movie or something, some killer is going to come from the woods and we’ll slowly die one by one. Maybe he’ll have a mask too.”

“What’s a ‘scary movie’?” Frei asked, confused.

“Stuff.”

“Is that some cultural thing from where you were born?” She tilted her head. “Though kinda odd to think you’re gonna be stabbed from a young age. But it’s fine.”

“Is it?” she asked.

Amber sensed Frei nod, considering she was still looking out into the dreary and creepy forest. The elven woman beamed as she continued.

“‘Cause, we ain’t at civilization yet, once we get there ya gonna be awed.”

“It does get way better,” Cecile agreed from afar. “Though it’s been a decade or two since I last came.”

“For me, it’s been over two centuries,” Asil said, closing his eyes, a hint of nostalgia in his voice.

Amber regarded the people in the carriage and nodded. Perhaps she had been a little too judgmental. She had expected some sort of mystical forest with floating spiritual lights, not what was essentially the aesthetic of the most haunted forest in existence.

In the end, she decided to take a nap.

* * *

Amber awoke to being grabbed, but she slapped Frei’s hand away from whatever she had intended to do.

“What?”

“I was just gonna carry ya,” she said. “But good, you’re awake, we’re almost there. Let’s leave  the carriage now, ‘cause entering is gonna be a pain otherwise.”

Amber paused and saw she was the last one there, before turning back to the mage. “Why is it gonna be a pain?”

Frei at this point began to walk away. “‘Cause if you’ve been here before, you’ll have an artifact that lets you navigate the Sacred Forest to reach the main city. If ya walk into it from the woods you’re accepted, if ya walk through the checkpoint you’re a stranger which could be annoying.”

Amber followed after Frei, exiting the carriage. “Why can’t you just wander into the woods and go forward?”

“They’re magical woods of course.” She smirked as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

The carriage was stowed away by Remmel and he began to walk into the forest, saying something about following him. Though Asil was already ahead of him, walking with Cecile. Frei didn’t pay it any mind as she continued explaining.

“So they move around and shit, and if ya don’t know what you’re doing there is a good likelihood you’ll end up lost.”

“Has anyone tried to burn the forest down?” Amber asked, curiously.

The two of them chose to follow Asil, which earned a grumble from Remmel who was holding some sort of pendulum.

“Lots of times, and they all got hunted down and got labeled as heretics, then got buried deep into the woods to nurture the forest,” she said, smiling.

“Uh huh…”

Amber decided to not ask Frei too many things, even though she wanted to know how she was going to be awed. So, she decided to wait it out and just see what was waiting in store for her.

She had expected the walk to be grueling, but in reality it took about an hour before Asil paused. Craning his head towards the darkness of the forest.

“We’re here,” he said simply.

“Sure, seems like it,” Remmel said.

Frei just smiled and Amber felt a bit confused considering they were all staring at a chunk of forest. Illusion magic, perhaps?

“Well, what are we waiting for?” Cecile asked Asil, grabbing his hand before pulling him. “Let’s go.”

And he was dragged into the darkness as they disappeared, even from her senses. Remmel shook his head and walked forward along with Aveline, also disappearing. And finally, it was her turn. Frei smiled and walked forward, and Amber followed after.

Her vision went dark, but it only lasted about two steps before it all came rushing back with a burst of light and…

“What…?”

Amber blinked.

They were standing near the edge of a cliff, and the sight before them was grand. It was probably hundreds of meters away, but there was a gigantic tree that stood kilometers into the air, one with hundreds of lights and specks of things. Bridges were connected to it from multiple neighboring trees that were smaller yet just as spectacular. Below there was a large lake, one with farmlands and houses at the bases of the trees. And there was light.

Sunlight was streaming down through the hole that had been made in the forest, except that wasn’t quite right either. It was a mix of light and darkness, almost as if it were night and day at the same time. It was an odd sight, but one that captivated her. And from where they were standing, there was a single bridge to a tree that wasn’t too far away from them. There was also a waterfall.

She looked around and saw numerous bridges leading out of the forest, and in the distance, she saw a path with some carts going to another small tree. Probably where the carriages were going in. The space where civilization was, was almost like a hole in the earth, surrounded by rocks and forest, one with multiple waterfalls pouring into it.

Amber turned to the bridge, which Remmel and Aveline were already crossing. She had discussed the details of the mission with him already, and the arrangement would be for him to send a letter when he needed her presence. Though she also had a concrete timeline of when they would act. Which was in about two weeks from now. So for now, she was free to do whatever she wanted.

Asil was also admiring the sight with some tears in his eyes, Cecile was holding his hand. And Frei was sitting at the edge of the cliff, dangling her legs.

They stayed there for a few minutes before they set off again.

* * *

Apparently, the city inside of Sacred Forest was divided into districts, which were represented by each of the trees linked to the centermost and biggest tree. Also known as the Main City⁠— or so she had been told by Frei. Asil had called it the Mother Tree, but apparently they had renamed it some century ago or so.

Amber didn’t know what she expected as they reached the first big tree, which seemed to mostly be an outpost for guards. All the guards were mages and their levels were…

[Barrier Mage. Lvl. ???]

[Battle Mage. Lvl. ???]

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

Every single guard she looked at was over level 214, which surprised her⁠. She also received some looks from the guards, mostly curiosity but also some confusion. Frei explained that humans weren’t all that common. However, another thing that surprised her at the outpost was…

“So many smiths…”

The tree itself was separated by inner and outer levels, and the outer levels had spacious walkways with buildings⁠— which felt like streets in a normal city with buildings on each side. And the outpost had an entire street dedicated to purely smithing.

“Ya wanna buy something?” Frei asked. “Don’t bother, these guys suck.”

A smith that was in earshot immediately raised his head in displeasure. “Oi, what did ya say girly?”

“I said yer work sucks,” she hollered. “Ya fuckin’ dimwit. Whatever ya can achieve the top smiths of the Metallurgy Association can do it thirty times better.”

“If ya can even get them to acknowledge ya, but yer a nobody!” He grunted, going back to his work.

Amber just blinked. “Is it really okay to disrespect them like that?”

“It’s just smithing culture,” Asil said, from the side, approaching with a happy Cecile. “They take pride in their craft but won’t deny the facts. Also, respect ought to be earned from them, hence the language.”

“So you’re saying I'll be treated roughly for no reason?” Amber asked, taken aback.

“Unless they see how special you’re, yep,” Frei said, giving her a tap on the back.

“Huh…”

When she heard that elves were the best mages in the continent she had imagined a bunch of scholars, and that opinion didn’t really change all that much when she learned the smithing thing. But looking around, she saw a bunch of muscular-soot-covered men, and a select few had some rather small scruffy beards.

They’re kind of like dwarves…

They had only stopped because Cecile wanted to make some purchases, so after they were done they ended up heading forward to the next district. Which were military training grounds. After that came the mining district, which consisted of a rather dreary tree and mainly storage units and housing. The bottommost layer however was a big gaping hole that went deep into the earth.

Then, after there was the red-light district, which made Amber feel rather odd from getting catcalled by basically everyone they passed. Especially because she was human.

Apparently the districts got increasingly more important the closer one was to the main city. Though it was worth noting that depending on where you came in, one would find different things after the barracks and military districts, which were universal.

After that, they finally reached the Main City, which was an awe-inspiring sight that made Amber crane her head to look upwards.

There were houses built into the bark of the tree itself, sticking out with what seemed like not much support. According to Frei, they were built with elven mineralized square iron, and tree-friendly wood veneers, and built to last one-thousand years. Needless to say, Amber took that part with a grain of salt, but she was still impressed.

It seemed that gravity wasn’t much of a factor for building, and it showed. Unlike other districts there were also floating buildings, etchings and carvings ran through their lengths that were glowing. The tree was hollowed out, leading to an inner city and the crown of it had a citadel where the Magic Association and Metallurgy Association resided, whose existence she had only learned after asking Frei about her earlier interaction.

Amber wanted to explore, but the first thing they had to do was find lodging. The plan was simple. It was to stay in Asil’s family residence. While his family had great presence in the elven continent, it also was present in the Sacred Forest. Frei’s was an option too considering she had surviving distant family that had absolutely no clue about Ill’hine, but…

”Ye, my nephews and uncles are upset that I’ve turned into a terrorist, so dunno if they’ll let us stay.”

Or so she said. Asil’s family on the other hand; there was a decent chance that there were people here too that knew of Essence and how to use it, but he wasn’t entirely sure. But he had warned them about potential bad reactions towards Frei’s presence.

Either way, they decided it was still the best course of action.

* * *

Asil was excited, he was finally going to see his family. Sure, he had no idea what to expect, he didn’t even know if he would meet someone that was familiar, but he just wanted some form of familiarity. Even being in his family’s estate would be a blessing to him. The world had changed so much since he had last experienced it. Even the Sacred Forest had changed, there used to be floating rivers surrounding the city, mines surrounding the walls of the sunken cirque that the city was in, there were even mana lights from the high concentration of magic in the air.

But all of that was gone. Probably because of the overuse of magic, and the struggle for nature to replenish mana in the environment⁠; though he wasn’t particularly knowledgeable for a mage so it was a mere hypothesis of his. However, even then it still greatly depressed him to know he had missed so much of the world.

That’s why he was excited for familiarity, and also to catch up on things he had missed out on. At least, he was the only one disappointed with the city. While Cecile and Frei seemed rather indifferent for the most part, Amber was looking around like a lost child, which made him happy.

Hopefully Lathyzia hasn’t changed all that much, because if this is impressive then she’ll be blown away… He smiled thinking about that.

Amber had been the person who saved him, so he was glad to be able to do things for her aside from mentoring. Allowing her to experience more of the world was something that brought a certain fulfillment to him. And so, his mood only kept on improving as they made their way through the main city and eventually reached the teleportation hall.

Nobility resided at the fringe of the sunken cirque where a low plateau resided against its walls. And the shortest way to reach it was via teleportation.

The teleportation hall had a rather long queue, its halls were gilded with black and white marble, sculptures of gold and other metal littered the surroundings. And at the very center of it all, was a gigantic teleportation circle with guards and an operating mage. It had changed a lot considering that before you could just walk in and use it yourself.

Though just as they were about to get in queue, Frei veered off and turned to a guard.

“Say, where’s the private teleportation circle for super duper important individuals? Like hyper duper important.”

The guard blinked. “Are you perhaps a noble miss?”

“Oh, why yes, indeed,” Frei smiled, changing her voice. “I’d like to bring my entourage along to my abode as a token of appreciation for their marvelous services.”

He paused once more, looking at Frei up and down whose white cloak still had dried blood from stabbing Remmel, her staff was also in the same condition. And finally, after staring at those factors and back at everyone else, he nodded very slowly in a dubious manner.

“Great lady, what’s your family name? Could you grant me that?”

“Lasren,” Frei said eloquently.

The guard’s eyes widened before nodding, this time all the doubt in his expression vanished.

“Right this way, esteemed lady,” he said, beginning to march.

Frei shot a wink at all of them before they followed after her, and Asil made a mental note of that. They walked under the stares of others, before going to the sidelines and finally entering a rather small room with a single person operating the teleportation circle. The guard stepped forward and informed the man of the situation, before leaving.

Asil stared at the man in uniform, he wore robes and had a scar across his cheek and short green hair. Yet there was an air of professionalism around him.

The Sacred Forest really has changed.

“Miss, what’s your given name?”

Frei smiled. “Frei.”

The man nodded and with his black staff he used a skill, indicated by its shine. Before frowning and turning to her once more.

“Miss Frei, it seems that the Lasren family has unanimously voted to ban you from visiting their home,” he said simply.

The Arcane Council member blinked. “Wait what?”

“So unfortunately, I cannot grant you access to the plateau,” he said. “Please leave the premises.”

Asil took that moment to step forward, getting the attention from the worker.

“Asil Dazdril, try that,” he said.

The man’s eyes widened. “Dazdril? Right away…”

He raised his staff almost with a hurry in his movements, and⁠— nothing. The man frowned, this time seeming pissed.

“You are impersonating a great noble family?” he growled. “Your name is nowhere to be seen in the archives… This could have you arrested, adventurer.”

Asil blinked, utterly befuddled.

“Sir,” Amber got the elf’s attention as she spoke carefully. “I’m a Duchess in the Kingdom of Cytel and I require to see the Dazdril family with great urgency. Would it truly not be possible?”

The man shook his head. “Unfortunately, the Sacred Forest no longer does things without the proper forms. Do show me a report concerning what you want to discuss with the Dazdril family and I shall let you pass.”

Amber flinched, “That’s very sensitive information…”

“I just need to see a small portion of it,” he said.

But Amber shook her head.

“You are lying just like your friends aren’t you?” he asked, now irritated. “I will ensure all of you are arrested⁠—”

But before the situation could escalate Cecile sighed and stepped forward before summoning a piece of parchment.

“Here, this should still be valid,” she showed it to the man.

He frowned but still leaned forward to read it. His eyes scanned it before they slowly grew wide.

“A trade agreement with the Fanir family…” he said finally, pulling back. “Made twenty-three years ago.”

Cecile nodded, stowing it away. “So?”

He seemed to relax as he spoke.

“That is indeed valid for accessing the plateau, but I cannot allow these⁠—”

Cecile interrupted, “These people are part of the deal I’m going to offer the Fanir family.”

The man once more frowned. “Miss Cecile, slavery is forbidden.”

“It’s not slavery, will you let us pass or will you continue to be difficult?” she asked.

There was a silence before the man reluctantly nodded and Asil, once more, felt grateful to Cecile. Not only had she constantly helped him come to terms with his feelings, she also cheered him on, and now she had even gotten them out of a difficult situation. She truly was amazing.

They all stepped forward onto the teleportation circle, the atmosphere finally relaxing and the man raised his staff. It began to shine as runes lit up on the ground, then it flashed and teleported them away.

Asil blinked as he saw a paved road ahead with a small forest to the side of it, and on the other there were houses, luxurious ones built of a mix of wood and metal. They were twisted as they were beautiful, he didn’t recognize them but he knew⁠—he felt, he was near his family. And that thought made his heart drum in excitement.

He was finally here.

* * *

Amber was glad that they were nearing their destination. She had seen so many wondrous things that it was a bit overwhelming, but the idea of getting to explore this place and also learning magic and expanding on her Essence usage was… exciting. So far, she had even managed to replicate the tiniest bit of darkness magic with Frei’s incredibly rough explanation.

If she found true scholars, maybe she could instantly reach new heights with their guidance. Given they accepted the bullshit explanations about curses anyway.

The group walked through the plateau where all the nobles resided, and Amber observed an eclectic selection of buildings, some were made out of wood and others were entirely built out of metal. But every single one of them was massive, allowing to host an entire family.

Eventually, almost when they were reaching the end, they stopped before the gates of a different residence. This one was walled off, and its inside wasn’t visible, yet the roofing tiles on top of the walls reminded Amber of japanese or chinese architecture. It was none other than Asil’s family residence. Visiting Frei’s was out of the question at this point.

Asil stood before the doors with some nervousness, before raising his staff and knocking on the wooden double doors.

Then they waited.

“Can’t we just break in or some shit?” Frei asked Asil. “I’m kinda annoyed so I just wanna hit the bed.”

“Is it because you were banned by your distant family?” Amber asked.

“Yeah! Who do those bitches think they are? Fucking talking about morals when they don’t know jack,” she spat.

“Right…”

She decided to not interact with her for now, just like everyone else, and a short minute later, the door opened. The person that received them was a white haired elf with golden eyes, a woman wearing a robe.

She blinked seeing Asil. “Uh, who are you?”

Asil frowned. “I haven’t been here for two-hundred years, get someone from the family that is that old, they’ll know who I am.”

“Why?” she asked. “And who are these people?”

The woman scanned the crowd before her eyes paused on Amber, and they trembled.

“You are…”

She stepped back, fear evident in her gaze. Finally, she bolted, teleporting away in an instant before her cry resounded for everyone to hear.

“Dad, the psychopath that freed the heretic of the family is here! I can’t kill her alone, she’s got company! Help!”


Chapter 17.

Amber⁠— no, pretty much everyone was stunned. Asil was floored, his mouth agape as he stared at the open door. Cecile was looking at her with a ‘what the fuck did you do look’, and Frei simply stared at her in awe. Shocked at what she had just learned, and Amber had just stp.

Heretic? I freed a heretic? They mean Asil, right? Amber didn’t have qualms about freeing her mentor, but at the same time this couldn’t be good. For starters, how did they even know about that?

Amber looked ahead, unsure of what to do. She saw what seemed to be a temple-like house ahead, its roof completely filled with clay tiles and curved slopes. But before she could think too long, the doors of the mansion opened and bloodlust permeated the surroundings. She saw five elves, all of them holding staffs and dressed in robes. Three of them were male and two female, and their levels were…

[Mage. Lvl. 109]

[Mage. Lvl. 24]

[Mage. Lvl. 151]

…

They were all over the place, but it did little to assuage their worries because it meant that at least some of them had Essence. Amber tensed, meeting their gazes as they stepped forward. Only a single elf had a beard, and he was the one to step forward. His level was unimpressive at 80, yet he emanated an aura that told her⁠— she’d struggle for her life if she fought.

“Why are you here, Amber the Demonkiller?”

She bit her lip and⁠— Asil ran forward, and into the courtyard, standing between the two of them. The man frowned.

“And who are you?”

Asil looked at him and after taking a deep breath, he spoke, tearing up slightly. “It’s me, Asil, don’t you recognize me, Uncle Latvar?”

The man blinked and the other people present gasped, in disbelief at what they had just heard.

“So, she brought him along…”

“Does he intend to get revenge on us?”

“Heretic…”

But the only person who had yet to speak was ‘Uncle Latvar’, he had the oldest feeling presence, and he seemed to be considering something before speaking.

“Asil, you disgraced the Dazdril family,” he finally said.

“I know…”

“You picked a fight with our savior, with the same spirit that allowed our founding fathers to establish themselves here. Do you realize what happened after he imprisoned you?” he asked, anger in his voice.

Asil flinched. “He probably came back to you people⁠—”

“That’s right, but he decided to let us go with a slap on the wrist after forcing us to make a vow that ensured this would never happen again.”

Latvar walked forward, his staff resembling more of a cane. Then he stood before Asil as his frown deepened.

“So what makes you think you can come back here?!”

The man slapped him with his staff, Asil hit the ground with a splatter of blood as Amber’s eyes widened. Cecile cried and tried to rush forward, but Frei held her.

“Let go!”

“Nay, ya gonna die if I do,” Frei replied as the merchant struggled on her arms.

The man raised his gaze and took them all in, before finally looking down at Asil.

“Not only that but you brought a damn Arcane Council member to our doorstep, do you intend to attempt to ruin our family a second time?”

“It’s not what you think…” He struggled, slowly getting up.

“Then what is it⁠—” And the man paused, his eyes widening as he looked at Asil’s hand. “You… you really stooped that low…?”

His eyes were glued on the Ring of the Twin Moons, the one Amber had gotten from killing Zodos, and she immediately realized the problem. Uh oh. Latvar’s face contorted with anger.

“You really are still just a selfish twat. Seeking to regain what you’ve lost by betraying our very foundation. However, I won’t allow it because…” He raised his staff as he began to glow with a golden light. “I will fucking kill you!”

Cecile screamed. “No!”

Asil was blasted with a golden light. The tiles on the entryway exploded and everything in the spot was evaporated. Yet, as the light dispersed, Asil stood there, panting with his hand raised. His outfit was torn, he had burns all over, and yet he was alive. His ring emitting a dim white light.

“I didn’t join the Arcane Council,” Asil said, letting out a deep breath. “This is something Amber got from killing the members.”

The man’s eyes widened with shock before they narrowed again with caution, all after giving Frei a single glance.

“Then why is there a member with you?”

“Because⁠—”

And Frei appeared in front of everyone, a hand on her chest with pride as Cecile dropped to the ground in surprise.

“‘Cause I’ve decided to betray the Arcane Council,” she said, letting out a deep breath. “Big reveal right? Can we just enter your house already, I wanna sleep. The elf over there has been nothing but nice so forgive him already.”

Latvar scoffed. “Forgive him? Moreover, you expect me to believe that, wench? You’re the troubled kid of the Larsen family, that’s enough for me to not believe a single word you say.”

He pointed his staff at her neck, which Frei slowly moved out of the way with her hand before glancing back.

“Can I divulge details about this?”

Amber blinked, before nodding. Frei smiled and turned back to the man.

“I made a contract with Amber the Demonkiller. She has agreed to help me leave the council and help me with my deepest desire, and in exchange I’m her lapdog,” she said frowning. “Besides, do ya hate Amber that much for simply freeing that guy? C’mon, grow up, all of ya.”

The man blasted her with a radiant light, the same strength as earlier; it was an attack that easily entered level 300 and yet…

The smoke cleared and Frei stood there unharmed, smoke coming off her clothes.

“Rude.”

“Leave, we aren’t going to entertain you heretics,” he said simply. “Otherwise we’ll be forced to kill you all. This is your last chance to walk away without problems.”

Frei sighed. “Say… are ya even listening?”

Amber meanwhile didn’t understand it. “Why?”

The man glanced back. “Is that even a question?”

“That’s right, you committed the gravest sin anyone could’ve done,” one of the female elves chastised.

“If this were the open forest you’d be running for your life,” another said.

“Do not come here again, heretic,” someone else growled.

“You’ve made our family relive the worst time of their lives, you wench.”

The other four people reproached her, but Amber didn’t understand them. And that was because of one simple reason.

“The Primordial Spirit of the desert forgave Asil, what kind of tragedy are y’all talking about?” Amber asked, befuddled. “How is any of this bad?”

Everyone blinked, and then scoffs came her way. Though there were no comments, the man, Latvar, had turned to face her. Looking at her with disdain.

“I don’t understand why you would lie, the Primordial Spirit came himself to tell us that it was you who freed this heretic.” He gestured at Asil who was biting his lip. “He came with a wide murderous grin, and left before we could beg for his forgiveness.”

“Right…”

So Sid came… Amber still didn’t understand it, he had forgiven Asil before her very eyes, and she had basically taken Asil in front of him. It wouldn’t make sense for him to have a moodswing all of a sudden after telling her about the Ebony Tower.

“So if he was angry, why would I still be alive?” Amber asked.

“We’re more than aware that you have relations with the spirit of Cytel, he won’t kill you easily but it doesn’t mean he will not take his rage out on us.” He raised his staff, before pointing it at Asil. “More than anything, we have to ensure our family lives on⁠—”

“Uh didn’t ya like, try to chase him away first and not change your mind till ya saw his ring?” Frei subtly pointed out. “What’s this about ensuring?”

He frowned, his gaze darkening before shaking his head. “Letting him go may not cost us anything, killing him on the other hand will gain the favor of the spirit by repenting for our mistakes. And I was planning to let him go until I realized he was the scum of the earth.”

Amber sighed. “This is stupid.”

“What did you say?” a woman called from the back.

“I said this is fucking stupid,” Amber growled before walking up to the man, Latvar.

He coldly looked down on her as she extended her hand.

“You have access to it, right? The power of the gods,” she said. “Let’s make a vow where I’ll tell you only the truth about this topic.”

He frowned, and at that moment everyone paused. Even Frei looked concerned as she raised a hand with a slightly worried tone.

“Amber, you really shouldn’t make vows with strangers.”

“That’s right…” Asil said, even though he looked miserable.

“I don’t care,” she replied simply before glaring at Latvar once more. “So, will you do it or will you insist on a pointless argument born from a stupid misunderstanding?”

After a second, the man grabbed her hand.

“Fine. Do you agree to solely tell me the truth about this topic for the rest of our conversation? If you agree to lose your life upon lying, then say yes.”

Amber grinned.

“Sure, why not.”

And with that, the contract was made as Amber felt something go into her heart.

* * *

Latvar really couldn’t believe the gall of this girl, after all, to him it was clear as day. He had been in Lathyzia, over in the main hall with the grand ancestor when it happened, just a mere two months ago.

With a flash of light, a figure of white manifested. One that was emanating a purple light. It was a god, a Primordial Spirit, and he was maniacally laughing.

“Amber really doesn’t respect me at all.” He laughed. “Just perfect, truly not something I’ve ever encountered before.”

Everyone in the hall paled as the spirit continued to cackle.

“Not only that but she insulted me and freed the guy from your family without a second thought, even disregarding her life in front of me.”

Following his statement, everyone braced themselves for the only fate that came from pissing off a Primordial Spirit that much: death. However, they still tried to do something about it. So, they began to beg.

“Great One of Stars, please forgive⁠—”

And the ancestor paused.

“He left…”

Just like that, Latvar had re-experienced the most chilling and harrowing visit in his life. The previous one had lasted longer, yet the spirit had been cold and indifferent, like a tyrant. This time, however, he was unsettled, he was angry. Both meetings had marked him. After their investigations they had concluded that the great spirit could have only been talking about one person.

Amber the Demonkiller.

He closed his eyes before re-opening them and meeting Amber’s gaze. He didn’t know why a girl would be as stupid as to piss off a god, and he didn’t want to know. If they hadn’t been on the plateau they would all have been trying to kill her, but potentially getting the family in deep trouble with the rest of the nobility for this wasn’t worth it.

No, instead the plan was to track her down… But it didn’t matter now, because she had made a vow with him.

“Who are you to this spirit?”

“His friend,” Amber answered succinctly.

Odd. She should’ve died from that. The frown on his face quickly deepened. He had to dig deeper it seemed.

“How are you his friend if you disrespected him?” he asked.

She thought recounting what she had in mind, “I know his name, but he’s also helped me and I do like him, he’s just an asshole to anyone but me which sometimes bothers me, well he’s an asshole to me as well. I think that would make him my friend.”

“She is… actually telling the truth…”

“No, she probably found a way to circumvent the vow.”

“It shouldn’t be possible…”

Latvar tuned out the words of his family members out of his mind, but he still was quite shocked. She was telling the truth all this time? No, it couldn’t be… He had to come up with a true test, something that she herself couldn’t answer.

He frowned, entering deep thought, before finally coming up with something.

“Why did he maniacally laugh about the fact that you don’t respect him?”

Amber blinked. “Uh, I don’t know, I only earned his respect because I told him to go fuck himself…” she answered meekly. “Are you sure he wasn’t just amused or something?”

“Amused, he?” Latvar asked, almost incredulously. “Someone like him would never be amused over⁠—”

He paused. He replayed the scene in his mind and he realized something: there had been no bloodlust in the air when it happened. But was it really that much of a misunderstanding? Could it be?

“No, there is no way,” he said, frowning. “You have to be lying.”

“I literally just made a contract,” Amber said flatly.

He gritted her teeth, nothing was amiss with it, but still he had to try something.

“What about the Arcane Council member, what scheme are you hiding? There is no way she is trustworthy to keep around.”

“Uh, she did make a vow with me, I’ll help her leave the council and other things, in exchange for her services and rather unconditional help,” she said. “Her ties to the council don’t seem to force her to take action against others, so it’s not much of an issue.”

“Is she a slave?” he asked, shocked.

Amber shook her head. “I won’t force her to do anything she doesn’t want to, so no. Nor do I abuse her services.”

“Isn’t she the best master I could ask for?” the council member piped up from afar, leaving him even more aghast.

He was in denial, at this point he understood that their benefactor had nothing against the girl, but she had to be hiding something. After all, it truly wasn’t possible for her to earn the respect of a primordial, much less this primordial, from disrespect.

“There is a very important detail you aren’t telling us about your meeting with the primordial of the desert, what is it?”

Amber frowned before placing a hand on her chin. “I sought him out to learn the secret of the gods. But also he planned an elaborate kidnapping scheme to get his cube, which I had. He kidnapped me and asked for ransom, then intended to kill me. I talked him out of it by promising information. When I realized he would be punishing me anyway, I threw his cube at him and called him an asshole and said I’d rather die than get his help.”

Hearing that, all the elves present were aghast. Even the Arcane Council member seemed shocked.

“After that happened, he agreed to teach me the secret of the gods.”

What…?

At this point even he couldn’t believe his ears. Shouldn’t the normal reaction be to take the cube and then kill the girl? The rest of the elders here couldn’t believe it either.

“So, we shouldn’t worry about our family?” he asked, lost.

“Yep.” She nodded.

“Aye, we resolved it!” the council member clapped. “Can I go sleep in one of your rooms now?”

He heard her question, but he still remained lost, having no words.

“Huh…”

He had lost sleep over this. Many members of the Dazdril family had. All over a misunderstanding founded on their perceptions of their benefactor; the eccentric god of the Great Desert.

How was he supposed to tell them that it was all a misunderstanding?

* * *

Amber raised her brow at the man because he seemed lost. Almost staring into space.

“Are you alright?” she asked.

He blinked.

“Oh, right. I can consider our vow complete now. Thank you for enlightening us.”

He bowed. Amber nodded before scratching the back of her head, considering the situation mostly resolved.

“Hey, I know Frei is being pushy, but can we stay with you people?” She hesitated before continuing. “Asil was really looking forward to meeting his family, and I can't say I wasn’t either. Also, we have no lodgings whatsoever.”

Latvar took a second before nodding. “Sure.”

The other elves grumbled. They seemed upset, but not exactly at her. And after, they shook their heads and left. It seemed that Latvar was the one in charge. After a few seconds of being lost he raised his head and saw Asil being held by Cecile, they were quietly talking to each other while holding hands.

“He really has changed.”

“Told ya,” Frei said from the side.

The man bit his lip before calling. “Asil.”

The elf turned, confused and with hurt in his eyes.

“What is it, Latvar?”

“I’m sorry I didn’t believe you.” He bowed. “Truth be told, I’ve missed you for these two centuries…”

Hearing that, Amber’s mentor blinked and struggled to hold back tears, before finally being pushed by the merchant, and what followed was a warm embrace. A beautiful moment that Amber felt like she was intruding on, but one that made her glad. To her it seemed that Asil had a lot of unresolved emotions, so this was nice to see.

Finally, he turned towards her.

“Thank you for bringing him, Amber.”

“He kind of just brought himself…”

And Frei smacked her back. “Just take the gratitude, asshole. Ya freed him.”

“Right… you’re welcome.”

The man smiled. “Let’s go find rooms for you then.”

“Finally,” Frei grinned.

With that, they walked forward and into the mansion where the girl from earlier was waiting.

“Dad, is it done? Is the heathen dead⁠—”

And she paused meeting eyes with Amber, before shrieking.

“Silvette, from now on Amber is a friend of the Dazdril family. Our benefactor does not want her dead at all. In fact, they’re friends,” Latvar said simply.

Silvette paused, her eyes growing wide. “What…? That… makes no sense.”

“It’s fine, I’m going to show our guests their rooms.”

“Right.”

With that they left the confused girl behind. She still seemed to have no clue about who Asil was, giving him a confused look, but no one commented on it.

Things were done, Amber got herself a private room, everyone did⁠— though Frei chose to stay with her for some reason, and quickly dozed off. Amber herself was also quite tired, so she chose to sleep.

What an eventful day…

* * *

Unbeknownst to Amber, however, the Dazdril family entered deep turmoil that night. One of confusion that turned into anger, that became confusion once more. But by the morning, everyone understood what had truly happened, and they had also acknowledged one very important thing.

They had to get in Amber’s good graces.


Chapter 18.

When she fell asleep the sun hadn’t even set, and while she could have always gone back to sleep to see for how long she could continue sleeping, she didn’t. She was way past that point in life, and the answer was probably for weeks on end. So instead, she slowly woke up yawning, and turned to see Frei staring out of the window.

The sun had yet to rise, there was only moonlight coming in, and the elf seemed to have a complicated expression, one that quickly changed as she blinked and turned.

“Hm? Did I wake ya?”

Amber shook her head. “You didn’t. What are you doing?”

“I’ve been thinking,” Frei said, turning back to the window, before placing a hand on it. “About what I want…”

Amber raised her brow and Frei continued.

“Ya asked me if going to the world of stars is truly everything I want or if there’s more,” she said, only for her to hear. “And well, I’m still thinking about it.”

Amber thought of what she heard, before nodding. “I don’t think it matters too much, won’t you figure out something once you get to that world?”

Frei glanced back and chuckled. “Perhaps, or perhaps not.” She turned back to the window. “Dunno, hard to tell.”

“Does it worry you?”

“A bit.”

At that there was a shared silence between the two of them. Amber didn’t really know what to say, and maybe there was nothing to say. Frei was still staring outside, more specifically at the moon. Her silver eyes reflected it with deep emotions.

“Y’know, I kinda envy ya in a way,” Frei said. “And I don’t mean the obvious shit like ya weren’t discriminated against by the spirits from the get-go, but rather, I envy you.”

She raised her brow. “What does that even mean?”

“Like, ya seem so carefree to me, dunno I envy that. Well except when I had to calm ya down, but overall, you’re rather well-adjusted save for your death wish while fighting.”

Amber frowned and Frei chuckled.

“Ya know how many people at your level are insane in some way? Almost all of them I’ve met.” She tapped a finger on her chin. “I mean, even I ain’t that sane.”

“Uh, I know that.”

The elf simply smiled. “Yet, you’re different. After spending so much time with ya, I can conclude that you aren’t the type of person to take disrespect, or let things that bother you go unresolved. So I guess, thinking about it logically, I wanna be more like ya.”

“Right, thank you.”

Frei nodded, before smiling deeply.

“Which is why I’ll be leaving ya for sometime, to take care of things with the Lasrens. I can’t be around for the operation against the Arcane Council anyway, so good luck, Amber.”

Amber blinked.

“Wait, you’re leaving now?”

The elf grinned, her eyes closing following her curled smile as if she was enjoying Amber’s shock.

“Yep, no better time to have a family confrontation than before the sun rises.” She waved. “I’ll miss ya for a bit, ta ta.”

With those words, Frei disappeared. Leaving her alone in the room, all while she was still struggling to process her words.

She really left just like that, huh? No hesitation at all.

Amber raised her head and looked at the window, and finally, she spoke what she had in mind. The now hypocritical statement that Frei had made numerous times in different ways.

“What happened to being my lapdog, servant and whatever else?”

She didn’t care all that much about it, she just found it hypocritical to not even apologize for that; that part irritated her. Words ought to have value after all. Though in the end, at the very least Frei had been true to her word, and indeed had left.

* * *

Amber ended up sleeping more, and she awoke in the early morning to a knock on her door.

“Miss Amber?” It wasn’t a voice she recognized. “Are you awake yet?”

“Yeah,” she answered, loud enough for the person outside to hear. “What is it?”

“We’ve had some discussions overnight, and I wish to speak to you about them. May I come in?”

Amber blinked and looked down, she was in a simple white shirt and she supposed that was fine.

“So long as you don’t intend to attack me, sure.”

A chuckle came and the door opened.

“I wouldn’t dare.” She recognized the man to be Latvar.

From what she had been able to gather he was the leader of the Dazdril house ⁠— at least the one in the Sacred Forest. So, this was most definitely an important topic.

The elven man closed the door behind him and spoke simply.

“The entirety of the Dazdril house has decided to help you with anything you may need.”

“Right…”

That was quite a strong statement right off the bat. But also, Amber didn’t really have much to ask about.

She scratched her cheek, “I don’t have much to ask for help with, so it’s fine.”

The man coughed. “Please, this is imperative to the Dazdril family, the disrespect we’ve shown you isn’t how we want to treat an esteemed guest⁠—” 

“Fine, I got it,” Amber interrupted.

She didn’t know what had happened overnight, but judging the man’s troubled expression this was probably incredibly important to him. And while she could ask for something inconsequential, she decided to try to make use of this opportunity. Plus, she already had plans to seek assistance from the Dazdril family in various forms.

“I’ve got a question then.”

The man’s eyes widened before he nodded. “Anything.”

“If I wanted to break a vow, how would I go about it? More specifically, in another person,” Amber said.

The man paused, “Is this related to the Arcane Council girl?”

“Can you just answer the question?”

“O-Of course,” he spoke softly. “As far as I’m aware, you simply need to override the vow with another one.”

Amber hadn’t considered that, “Is it really that simple?”

“So long as your Essence is stronger than the one that made the vow, yes.”

She immediately frowned. So my only chance to remove Frei’s vow is to get another primordial to make a vow with her? That idea was incredibly troublesome, and it wasn’t something she could easily achieve.

Val’leri was ⁠— even if both of them traveled at full speed ⁠— weeks away, and Sid’fril was months. Of course, the issue could just wait, but…

“Is there no other way?” she asked.

The man thought for a moment. “I’ll have to ask the ancestor of the family.”

“The High Elf?” Amber blinked.

“Yes, I’ll try to exhaust all of our resources to get an answer⁠—”

Amber pondered, “If you had to break Sid’s vow, do you think it’d be possible?”

The man paused before sighing. “Unfortunately, the act of wanting to break the vow would be a violation of it: so no.”

“Right, figure out how to break a primordial’s vow,” Amber said.

The man nodded gravely. “Very well, the Dazdril family shall do their best.”

In truth, Amber did feel the need to prioritize breaking Frei’s vow. She didn’t know if the Arcane Council would learn of her betrayal upon it being broken or not, but it didn’t matter. What mattered was going to be all the knowledge and secrets Frei would be able to reveal after the fact.

It felt weird for her to chase after information that much, but it was what she needed the most. Amber had to figure out where the primordial spirits of the world were, the secrets of the world; and other things she didn’t have easy access to. She wished to learn of the exalted figures of history, unearth their treasures if there were any, and capitalize from the path they had carved.

Latvar nodded once more and walked away, but he stopped at the door. “By the way Miss Amber, is there anything you need of us aside from this?”

Amber thought, “I want to visit both associations in the citadel, so a guide would be nice.”

“Very well, I’ll send one shortly.”

With those words the man departed. And Amber was left alone with her thoughts. Mainly, she decided to think about how she wanted to use her time until Remmel’s mission. Frei was gone so resistance training was out of the question ⁠— and it was slow anyway so that hadn’t been in her initial plans.

No, one of her plans was to learn how to properly use electricity or darkness magic with Essence. And her main plan was actually to train in her Essence, which she could probably do with the help of the Dazdril family. Aside from that…

Try food and learn of elven culture.

She didn’t care a ton about that, but she wanted to experience it. Her main goal in being here was to gain mastery of her Essence, and information. So, visiting the elven libraries was a must as well.

She thought some more, but it seemed that that was everything she wanted to consider. Remmel had already started the research on Ishtar and Eisheth, so she was going to wait to see what he came up with. And if he didn’t come up with anything then she’d leave the Obsidian Rose and maybe do her damn best to kill the man to save herself trouble in the future.

Though I don’t think it’ll come down to that⁠.

With a newfound plan of action, Amber got dressed and prepared to leave. There had been some clothes over on the room’s desk which she used to get dressed, and then headed out.

* * *

When she was about to leave, she was approached by Silvette, Latvar’s daughter, and it seemed she was to be her guide. At first, their interaction had been a bit awkward, since she was still prejudiced, but as they headed into the city it changed.

“Still, I can’t believe that I was lied to that much, talk about being overdramatic,” she scoffed.

“Right, I guess.”

“Like, they were saying how you doomed our house and how we were all going to die. That’s why I panicked so much, they painted you as the worst evil, when in reality you’re kind of whatever.”

“Right.”

“Sorry, I just mean to say that you won’t destroy your house. I’m just angry…”

The elven girl had transitioned into ranting about the Dazdril family and the entire situation that had occurred. And it didn’t seem to have an end to it. Even as Amber tried different foods, Silvette seemed to still be going.

“Like, they seriously thought that telling me my entire existence is doomed was a good idea! Talk about emotional distress.”

Amber looked over at the girl eating some kind of fried plants. “How old are you, Silvette?”

The girl blinked. “What? I’m plenty old y’know! Don’t go treating me like a kid, I’m a grown up 34 year old adult, okay?!”

Wasn’t Asil still learning to write at 20? Amber frowned. Elves matured at a much slower rate, didn’t this mean that Silvette was basically a teen? Of course, the rate of maturity probably wasn’t linear, but that was her guess.

“What’s with that look?”

Amber smiled. “You’re just older than me, that’s all.”

At that, the girl froze. “Wait… what? That’s not possible, you’re so high-level.”

“You’re a full thirteen years older in fact,” Amber pointed out, eating a skewer with some unknown meat.

It was good. She savored it with a smile, and Silvette, her tour guide was… staring at her with wide eyes and an agape mouth.

“You’re lying…”

“Nope.”

“That…” She frowned. “I know you’re human and we age differently, but… that still makes no sense. Doesn’t that mean that I should be at least level 100 if I want to match your pace?”

Amber waved her hand dismissively with her skewer. “When I was a teen I was level 1, so no.”

“That…” the white-haired girl’s eyes went wide. “...doesn’t make sense…”

Amber smirked at her reaction, and continued to enjoy her food.

After that, they finally headed towards the citadel, which was via an elevator at the very center of the inner city. There had to be over a hundred people along with her, and surprisingly to her, there was not a single human in her sight.

“Why are there no humans?” she asked Silvette.

The girl paused. “You don’t know?” Amber shook her head. “It’s because outsiders aren’t allowed in the main city at all. In fact, they aren’t allowed in most of the districts.”

“Uh huh… so if I had entered through a wagon…”

“You would’ve been given a magical bracelet to prevent you from wandering around and would have not been treated as part of our society.” She nodded, her face beaming with pride.

“Right…”

That sounded more brutal than what she had expected. No wonder Frei had called it trouble.

“Last question, why did you call me here⁠ti—”

“Stop, stop, stop!” Silvette immediately shut her up.

But people were already looking at her dubiously, making Amber blink. The elven girl grabbed her and pulled her ear, for a faint whisper, which surprised Amber.

“I’ll tell you later, just don’t use that word loosely.”

Amber nodded at that. So far, elven society had been a lot more interesting than she had expected. The architecture was fantastical and gravity defying; the food was somewhat familiar, but the ways of doing things… it almost felt like a mix of calculating and being connected with nature.

She found it all interesting.

Then, an announcement came, as if it was talking through a speaker.

“The afternoon lift is taking off now, no more passengers allowed.”

Following that, a barrier of blue magic surrounded the elevator platform, and it began to ascend a moment after. Amber observed it and noted one thing, she could sense a faint curse on it.

“Interesting.”

“What is?” Silvette asked.

Amber subtly pointed at it. “There is a curse in the barrier.”

“Oh huh.”

“Impressive,” an elf near them said, he was just two meters away from them. “Surprised you can sense that.”

Amber turned and saw an elf in robes. He looked young, his hair was golden and combed back, his green eyes seemed tired and weary however, and he had a staff. His level was relatively high.

[Water Mage. Lvl. 189]

He stopped next to her with a smile, staring at the barrier. “Do you know what curse it is?”

Amber turned towards it, and focused. But ultimately she didn’t have the abilities to tell that yet, so she told him as much.

“Nope.”

The man chuckled. “The fact that you can even sense it is incredible, you are a warrior after all.  But to answer my own question: the curse present is the Curse of Tracking, it will allow you to predict where your target is and their moves at the cost of forcing you to mimic them.”

“Huh… interesting.”

Maybe I should try to expand my curse arsenal too.

He grinned. “The drawback doesn’t matter too much, it’s mainly meant for law enforcement. If the barrier gets shattered the perpetrator will be found. Isn’t it impressive?”

“Indeed,” Amber agreed with that, the ingenuity of using a curse to catch criminals wasn’t something she had even considered possible.

Silvette frowned. “Is it really that impressive?”

“Of course.” The elf nodded. “It is all possible because of the advancements of the Magic Association. We are one of the leading forces in sorcery aside from the association in Lathyzia and the continent of Arveil.”

“Is the Magic Association better than the ones in Arveil and Lathyzia?” Amber asked, curiously.

“Nah, we aren’t.” He said grinning. “But, we’re working on it. Why are you two going to the citadel? There isn’t that much for a warrior to do, or a child.”

“I’m not a child,” Silvette scoffed.

“We were going to the Magic Association, so given you’re from there, it’d be great if you could give us a tour,” Amber suggested smiling.

The man blinked before nodding. “Absolutely, we take anyone interested in magical research, warriors, secretaries, even merchants.”

He extended his hand, which Amber shook and he smiled.

“Maxwell.”

“Amber.”

He seemed pleased with that introduction until Silvette piped up.

“Hey, what about me!”

The man paused before offering his hand to her. “Ah, forgive me.”

* * *

Maxwell seemed incredibly eager to offer random tidbits of knowledge that Amber wasn’t aware of. Such as spells could be constructed and made via knowledge and magic circles, versus having to go by feeling. In short: they had reduced magic to a sort of science. Which Amber found kind of lame, they could make fire and cast lightning and they still applied math to all of that? It bothered her because it, ironically enough, took the magic part out of magic.

Either way, she didn’t voice her thoughts, instead listened to the elf and his various explanations. Though upon being prompted on how to create the base magic of the elements he seemed a bit stunned.

“Unfortunately, the world as a whole is yet to figure out how to create them, how the mana into the initial conversion is done. All we know is that certain runes, certain patterns will react to the elements better,” he said awkwardly.

Interesting.

They had arrived at the citadel already, which to Amber looked the most normal out of the entirety of the Sacred Forest. In fact it reminded her of the capital of Cytel save for the occasional massive tree branch in-between buildings.

“By the way, do you have anything about Cursebearers?” Amber asked.

The man blinked. “I’ve known you were one the entire time, why?”

Amber shook her head, dismissing the topic.

“Anyway, my class allows me to mimic magic with my curses so I’m hoping to expand my horizons. Learn spells if you will.”

Maxwell’s eyes widened before he nodded eagerly. “It’d be an honor to guide you through that.”

So I got myself a mentor in magic, neat.

“Don’t worry, once you surpass my knowledge I’ll take it upon myself to find you a suitable teacher,” he reassured. “For now, I’m happy to help someone else explore magic, especially in such an interesting subject.”

Amber frowned. “I won’t let you research it.”

“Of course not.” He laughed. “At most I’ll be interested to see how the principles of magic interact with that.”

With that, she had secured herself a spot in the Magic Association, albeit from mere chance. And with it, she was going to advance her Essence. Not five minutes later they arrived at the association building, or more like buildings.

To her it looked like a complex of buildings, one where the main architectural style was gothic with large pillars jutting out of the various structures that were made out of wood, and the buildings resembled cathedrals with rose windows. Some had grand spires connected to them with wood, others looked to have multiple floors. It was an awe inspiring sight that Amber couldn’t help but admire.

It was the Magic Association.

Entering it had been rather straightforward with Maxwell’s presence, although Silvette’s family name was also more than enough to enter. Upon entering Amber saw a dazzling sight, one that was amazing to her. She saw bookshelves lining the hallways, laboratories, and even saw mana floating in the air. Although Silvette wasn’t that interested, she actually had left after attaining Amber’s permission to do so.

Despite being called an association it was clearly an Institute, which meant most people were just going about their research, not bothering anyone.

There were various departments, but in the end, she was guided towards Maxwell’s personal lab⁠— apparently every researcher had one, and getting one in the first place was a big deal.

Though on the way there, they passed by a hall with portraits of various elves. Some were handsome, some ugly, their hair colors varied and so did their expressions. Some looked tired, and some were beaming with pride, and under their portraits there were plates.

“Every single one of these people are considered great mages, people that changed the world of sorcery and they are universally acknowledged and lauded through all magical institutes,” Maxwell said, excitement in his voice. He pointed at a black-haired elf. “He developed the modern rune system we use today two-thousand years ago.”

He continued pointing at different elves.

“She discovered the crafting of spatial storage items.”

“He discovered the 5th tier of magic. Which is level 500 magic.”

“She made the self-regenerating barrier that wraps Lathyzia today…”

The explanations continued, but Amber paused, she paused over a portrait that he had skipped. But that wasn’t the reason she paused, it was because of the picture and the name of the plate. It was an elf with white hair that became orange towards the tips, eyes silver like the moon and she was making a peace sign. Her name was…

“Frei Lasren

Advanced darkness magic to allow communication between shadows, granting a new form of long distance communication. First person to reach the 4th tier of darkness magic.”

“Ah, she is recent, only added to the wall about sixty years ago,” Maxwell said, a hint of sadness in her voice. “Yet she cast her promising future away, now she is shunned by all major magic institutes. Banned for her transgressions. Even her family has disowned her…”

“That is…” Amber stared at the portrait. “I didn’t know she was a lauded mage…”

The elven researcher turned towards her. “What do you mean?”

Amber shook her head before turning to the thing that interested him.

“What did she do? To get kicked out I mean.”

Maxwell frowned. “Fifty years ago she joined some organization, and sold all the research in our institute to achieve that.”

“I see…”

While she was aware Frei was far from a good person, hearing she had betrayed what she had worked hard for was still surprising. Then again, that woman had only one single want in her life, so it made sense.

Maxwell smiled. “Well, let’s go, there’s still much to show you.”

With that, their tour of the institution resumed. However, it didn’t take long before she got to practice actual magic.

“What is this…?” Amber blinked, staring at what was handed to her.

“A book.” Maxwell nodded. “Knowledge is power.”

“You do realize that none of the theory will apply to curses, right?”

“That is not a reason to skip learning the fundamentals of how magic works,” he said, frowning. “You said it yourself didn’t you? The better you understand an element the easier it is to replicate, the same goes for spells.”

Amber stared at the leatherbound book before her, it was thick. Easily thicker than dictionaries back on Earth.

“I meant getting hit by them and seeing them in action, not this…”

“One step at a time, our society wasn’t built in a day.”

Amber sighed, having second-thoughts about her whole idea now. But after a moment, she made a decision. If she made a half-assed attempt she wouldn’t achieve anything if there was something to get out of it.

So, she opened a book to study for the first time since she had arrived on Vir.


Chapter 19.

Amber spent about three days immersed in books, or as much as she could handle while also trying to meditate on the side. Her schedule consisted of about 14 hours of studying and 10 hours of meditation, forgoing sleep. Her core was about a third into its level up at this point, partly because of the meager Essence she got from the Saints of Truth and also because of the meditation she had done on the side during her travels and since arriving.

She had asked Asil for help, but aside from a special meditation chamber that was being prepared by his family there wasn’t all that much he could do other than tell her to practice. At the end of the day, the goal was to be able to do it semi-passively at all times. And while she had been practicing that but hadn’t gotten very far with it. Asil had also advised her to continue with her magic studies, since apparently they had also helped him.

That’s what she was doing. She learned a lot about basic magic, namely that magic would interact with runes accordingly, and runes had different meanings; a lot of them in fact. In her opinion it almost felt close to a language and coding but not quite. There were qualifiers such as ‘strong’, ‘constant’, ‘flaring’, and one could use them to bring the desired result. In fact, storage rings were made that way⁠— except they had thousands upon thousands of lines and quite a lot of them were interconnected, which eluded Amber.

She shook her head, walking on the halls of the Magic Association, she was somewhere on the east wing of it. Orange light was pouring from the windows lining the hall, the dust particles ebbed and flowed with a beautiful and relaxing sight. And yet, a sigh left her.

“Studying seriously sucks…”

Moreover, the association had a rule of only taking three books at a time, so it wasn’t like she could take every single one. There was also something else…

She passed two elves by the hall who frowned at her, staring as she passed.

The elves in the association were classist, but in a different way.

She shook her head, and stared at the ceiling where she saw lines of beautiful scriptures running and interweaving with each other. They were mostly linear, and the reason was rather simple: it was due to the way the runes had initially been created. They were shaped as if mana was flowing water and the rune was the channel it had to pass through. Some had cut off points, almost indicating it was a valve, others made the strokes thinner⁠— in a way it was also an art.

Initially, Amber had thought learning them was quite pointless, she wasn’t going to be enchanting things, or doing anything like that. Except… they were used in general magic too.

Generally speaking, magic circles were made to interconnect runes and enhance existing spells or create spells. They could either be drawn into the air, or drawn on the staff itself⁠— the medium used to cast her magic. Though that wouldn’t have been enough for her to be motivated to learn, but there was something else that she had found interesting.

Amber moved her finger in the air, using Essence she drew a line, at its bottom it was thick and then it became paper thin⁠ ⁠— it was the rune for “precision” ⁠— and then she ignited an Essence flame. It became a blue blowtorch radiating abnormal heat.

Runes interacted with Essence.

Sadly, they couldn’t modify an already existing skill, but rather, runes would aid the raw elements of Essence; technically aiding her on creating a new Essence skill.

She shook her hand, dispersing the flame before anyone could see it.

It was all really complicated and if she had to dissect spells with runes she would die. Thankfully, there were two schools of thought for rune usage in magic, one was the Analyst; where the spell had to be meticulously broken down in order to be made, that way anyone could do the spell. And then, there was the school she was following, the Instinctual school. Which boiled down to getting a sense of what runes to use in order to make the spell, and plugging in the gaps.

It sounded really stupid, but statistics back on Earth also had two main schools of thought, Frequentists and Bayesians. The Frequentists essentially assigned probability to data only, being entirely objective. Whereas Bayesian, essentially took one’s existing knowledge to assign a probability to an unknown thing; essentially making it at its core a subjective school. Much like the Instinctual one in magic.

“Never thought studying finance would give me a frame of reference in another world…” She tilted her head. “Though I guess I’m technically a college dropout.”

A chuckle left her as she stepped into a large hall, one filled to the brim with books. There were elves milling about, sitting in different chairs. It was a public library. Amber quickly and briskly put the books she had borrowed back and then moved to search for the new ones Maxwell had told her to read.

She was ⁠— at the moment ⁠— reading close to ten books a day, and if information retention wasn’t a problem she would be doing way more. Turns out, having the insane amount of body enhancements she had helped her brain work faster, surprisingly enough. There was also the fact that she was the top honors student in her university⁠; pushing her limits with studying had been a rather miserable time.

“And here I thought I was free of that,” Amber murmured, grabbing a black book from the bookshelf.

“Hey, isn’t that the 7th book she grabs today?” an elf whispered from behind.

“Maybe her barbarian brain is struggling to find one that she comprehends… she’s always swapping them out,” another answered.

In the end, as a warrior she was discriminated against for being a meathead even though she was likely more competent at studying than these assholes. In fact, if she didn’t need to understand the content and just remember it she could probably do 30 books a day at this point, if not more.

Studying magic had been hard, but fulfilling so far. And the occasional Silvette visit also made her day better; turns out the elven girl had taken a liking to her.

“You think she’s listening to us?” one asked.

“Nah, she’s way too low-leveled for that. But I can commend that she’s broken the level 150 barrier,” the other acknowledged.

Amber ignored the classist elves and instead focused on gathering her books. She had things to look forward to, one was today and it was the meditation chamber, and the other was Maxwell’s arrangement which had no set date yet.

After pestering him for almost two days, and showing him she was indeed learning everything she read ⁠— which terrified him a bit ⁠— he ended up agreeing to having one of the stronger mages show off a lightning spell to her. Attacking her with it was out of the question apparently. But it still excited her.

Amber quickly grabbed the other two books she needed and made herself scarce, she didn’t care enough to prove the elves wrong after all. It didn’t take long before she reached Maxwell’s lab, a familiar scene. There was a wide array of tables, a desk full of magic tools, and multiple white-boards lining the wall. Amber just sat at the desk that was graciously emptied out for her and began studying.

She made notes on one of the many notebooks she had looted, and quickly finished the book in just over an hour. Then, she moved to the next one and immersed herself in it. Not all books were purely technical knowledge, some covered hypotheses in magic and some the history of magic itself. This time, the second book was about history, which was a nice break from constantly using her brain.

However, about halfway through, Maxwell came.

He coughed, getting her attention.

“I see you’re still studying,” he said with a weird look. “Do you ever consider taking a break?”

Amber tilted her head. “I don’t really need rest at this point so I don’t see the point.”

“Are you not going to get burned out?” he asked, concerned.

She pondered over his comment, and then after thinking about it, she had her answer.

“If I don’t learn anything useful maybe in a month, assuming I keep learning useful things, maybe months to a few years, dunno how long I can go without leveling up and all that,” she said honestly.

Maxwell was more like a teacher to her, and her relationship with him was as such. Yet, the man genuinely looked concerned for her, which she supposed was normal; just not three days into teaching.

“I see…”

“Did something happen?” Amber asked, raising her brow.

A smile settled onto his face. “After hearing of how hard you’re studying, Scholar Lubaum has agreed to show off his lightning spells to you.”

“Oh.” She hadn’t expected that. “That’s great.”

Maxwell nodded. “Indeed, at first he heard rumors about you and thought that you hadn’t been learning, but after showing him your tests he changed his tune completely.”

“Right…”

“In fact, he says he may consider requesting for you to be his disciple if all goes well,” Maxwell said with pride in his voice. “An incredibly rare opportunity, if I say so, he’s one of the few Grand Mages in the academy.”

“Oh huh.” Amber didn’t know how to feel about that.

For starters; she didn’t even know who Scholar Lubaum was, other than some strong lightning mage. He was a Grand Mage, which signified he was above level 250. After that, came Great Mage for 300, and⁠— Archmage for 400, she didn’t bother to remember too much. Interestingly enough Frei was one of the few Archmages to have come from the Sacred Forest; all because she had made a spell that touched upon that realm. So she was barely one.

“So when will I be seeing him?” she finally decided to ask.

Maxwell hesitated. “About that… I don’t want to interrupt your studies, but he said today, so if it’s okay⁠—”

Amber stored the book into her storage ring, hopping off her chair. “Let’s go then, studying is boring.”

At that, the blonde elf blinked. “I thought you liked it.”

“Nope it sucks.”

The man paused from her statement, and Amber walked past him and into the hallway before looking back.

“Are you not coming?”

Maxwell jolted. “Oh huh, right away…”

With that, they went to see the Lightning Grand Mage, aka: the level 250 lightning mage. That said, Maxwell seemed to be acting weird after hearing her, saying things like ‘that doesn’t make any sense’, and ‘is she a masochist?’, though Amber pretended to not hear him.

* * *

With Maxwell’s guidance, Amber reached the testing room where the lightning mage was waiting. And to her surprise, the runes outside the room were active, and they moved dynamically, changing the flow of mana and interconnecting it with other channels occasionally. She hadn’t noticed it in the past, but now she could appreciate it; it almost felt mechanical, like an arrangement of moving parts.

And from what she understood from the different runes, they all had one thing in common: sturdiness and durability. Meaning the room was enchanted to the brim to resist things, which she found interesting. However, she didn’t just stand there and stare, rather she immediately went into the room with Maxwell.

The room was a large rectangular chamber of something akin to concrete, and near them there was an elf standing, looking into the distance.

He was tall, easily two meters tall, and he had a rather wide yet skinny build. He had combed back white hair and a rather chunky staff with what looked to be copper chunks inserted into it haphazardly. His robe was tailored for his body, not having much loose cloth at all. And he was smiling when he turned to greet them.

[Lightning Mage. Lvl. ???]

“Maxwell told me a lot about you,” he said. “Quite the high praise if I say so.”

“Really?” Amber was surprised to hear that. “What did he say?”

The mage grinned. “He said that you love studying, that you’re the most diligent person he’s ever come across and that your passion for magic is like no other, never heard him say that before.”

She paused, “Oh, about that…”

“Yeah?”

“Nevermind.”

Amber didn’t want to crush this mage’s hopes and dreams for her as well. Maxwell already looked awkward as hell from the conversation. So, Amber decided to spare him. The white-haired mage before her laughed.

“No matter, I’m the Grand Mage Lubaum, as you’ve heard.”

“Yeah, and you said you’re willing to show me your strongest lightning spells?” Amber asked, curiously, masking her excitement.

“Yes, indeed I am.” He placed a hand on his chest with pride before thinking. “Though Maxwell informed me of a rather weird request of yours.”

“Did he?”

He nodded, though slightly confused. “He said that you wanted to be hit by them? Can you confirm?”

Amber blinked, taken aback by the Lubaum’s curious look. It wasn’t judgmental, just curious.

“Yes,” she finally said. “I would indeed like to experience their impact myself.”

“You’ll die,” he said simply. “But even if you won’t, I’d be imprisoned for unjust violence even if it is at your behest. So unfortunately, I have to decline your request.”

Unfortunately? It seemed that otherwise, he would’ve gladly agreed.

“Still, I’m glad that you’re that eager to learn,” he said. “While I’ve yet to achieve the 3rd Tier of lightning magic I’ll do my best to show you an inspirational performance. I look forward to seeing how you contribute to magic as a whole. When will you be doing your class change?”

“Class change?” Amber asked, confused.

“Yes, becoming a mage. While I heard you’re researching curses it is clear to me that you have a passion for this subject. Losing half of your levels isn’t that bad,” he said.

Amber was confused. I didn’t even know that was possible. Still, the mere thought of him wanting her to become a mage made her angry, though she tried to mask her frown as a pensive one.

“For now I’m committed to my own research,” she finally said.

“Commendable indeed.”

She didn’t even want to bother asking him about it. Sure she was curious, but the mere thought that it would imply she truly wanted to become a mage disgusted her to no extent. She had nothing against mages, but her class was everything she wanted out of life ⁠— the man was quite literally implying that she wanted to forsake herself; that thought disgusted her.

“Well, let’s not waste any more of our time,” Lubaum said, gesturing to the end of the room where a metal mannequin stood. “That puppet is about as durable as a level 300 monster and shall be serving as our test subject.”

“Right.” Amber lost half of her excitement from the earlier comment but she still paid attention.

“And today, I’ll be showing you three spells, from weakest to strongest,” he said simply.

Amber nodded, and they all stood behind the mage. Maxwell had chosen to remain quiet the entire time, simply acting as a mere spectator.

“First spell is a level 200 one…”

The level 250 mage pulled back, raising his staff into the air and Amber felt the mana in the air change, gathering at its tip. He pulled it as far back before he swung it forward⁠—

“Lightning Discharge.”

A thunderbolt struck the mannequin from above with a loud bang, and smoke billowed in all directions. Then it slowly cleared. The target had surface-level scratches and lines running along it but nothing more. Then, the mage turned to her with a smile.

“What do you think?”

“It’s impressive,” Amber, of course, lied through her teeth.

“It’s quite average,” Maxwell said from behind.

Lubaum laughed. “Well yes it is, but I’m glad our newcomer has enthusiasm. It means she’s yet to broaden her horizons.”

Amber ignored the comment and watched as the lightning mage turned around and pointed his staff at the target again.

“Next is a level 250 spell,” he said, mana flowing into his staff as crackling began to resound around the mannequin. Then, he whipped. “Lightning Implosion.”

The spot exploded, an arm of the mannequin went flying and more bricks were blasted, but Amber didn’t find it all that interesting. This time, at least, mage Lubaum didn’t turn for feedback, instead, he repositioned his staff and spoke.

“And this is my strongest spell, a creation of mine.”

He began to write runes into the air, “divide”, “constant”, “burst”, “precision” ⁠— a myriad of them that quickly ended in an intricate circle, and Amber blinked as the light within the room flickered. He then pointed his staff forward as the copper on it crackled.

“Lightning Storm.”

The circle dissipated and a single bolt of lightning struck the mannequin with an explosion, and then⁠, another, and another⁠— and another. Amber’s eyes grew wide as hundreds of explosive bolts hit the target, they were each about level 200 in strength but there were so many of them that the mannequin was torn apart instantly.

Chunks of the target went flying, the ground was torn asunder and the light within the room flickered nonstop as flashes of blue light went off multiple times a second. A chain of explosions that was sure to kill even the chimera she had fought.

And watching it, gave her an odd feeling, one she hadn’t quite expected outright. She had expected something lame, something that wouldn’t interest her that much, but she was wrong. Deeply wrong.

She wanted that spell. She wanted her Essence to be able to use it. Lightning crackled between her fingers just from the thought.

Before, she had thought about using lightning to force faster response times from her limbs and even brain, but now, this is what excited her. Such destructiveness was what she wanted. And maybe, she could copy it with fire. Maybe.

And then, it ended as the mage almost collapsed to the ground.

“So?”

“Actually impressive,” Amber said, still staring at the destroyed part of the room.

He smirked. “I knew you were lying the first time.”

Maxwell went to help up the mage, and for sometime no words were spoken, they simply allowed her to keep looking into the distance. But that didn’t last long, as she turned to the mage to thank him, and she was taken aback immediately after.

Amber paused, seeing he was holding a book that had no pages towards her.

“What is this?” Amber blinked.

Lebaum smiled, pushing it towards her. “That my dear, are the schematics to the spell I just showed you, ‘Lightning Storm’ it is incomplete to this day hence the System not acknowledging it and me needing runes to use it, but I think it’s a great gift towards a promising youth like you.”

She took it and opened it only to be rather shocked. Before her eyes laid a spell circle with all the detailed runes as well as notes and explanations on each part of the spell with just a few pieces of paper.

“Not only should it motivate you but I hope that one day you can complete it,” he said simply.

Amber slowly nodded. “Thank you.”

It did more than motivate her, it made her excited to no end. The man had handed her a hint to making a spell that was just as strong as Primordial Blazing Bolt. That was the highlight of her day.

After leaving Grand Mage Lubaum, Maxwell told her he could help her study the spell on the side and to continue her studies, but Amber thought otherwise and decided that aside from continuing her rune studies she’d devote all her time towards learning Lightning Storm.

And so she did.

* * *

Amber ended up in the cultivation spot that had been prepared for her at the end of the day. It was a grotto with water and trees, and was tucked away deep into the mansion. The Essence in the air was thick, and yet even though she had tried to get excited for meditation, she wasn’t at all.

“In spite of the fact that I asked Asil about things, I still can’t think of anything but the spell,” she sighed.

Then she sat down in a lotus position, hearing the sound of flowing water, it was a relaxing atmosphere all things considered.

She had learned a lot from her elven companion. Not only had she gotten even more guidance on passive meditation, he had also explained to her how core advancements worked. Apparently, her core would level up twice before each advancement at this point. And also it was going to become increasingly harder to level it up⁠— or rather shattering it would require a greater challenge.

However…

“However, if you were to do something extraordinary, there is a chance you can skip an entire level up and go to advancement.”

Or so he said. Apparently that was what had happened during her class advancement and why she immediately had a core advancement ready.

Even though that knowledge should’ve motivated her to meditate, she found it hard to get excited. That said, Amber wasn’t the average person, so she bit down her excitement and forced herself to the task; gathering Essence into her core as efficiently as possible.

But a few hours in, she couldn’t contain her excitement anymore, and she forced herself to take a look at the schematics of Lightning Storm, all while trying to keep her meditation up. At first, it was hard but it became increasingly easy. By the end of the day, she was able to read a sentence without losing too much concentration.

* * *

Soon, days passed, and she got the hang of passive meditation in a semi-competent manner, and she also devoted most of her time towards learning runes and the spell. All while progressing her Essence.

Normally learning runes would’ve been quite boring and a task that she would struggle to focus on with everything that was going on, but finding out she could technically carve them into her flesh removed any boredom the process could’ve had.

Of course, Maxwell had been dissatisfied but after some days he changed his tune and began to help. He probably thought it was just her curiosity so it would die down, but he was damn wrong.

As Amber settled into everything, her first week of being in the Sacred Forest came to an end, marking the halfway point before Remmel’s operation, and in it she…

Made a breakthrough with magic.


Chapter 20.

Amber stared down at the ground inside the training room, there was a pool of blood at her feet. She then looked at the tips of her fingers, at first it had been practically impossible to carve runes into her body given the fact that it would just heal nearly instantly. But she had finally figured out a way, with Cursed Creation; with it she could make the runes out of solid curse constructs.

However, that hadn’t been her breakthrough, nor had it been the fact that she was able to dig the runes into her flesh with that. But rather, that had been just the start of the breakthrough.

She rubbed her fingers together, a weird dissonance in her flesh present, and slightly painful because of the runes she had embedded into her skin. The runes in her fingers were: “precision” and “flaring”. And, just moments earlier they didn’t even exist.

She turned to the surroundings, where charred parts were everywhere. Finally, she looked to the end of the room that was intact. The training rooms were meant to withstand even level 300 spells, so it wasn’t an issue for her to blow it up as she saw fit. So for her to try things as many times as she wanted wasn’t an issue.

Besides, I have to make sure I wasn’t wrong…

“First… what I was doing…”

Amber raised her fingers, crackling with electricity, and then she flared her Essence as she scribbled with it on the air before she flicked her fingers.

“Thunder.”

Two bolts of lightning exploded in the distance, but immediately dissipated and her fingers felt like they were burning. That was what had happened. She had progressed a bit with Lightning Storm and using electricity in general. However, she had also continuously experimented with runes as a whole.

“And now… what I discovered.”

Amber took a deep breath unsure if it had been a fluke or not. Fire ignited on the tips of her fingers, and she slowly made out a bow of flames, then an arrow out of Essence from her right hand ⁠— the same Essence ⁠— that had the runes.

It was something she had done out of morbid curiosity earlier.

Now comes the interesting part…

Amber pushed Essence with the rune of precision into the arrow and it began to glow brighter, specifically concentrating it into the center for stability, and then she switched to the rune of flaring⁠, pushing it through and into the arrow.

She frowned as pain came from her fingers, and the arrow began to flare up with fire, then as she pushed more to finish the arrow her fingers⁠—

Exploded.

Blood splattered as the arrow fizzled out without Essence to maintain it, falling to the ground and without it reaching its final form, unable to explode. She stared at her missing fingers as they slowly remade themselves from her passive regeneration, and she grinned.

It really is a breakthrough.

“Runes really can interact with the skills…”

It was quite literally something that would superpower her Essence, however there was a problem. A big one. She frowned, placing her newly regenerated fingers on her chin.

“The rules of enchantment demand that the material has enough capacity to maintain the mana flowing through the runes, otherwise it’ll explode…”

It basically meant her fingers couldn’t hold enough Essence ⁠— nor could her hand for that matter. She rubbed them together. She was no stranger to the weakness of her flesh, ever since a young age it had been there, but she didn’t expect it to come in such a way while in Vir.

“Still, maybe my bones are more durable…”

Also, she was already thinking of the potential of engraving her entire body with runes and getting God’s Physique to a new peak. That was what she wanted.

However, given the sheer amount of runes needed if she wanted to make it permanent since redoing so many runes would be a pain. Tattoos were perhaps an option since magic just required the conduit of the rune to be a different material than the base it was set on. In fact, the conduit’s material didn’t matter at all so long as it accepted mana in the first place given the fact that the base was the limiting factor.

And that thought⁠— annoyed her again.

“My body is actually too weak for this…”

She was quite sure that if she got all her body tattoo’d up ⁠— assuming they didn’t automatically heal ⁠— her limbs would probably explode from the strain she’d put them through. She struggled to believe it considering she had survived so many battles, but it was a fact.

“Time to try my bones I guess.”

Amber raised her right hand and with her left hand she flicked her finger with a flare of Essence. Blood splattered as she chopped off her finger, completely overdoing how much strength she wanted to use.

“Oops.”

It hurt⁠— a lot in fact⁠— she was just used to that kind of pain at this point given how many times her bones were broken in battle. She raised her finger to look at it regenerating and the door opened. She turned and saw Maxwell staring at her, his eyes wide in shock.

“Are you okay?!” he asked, immediately teleporting over to her.

Amber paused as he held her hand with a worried look.

“W-What happened?”

“The scientific method I guess?” Amber second-guessed.

Maxwell blinked and then looked down, his eyes growing wide. “A-Are those fingers…” he turned. “W-Wait is that a hand?”

Trouble. Amber grabbed him by the shoulders and made him face her. The man paused and she spoke.

“Those are just the effects of the curses I’m experimenting with, please do not worry. I’m sure that as a researcher you’ve done a dangerous thing or two.”

He paused. “Right… I have.”

His eyes darted towards her hand but saw it completely intact aside from the blood, which made him relax as he sighed.

“I’m just glad you weren’t hurt.”

“Why did you come?” Amber asked, curiously, letting him go. 

“Oh, Grand Mage Labaum wants to see you,” he said.

Amber did not expect that.

This was the first time the lightning mage requested to see her since their meeting a few days ago, so she had absolutely no idea what he’d need.

“By the way, are you really okay?” Maxwell asked, concern evident on his face. “You’ve been studying this non-stop…”

“I’m fine, besides I made an interesting discovery.”

“Is that so?” Maxwell asked, unsure if those were good news or not.

Amber pondered, “Has anyone tried to engrave spells into their flesh?”

Maxwell’s eyes widened before he took a step back, sighing.

“Yeah, it’s been tried before.”

“And what happened?” She raised her head in curiosity.

Maxwell closed his eyes, but there was no pain, simply disappointment.

“It’s a subject that multiple mages have tried to explore for thousands of years, and every single time it ends in the same result.”

“Death?” Amber raised her brow.

He chuckled. “Technically yes, but the result has always been the body being unable to endure the strain from the runes. No one has managed to achieve good results for anything above the 1st tier of magic.”

So level 100…

“I see. Has anyone tried their bones instead?” she asked, masking her disappointment.

Maxwell paused. “Not that I know of. Who on Vir would do something so insane?”

Amber shook her head and walked past him, “I see, I’m going to go see Grand Mage now.”

Maxwell looked back, then at the blood all around but said nothing. And it wasn’t until Amber reached the door that he spoke.

“You are thinking of using your bones aren’t you?”

Amber chuckled. “Of course not.”

With those words, she left her somewhat lost elven teacher in the room and made her way to see the mage that had graciously provided her with a way to grow stronger. At this point she had gotten used to the academy, so it didn’t take long for her to reach his building, and hear a few snide and annoying comments, before finally reaching his office.

Strangely enough after she had gotten the Lightning Storm spell the discrimination from the other mages had gotten worse. She had begun to be called a ‘pest’ a ‘plague’, though the comments went in one ear and out the other. Amber knocked on the door before opening it without actually waiting to hear the reply.

“I’m here.”

The familiar elven mage stood from his desk. “Marvelous, that was much faster than I thought. Though I see you’re still a warrior.”

“I have the perfect class for myself, so yes,” Amber answered curtly, suddenly irritated.

The man laughed. “Perhaps, but I’m sure your thirst for knowledge wants to be able to go wild, and your class won’t let you do it.”

She frowned. “What did you call me for?”

“Oh, I was wondering if you’d be interested in an opportunity.” He pulled back, walking towards the window. “If you could reach the heights of magic with the snap of your fingers, would you do it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Answer me honestly, I feel like you hide a lot of yourself from me,” he said simply.

“I’m not hiding anything more so than keeping the peace, but in short: no I wouldn’t reach for it if it’s unearned,” she answered flatly.

He looked back. “Unearned?”

Amber shook her head. “If a god came up to me and turned me into a god I’d honestly be kind of pissed, so hopefully that answers your question.”

The mage seemed surprised before he turned back to the window. “I see. I can’t say I feel the same way, I wish to see the apex of all magic after all, I want to experience it.”

Amber said nothing and just stared at him, and he glanced back smiling.

“You know, a lot of other people share that goal, and it actually seems that the Upper Council — you know, the advisors of the Patriarch ⁠— are hiding something.”

“Right.”

“Anyway, I also wanted to tell you that you should be careful. People are… fed up with your presence,” he said, second-guessing. “Not because you’re a human but because⁠—”

“Because I'm a warrior, I know.” A sigh left her.

It was surprising to her that the discrimination she was facing was due to her class rather than something else all things considered.

“Was that everything you needed?”

He thought. “There is one more thing⁠—”

And the door swung open as four elves walked in.

“Grand Mage Lubaum we were wondering if⁠—”

The man speaking paused upon seeing her. All of them looked at her with confusion and Amber recognized them⁠— two of them were friends that constantly gossiped about her, and the other was some man that had audibly scoffed when she had asked him the whereabouts of a book.

“What is she doing here?” one of them asked accusingly.

Lubaum smiled. “I invited her to ask her to become my personal student.”

Amber raised her brow. “Did you⁠⁠—”

“Please reconsider,” an elf sputtered.

“That’s right sir, she’s a warrior,” another argued.

“She doesn’t even learn from all the books she borrows!”

The Grand Mage frowned. “Her class is of no concern to me, and she does in fact learn. I’ve never seen such a great learner as well. I truly believe that she’ll make great contributions to the field of magic.”

“B-But sir⁠—”

“Wait,” Amber interrupted, getting the attention of everyone. “When did I agree to study under him?”

There was silence, before Lubaum laughed. The elves however were staring at her in disbelief, and then one pointed at her.

“Then I, the Mage Laslin, challenge you to a duel to obtain your opportunity.”

She frowned. “That doesn’t even make sense, if you want it, take it.”

“That’s not how it works, there is honor in magic,” he argued. “I can’t just waltz and take your opportunity; in fact I’m sure everyone here wants to duel you.”

They all nodded. Amber found the notion ridiculous but she wasn’t all that used to elven culture or rather magic culture. She was quite sure Silvette would find this stupid as well based on what she knew of the girl. And well, there was also someone who found it funny, the Grand Mage laughed.

“Oh please, why would I take any of you as students? Amber at least is trying to revolutionize magic.”

“Am I?”

“Maxwell, has told me about how you’re trying to use runes to increase your strength,” he said. “Which is a noble pursuit. In fact, why don’t you tell me how you overcome the limitation of the base material for enchantment.”

“You mean the weakness of the flesh?” Amber asked, confused.

“Is that what you call your armor?” He raised his brow. “Anyway, I’d love to hear all about your future plans, and maybe if the people present listened to you, they could see why I hold you in such high regard. You are a studious individual after all,” he said simply.

Amber took a step back. “I really don’t think it’s a good idea for me to tell you that.”

A man scoffed. “Of course, it’s because you don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“That’s right.”

“I’m sure if you tell us you’d change the minds of a lot of people today,” he pressed.

“Right…” Amber hesitated, but ultimately was more open to it in spite of knowing the potential reactions. “It’ll be very graphic.”

“That’s fine, right?” Lubaum looked over at the mages. “We aren’t scared of a little blood, are we?”

They nodded resolutely, and Amber sighed.

I may regret this. But then again if she indulged in this and showed how unhinged her plans truly were then they’d leave her alone.

“Well, I guess. You mentioned armor, but I don’t really have a good material to enchant, also I don’t want to become an artifact manufacturer or anything.”

“So you’re just a phony?” an elf stepped forward.

“No, so I decided that I’d use my body instead to hold the runes and enhancements, because I am ultimately a warrior and a berserker, and I don’t wish to betray that,” Amber replied simply. “Which is why, I’ve been experimenting with this.”

Amber put her hands together and made one of the runes out of curses, catching everyone’s attention.

“What are those…”

“Interesting…”

She showed it to everyone. “Anyway, these are solid curses, since it doesn’t really matter what kind of material I use for the rune and I think tattoos will get healed right off. As for the ink, it instantly combusted when I tried it.”

They all nodded, but Lubaum raised his brow.

“But how do you fuse that curse with your body?”

“Oh, that’s simple. I cut my flesh open and put it inside like an implant.” She said before summoning her smallest and most normal-looking sword and cutting into her finger, making people wince, then she stuck it into her hand. “Like so.”

“Right…”

They all looked at her weirdly but seemed surprised if not fascinated by the fact that her wound healed so fast. And also rather impressed. Which Amber took as a cue to continue explaining.

“Anyway, so once that’s done I thought it’d be cool and all, but then I actually tried using one of my skills. I said it’s graphic so…”

She ignited a flame on her finger and everyone stared at it with fascination.

“I thought you were a warrior.”

“Is that even mana?”

“No, those must be curses… she is a Cursebearer, remember?”

Amber ignored everyone and just focused on the fact that everyone was paying close attention to her. After this, she hoped people would leave her alone for good. She took a deep breath as everyone paid attention, and finally she continued.

“And this is what happens when I focus it on the rune itself.”

She pushed her Essence and it began to flare much to everyone’s curiosity, her finger also slowly started turning white as everyone peered close until⁠— it exploded. Small chunks of flaming flesh went flying as silence descended into the room. It was as if a pin had dropped, and Amber took enjoyment in seeing everyone’s eyes widen looking at the blood that had splattered all over.

Then, finally, one of them shrieked and the others looked up and saw her finger regenerate before their eyes and Amber smiled.

“Wanna see it again?”

At that point they all stepped back in fear of her, their eyes widening as if they were looking at an unknown creature.

“M-Monster…”

“T-That’s impossible…”

“A level 150 warrior shouldn’t be able to…”

Amber tilted her head, pretending to be dense.

“I’ve even regenerated a full limb before.”

Hearing that, they all paled, before excusing themselves soon after. With that they would hopefully leave her alone for good. She smiled, satisfied with herself only to see a very curious Grand Mage.

“I’m very interested, can you continue on how you want to solve that?” Lubaum asked her.

Amber hesitated. “Well, I plan on using my bones but…”

“Your regeneration ability makes that hard?” he asked curiously.

“Pretty much,” Amber agreed.

And to her surprise, the Grand Mage actually began to seriously think about things.

“Well, I think if you want to make it possible you’d need at least two knives to make a wound and keep it open,” he said, gesturing with his hands. “Then you’d probably need a third person to help you place the runes inside your bone.”

Amber nodded, deciding to engage in the discussion. “I think so too. But perhaps if I cut my limb off I can begin the engraving process while it regenerates.”

“Well, do you think you could control the way it regenerates? I think it comes down to that, though there may be some artifacts that could help you as well.”

“How so?” Amber raised her brow.

“You see…”

And in the end, she ended up engaging in a very graphic discussion about how to cut up her flesh and engrave her bones. Lubaum seemed to have an odd fascination with how this could help magic, and Amber found it oddly enlightening.

As for what happened with the other elves? Well, rumors about her being a maniac spread and suddenly no one dared to disrespect her and avoided her like the plague. In the occasional encounter where she asked something from someone they would treat her like royalty.

So in short, she ended up pretty happy with the results.

Without further distractions, she immersed herself in her studies. Steadily progressing her core at night, and progressing on Lightning Storm as well as figuring out how to get her hands on a few of the rare artifacts the Grand Mage had mentioned that would greatly slow down her healing.

But she didn’t let the lack of those stop her from trying to obtain her dreams. So she engaged in self-mutilation occasionally, most of the time it was fine, but there was one time Maxwell walked in.

“W-What… what are you doing!?” the elf immediately rushed to her in a panic.

That hadn’t been easy to explain and much less convince him that it was completely safe. But eventually, she got it done.

And soon enough she lost track of time.

* * *

Right outside the Sacred Forest, a party of four people arrived. The first one was a woman in white robes whose fists were tightly bound by bandages. And next to her was a lithe man with a staff. Behind them, were two mages.

“So, they’re in here, huh?” Archbishop Samara asked, her voice gruff.

“There is no better place for them to hide than the Sacred Forest, unfortunately for them their luck has run out,” Archbishop Amos declared.

Samara frowned. “We have reasons to suspect that Dark Reaper Frei was the one to kill them, and if that is the case we should avoid direct confrontation.”

“There is no need, even if she is no longer weakened by her magic she still cannot use it like that inside the forest,” Amos said, before stepping forward and raising his staff. “Let us avenge our fallen brothers and sisters.”

The two people behind him nodded fervently. Then, they teleported into the forest.

* * *

Amber was sweating as she gathered Essence into her core, it was about halfway there at this point. Certainly a slow process, but…

She flipped a page of the book, slowly reading through it.

Learning while doing it made it all that much more bearable, however she had yet to learn the Essence spell that she wanted to yet⁠—

A paper appeared out of her Obsidian Rose ring, making Amber blink as she read it.

“Meet me at Maxwell’s laboratory in the Magic Association at midnight, the operation is starting then.

⁠— Remmel”

The two weeks finally came to an end, but rather than feel disappointed, Amber was excited. After all, who wouldn’t be happy to get a change of pace? She certainly was.


Chapter 21.

Amber headed to the Magic Association even though it wasn’t even midnight yet. She had long grown familiar with the Sacred Forest, no longer needing Silvette to lead her around or to use her family name in order for her to gain access to things. Instead, the Dazdril family had given her a document that appointed her as their most trusted associate and mistreating her would be akin to mistreating a family member.

In short: she had complete freedom inside the Sacred Forest and was essentially treated as nobility. And it was quite nice. Of course, that hardly mattered inside the Magic Association because social standing wasn’t important in the field of magic in the first place. Instead, what was important was fame, or… the opposite of that.

Amber smiled at the elven guard at the entrance who flinched.

Ever since she became the crazy girl who made her finger blow up, no one really dared disrespect her or even question her for that matter. She waltzed through the halls as people looked at her warily. Hearing a myriad of various rumors.

“I heard that she is planning on discarding her flesh for metal…”

“Never thought that a warrior would be the one to try to revolutionize body enhancement magic…”

“Do you think she wants to punish us for how we’ve treated her⁠—”

“Shh, she’ll hear you.”

In all honesty, Amber ate up every single reaction she got; it was vindicating after all. However, she didn’t linger around, instead, she headed in a straight path towards Maxwell’s lab. Reaching it in no time. When she opened the door she found Remmel sitting on her desk, looking at the ceiling, the chair knocked to the side.

And not too far away, there was an anxious-looking Aveline.

Remmel looked down, surprised. “Oh, you’re here much sooner than I expected.”

“Right, where is Maxwell?” Amber asked.

From what she remembered of her teacher he would normally spend most nights in his lab, but he seemed to be missing.

“Also, why meet up here?”

Remmel smiled at her questions. “Maxwell is out, I arranged an errand for him so we could have this meeting. As for why here? Well, I just figured a familiar location would be best.”

He hopped off the desk, turning serious.

“After all, we have to review our plan to ensure this goes smoothly.”

At that, Amber nodded, remembering the circumstances of what was happening tonight. And so, Remmel began to explain his plan.

* * *

The plan had been revised quite a lot actually. Before, it had required them to sneak in with a teleportation spell, whereas now they would just walk right in, quite literally. And it was all because Aveline had reached her level 150 advancement in the two weeks under Remmel’s tutelage.

Using her unique class, they would walk around the place and strategically knock out the high leveled guards before accessing the Forbidden Archive and then would head to the treasury to end the heist. As for the Arcane Council members? They would be hunted down the day after if all went to plan.

Amber took a deep breath to steel herself, they were all hidden under the darkness, right next to the elven parliament building, and it was also the place they were about to access. She was currently wearing her usual armor, though Remmel had dyed it white with some kind of artifact to make her less recognizable⁠— she had also changed her hairstyle by braiding her hair.

Amber looked over at Aveline who was preparing a spell.

[Mage. Lvl. 150]

That was all her class said and yet…

Remmel smiled. “She can erase anyone’s presence now, you see? Before it was limited to just hers. And that’s the core of our plan. Aveline is a non-combatant so we’ll both have to protect her should anything happen.”

Amber found it a bit hard to believe; not the fact that Aveline wasn’t a combatant, but that her class was good enough for the entire operation to rely on it. But she decided to ultimately just go with it.

And finally, after two minutes of preparation, Aveline raised her staff as it shone with a dim light.

“Erase.”

Magic particles surrounded all of them. Amber blinked, and she briefly lost perception of Remmel and Aveline, but with a following spell of blue light, she was able to see all of them again.

Was that the work of her class? Amber was surprised, the fact that a class like that even existed.

“Ah, but if we attack anyone the stealth will be broken for a whole minute, so make it count,” he said, in a hushed whisper. “If we kill anyone while in stealth the skill will go on a month-long cooldown, so don’t hit anyone too hard.”

Amber nodded. At least the skill wasn’t completely broken, though she was curious about asking Aveline to use it for testing purposes in the future; the last thing she wanted was to be a victim of a skill like that in the future after all.

“Well if nobody has any questions, let’s go then. No talking within a meter of anyone.”

Amber nodded once more as they walked across the street and walked past the guards at the arched entrance. They quickly found themselves in front of a locked door, one that Remmel unlocked by⁠— using a key.

The door clicked open and everyone went in before it was locked behind them. And just like that, they made it into the building’s reception. It was covered in green carpet and filled with rustic wooden furnishings and the occasional well cared for plant.

However, Amber didn’t stay around to admire the room, but rather quickly followed after Remmel as they passed by the occasional guard, and needless to say that they were…

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

…

Probably above level 250 would be Amber’s guess.

But they didn’t let that deter them.    

* * *

They quickly descended through the building. On average, there were about six mages per floor, and about three sets of detection runes — that Remmel would simply deactivate with a skill of his. And on the sixth floor the guards became more scarce, reducing to four and yet their level seemingly increased, now able to sense them from two meters away as they found out.

At that moment, the whole operation was almost ruined, but Amber sent a gust of wind towards a plant, making its leaves rustle causing the guards to immediately rush to take a look. And soon enough, that became the go-to plan to continue descending the floors.

By the ninth floor the security got so tight that they had to stop walking every five seconds for Remmel to wait on his skill cooldown to disable the various detection runes. The drawback was that his skill had a grand cooldown of a whole minute. So the descent slowed down to a crawl there and it took a whole hour before they reached the 10th floor.

The 10th floor was also the final floor, which happened to be devoid of detection runes.

Amber’s eyes narrowed as she saw two guards in the distance, guarding a set of black double doors. The floor was circular with a garden in the very center.

“Now, we knock those guys out and access the Forbidden Archives,” Remmel whispered.

To her surprise both of the guard’s eyes darted towards both of them, but they only furrowed their brows as they continued their vigil. Remmel in response frowned, but reached for his back pocket and handed Amber a curved dagger with a purple blade. To her surprise, she could observe tiny rune etchings that were barely visible along the blade.

She blinked, recognizing it, and soon enough Appraisal went off.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Remmel’s Prized Dagger ⁠— Superb Quality

This is a dagger forged for Remmel the assassin that has been enchanted to its limits. This dagger bears the following enchantments.

Defense Breaker: This dagger will be 1.5x stronger against anything that protects the enemy’s vitals.

Master of Venom: Allow the wielder to select a particular venom on the weapon, in order for this venom to be selectable the weapon must be in contact with the venom for one week. Current venom: Ancient Nebulae Moth.

Heavy Piercer: Stabs from this dagger will have double the weight behind them.

Ability: Self-repair: At the cost of your mana Remmel’s Prized Dagger will be repaired from any damage.

Ability: Deadly injection: At the cost of your mana cause the dagger to release venom at will.

To her surprise, Remmel’s dagger was damn strong, and it was her tool to use. She met Remmel’s gaze and again nodded. She was the minion in this mission and she had no issue with that, because after all, she only cared about the information she would receive.

Amber and Remmel slowly walked towards the guards. Well Amber mostly mirrored the assassin’s movements, but quickly frowned when she saw the level of the guards.

[???. Lvl. ???]

[???. Lvl. ???]

They were at the very least level 283, but Amber guessed they were level 300 or higher. As they reached the three-meter mark, both of the guards became alert, and with a whisper from Remmel as a cue, Amber dashed forward.

She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash. Her Essence flaring to the max, her core straining, her Essence pushing into her Legacy Branch, enhancing all of her skills, and Amber’s body cracked as she stabbed towards the mage’s back.

His eyes widened and the barrier that was protecting him⁠— exploded. The mage barely dodged, but she nicked his shoulder and Amber injected him with the venom. The guard was shocked, but he raised his staff and it glowed with a yellow light ⁠— probably to trigger the alarm ⁠— and Amber stabbed forward, her eyes narrowing.

Inexorable Will.

The man froze and the dagger drove right into his stomach. It pumped him full of venom, causing him to convulse and collapsed. Amber heard another thud shortly after.

“I knew I could count on you,” Remmel said. “Your level truly makes no sense.”

Amber scoffed and threw his dagger at him, she was sweating. “So, now we gather information?”

“Yep, elves are so sure of their security that we can just waltz right in now. Of course, if the elven patriarch were here, it’d be a different story.”

“Why’s that?” Amber raised her brow.

Remmel walked to the double doors and pushed, smiling. Amber followed soon after. A grand library laid within the room, but there was also a bed in the middle of it. A fancy one with curtains.

“Because this is also his private chamber,” Remmel said.

“Oh huh…” Amber was lost.

Aveline popped out of thin air. “Let’s get to work, there is probably another patrol on the way.”

“In an hour or so, that’s when they change the guard,” Remmel shrugged. “Besides, it won’t matter when we open the vault.”

Amber paused, “Wait, what?”

In response he grinned. “You’ll see.”

Remmel stepped forward and headed towards a bookshelf before pausing. “Oh, yeah the information about primordials we’re trying to find should be somewhere on the bed or in the bed, so look for that, will you?”

Amber didn’t say anything as she teleported on top of the bed. The double doors were closed as Aveline finished dragging the unconscious guards inside and then she began to use some spells. Meanwhile, Amber got to work.

The first thing she did was grab the pillows and pat them roughly, and then shook them out and found nothing⁠— though she didn’t break them. Oddly enough deliberate destruction of property felt weird to her, instead she tossed them aside and moved to the mattress.

The mattress was normal. There was nothing there, so she tossed it aside, opting to break it later if necessary. And finally, she got to the wooden bed base, she placed her fingers on it and blinked.

Huh.

Amber followed the rough feeling on the wood, it was most definitely uneven, incredibly so. It was like a perpendicular slope from one part of the wood to the other. She frowned, roughly following it along the frame until her finger felt something loose, and she pressed.

There was a click and a compartment popped up, much to her surprise.

“Was that supposed to be hard to find?” she wondered out loud, grabbing the wooden box. She had expected it to explode or something at this point, but to her surprise a thin booklet came out of it.

She flipped through the pages.

Primordial Spirit of the Arthra forest: Not much is known about them other than the fact that their light is colored blue. Every few hundred years they will terrorize adventurers that dare challenge their tower.

“Oh, huh.”

It seemed to be an encyclopedia of spirits. She continued reading. Val’leri had multiple paragraphs about her, mainly about how to talk with her, how to address her as well as good gifts to bring during negotiations, surprisingly enough.

Then there was Sid’fril, who was mentioned as mysterious but also deadly if one should encounter him.

After that, Amber read about the Primordial Spirit of the continents of Arveil and Lathyzia, not much was known about them other than they changed residences every few decades between the two continents. And they loved advancements in magic; showing them one would end with receiving their blessing.

She read about one in the continent of Kartil, who actually was the ruler of an empire. Though he lived deep in the mountains and was mostly isolated from all the politicking of the mortals it seemed.

Amber continued reading, not finding anything else interesting other than general locations⁠⁠ of five primordials, not including her friends. And finally, she reached the end.

The Primordial Spirit of the Republic of Mercenaries.

Status: Sealed.

That’s… everything it said. Amber paused, and a moment later the last page combusted. She tried to store it into her ring but found herself unable to. Then her core trembled as she felt Essence come from the ashes, a minimal amount of it, and words were forced into her mind as she absorbed the meager amount of Essence.

Punishment. Penance. Repentance. Capital sin.

A short vision came, and Amber saw a sandstone monolith above ground, then she saw a Primordial Spirit, one emitting a dim green light, chained inside a black void by Essence shackles, before it all vanished.

Amber stared at the air, she thought of everything she had seen and then paused, finally moving her mouth.

“What the fuck…?”

A Primordial Spirit had committed a capital sin and was sealed away. How did that even work? She couldn’t make sense of it. Did another spirit seal them? Most likely. Was there a council of spirits that unanimously decided to imprison him? Most likely not.

Her mind was reeling from the revelation she had just witnessed before Remmel arrived, appearing by her side.

“Discover something?”

Amber blinked, and turned to speak. “The dormant Primordial Spirit in the Republic of Mercenaries is⁠—”

And Amber lost her voice as she tried to speak.

“Is?” Remmel raised his brow.

“Is…” Sealed. Is what Amber wanted to say, but she couldn’t. “There’s information that I can’t tell you, for…” She also couldn’t say that.

“Huh.” He cocked his head, curiosity in his expression. “I’ve actually seen someone cut out like this before, interesting that it suddenly happened to you. But it's also annoying.”

“Annoying?” Amber was confused.

“Well how am I supposed to sell the information if you can’t tell me anything,” he explained simply.

“Fair…” Amber acquiesced. “You can keep some loot too then.”

“That was already planned.” He snatched the notebook in her hand, flicking through it. “At least some of this is useful. Was the last page detailed?”

Amber shook her head.

“Should I be worried?” He raised his brow.

“If nothing happens, no. If something happens, maybe. Imagine waking up someone who shouldn’t be woken up,” Amber explained cryptically.

He nodded. “Okay, just don’t wake him up then.”

“I have no reason to.” Amber snorted.

Yet⁠—

The door exploded with a loud explosion, alarms blasting as Remmel threw a cloak over Amber.

“That was faster than I thought,” he scoffed. “Aveline!”

“Right away!”

Amber peeked from between the fabric and Aveline appeared, her staff shining a golden light as she hit it on the ground.

Shuffle.

All three of them appeared outside the archives, in the middle of the small patch of forest by it. And Remmel laughed hearing the guards.

“They stole a quarter of it, get them!”

“You people won’t escape.”

Remmel reached for a branch. “Unfortunately for you people, I know more than any random assassin.”

Then he pulled and the branch cracked with a mechanical sound. The guards screamed as a blue barrier appeared around the patch of forest. Only they were inside. And then, it began to slowly descend, spinning as if it were a screw.

“He knows of the vault, this is bad!”

“Break the barrier!”

Amber blinked, readjusting her cloak, seeing over thirty guards gathering and attacking the barrier desperately with spells that even terrified her. Remmel cackled at the sight.

“God, would you believe it? They haven’t gotten a breach in fifty years, talk about their hubris getting in the way,” he said, smiling.

Amber looked over. “What happened fifty years ago?”

“Your friend happened.” He wiped a tear from his eye. “And her break-in caused the entirety of the vault to be remade into the current one.”

“Right…”

Frei is quite infamous, huh?

“Anyway, let’s focus up, leaving is gonna be a pain soon so we gotta hurry,” he said. “Don’t want the level 350 head guard to show up.”

Following his words, the platform clicked into place as the now solid barrier opened up to a metal doorway. Which Remmel gestured at her to take down. Amber kicked it, denting it, and with a second kick knocked it down.

Remmel shrugged, walking past her. “They kind of just assumed a warrior would never get here, so… it’s kind of useless against you.”

Of course.

Amber shook her head and walked into the vault, it had white marble walls and pillars that were covered with leaves, and also there was gold. A lot of gold. However, Remmel ignored all of it, and Amber did too. Turns out, the idea of stealing felt beneath her. Weird morals she had. Aveline however, quietly helped herself without trying to draw too much attention while following them.

They walked through the long vault as Remmel frowned, looking around before his eyes fixated on something in the distance and he grinned.

“Aha. Follow me.”

He sprinted over the piles of gold, and Amber followed using the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, Aveline caught with teleport. And they all saw Remmel… feeling a wall.

They were at the end of the vault at this point, and Amber almost saw what happened next coming. Remmel pressed a brick down and the entire chamber trembled as the wall began to slide up, revealing a pedestal made out of fossilized wood.

“The information given by the leader was true,” Remmel whispered, excitedly.

Amber paused as she caught sight of a staff made out of metal with engravings and a green crystal at its tip.

“It’s really here…” Aveline gasped.

Amber used Appraisal and she immediately realized it.

[??? Grade ⁠— ??? ⁠— ??? Quality

??? ??? ??? ??? ???.]

It was a divine artifact.

“Let’s get that money,” Remmel grabbed the staff and a deep blue light flashed behind them with a burst of green.

Amber turned, feeling four presences. All of them were mages in robes, and their levels were…

[???. Lvl. ???]

[Mage. Lvl. ???]

[Lightning Mage. Lvl. ???]

[Fire Mage. Lvl. ???]

However, they weren’t from the Arcane Council.

“So you’ve betrayed me in spite of my benevolence, not only did you refuse my invitation to come here, but you also lied about not wanting to achieve the greatest heights of magic,” Grand Mage Lubaum said gravely, recognizing her before pointing his staff at them. “They have the staff, kill them! It’s for us to take!”

They were from the Magic Association.

And they were here to steal the divine artifact as well. 


Chapter 22.

Amber had expected a lot of things, but not this. She had expected the Arcane Council to show up, even the Saints of Truth would’ve been more likely. But researchers from the Magic Association were here to steal as well? She would’ve never expected that.

Lubaum fired a streak of lightning and Aveline raised her staff erecting a barrier, and it exploded, dissipating along with the attack.

“Hand over the staff, thief,” the highest-level mage said. He was a man dressed in black robes.

“Above 300…” Remmel clicked his tongue before turning to Amber. “Do you think you can deal with the other three? Aveline can’t get us out.”

Amber glanced at the nervous ex-noble and hesitated. Asking for her to deal with three mages way above her level was a bit too much. Maybe if she had her Class Advancement things would be different, but she hadn’t come here to level in the first place. However, before she could even decide the highest-level mage screamed.

“Disappear!”

Amber felt danger and grabbed Aveline before using the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, and behind them an explosion of purple went off. They weren’t curses, but something else. Aveline squealed and Amber naturally threw her away from her as two more spells were flung at her.

Aveline hit a pile of gold with a loud groan, and Amber raised her Cursewelder as a deluge of fire hit her, then she was flung against the back wall, cracking her bones. She gritted her teeth as the three mages appeared in front of her, and the first one to speak was the one she was acquainted with: Grand Mage Lubaum, and the same person that had taught her Lightning Storm.

“Amber, you’re a disappointment,” he growled. “You could’ve become an amazing mage, but you’re but a filthy warrior.”

She smiled. “But I can be a mage to⁠o.”

She raised her hand as the old Staff of Demons appeared and then she swung, using Wind Cleave and Fulminating Slash.

“Ripper.”

Their eyes widened and they raised their staffs to put up barriers, and Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash again, the cooldown having just ended. The two attacks struck as she landed behind the group of three mages, and without wasting any time she raised her staff and used Cursed Battery.

All of the attacks hit, engulfing them in an explosion. Amber heard the sound of glass shattering before the mages went flying out of the explosion site, rolling on the ground. She smiled at that, but quickly switched back to Cursewelder.

She didn’t waste any time and chased after the weakest and most injured-looking mage. Because she knew she’d be fucked as soon as she lost momentum, and so; with all bodily enhancements in tow, she reached him in a split second as his eyes widened and she kneed him.

His face was dented in and he went flying into the wall with a loud explosion, and Amber turned sensing danger only for her body to be hit by lightning⁠— her muscles convulsing as her nerve endings were charred, making her fall to the ground. Then, a fireball was hurled at her as she looked up to face it and enhanced the toughness of her body with mana.

“Amber!” Aveline called in a panic.

Amber was blasted, her body sizzled as she dully hit a wall, but she didn’t panic. Instead, she simply used the active skill of Recovery of Curses, doubling its effectiveness. And then she got up, her body crackling as she heard gasps.

“How are you even alive?!” the fire mage asked, shocked.

Amber smiled. “Magic.”

“Bullshit!” Lubaum screamed and flung a lightning spell at her, but Amber didn’t let it hit her.

She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and landed in front of the mage she had just kneed. He was gulping a potion and his eyes widened as she reached for him⁠— and he screamed.

“Repulse!”

Amber was blasted back by basic kinetic energy, and she turned as a fireball came for her. She was mid-air, meaning that she couldn’t do all that much. She sent a gust of wind to deviate it, but it did nothing and it hit her⁠— blasting her into a pile of gold. Some of her bones broke from the impact as she grunted.

As much as she wanted to one-sidedly dominate a bunch of mages, it wasn’t that easy. Not when all mages involved were level 200+.

“Did we get her?”

“No, she’s still alive,” Lubaum said gravely, “Distract her so I can end her with my spell.”

She grunted, “Annoying.”

Amber dodged out of the way from a mana-concentrated spell. It felt weird to know what type of spells were being used against her, but she didn’t read a ton of books for nothing. And more importantly, she had to deal with the incoming attack, because it was Lightning Storm.

She couldn’t do it yet, but she could certainly stop it.

“You should’ve accepted my offer, instead of lying to my face,” Lubaum spat.

Amber rolled out of the way and cast away Cursewelder raising her hand towards him.

“I really don’t give a shit about a staff that would turn me into the ultimate mage,” she retorted.

Focus.

Amber took a deep breath, and her fingers crackled as she drew runes in the air and the Great Mage’s eyes widened.

“Impossible—”

Thunder.

A rain of five lightning bolts hit the spot where he had been standing, melting the nearby gold and exploding the floor, making the mage use a barrier. Of course, it was a mere shadow of Lightning Storm, but it was good enough for now.

After all, once I level up my core, it’ll all change.

Amber dashed towards him, crossing the distance instantly. She raised her hands and Cursewelder manifested within her grip before she swung down, the barrier protecting the Great Mage cracking.

He gritted his teeth, his body was bloodied and covered with cuts, bleeding profusely and some of the wounds looked rotten. Such were the effects of her curses. But they weren’t enough, in fact they were far from it, which was why⁠ she raised her hand and⁠—

Blast.

Abyssal Channel kicked in and the Grand Mage was blasted with half of the abyssal energy she had access to. He screamed as she heard a crack, and then from within the flames, he swung his staff, hitting her side and screaming.

“Die!”

A blast of electricity exploded upon her. Her mind stopped, her heart almost flatlined, and her body was torn apart by the level 250 spell. Then she was blasted away with a kinetic blast, hitting something soft.

“Are you alright?!” Aveline had stopped her from crashing into a wall.

Yet, Amber was confused. That should’ve killed the Grand Mage, but instead he immediately retaliated. She looked up, her body in deep pain, and saw the Grand Mage ripping a collar off his neck.

Some kind of artifact.

“Give up,” the mage who she had kneed, walked out from behind a pile of gold. “It’s three against one. Lubaum has told us about your talents, it’d be a waste to kill you.”

Grand Mage Lubaum growled, raising his staff. In comparison to the other two mages, he seemed more than willing to kill her.

“Hand over your friends, and we’ll spare you,” the fire mage said.

And Amber smiled. “What do I gain from this?”

“Is your life not enough?” the fire mage asked incredulously. “Surely a child like you can understand its meaning.”

“That is right.”

Amber nodded very slowly as if understanding but not giving any confirmation, before dropping her voice to a mere whisper.

“Aveline, can you erase our presence?”

“I can but⁠—”

“Do it then,” Amber interrupted. “I’ll kill at least one of them with that.”

At that, the ex-noble hesitated but ultimately nodded.

“You gave up, huh?” Lubaum said, his voice full of disdain. “In your dreams, in your pursuits, you’ve just chosen death. You disgust me, human.”

All of them raised their staffs and Aveline whispered.

“Vanish.”

Their presences vanished and Amber grabbed the mage⁠— now unable to see her⁠— and teleported her out of the way as three spells hit the spot where they had just been. The entire chamber rocked, and Aveline used the spell to allow for them to see each other.

She gasped. “I thought I was going to die.”

“Go help Remmel, I’m fine here.” Amber looked back at the mages who were on guard.

Aveline rose to protest, “But⁠—”

“Just do it.”

She hesitated but ultimately left. Amber heard a loud blast inside the room, blowing apart a wall in the distance and showing a melting metal plate. In the end, Remmel was the one with the harder battle, because unlike her, he didn’t have access to…

Flames ignited on her hands.

Essence.

A bow of flames formed within her hands as she created an arrow, nocking it onto the fiery string, and then she pulled with all her strength as it began to shine brighter and brighter.

She was going to end this now.

Amber took a deep breath. She couldn’t entertain this battle. It wasn’t a matter of the fact that she was weak, but rather that she was getting overwhelmed by sheer numbers.

So, I just have to cut them down.

The flames on the arrow reached a new peak, breaking the stealth. The mages turned in horror but it was too late.

Primordial Blazing Bolt⁠—

She loosed the Essence-filled bolt, nearly emptying her core, and it streaked like a star, impacting the middle of the group. All of them screamed, and tried to teleport but only one saved themselves, the other two⁠— were⁠—

Blasted.

An infernal explosion of blue ruptured through everyone’s eardrums, breaking through the floor, melting the ceiling and the surrounding gold. The two mages went flying across the room. Amber panted, before dashing forward with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, and she arrived before a gasping mage.

Wind Cleave.

Her slash decapitated him as she heard someone scream.

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 233].]

For defeating an enemy 45 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

Amber ignored the notifications as her armor regenerated and Essence entered her core, helping her replenish it.

“M-Monster!” Lubaum screamed, flinging a bolt of lightning towards her.

She stepped out of the way with a quick dash and it hit the wall the mage fell on his back. He was the only one to have dodged the blast, yet his composure was gone. His hatred for her was gone. All she saw within his eyes now was pure primal fear.

“Y-Your power, it makes no sense,” he stammered. “W-What kind of deals with devils did you make, Demonkiller?”

Amber tilted her head. “A demon tried to make a contract with me and I rejected them. Does that answer your question, Grand Mage? I’m but a mere future god.”

“Future g-god?” his eyes widened. “N-No.”

Amber grinned. “And I’ll be the one to cast judgment upon you, for your transgressions.”

Cursewelder appeared on her hands, as she raised it over the mage; all of this was redemption to her.

She swung down⁠—

The wall exploded and her strike was deflected by a barrier that cracked. Amber frowned as the Grand Mage Lubaum teleported out and she turned to see a bloodied Remmel kneeling and panting, enveloped in curses. She raised her hand and stopped them all with the mere flex of her mind, which brought immediate relief for the assassin.

“Seems I underestimated the Cursebearer.”

“Since he was a Cursebearer you should’ve let me deal with it, my Identify level sucks so I couldn’t tell,” she said, looking up towards the center of the room.

At this point the vault was torn asunder, the gold was nothing but mere sparkling decoration serving to set the stage for the grand battle that had occurred. In the center, there was the curse mage along with the other two, the fire mage and Lubaum; they were very much alive, and it seemed their curses were gone.

“I underestimated you two,” the curse mage said. “It seems that your group has more things under their sleeve than I thought, but it doesn’t matter because this is where it ends.”

He raised his staff, preparing a spell and Amber pointed her finger at the Fire mage and whispered⁠—

Reignition.

In an instant he exploded into flames, torn apart by the reignited curses as blood exploded outwards, and the curse mage panicked but it was too late.

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 223].]

For defeating an enemy 35 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

Lubaum just stared at the corpse and paled, meanwhile the curse mage gritted his teeth, glaring daggers at her.

“Fine,” he spat. “If you want to die so badly, then I will fulfill your wish. I can do more than just curses.”

He raised his staff, and Remmel and Amber shared a glance. One that pretty much confirmed they were on the same page.

Kill this guy first.

And so, before he could fire his spell, both of them rushed at him. Amber reached him with a teleport and he flicked.

“Crush!”

She was slammed into the ground with a horrifying crack, the gravity magic pressing on her. She tried to move but the ground shattered, making her lose her grip and Remmel appeared, stabbing at the mage, shattering the barrier protecting him. The mage grumbled and turned, casting a curse on him and Amber focused.

With the help of Inexorable Will Amber shut down the curse that the mage was using, and his eyes widened as Remmel slashed a second time, nicking the man’s arm. He teleported and pounced on the man’s back as the gravity magic lost grip on her.

“Lubaum!” the mage screamed.

Amber bolted forward and⁠—

“Repulse!”

She was blasted away as Remmel was electrocuted, making him freeze up as he drove his dagger into the mage’s neck. Then he was sent crashing against a wall with a loud bang by gravity magic. The mage screamed, grabbing at his open neck, the dagger hadn’t gone all the way in, but it was enough.

The curse ma gritted his teeth, looking towards both of them, as they picked themselves up. His eyes were bloodshot, and it didn’t help that the Grand Mage was recovering just now.

“Hey, do you think you can deliver the killing blow?” Remmel asked. “Otherwise we have to run.”

Amber looked at the angry mage raising his staff.

“I think I can kill him, assuming he isn’t particularly sturdy,” she said.

Remmel nodded. “His Legacy Branch makes him harder to kill, so give him all you got, blue explosion if you can.”

Amber nodded, seeing the Grand Mage preparing Lightning Storm, and Remmel grinned.

“Don’t disappoint me.”

She smiled. “Don’t worry, if I do, you’ll just die.”

He laughed and disappeared and Amber focused.

She focused on the spell happening before her, she wished she could do it even now, but seeing the runes seemed almost elusive to her. Yet she wanted it badly. But right now, it wasn’t the time to think about how to do Lightning Storm, but rather, it was the time to kill the mage.

Amber gripped the Cursewelder and accumulated her Essence at her fists, they ignited into flames, already charging a Primordial Blazing Bolt⁠ on her fist. Her eyes narrowed as the mage raised his hands into the air.

“I will extinguish you all⁠— all of you along with this accursed vault! And then I shall take the staff for myself!”

A heavy gravity pushed down on her as the gold began to creak, she heard Aveline scream from nearby and Amber felt the pressure on herself as well. Yet she remained steadfast as she saw the vague silhouette of a shadow appearing behind the mage.

“Fallen⁠—”

Remmel appeared and he raised a black dagger and stabbed, making the barrier creak. The curse mage laughed as he continued his chant.

“Destruction of⁠—”

“Extinguish,” Remmel’s voice echoed and⁠—

The lights went out, the gravity magic vanished and both of the mages stumbled as his dagger exploded. Amber grinned. He had just suppressed all of the mana in the area, giving her the perfect opportunity.

She appeared before the mage as he tried to re-cast his barrier, but she used Inexorable Will causing him to freeze and she swung. Her sword dug halfway into his neck and he laughed.

“You think that’s enough to kill me?!”

“No.”

Amber pulled back, dashing to his side with her flaming fist and punched the back of the Cursewelder. An explosion of blood and fire engulfed her as the divine sword went flying across the room along with a head.

“Great Mage!” Lubaum screamed.

[You have defeated a [Curse Mage. Lvl. 305].]

For defeating an enemy 115 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

The notification echoed and Amber grinned as her core was filled to the brim, it hadn’t leveled up, and yet she had flashes. Suddenly, Essence started to click for her as she felt a rush of excitement. And that’s when she knew she was at the cusp of leveling up her core.

I can probably do it now.

The door of the vault burst open, and well over twenty guards stormed in as Amber knew that this was it.

“Shit,” Remmel cursed.

Amber raised her hand. “Remmel, give me the divine staff.”

He hesitated, but seeing how she was looking ahead, he relinquished and Amber grabbed it as the guards screamed.

“Halt!”

“Stop right there!”

She tuned the sounds out as she let out a deep breath, writing runes into the air.

The reason she had struggled so hard was because Essence was fundamentally different from mana and magic in general. Sure, it interacted with the runes the same, but the way it read them was different. Rather than logic, it followed intent.

And now, with all the runes she knew she could do it.

Lightning Storm.

“Shock”, “flare”, “burst,”... Amber continued making her circle and as the crystal of the staff shone with a green light, blue lines appearing throughout.

“She’s resisting, kill her!” the guards screamed.

And as Amber finished, she knew this staff was special, for it could also be used with Essence⁠—

“Storm of Destruction.”

Amber swung, and the whole chamber was shrouded with lightning as her Essence drained, the attack easily exceeding anything she had done before and the vault exploded.

She grinned and her core⁠—

Shattered.

Granting her a level up, and also a new skill, one she didn’t expect.

God’s Dynamo.

And as she saw all it could do, her adrenaline spilled over the edge, making her feel excitement like never before.


Chapter 23.

The vault was blasted with thunder, hitting the invading guards, their barriers cracking and exploding as they ran away. Blue light flickered across the room as molten gold exploded as if magma was flowing out from the ground. The sound of clinking metal, of stone shattering, of electricity crackling; all blended together in a symphony of destruction as holes were punctured through the entirety of the structure.

Cold wind billowed from outside as the sounds of panic echoed. Amber was trembling as the staff lost power, her Essence almost empty as a notification loomed in front of her.

[All your attributes have increased by 25.]

But she didn’t focus on that⁠— no, she didn’t even care about that. All she cared about was the fact that she had learned two Essence skills, Storm of Destruction and God’s Dynamo, the latter completely unexpected but also more exciting than the former. And that was because of what it did.

Essence regeneration. That was a simplified version of what it did. It could forcefully regenerate her Essence, and it could even take her mana and convert it into Essence⁠— it was stupidly good. And it could do even more.

Amber laughed, almost feeling like a villain as the guards screamed, Storm of Destruction was an indiscriminate attack that tore through everything. And then, as fast as it came it dissipated with a red flash, she paused and Remmel put a white helmet over her, as he hastily raised his daggers.

“The head guard is here, Aveline.”

“On it!”

She paused and when the smoke cleared she saw an elf with marks of aging on his face, and to her surprise, she recognized him because he was in the hall of fame for having reached the 4th Tier of magic⁠— level 400.

An Archmage.

And he was level 350.

Even if she was still riding the high of her previous battle, Amber knew better than to be stupid, she wanted to run and yet Remmel was gritting his teeth.

“We have to stall him,” he said. “They won’t kill us if they can help it.”

Amber frowned. “There are holes all over the walls, can’t we just jump?”

“If you want to hit a teleportation barrier and end up in a jail cell, yes,” he said. “Otherwise we wait for Aveline to use her spell.”

Amber clicked her tongue and she watched as the guards stormed the room. Lubaum was quickly arrested, his mouth agape from the previous fight. Some guards were injured, some had even been at death’s door but had been taken away, however none died because her attack had been stopped by the Archmage, who was currently meeting her gaze.

“Even as a warrior you can make great use of Arkara’s Staff, with your talent you could’ve been awarded it if you worked diligently enough,” he said. “But, instead you’ve chosen to become a thief. Give it up and maybe then I shall spare you. Your mage friend won’t be saving any of you.”

Aveline was still focused, completely ignoring whatever he was saying, Remmel seemed wary but still in control.

“What’s this staff anyway?” Amber raised it and the guards raised their weapons. “It’s pretty nice; aside from it being a divine artifact. How did the elves get it since it’s not from the spirit near Cytel?”

At her words the Archmage’s eyes flashed with surprise before he shook his head.

“This does not concern you, dishonorable berserker.” He shook his head. “It is a pity your classes are so rare, you could’ve been great and instead you became a petty thief.”

Amber said nothing and just frowned. She was, more than anything, stalling for time after all.

“Does it have to do with the spirit of Arveil, perhaps?”

“No,” he said, frowning. Then he raised his staff. “This is your last warning, either hand it over and turn yourself in or be killed.”

At that, everyone readied themselves and Remmel also tensed. This confrontation was… troublesome. But she still had to do something.

Amber glanced over at Remmel.

“Do you trust me?”

“Do I have a choice?” he asked, not looking over.

“No.” Amber turned back to the Archmage who had a deep frown and finally, she gave her reply. “You can have it.”

She tossed the staff in his direction and he smiled, Remmel’s eyes widened and Amber moved. She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, appearing in front of the mage and kicking. His barrier cracked and he flashed with surprise, but Amber didn’t stop it there as she drew her hand back, and gripped onto the staff.

She charged part of her meager remaining Essence and slammed⁠— a slightly charged Primordial Blazing Bolt burst in all directions, shattering the barrier and causing the mages in the surroundings to loose spells in a panic.

Amber however, didn’t stop there, instead she followed up with a slash of both of her skills.      Causing a rippling explosion of blue as another cracking sound resounded, smoke billowing into the surroundings. Amber leapt back, feeling danger and the air in front of her burst as two barriers slammed into it.

She landed, flipping back as spells that were flung at her barely missed, yet her eyes remained looking ahead where the Archmage had been. The smoke cleared and soon she saw him, but aside from some small burns on his face he was unharmed.

“Petty tricks, you should’ve given up peacefully,” he growled, lifting his staff. “Now you will have to die⁠—”

And a mage was flung against him, hitting against his barrier. He let out a grunt as he turned towards Remmel, and Amber turned to see Aveline still preparing whatever spell she was trying to do. Spells could also be enhanced with runes, but they required complex formations, and this one was one of those.

She scoffed, as Remmel took down another guard, he seemed to be avoiding killing them, and Amber decided to only focus on the Archmage. The first thing she did was enhance her body to its limits before replacing the staff with Cursewelder, pouncing on the man.

She swung with all her strength, cracking the barrier as she cocked her head back. He raised his staff and Amber headbutted, the barrier shattered and she used Inexorable Will causing the man to have a minute pause, one that allowed her to headbutt again. His nose was broken and his eyes went wide, before being thrown away and crashing into a wall.

“Archmage!”

“Help him!”

“Aid the head guard!”

Amber took a deep breath and began to circulate her Essence with God’s Dynamo. It almost felt like breathing, and with each cycle a small bit of Essence was made, but she could also do it faster.

Amber let out her breath as it cycled twice, then three, and then four⁠— her core quickly began to strain as it regenerated its lost Essence incredibly quickly, and the mages fired spells at her. However, Amber dashed forward, ignoring them all. Some missed, merely hitting the ground or walls, and others struck her squarely but she regenerated the damage off and sprinted towards the Archmage.

And then, she took out the staff and it began to shine in a blue light. This time, she held it in     her left hand as she raised it, covering it in flames creating a longbow, and in her right hand she created an arrow.

“Enough!”

Smoke billowed from its spot and the mage stepped out, only for Amber to greet him by jumping mid air⁠—

Primordial Blazing Bolt.

“You⁠—”

The attack hit, the entire chamber exploded in blue as a pit of flames was made on the spot where the mage had been standing. Amber landed lithely before a barrier⁠— crushed her.

Her bones gave out as she was pressed into the ground, and from within the smoke a rather unscathed Archmage came out.

“No more games, you should’ve understood the difference in our stratas the moment you saw me. Now, you will die for your mistakes.”

Two more barriers squeezed Amber as she screamed, and then they began to crackle as she felt danger like never before. She teleported and⁠— the barriers reappeared next to her, her eyes widening.

“Goodbye⁠—”

Remmel stabbed, breaking the mage’s concentration. The Archmage grunted before blasting the assassin with a barrier, and Amber seized the opportunity to rush at him but with a mere turn of his head she was slammed against a wall.

The Archmage teleported and jabbed at her throat, holding her against the wall. Her strength easily exceeded the mage’s; however the barrier around his body overwhelmed her as she squirmed.

“First, I will take my time,” he squeezed and her neck cracked.

Amber grunted and Remmel tried to save her, but he was blasted away by other mages.

“I could cut your arm off and take your ring, but that would be too easy, so instead, how about I take your fingers off one by one⁠—”

She was slammed against the ground, her shoulder blade cracking under the force. Amber took the chance to use her Essence, blue flames flaring threatening to burn the mage.

“It’s useless, woman.” He grabbed her finger and snapped it, then a barrier slid into the flesh of her finger and forcefully ripped it off. “You cannot defy me.”

It was a humiliating position, at the same time she didn’t want to use Storm of Destruction given it wasn’t the right time, but at the same time⁠—

Amber summoned the staff in her free hand, and at point-blank range burned all of her accumulated rage. She pushed her core to the max, then used the trigger of Curse of the Vanquished and swung as a measly blue flame ignited⁠—

Primordial Blazing Bolt.

She hadn’t used that much Essence, but it was enough⁠—

The barriers shattered and the mage was sent flying with a loud bang. Taking that chance, Remmel appeared by her side, and grabbed her.

“Our escape ticket is almost ready.”

With those words, she was teleported away and they landed next to Aveline.

A grave voice echoed. “You can’t, that measly mage is not able to do anything.”

The Archmage walked out from within the smoke, his robes a mess and his body covered     with burns, his eyes burning with hatred. He summoned his staff out of thin air.

“There is no getting out for all of you⁠—” He paused, his frown deepening. “That shouldn’t be possible, especially not from a level 150 mage.”

However, his shock didn’t last long as he raised his staff, multiple barriers appearing throughout the room in front of all the mages.

“Guards, fire away, kill them!”

“Shit,” Remmel cursed and took out a scroll, one that instantly shone with a golden light.

A barrier of golden light was erected in front of them, and Remmel held onto her hand, her mana immediately draining. All while a barrage of powerful spells assailed the barrier that was barely being maintained by her and the assassin’s mana reserve.

“Where the fuck is your girlfriend?” Remmel asked in a growl.

“And who is that?” Amber raised the Cursewelder and stabbed it into herself.

Cursed Battery began to regenerate her mana at a great speed. Remmel snorted as Amber gritted her teeth through the sudden bursts of pain she was experiencing.

“Fucking Frei, she disappeared from one day to another, any news?!”

“No,” Amber grunted.

She didn’t know where Frei was. She doubted the woman was still dealing with her family given two weeks had passed, but Remmel was right⁠— her help would be really useful right now.

“Whatever, Aveline will finish soon.”

The head guard and Archmage appeared point blank, casting a barrier and Amber in return pressed her hand against him and cast⁠—

Cursed Battery.

The Archmage was blasted with a deluge of curses at close range, blood exploding in all directions.

Now was the right time to use her skill, now that the mage was right next to her she could put an end to him⁠—

Amber’s arm was amputated by a barrier that was summoned into it. The mage came from within the smoke, headbutting her with a barrier in between. Amber’s head whipped back, her brain rattled and she saw the bloodied man extend his hand towards her. Forcing herself, Amber used a different skill⁠—

Abyssal Blast.

The man was engulfed with a purple light, but it wasn’t enough. She knew that she needed to use Storm of Destruction, but only when the right time came. Only when they could escape.

The mage headbutted her again, Remmel tried to stop it but a barrier blocked his attack. The mage slapped her with the staff.

“I’m the Archmage Xavier, as if a puny berserker like you could defeat me⁠—”

Reignition.

Amber used it on herself and healed, blasting the man with the curses covering her body. He scoffed and blew her left arm off, dismembering her as soon as she recovered to top condition. Amber gritted her teeth as a barrier crashed into her, sending her into the ground.

Aveline’s magic changed color, reaching its apex. Signaling what she had been waiting for all this time.

It was now or never. Amber summoned Arkara’s Staff, she flared Essence and her core began to hurt. She drained her mana with God’s Dynamo as electricity coursed through her body.

“It’s useless.” She was blasted into the ceiling and Amber almost blacked out.

But as she hit the ground, she recovered, her bones cracking into place as Remmel managed to splash a potion onto her. And finally, she cast the spell as the Archmage scoffed.

“Barrier of Deflection.”

Storm of Destruction.

Both spells collided and the roof of the vault was blown open. The Archmage gritted his teeth, being hit by the electricity, his barriers being stripped away as he tried to reach for her.

“Just what is this magic of yours⁠—”

Amber kicked, breaking his ribs and sending him away as Aveline finally teleported them out to safety.

Her vision went white and a second later came back as the ringing in her ears vanished.

The environment changed instantly, from a raging battle to a warehouse. There were many small barrels covered with some kind of runes. And the walls were lined with runes to… stop scrying spells? For once she failed to recognize their exact usage, but it was somewhere along those lines. It was more specifically a safehouse.

Aveline collapsed on the ground panting, and Remmel in response gave her a couple pats on the back.

“Good job, but we aren’t done yet.”

“Thank you…” she panted.

Aveline looked extremely pale. She was probably suffering from a lack of mana, but Amber didn’t pay too much attention. Instead she looked down at the divine artifact she was holding. At the white staff with engravings and a green gem. It seemed misshapen almost, suffering from the battle.

Thankfully, like any other high-tier weapon it should have self-repair functions.

Amber injected mana into it and⁠— aside from igniting the stone, it didn’t do anything. In fact, within what she could sense in the staff, there was no sense to repair it. She frowned, realizing that. Though, she didn’t have too much time to think about that as Remmel spoke to Aveline.

“Can you teleport us to the plateau now?”

“I… I don’t have enough mana, with a mana potion maybe in a minute⁠—”

“Amber can remove the curse from the potions last I checked, so drink,” he said, pressing a potion into her arms.

Aveline hesitated and Amber felt a bit bad, but she ultimately drank three mana potions and for a moment she convulsed before she erased the curse. And to her surprise, Aveline shed a tear in the process.

“That felt awful.”

“Teleport us Aveline,” Remmel said.

Amber raised her brow. “Why the rush, aren’t we safe?”

At that, the assassin laughed. “Of course not⁠—”

Remmel’s words were interrupted by loud calls as people sprinted down the street not too far away from them.

“Do not let them get away.”

“They have to be somewhere in this area!”

She paused as Remmel continued.

“We just stole from the government of the Sacred Forest, of course, it’s going to be difficult to get away,” he said as if it was logical.

Amber shook her head. “So will this affect the Dazdril family?”

“It won’t but you should lay low too,” he said. “After all, while they don’t have your name⁠—”

“What about that professor?” Amber asked.

“He’s dead.” Remmel had a frown present on his face. “Poisoned him mid-battle. Just avoid the head guard at all costs, otherwise you will die.”

Amber nodded, heeding the stern warning she had just received. Remmel seemed on edge still, and he looked towards Aveline, who was still casting her spell.

“Any minute now.”

“You can’t hide, dishonorable berserker thief, I sense you nearby!” the head guard called from the other street. “Turn yourself in and I shall be lenient with my torture.”

Amber nodded gravely and everyone waited with baited breath as Aveline raised her staff, it was beginning to shine in a greater light as she finished up her spell.

“We found them!”

Someone outside shouted and then they vanished.

With a flash of light they found themselves on the plateau, their final destination, and Aveline fainted. It was hard to believe but she was the whole reason that they were even alive. But Amber made a mental note to appreciate the ex-noble’s efforts through all of this.

And it wasn’t all bad, she was inching closer to her Class Advancement thanks to the fight she had had earlier. Now she was level 187.

“Alright, now we are safe,” Remmel said, letting out a sigh. “Give me the staff so we can both go back to our lives.”

Amber hesitated, giving up something like that was… it felt off-putting. At the same time, this was the whole reason for Remmel’s mission, and there was also the fact that the staff was unearned power. Though it had something peculiar to it, a way of using Essence that she wanted to learn.

“Can I keep it for some time?” she asked after some deliberation. “I think it could help me get stronger.”

Remmel frowned before finally giving his answer. “Give it to me first so I can log it into my mission report then you can keep it for sometime before giving it back.”

Amber nodded and pulled out the staff to give it to Remmel, but at that moment, someone emerged from the bushes. Two men in white robes appeared. One was a tall and lithe man and the other was a mage with no particular features.

[???. Lvl. ???]

[Lightblessed Mage. Lvl. ???] 

“Ah, what a stroke of fate, to meet one of Ishtar’s descendants,” the lithe man said. “Looks like my senses did not deceive me.”

“Indeed, Archbishop Amos, to think we’d run into her,” the other agreed.

Amber tensed, they were Saints of Truth. She looked over at Aveline hoping for something, yet she remained unconscious, clearly unable to save them.

She gritted her teeth from the sudden development. Meanwhile, Remmel’s eyes widened and he quickly looked behind him.

Amber followed his gaze as two people emerged from the shadows of the trees within the forest, wearing collars of the twin moons. One of them had a mace and the other was a mage woman with rather revealing clothes.

They were from the Arcane Council.

[???. Lvl. ???]

[???. Lvl. ???]

“The two groups we intended to kill in the same spot, ain’t that nice?” the mage asked mockingly. “What a coincidence to run into Zodos’ killer.”

“Amber the Cursebearer and the stupid saints, what a haul!” the warrior guffawed.

And Amber paled as she realized just how fucked she was in this situation.


Chapter 24.

Amber cursed under her breath seeing the parties there were surrounding her, Remmel didn’t look too great either, biting his lip quietly. The people from the Saints of Truth looked collected, whereas the two members of the Arcane Council looked excitable. Especially the warrior, who was ogling her.

And all this time Amber was using God’s Dynamo to the max, recovering her Essence gradually, which would take a total of five minutes and would strain her core. Her mana was being converted at a poor rate as well. And her mind was in disarray, she had thought that now she could, as Remmel put it: lay low and simply not cause any trouble until everything died down.

But it seemed that that wasn’t the case. Of course, she was slightly skeptical of the lengths Remmel went through to protect her identity, but she chose not to think about it given the situation they were in.

Right now, we have to stall…

“Remmel, what is everyone’s level?” she asked.

“God your Identify truly is useless, huh?” he scoffed. “230 and 310 for the guys from the Saints of Truth, and almost 290 for both members of the Arcane Council.”

“Level 187, you sure are weak,” the warrior said, looking at her before taking a step forward and making her step back.

Right now they were on the forest side of the plateau, most houses were far away from them. So getting help from Asil’s family was going to be hard. Plus the potential casualties would be terrible. Amber looked over to Aveline, who was still on the ground. There’s that too.

“Remmel, do you think you can inform the Dazdril family of what is happening?” Amber asked, weighing her chances. “Make sure to fill them in on the fact that a divine artifact was stolen.”

He frowned. “Why?”

“So they can choose to get involved or not, dumbass,” she scoffed. “You said it yourself right? They’ll be safe from this whole ordeal if they don’t get involved. Unless you lied?” She frowned. “Because if you did then⁠—” 

He frowned. “I didn’t lie, but fine. I’ll try to get them involved. I’ll take Aveline too.”

A grunt came. “You think I’m going to let you get away, pretty-boy?”

Remmel side-stepped as the Arcane Council’s warrior swung down with his hammer, the ground exploding. Remmel clicked his tongue and the warrior let out a small gasp of surprise.

“Oho, you’re quite agile.”

“Shut up⁠— repulse,” Remmel grunted and the warrior was sent flying the ring on Remmel’s hand exploding into pieces.

Then he swooped in and grabbed Aveline, before disappearing with a teleport. And just like that, Amber was left alone with the members of the Arcane Council and the Saints of Truth.

The warrior pounced on her as she summoned Cursewelder to block. The hammer collided with the sword and the ground split open, her legs sinking into the soil as the warrior grinned.

“You’re much stronger than I expected, are all your attribute points in Strength?”

Amber clicked her tongue, and then she sensed danger as the mage from the council raised her staff and pointed.

“Blast.”

She immediately used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, landing away as the warrior was engulfed in an explosion. Amber was on guard expecting the next follow up, but it didn’t happen, instead, the mage grunted.

“Derken, stop messing around and help me deal with the Archbishop, lest he’ll kill us. We were here for him in the first place.”

The Archbishop raised his brow. “Now why would I attack the esteemed Arcane Council without question?”

“We know what you’re here for, I’m not letting you do it. After we’re done with you, I’ll kill Amber,” she gestured. “Avenging Zodos is a necessity.”

Amber frowned, looking warily at the cloud of smoke where the warrior was and the other people.

“Since our goals align, why don’t we team up?” the Archbishop asked, straightening himself. “We can deal with Ishtar’s descendant and then sort our issues, how about that?”

Amber tensed at that, as the mage seemed to frown as if considering her options. It was clear she was the sitting duck here, and at the same time, she couldn’t really run. All she could do was restore her Essence, and get back to top condition. She stabbed herself with Cursewelder, regenerating Cursed Battery.

She got some glances from that, before the Archbishop returned to looking at the woman.

“How about it?”

The cloud of smoke burst and the warrior appeared behind the member of the Saints of Truth, his hammer high in the air.

“We don’t work with zealots.”

He slammed it down and the barrier surrounding the mage cracked. The Archbishop craned his head.

“I see, I understand.” And he flicked his staff, sending the warrior flying.

The man broke through multiple trees and the Council mage raised her staff, exploding the spot where the other mage stood. However, he spoke from the smoke.

“Ezra, deal with the Cursebearer. I’ll assist you from afar.”

“Yessir.”

Amber frowned, and the mage appeared near her, pointing his staff. She instinctively dodged feeling danger, but it wasn’t enough. Her body was enveloped in a white light and⁠— the curses within her body were forcefully suppressed.

That’s possible? Amber stumbled from a sudden loss of strength, Inexorable Body ceased working, and before she could react the mage blasted her with a white light. Amber hit the trees in the distance, her body burning as her regeneration became non-existent.

Gritting her teeth, she pushed God’s Physique to heal her instead, careful to not burn too much Essence. As she mended her wounds, the mage jumped on top of her and stabbed down his staff as if it were a stake.

Amber barely blocked it with Cursewelder with a loud bang.

“You are much more resilient than any Cursebearer I’ve fought, normally getting hit by that makes them useless. Is your Legacy Branch that good?”

He pressed down, light magic covering his weapon as Amber pushed back. Or tried to, for some reason the man’s strength could rival hers. She gritted her teeth, and he smirked.

“You have extraordinary strength for a warrior, unfortunately for you we specialize in dealing with Cursebearers.” The staff began to shine as Amber felt danger. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure to remember your last moments—”

Amber flared her Essence and used Wind Cleave and Fulminating Slash, hitting the mage. The first hit cracked his barrier and the second one sent him flying into a tree. She had to be careful and hold back, the previous battle had strained her core a lot, and not only that but she still had more battles ahead of her.

She dashed after him, intending to end the fight soon. Given the presence of the Arcane Council, not taking the staff out again was definitely wise. She heard blasts in the background and then using the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash she arrived behind the man.

She swung and he blocked with his staff, not budging. His physical strength rivaled hers, and so she used God’s Physique yet again, her body shining in a blue light as the man gritted his teeth from suddenly losing the contest.

“That⁠— you shouldn't be able to do that!” He tried to push her back, and Amber simply raised her foot.

“Why’s that?”

“Because⁠—”

She used Cursed Stomp, stunning the man before headbutting him and breaking his nose.

“Nevermind, I don’t care.”

The man reeled back and Amber swung with her sword, intending to behead him once and for all. All things considered, he wasn’t particularly strong so⁠—

A ray of light hit her from the side, she was blinded and she hit a hard object, all the bones on her body cracking as her head spun. She groaned and coughed up blood, pushing her Essence to heal her. Amber regained her vision as another blast of white came towards her.

She used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash, barely dodging.

Consciously healing is such a pain in the ass. Her collarbone cracked into place. Still, I seriously underestimated him.

Last time, Asil had been there to help her, but right now he was missing. Remmel had gone to find him, but he still wasn’t back. Still, she had to push herself more, otherwise she was going to be fucked.

Amber stumbled as the mage appeared and swung the tip of his staff at her, she blocked and a blast of light hit her. Making her stumble back as wounds reopened. She had never considered how much curses aided her in battle generally, and why would she? She had never encountered this situation before.

And at the same time, she was holding back out of concern for her core given how much she had pushed it in the previous battles.

“Do you know the difference between you and I?” the mage asked.

He hit her and Amber used Fulminating Slash but the man charged right through it. She stomped but he completely brushed it off as he hit again.

“I’ve gone through the special level 200 advancement, so there is no way for you to rival me!”

And at that moment, she had enough. She had enough of this guy thinking he was better than her. She was done holding herself back. All this time she had been measuring herself to be able to fight after this, but she realized that if this continued, she’d be completely helpless. And at that point, there was no after.

The man’s staff and body shone with a golden light as the danger coming from him increased substantially, Amber in turn used her Essence. All of her Legacy Branch skills were empowered, God’s Physique reached its apex and she raised her sword as her body burst into blue flames.

The man swung, golden light exploding from the strike. Amber blocked it and her entire body was burned by the light, she flared her Essence in response. Her wounds healed and her core strained with pain.

At this point, it was only happening from how she had used it, and not because she was forcing it to go beyond its limits. However, she wasn’t totally helpless.

My core should recover from this slightly after I kill him.

It was nothing but a hunch, but when it came to Essence, instincts and feelings seemed to be the way it worked. So Amber committed and kicked him in the leg causing it to bend and making him squeal.

Then she pushed him, making him lose balance and hefted her sword before swinging it over his arm. The sword cleaved down and went deep into his body, causing the mage to scream. Amber raised her hand, intending to put an end to this now. Her breaths were shallow, her heart was racing, but her mind was clear.

She was going to kill this person and then focus on finding Frei to end this situation. With the kill, she should have a lot more liberty with her core usage.

“Goodbye⁠—”

A mage appeared next to her. “Repulse.”

Amber was flung away by kinetic energy and she frowned with great displeasure, a new mage had appeared and it seemed to be from the Saints of Truth.

She landed away as the other mage fell into his companion’s clutches. This person had a blood stained coat and their level was…

[Lightblessed Mage. Lvl. ???]

Where did he even come from? Amber frowned, wary of dragging this battle out and permanently damaging something within her.

“Your companion was quite a lot of trouble to fight,” he said, tending to his friend. “Don’t worry though, he’s merely unconscious now. I don’t take pleasure in killing those who are merely affiliated with Cursebearers, after all.”

Remmel is out… Amber felt incredibly displeased at the news. The only reason he had lost was probably due to the earlier fight, so Amber didn't exactly completely hold it against him.      After all who would’ve thought there was another member of the Saints of Truth lurking around.

An explosion from the battle between the other saint and the Arcane Council went off in the background, but Amber didn’t let it distract her. Instead, she focused on what was happening, she had to finish the other mage. If she wanted a chance to deal with this mage and any other battles that could come, she had to alleviate some of the pain she was feeling.

Even if she ended up with less Essence than what she began with, it was a good idea. God’s Dynamo was the reason she was struggling to use her Essence now. It was not a skill without drawbacks after all. Not one she could use at the rate she had been using it anyway.

Amber resolved herself, and also decided to only convert her mana into Essence at least for this time rather than try to generate the Essence via cycling it.

“Cursebearer, I do not understand why you walked this path of life, but I will make sure that you are vindicated with your death,” he said, raising his staff. “As someone whose class is meant to deal with the likes of you, it is my duty⁠—”

A bright flash of light occurred from the other battle along with a loud explosion. This explosion was unlike any of the other two before, and it was caused by the Archbishop from what she could sense⁠— and more importantly it distracted the mage.

“Does the Archbishop need help…?”

Amber took that opportunity, using the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash as she arrived behind both mages. She wasn’t going to let the companion save the mage this time.

The mage turned and raised his staff, pointing at her as light accumulated on his staff, then he slammed it down, creating a white barrier.

“It’s useless, Cursebearer!”

She used all of her accumulated rage, and summoned Arkara’s Staff, urging her Essence to act. The crystal began to shine with an ominous light and the mage grunted, increasing the barrier’s defenses. She only had about half of her Essence at this point, but it was enough if she burned all of it.

And she did.

Storm of Destruction⁠—

And the spot where they both were standing ruptured with blasts of lightning that tore apart the environment as her Essence hit rock bottom, but Amber smiled because⁠—

[You have defeated a [Lightblessed Mage. Lvl. 228].]

For defeating an enemy 40 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

The mage was dead. And now, she was once again closer to her Class Advancement.

She landed, the blasts still going as she heard screaming, the Essence from the kill came to her and the relief was immediate. The pulsating pain was gone, replaced by a lukewarm and pleasant embrace around her core. And her core went from empty to around a third.

She grinned and ran.

Right now, she didn’t care to fight this mage, she cared more about finding Remmel and then going to find Frei, so that’s what she did. That said, she didn’t let her guard down as explosions resounded in the distance. She stowed away the staff into her ring.

Amber focused on slowly restoring her Essence with the mana conversion offered by God’s Dynamo rather than generating it from cycling her Essence around her core, which had the possibility of straining it.

It would take a grand total of 10 minutes for her to get half of her Essence from her entire mana pool, but that was enough for now. Besides, right now her main focus wasn’t fighting, but rather to find safety. While she didn’t like running in this situation; given her life wasn’t in immediate danger; she still decided it was the best course of action.

Amber ran into the forest as explosions went off in the distance, she used Quick Dash repeatedly as she pushed her senses to the limit in order to find Remmel. She traveled hundreds of meters in mere seconds as she passed various estates, and soon enough she saw the one belonging to Asil’s family in the distance.

When she did, she sensed someone not too far away from her, deeper into the forest.

Amber teleported to the spot and found a bloodied Remmel. She immediately fed a health potion to him and he awoke in a coughing fit.

“Amber? You’re alive?”

Amber nodded. “Yeah, but I need your help to find Frei, the council and the saints are still fighting.”

Remmel turned serious and sat up, wiping blood from his face as he got up unsteadily. Which concerned Amber but he just waved his hand dismissively and reached for her.

“It’s just poison, let’s go⁠—”

“You’re not going anywhere,” a voice interrupted from the side.

Amber turned as the mage from earlier teleported next to them. Part of his body was charred, his white cloak was torn and he was missing his entire left arm. Yet, there was a hint of madness in his gaze as he raised his staff.

“I will make you pay for bringing an innocent soul into your demonic ways,” he said before turning to Remmel. “Even after I warned you to stay away from her you did not listen, and now you need to be saved. You need salvation.”

Amber frowned and slashed at the mage but a golden barrier blocked her blade. She raised her hand to use Cursed Battery, but to her surprise the skill didn’t trigger. It refused to do so as a golden aura enveloped the land.

“Which is why you will be killing the Cursebearer.” He pointed his staff at Remmel as he began to glow.

Remmel screamed in pain as light began to envelop his body.

“You’ve already been defeated by me once, and so you’ve become my knight. Now bloom⁠—”

And a myriad of barriers covered the mage, before more generated around their body, shining with an iridescent light. Amber recognized them, her eyes widening.

Shit⁠—

The barriers exploded and she and Remmel were blasted back as she got a notification

[You have defeated a [Mage. Lvl. 235].]

For defeating an enemy 45 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

[You have reached level 191. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Her Class Advancement was fast approaching, but right now that didn’t matter.

Amber rolled on the ground as the mage from the Saints of Truth died, before hitting a tree and stopping. Next to her was a barely conscious Remmel who was taking a healing potion.

Then, there was the front.  

Amber raised her gaze as a familiar man along with an entourage of mages appeared. She couldn’t help but grit her teeth as the man stepped forward.

“We meet again, Ignoble Berserker.”

[??? Lvl. ???]

It was the head guard and Archmage.


Chapter 25.

Amber tried to back off, but the mental fatigue from it all was heavy. She stared at the Archmage who looked unimpressed.

“I thought that you’d be much harder to catch.”

“There’s been some developments,” Amber answered as Remmel drank another healing potion.

The assassin broke into a coughing fit as Amber eased the curses on him, but rather than do anything, the Archmage and his guards seemed to be standing there.

“So, do I get arrested now?” she asked.

“Hand over the staff, first,” he said, raising his hand. “Breaking into your storage ring is gonna be annoying, and you can’t use mana with cuffs on.”

Amber frowned. She had read something about that. To get access to someone else’s ring it must be by consent or the user has to be dead⁠— though it wasn’t relevant right now.

She raised her brow, “So what will happen after?”

He frowned. “Afterwards you will be imprisoned for at least 300 years for your crimes, you shall not be let go until you have a single year left to live.”

300 years or whenever I’m about to die? She hadn’t expected that, but it made sense. That said, she couldn't allow that. She turned to Remmel, who seemed to be thinking about what to do, before finally turning back to the head mage with a frown.

“So ignoring my situation, you do realize that two infamous organizations are fighting and trying to kill each other not too far away, right?” Amber pointed out, hoping to divert his attention to more urgent matters. “There is a good chance the nobles are affected by their battle.”

Maybe he’ll try to leave me with his guards instead while he deals with that. At least that’s what she was thinking.

The Archmage frowned, a golden explosion went off in the distance and he turned to face it. The guards tensed at the sight of it as well. Finally, he turned back towards Amber. But at that moment, Remmel received a letter which caused the guards to raise their staffs at him. Though the Archmage didn’t seem to care at all.

“It seems I can’t waste time, give me the staff in three seconds or I will kill you,” he said. “I shall use Arkara’s Staff to deal with the problematic individuals.”

Amber frowned.

“Three.”

The Archmage raised his staff and Remmel laughed.

“Two.”

“What good timing, Aveline!” Remmel called happily.

“One⁠—”

Remmel took out a black dagger that shattered, erasing the mana in the air. The Archmage took a mana potion and splashed it over himself to counter that, but it was too late. Aveline appeared behind them and grabbed them as barriers formed⁠—

Then she teleported them and used her presence killing skill. Amber lost track of everyone as they appeared somewhere along the road, before they were able to see each other again.

Meanwhile, part of the forest exploded, trees flew hundreds of meters into the air and a cloud of soil billowed upwards along with it as it began to rain. Amber’s heart skipped a few beats. She almost died. And using 3rd Rank of Quick Dash wouldn’t have saved her either. A sobering reminder of her situation.

Her eyes remained on the forest as Aveline panted, and Remmel laughed.

Following that, a few dozens of meters away the Archmage teleported onto the road with a      face twisted in anger.

“No more of this humiliation, I’m done following procedures!” he bellowed, anger evident in his voice. “I know you people are around here I can still sense your general presence, so I will simply destroy this entire place and recover Arkara’s Staff afterwards, casualties be damned!”

Amber paled, as he raised his staff and hundreds of barriers appeared in the sky, gradually building up as she realized what was about to happen⁠—

Another explosion went off in the distance, and after a mage appeared.

“Sir, stop! The house of the Fanir family has just been hit! We have to deal with it!” 

The Archmage continued to cast his spell and it wasn’t until the other mage started pulling on him that he scoffed, letting it go.

“I will kill all of those people personally, you people track the humans. This is personal now,” he growled.

“Yes sir!”

With that, the Archmage teleported away, even Remmel seemed to no longer be laughing but rather relieved as the level 400 spell dissipated. Meanwhile the guards gathered to discuss things as they began to use their own spells, which Remmel responded to by using one of his own skills.

A shroud of smoke exploded and they disappeared, being teleported back into the forest.

“We don’t have much time, let’s get to safety now,” he said, standing up and walking away. “We’ve angered him beyond belief. We have to leave the country.”

Amber frowned. “I’m not leaving without at least telling my companions, plus I have to tell Frei as well.”

Remmel didn’t turn as he replied. “She’ll come find you, let’s just⁠—”

“I’m not leaving, period,” Amber said. “When I joined the organization it was implied you wouldn’t get me in this amount of fucking trouble, you do realize that I’m a wanted criminal now right?”

Remmel turned. “I told you that he doesn't know your name⁠—”

“He will,” Amber emphasized. “Do you think he’s stupid? It’s only a matter of time, especially after he encountered me a second time. So help me find Frei before I beat your ass up.”

“It’s not my fault those stupid scholars showed up, we would’ve been fine otherwise⁠—”

“It doesn’t matter Remmel, take responsibility for getting me into deep shit. I’m also keeping the staff.”

Perhaps she had been slow on the uptake, but after seeing the spell and hearing her prison sentence it had fully settled in for her. She was a wanted criminal now. Sure, she had agreed to his mission because she had chosen to blindly trust the man wouldn’t do anything to actually get her into trouble.

Liz hadn’t after all.

But she was stupid for thinking that, and she acknowledged it. However, that didn’t mean she was just gonna let Remmel reap all of the benefits while she just got screwed over. In the end, they weren’t even killing the people of the council so there was no reward for her.

“If not, I’ll just give it back and save my ass,” she said with finality. “If you told me you were planning to steal a fucking divine artifact from the elves I would’ve never agreed.”

Remmel frowned before sighing. “Fine, yes. You are right, I deliberately hid it. Let’s go find your friend and get the fuck out of here.”

Aveline flinched seeing Remmel’s evident anger, but Amber was satisfied. She had learned a valuable lesson from this. Namely to get all the details before agreeing to things, and also to not trust contractual relationships.

Her gaze fixated on Remmel who was walking away.

After all, he is only looking out for himself, and he’ll do the bare minimum for me even now. So I should do the same.

* * *

With Aveline’s help, they reached the Lasren family residence. Apparently, Remmel had dropped off Aveline with the Dazdril family and got attacked on his way back, though he had decided against telling them anything. Aveline, upon waking, also didn’t say anything. Both had the same motivations.

Not wanting to get the family involved given that at the very least Asil would help no matter what, landing his family in trouble. This surprised Amber, something that she felt thankful for towards Aveline, and she would’ve felt thankful towards Remmel if not for her current feelings.

Aveline had to consume a lot of mana potions, and she threw up once, but kept her skill up. Meanwhile, in the distance, there was the occasional explosion from the ongoing battle. Apparently the residents nearby were evacuated by the guards, and protective formations were set up to safeguard this side of the forest.

The entire plateau had entered lockdown, so it was important for them to leave as soon as possible. Especially with the explosions that kept on resounding in the distance. That’s why Amber kicked down the Lasren’s residence door and marched right in.

But to her surprise, it was completely deserted.

All of them rushed into the residence and they began to look. It was a complex with multiple houses and buildings, and it was bigger than the Dazdril’s residence. Amber went through various unassuming rooms; the furniture seemed modern with a mixture of wood to keep it feeling natural. The various magic lights were off and there was dust settling on the furniture.

Everyone looked and it wasn’t until five minutes in that Remmel came to find her with a discovery.

“We found a teleportation circle.”

Amber nodded, and went along with Remmel. She followed him to the back of residence, to a rather run-down shack where the circle was. And while Amber tried to decipher the runes she was mainly unable to, though that wasn’t completely the case for Aveline

“I can only tell it goes to a different part of the Sacred Forest, below the plateau so probably to the lands at the bottom of the districts. And in the past week, it’s been used fourteen times. One as recent as one hour ago.”

“Is that where Frei went to?” Amber asked.

Remmel cracked his hands. “Only one way to find out.”

Amber nodded at that and following that a much stronger explosion went off in the distance, strong enough to be felt where they were. A ring of light appeared above Amber, flashing.

“Trouble,” Remmel clicked his tongue. “Start the circle, now! Prepare for battle.”

The ex-noble nodded, and even though she looked pale she began to diligently activate the circle, and then there was a flash of light from outside as a new presence appeared by     teleportation. Amber tensed, but realized it wasn’t the Archmage but someone else, Remmel however, paled.

“Aveline!”

She raised her staff and they were all teleported outside as the building with the circle exploded with a flash of light.

Amber turned to see the perpetrator only for her face to twist. It was someone familiar yet she hadn’t interacted much with them. Right now they were wobbling and weak, their white robe tattered, but their level was no joke.

[???. Lvl. ???]

It was the Archbishop from the Saints of Truth.

“I’ve come to finish my business with you, Ishtar’s descendant,” he said.

Amber clicked her tongue as the man raised his staff. Aveline teleported herself away, and Remmel tried to go for a sneak attack but it was deflected by a barrier.

“To believe I’d have the fortune of finding you here; putting an end to you is not an opportunity I can let go⁠— absolution.”

Amber once more, found herself without curses. They were completely inert within her body and her sword. This time however, it felt even heavier as her body became sluggish. But Amber didn’t let that stop her as she summoned Arkara’s Staff and swung, using both slashing attacks at once.

The mage ate the attacks and⁠—

“Dissolve.”

Amber was blasted with a golden light, she went flying into a house and broke through it as once more she was forced to manually heal. She almost blanked out before she cursed.

Can they all do that?

She teleported away and the spot where she had just been exploded with a ray of light. Amber gritted her teeth, landed back outside as the mage teleported, raising his staff again. Remmel appeared once more, stabbing with a different dagger.

The mage ignored it as light gathered on his staff and his barrier⁠— exploded. The Archbishop side-stepped as his shoulder was nicked before he grunted.

“Repel.”

Remmel was blasted away and Amber appeared in front of him, swinging her sword as her Essence flared. The man blocked with his staff, without a barrier to stop her, her blade      went into his shoulder as he grunted.

“Give up, and accept your fate.”

“If you weren’t after me, why were you even here?” Amber asked, gritting her teeth.

She had a bad feeling about this. The mage grunted and then teleported as he raised his staff, light gathering.

“Because, I was waiting, waiting for the weakened and imprisoned target to be killed. I was merely a lookout and you just happened to appear on the plateau of nobles.”

She blocked as a blast of light made her slide across the ground. Her armor was burned off, her skin sizzled and she grunted, forcing herself to heal. Then, the mage appeared before her and swung his shining staff down.

Amber barely blocked as the staff radiated a burning heat that consumed her skin.

“And so, all you need to do is die and my life will truly be complete.”

“Fuck you⁠—”

Amber stomped and the mage stumbled, stunning him then increasing her strength to the max. She swung Cursewelder horizontally, Silver Flame Edge increasing its sharpness threefold.

In an instant she cleaved into the man, going about halfway into his body and he⁠— smiled with bloodied teeth.

“Ensnare.”

Amber was hit by a golden light and blasted into the wall, chained with golden strings that glued her into it. She squirmed but to no avail as the mage grabbed his side with a wicked smile.

“Got you.”

Remmel appeared, swinging and the mage ate the attack as he swung in return. Remmel was hit on the shoulder and hit the ground in pain, completely overwhelmed in physical strength.

“H-How?” Remmel squirmed.

“When I fight a Cursebearer my attributes will at the very least match theirs, though since she’s Ishtar’s descendant she somehow surpasses that rule,” he mused. “Anyway, that is everything you need to know, now die⁠—”

Remmel was teleported away by Aveline, the ground was blasted open and both of their presences vanished. The Archbishop clicked his tongue before turning to Amber.

“No matter, you’re what I’m here for.”

“You sure are obsessed,” Amber spat.

All this time she had been trying to free herself of the bindings, but to no avail, not even with her Essence.

“Well yes, a Cursebearer killed my parents, and my village, they tortured me for months on end as well,” he replied calmly before coughing up blood. “Of course, I’d be obsessed. Cursebearers are a plague to this world.”

Amber struggled as the man approached.

“That level 300 mage was quite pissed, saying how he couldn’t wait to kill some human⁠— I assume it’s you, but it doesn’t matter because I’ll be taking that opportunity. That said, I wish I was the one to avenge Archbishop Anael, but it doesn’t matter, for that woman will die a dog’s death.”

She strained herself and she finally ripped apart one of the strings and raised her hand. She didn’t like how the mage was behaving. Amber pushed her Essence, using half of it as she began to gather blue flames on her hand in the shape of an arrow.

“Hmmm…” The mage paused. “That is not magic, but those are not curses either, this power is not something someone as filthy as you should have access to.”

He raised his staff and immediately stabbed her through the heart making her gasp. Amber squirmed with pain as light entered her body, wrecking her organs.

“Tell me, where did you get it?”

Amber concentrated, her vision began to darken, and she focused solely on her fire, not using God’s Physique to heal and the mage snapped.

“WHERE DID YOU GET IT?!”

She was blasted by a flash of light, Amber felt her bones break, and the mage grunted in anger. Pulling back his staff as she almost fainted, blood flowing out.

“So you choose death instead.”

Amber tossed the arrow at point blank with her hand⁠—

Primordial Blazing Bolt.

Luckily, the mage didn’t notice it.

A rippling explosion of blue fire blasted the mage. The wall Amber was bound to melted as she was blasted back, she broke through walls and furniture while panting. She hit the ground like a sack and once more she forced herself to heal, but even then she felt like she was dying.

She felt a hand and her presence was extinguished, two healing potions were splashed onto her as she finally gasped, recovering her wits.

“Is he⁠—”

“No, not yet,” Remmel said grimly, looking over.

Amber followed his gaze, they were at the edge of the property. For a moment she saw nothing, but then the mage teleported where she had landed.

“Where are you, Ishtar’s descendant?” he asked with a hint of madness. “I must know your secret.”

Amber paused, the man was burned alive. Aside from his head, he had no skin left, he was trembling and bleeding all over. In fact, he was still burning.

“The mage took away all my potions, and I can’t heal yet you choose to run away,” he said. “But I can sense you nearby.”

Amber frowned, feeling like the worst was about to happen, summoning Arkara’s Staff.

“No matter where you are, I will kill you, even if my death is near.” He grinned as he began to shine in a golden light.

This is bad, Amber tensed like never before as even Remmel began to panic and turned to Aveline who seemed frozen.

“Teleport us⁠—”

“I can’t!”

The mage laughed. “I’d love to see how you scramble to run away from this! My life for an attack, surely it’ll be magnificent! And the imprisoned and weakened Dark Reaper will soon meet her demise at the other Archbishop’s hand!”

Amber began to channel her Essence as the mage began to glow white, becoming nothing but a white figure emanating light like a beacon. Yet what he said about Frei alarmed her. Frei was in danger. But also, she was in danger.

“Oh, what an honor to take Ishtar’s descendant with me!”

Amber raised her staff, draining the rest of her Essence. Remmel cursed and summoned a scroll, and the mage reached a new apex of light as danger filled the immediate surroundings.

Storm of Destruction⁠—

“Extinguish.”

Thunder exploded and a white light burst in all directions, consuming everything in its path as Amber and everyone else was hit by the impact. Their barriers did not put up a fight as they were blasted by the mage’s attack.


Chapter 26.

There was a notification.

[You have defeated a [Lightblessed Mage. Lvl. 328].]

For defeating an enemy 135 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

There was horrid cracking.

There was darkness.

And finally, there was light.

Amber awoke in a coughing fit, one with a lot of blood and pain. Her body immediately used the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses, doubling the healing she was doing, as well as pushing her Essence to restore her body. Her core had gotten close to a third of the way to its next level up from the “kill”, which was useful for the potential battles that were about to come. As for level ups? She had gotten two levels from it. 

[You have reached level 193. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She convulsed, before she threw up pieces of bone and metal, and finally, she groaned taking in her surroundings. The first thing she saw was a leg and an arm, familiar rings on the hand⁠— it was hers. Her eyes widened but she quickly realized that she had already healed. Though her heart skipped a beat as she saw the ruination of the surroundings.

Finally, her memories fully returned, and the first thing she remembered was:

Frei is in danger.

Amber quickly took back her artifacts and then got up unsteadily, her Essence was full now; probably from the kill. Even if she was no longer fatigued, she still felt tense. She had almost died from that after all. However, Amber didn’t linger on that too much, instead she hurried.

She quickly got back all of her possessions, including Arkara’s Staff which was buried into a rock wall⁠— the staff was surprisingly in pristine condition. Amber didn’t understand how its repair mechanism worked, but she was glad that it had survived the blast. And then she paused.

“Aveline? Remmel?”

They were caught in the explosion too, doesn’t that mean that they⁠—

“We’re fine,” a hoarse voice replied, coughing.

Amber turned and saw a bloodied Remmel and an intact but terrified Aveline. Which made her feel relieved, but she once again remembered her priority. If the Archbishop was to be trusted, Frei was in danger.

Big danger.

Imprisoned, severely weakened, dog’s death… She remembered everything he had said. It was bad. Amber rushed towards where the teleportation circle was, but…

“It’s gone…”

Nothing remained of the ground, let alone the circle. Aveline and Remmel arrived a moment later, and while she felt insensitive for what she was about to ask, she felt obligated to do so. She bit her lip.

“Help me find Frei…”

Frei had offered unwavering loyalty to her, and saved her life before.

Now, it was Amber’s turn.

* * *

Frei groaned.

Her eyelids felt heavy and her body was trembling with pain.

How long was I out?

Her mind was a bit of a blur, she remembered coming to make amends, trying to talk, getting into an argument, sleeping and⁠— waking up in the basement of the house. They had called it an intervention, they had said it was to make her see reality, to leave that organization. But no matter how she expressed that she indeed wanted to do that, it fell on deaf ears.

After all, when a lot of the information that you could offer was forbidden, there wasn’t much to go on. But even then, they tried to convince her, and when she failed to provide more proof the beatings started, the torture started. She was quite resilient, so she didn’t care, but it did hurt emotionally, how couldn’t it?

She remembered what her fathers and mothers had asked of her.

* * *

Frei looked up sitting at the dinner table, her legs dangling from the chair that was too tall for her. And before her, surrounding her, was her family. Her adoptive family. Two female mages and three warriors. It had been the first time she experienced warmth in years, and after being around them for half a decade she made sure to express it, and yet no matter how she voiced it out they remained adamant of one thing.

“But listen Frei, you still have distant family,” the warrior in front of her said, his name was Alders.

Frei argued. “No, you all are my parents!”

One of the female mages laughed. Her name was Zia. “You’re a rebel as always, Frei.”

“But⁠—”

“No buts, what Alders wants to say is that our wish is for you to reconnect with your family too. They don’t need to replace what you’ve lost or… us,” she said hesitantly.

Frei hesitated, her round face looking down at the table.

“I don’t want to lose y’all…”

Alders smiled. “You won’t if you promise us.”

“Really?!”

“Yep.”

* * *

She really had tried, but even before she had become a criminal their relationship was lukewarm at best. It was clear that they didn’t want her around, but still, she had tried back then, and even tried now. This time, more than ever, inspired by her companion.

“And look where it fucking got me,” she spat, her voice sandy like the desert.

And then a sigh left her. Frei was bothered. She was bothered that one of the few requests she had received from her parents was so difficult.

She coughed. “So much for resolving my own problems and shit.”

She kind of regretted it. In all honesty, she wished she had her fathers and mothers to turn to, but given they were no longer around, she was truly alone. And maybe that’s what had pushed her so hard to focus on finding out more about what the land of stars was⁠— she didn’t really know, and right now it didn’t matter.

Still, how much longer did she have to be there? Amber’s operation should have happened, or be close to happening. She wanted to be there in case anything popped up, but unfortunately that didn’t seem to be possible.

At the same time⁠…

Frei grunted, moving her arms and rattling black chains.

She was bound.

Her limbs were burning from the irritation of the magical chains. At this point, she had long been drained of her mana and the chains prevented her from regenerating or even using mana, so she was essentially useless. For a mage, mana was everything.

Still, she kept on trying to wiggle her way out, she was done here. Soon her irritated and dried skin began to bleed, but she didn’t care. She wanted to leave. She hadn’t eaten anything for two weeks, let alone any water. Her throat was as dry as the damn desert and she felt deathly ill. There was nothing for her to achieve here⁠.

Coming here had been a waste of time⁠—

The door opened.

Frei looked up as a familiar face greeted her. It was a burly elven man with sideburns, his gaze was sharp and he looked rough. His level of course⁠— was lower than hers. It was her uncle, and the man who had probably put the most effort into getting her to see “reason”. His name was Ronan.

“Can you let me out?” Frei asked, looking up. “I’ve got something to attend to.”

“Have you decided to change your ways and stop that obsession of yours?” he asked.

She took a breath, “As I’ve told you before, I plan on leaving the scary terrorist organization that I’m a part of but it’s not as easy as it seems. As far as my dreams? No, I cannot give up. And I’ve told you that I found a way to not become a wanted criminal over it.”

“Yet, you cannot tell me anything, you do realize how this is unproductive, right?”

“I’ve told you as much before.” She closed her eyes.

The man instantly frowned. “Do you think this is some sick joke? Do you take pleasure in being beaten?”

“Of fucking course not,” Frei cursed.

“I knew it was a mistake to not beat all those mercenary ideals out of you, it was a mistake to not immediately scour the land to find you to do your father justice. Now you’ve turned into whatever you are.” He stepped forward. “Deluded and upholding the values of a bunch of hooligans.”

A vein popped on her forehead. “Don’t fuckin’ call ‘em that⁠—”

He slapped her. The loud bang resounded through the room.

“Shut up, it’s been over one hundred twenty years and you’re still the damn same!” he bellowed. “They’ve been dead all this time and you still cling to them.”

She bit her lip. “And what’s wrong with that? It’s not like you raised me, it’s not like my father raised me. You don’t even understand me so what makes you think you know what is in my best interest?”

That seemed to piss Ronan off as he stepped forward and grabbed her by the collar, the chains on the chair rattling as she was pulled forward. And at that moment, a loud explosion resounded.

Both of them looked up and he dropped Frei, her chair wobbled before falling to the side as she grunted, and Ronan left, sprinting up the stairs.

“Inconsiderate fuck⁠—”

A scream interrupted her grumbling, Frei tensed as she heard the sounds of a fight upstairs. At first there was just the sound of metal breaking, and of spells being thrown, disturbing the mana above. But soon enough it turned into horrid screams of pain. Into the audible sound of bones snapping, and Frei immediately became nervous like never before.

What’s happening?

She began to get up with her chair, wiggling and rotating as she tried to get up by any manner possible. This situation was something she didn’t have control over⁠— and one she desperately wished to have some semblance of control in.

She managed to get up and slammed the chair into the back wall, cracking it⁠— then she took a few panting breaths before charging yet again and breaking it completely. The chains on her feet became undone, but the same couldn’t be said about the ones around her arms.

Still, it was enough for her to have a semblance of control over mana. She rushed to the door and right outside she saw her possessions, mainly her storage rings which she hurriedly put on as she heard screams upstairs. Then she ran.

She didn’t know what was happening, but she had to find out soon, because if it was what she was thinking—

Blood splattered down the stairs and Frei gasped as she sprinted up, the first thing she saw was a blood covered wall, and then⁠— an elf came into view, slammed against the back wall.

Frei blinked, he was familiar, and his face was filled with fear.

“Uncle?” It was the exact same man who had tortured her, and right now⁠—

He turned, bloodied and bruised.

“Frei, run! Save yourself!”

Right now he was dying. Frei felt a chill come down her spine, unpleasant memories rushing in as she backed off, and he was punched. His head caved into the wall and his body went limp.

Frei gasped, and backed off. She looked up and a shadow loomed over the hallway. And there, she saw a woman, her arms covered with bloodied bandages, her braided raven black hair shining against the dim lighting, and her cloak was white like the moon.

Frei paled, for she recognized where she was from, having no mana or anything meaningful to deal with an opponent of her level.

[Lightblessed Enlightened Healer [Legacy Branch of Savage Brawling]. Lvl. 315]

The woman grinned, her face barely visible and her blue eyes shone like a predator’s as her grin twisted into a maniacal one.

“What a nice expression for someone who is about to die.”

Frei swallowed, readying herself to run for her life.

* * *

Amber frowned, looking around. Right now they were at the bottom of the Sacred Forest, where the farms and mines were. At the base of the plateau. They had so far managed to get a lead with one of Remmel’s contacts, but it was still a very vague area.

Aveline was busy using spells to try to locate Frei, whereas Amber was thinking about what to do.

She fidgeted with the storage ring she had gotten from the Archbishop, it had survived the explosion and been found by Remmel, which he gave her. Though aside from taking a quick look inside, she hadn’t done anything else with it because there were more pressing matters at hand.

Amber continued to think as a frown settled on her face, and finally, she decided to do the only thing she could do.

Prepare to fight the Archbishop.

She had struggled a lot these past few fights; they had all been unexpected and against opponents much stronger than her. While the latter had yet to change, the former was different. And it would allow her to get a much better outcome than all the previous battles.

Plus, she was quite confident in being able to put up an actual fight this time around, even if her methods were underhanded.

Amber grinned looking down at the storage ring on her hand and at the flashing notification before her.

[New Core Skill or Legacy Branch Skill! For reaching level 190 as a Cursed Inexorable Berserker who bears the Legacy Branch of Crimson Nexus you have been offered a new Core Skill option or a new Legacy Branch Skill.

You may see both options before choosing.]

So Amber prepared herself, while the search continued.

* * *

Frei backed off and the woman pounced. She tried to back off skillfully, but her stats were so poor that it came across as almost leaning back. And then she was grabbed by the arm and flung towards the exit to the hallway, hitting the wooden wall.

She broke through it and her entire body flared with pain, her head spun as she hit a couch, bleeding all over it. She groaned. She didn’t have any mana to use, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t use her storage ring.

The woman from the Saints of Truth broke the wall with her hands, walking into the room calmly.

“I heard you were an amazing adversary, but turns out you’re made of glass.”

Frei panted. “Fuck off.”

“Sharp tongue for someone as weak as you.” She chuckled. 

Frei battled against the pain she was feeling, the only thing she had going for her was the fact that the healer seemed to be more than willing to play with her. The first thing she did was take a health potion and a mana potion that would barely do anything for her from her ring.

“You got a lot of spine for doing that in front of me, but maybe you’ve given up,” she said before shrugging. “And to be honest, I’m bored already.”

“Oh really? Tired of playing with poor little me?” Frei mocked, grinning. “I really thought you’d make me scream⁠—”

She punched Frei, multiple ribs breaking as she blasted through the wall. She nearly blacked out, her measly 100 points in Vitality not doing her any favors. She hit the ground rolling and the healer immediately appeared as Frei pushed her senses and lifted her hand.

Repulse⁠—

She coughed up blood and sent the healer flying. Her bones were cracking and her body was threatening to shut down, so she quickly drank another health potion as she groaned from the recoil. She couldn’t exactly avoid the curse without mana either.

Frei took out her white staff and raised it as the member of the Saints of Truth arrived, and she barely blocked the attack as her muscles ripped. She stumbled back as she dug into her ring once more.

“Why are ya so desperate to kill me anyways?” Frei asked between breaths as she took out a red stone.

She injected a minuscule amount of mana into it and chucked it as it began to glow.

“Because of⁠—”

The stone exploded and the woman walked right through it with minor injuries that vanished as she threw her punch.

“⁠— revenge, that’s why.”

Frei managed to brace herself as she dropped her staff, one of her arms breaking as she blasted through the last wall of the building and landed in shallow water for farming. She coughed, her stomach churning then she began to throw up blood as her organs tried to heal themselves.

“You disappoint me!”

The woman kicked. Frei’s ribs broke and she blacked out, her consciousness didn’t come back until she crashed against a rock. Her entire body felt warm, she was so weak, so damn powerless, just like that time…

* * *

“Stop!” she cried.

Green fires burned around her as the tree she had called home fell apart. The screams of agony of her biological family ringing in her ears as an exalted god floated in the distance. One that turned towards her.

“Don’t kill them all!”

And the god appeared before her as flames manifested in front of his palm, aiming for her as it attempted to end her.

* * *

Yet I don’t fucking want that.

Frei cursed inwardly as she reached into her ring once more. Coughing and on the verge of blacking out.

“Any last words?” the healer appeared.

Frei chuckled. “Did you know that before I came, Darkness magic was considered a useless thing with no future?”

It was a funny memory. She remembered staying in the lab all day messing with her mana nature and trying to make solid objects to carve runes into. Trying to figure out how to de stabilize its complex and solid structure.

And that’s when she made a discovery that got her in trouble.

The mage stomped down and pulverized her shoulder, her blood spilling into the water.

“I don’t care⁠—”

“Yet after I came, it suddenly got re-evaluated as much more complex than they ever thought,” she continued in spite of the pain, taking out a black rock with her still mobile hand. “I mean look at this thing, it looks so stable and yet as soon as I put a bit of mana into it.”

She injected her mana and the healer paused mid punch⁠— and the rock exploded.

The member from the Saints of Truth was blasted away with a loud explosion of darkness, and Frei slowly stood up, unharmed by it. Then she took out another potion of the highest grade and downed it in one go, her bones snapped back together, and a loud groan left her. She could only consume about three more potions before the kickback got too bad.

But she didn’t stop there as she took out two more rocks. They were leftover experiments from her academy days, volatile little things that she kept⁠ for no particular reason other than the fact that she was a hoarder. She even had a piece of Amber’s armor. Right now, she was resolved to fight for her life.

Frei threw another rock and the healer dodged it, she was blasted back as Frei tried to remove her chains but to no avail. And then, the healer appeared next to her.

“You’re so annoying!”

She punched and Frei blocked with the rock, smirking then⁠— a flash of light came. An equally powerful blast of white hit her and sent her flying into some crops, rolling over ground. Her attack had been deflected.

Frei raised her hand to use her ring, but the healer grabbed and crushed her hand. She screamed as her arm was twisted right off, her flesh tearing as it was thrown away with the rings.

“No more tricks.”

Frei tried to raise her other hand and it was stomped on, being broken.

“No more struggle.”

The healer grabbed her arm and pulled. Her shoulder dislocated and she screamed like never before as her other limb was torn right off.

“No more relying on hidden catalysts for spells.”

She was grabbed by the throat and then thrown.

“And no more running.”

Frei flew back into the house, breaking into the living room as she fought to stay conscious. The first thing she saw was… blood. Then a head.

Her eyes widened, as she saw more and more, they were all family members. And they were all dead.

The healer from the Saints of Truth appeared and grabbed her by the back of her head, pulling her hair as she stared at the surroundings.

“You’re the last one,” she said coldly.

Frei’s eyes trembled, repeating after her. “The last one?”

“Yes, the last. And soon, you will die too.”

Frei was dropped onto the ground and she was flipped with a simple small kick, her mind reeling from memories of the past. The woman in front of her raised her foot as Frei struggled to process.

She was the last one.

The last Lasren.

If I die here, then I’ll never find out what happened to us⁠—

I’ll never find out about the world of stars.

She began to tear up as she began to feel despair. She gritted her teeth and tried to move only to find her body unresponsive. None of this was fair. Life had never been fair to her.

But even then, she wanted to live.

She gritted her teeth as the woman raised her foot, and Frei realized that she truly was done.

That this was her end.

Yet she faced it with brave eyes, not wanting her final moment to be this.

The member of the Saints of Truth grinned.

“Goodbye, Dark Reaper.”

She stomped⁠— and a figure appeared looming next to her and kicked.

The level 300 healer was blasted away through the walls with a loud bang. Frei’s eyes widened as she recognized the lightly glowing figure.

“Sorry, I’m late,” she said, taking out a potion to give her.

It was Amber.

And she had come to save her.


Chapter 27.

Frei drank the potion as her eyes grew wide. It really was real. She had been saved by Amber, by the person she had chosen to serve. It was something that she never expected, because⁠— why would she?

All her life she had been a castaway, the people that loved her were gone, and Amber was in a contractual relationship with her. She had no responsibility to meddle in her affairs, let alone save her life like this. Yet she did, and the notion was unbelievable.

The curses on her body were erased, and the healer from the Saints of Truth burst through another part of the wall, swinging for Amber.

Frei was suddenly nervous due to the obvious level disparity, but to her surprise, Amber simply ducked under the wide swing and lifted her in a carry. Then, Amber with a kick of her legs, took Frei out of the building, leaving through one of the holes, and ignoring the healer who screamed in anger.

“Someone as weak as you dares to get in my way?” The healer appeared and this time, Amber teleported away.

Frei blinked, was Amber’s grand plan to outrun the level 315 Healer? Because that was most certainly not going to work. At least the chains were no longer on her, but her mana reserves were poor and she was missing her storage ring, so she couldn’t help Amber yet.

Perhaps she’s buying time?

Amber dashed to the side, behind a tree and placed Frei gently on the ground, much to her surprise.

“Please take care of her,” she said simply.

Who? Frei was confused, but then a spell was used on her, and she saw two familiar people.

And when she understood what the magic was doing, she finally felt safe.

* * *

Amber turned, cracking her neck. She didn’t have all that much time, she didn’t know how busy the head guard was with the Arcane Council, but she didn’t expect it to last long. Especially not after they had taken so long to find Frei. Even though Remmel had gotten some mages to set up proper anti-scrying formations and the works to give her as much time as possible, Amber still remained cynical.

And why wouldn’t she?

Frei almost died.

And now, it was time for her to face the person who had caused Frei all that pain. While she didn’t comment on it, it was clear that the elven mage had just lost her family. Which Amber found vile.

The healer from the Saints of Truth appeared in front of her with a face twisted in anger. But Amber could only focus on how vile it was to deliberately do that. And it angered her, a lot.

“You know, if you lead me to the Dark Reaper I may be willing to spare you. Girl who has the same class as that man,” she said, displeased.

Amber didn’t say anything as she increased her attributes to as much as she could without the use of Essence, and then she pounced. She had seen the Healer using her fists, so it was normal to repay in kind. Amber swung her fist with all her strength and the woman frowned.

“Bad choice.” She received her punch with the palm of her hand⁠—

A loud bang echoed and the woman slid across the ground. The water at their feet rocked, and her eyes flashed with some surprise, before she frowned.

“You really are making a mistake, fighting someone 100 levels above you, girl.”

Amber shrugged. “I already pissed off the parliament of the Sacred Forest, and also killed the other Archbishop, I’m not known to make good choices.”

At that the woman turned serious.

First step is luring her. Amber prepared herself in her mind.

“In fact, Mr Archbishop Amos was so damn obsessed with me, he killed himself in an attempt to take me with him,” she added, barely remembering his name.

Hearing that, the member of the Saints of Truth was finally done listening and screamed.

“You bitch⁠—” She appeared behind Amber, swinging with a golden light.

Amber deflected it with her forearm, getting a burst of pain from the strike and then with her left hand she went for a hook, but the mage easily dodged it and went for an uppercut.

Second step is going all out.

She flared her Essence to the max, and allowed the hit to make contact. In an instant, her brain wobbled and she lost consciousness for a second but still managed to raise her other hand and block the following jab aimed at her face.

She held on as the healer tried to pull back⁠ and Amber⁠— headbutted her. The healer reeled and then she punched, breaking her jaw and teeth. She didn’t stop there as she pulled again, her left hand still holding hers and then she punched her unarmored stomach.

Ribs cracked and Amber channeled her Essence as she pulled her hand back and flicked her arm. Wind Cleave and Fulminating Slash went off, piercing and cutting deep into the woman and exploding. Amber dug into her body, and intended to rip her heart out when she screamed⁠—

“You’re not getting away with this!”

White light burst and Amber felt all of the curses on her body become inert which she had expected. Then, the woman immediately healed as she grabbed onto Amber’s arm and twisted, pushing it out and breaking it. She headbutted back and Amber stumbled.

“Just die!”

And the woman punched, digging into her abdomen, rearranging her organs before sending her flying at supersonic speeds.

Amber hit the wall of the sunken cirque with a blast of stone. She coughed up blood as she healed, and like a bullet the healer arrived, kicking into Amber’s stomach and breaking her spine as she sunk into the mountain.

She blacked out for a moment before she recovered consciousness. Perhaps it would've been better to go all out from the start, but she also had to get information on what this woman could do. Especially because there was a good chance that this fight would call the head guard over.

But it was clear that she wouldn’t be able to escape, and now she had gotten a good amount of information. So, she made her decision.

Amber healed, her body lightly glowing as she got out of the mountain, and the woman went for a hit but Amber in return flared her Essence, as she took out Arkara’s Staff and another object.

A ring, similar to the Ring of the Twin Moons with a similar function except it was a lot more straightforward. Instead of being usable once a month it was usable once, and instead of having no drawback it required a simple sacrifice.

She smiled as the ring began to glow in a bright red light, and the woman’s eyes widened.

“You⁠—”

Her punch connected but Amber simply took it as she smiled. “Ring of Truth, to punish this heathen I offer you half of my vitality.”

The ring flared, and Amber pointed her staff at the woman as she hit the stone wall.

“So listen to me and make her vanish with my⁠—”

Storm of Destruction.

Red lightning connected as the ring on her hand shattered. Amber felt her body contort with pain and the healer⁠— screamed.

She was thrown away by the first red lightning bolt, and a chain of ever-increasing lightning bolts followed after her. Making a line of red that tore through the environment, evaporating the water, destroying the surroundings and breaking everything apart.

In an instant, the land was torn asunder and Amber collapsed panting.

“Fuck, that was worse than I expected…”

Her curses weren’t restored but she still kept half of her Essence after the attack, the enhancements of the staff and the ring combined had achieved such destruction. Unfortunately, there was only one of those rings inside Amos’ storage ring. 

Amber slowly healed as she got up, drinking a health potion as she looked into the distance. She didn’t think the attack had killed the woman, but it should’ve gotten her quite badly. Now all that was left was to finish her off. She tossed the vial away and⁠—

The member of the Saints of Truth appeared next to her and grabbed onto her arm with both hands, breaking the bone in multiple places. Amber felt danger like never before, as she was slammed into the ground. The woman was covered with a red aura as she raised her boot and stomped.

“Cauterize.”

Water exploded and sizzled and Amber screamed as her wound that had already been healing⁠— reopened. And a notification came, one that made her pause.

[In the presence of a rampaging Lightblessed Enlightened Healer any skill below the 5th Rank is suppressed.]

[In the presence of a rampaging Savage Brawler any close quarter skill below the 5th Rank is suppressed.]

She can do all of that?!

Amber’s heart skipped and she was pulled as the healer held her by the hand, and punched, making her throw up blood. Then she headbutted, making Amber reeled. Her brain struggled to process what had just happened, but she also made herself think about her new skill.

It’s 3rd Rank would save her, and yet⁠—

She punched Amber, breaking her nose.

⁠— she couldn’t use it because of the restrictions.

“You know, one of the many meanings for my name is protected by god.” She pressed onto Amber’s hand, breaking all of her fingers at once. “So engrave the name Samara into your brain, bitch and remember the mistake you’ve made by confronting me; someone who can suppress your pathetic skills! No amount of artifacts will allow you to cross the wide chasm between the two of us!”

Amber flared her Essence as she looked at the woman defiantly and swung, using both of her slashing attacks at the healer. Which she took on easily before kicking Amber in the legs, breaking them. Even then, Amber still kept on trying to use her new skill.

“I don’t understand why you can still attack me back, but it doesn’t matter because you are mere trash.”

She was punched in the face, going into the water as her mind tried to focus. Amber clenched her fist, a flame igniting on it from within. She focused on Essence control more than anything, to make it as small as possible; to not completely consume her core; but to make it stronger.

Amber focused as the mage grabbed her by the throat and squeezed her roughly. But even then, she kept on trying to use her new skill.

“What’s wrong, cat got your tongue?” she asked mockingly. “Alas, your inflated ego convinced you this was a good idea, but you flew too close to the sun, Cursebearer.”

The mage’s eyes narrowed and she squeezed harder, crushing Amber’s windpipe. Finally, that was when she gathered enough Essence. She raised her hand and stabbed a small arrow into the woman’s shoulder⁠—

Primordial Blazing Bolt.

A rippling explosion of blue went off, ripping off the healer’s arm and blasting Amber away as she came to a rolling stop.

Resurrect, she cast inwardly, hitting the ground. Revive, restore, heal me⁠— Amber desperately tried to use her skill and— she felt a presence behind her that loomed over her, preparing a shining attack as the light around her body began to fade.

“You resisted till the end, I’ll give you that, but now is goodbye⁠.”

Amber groaned, struggling to breathe as she finally managed to use her newest skill, the suppression finally wearing off.

[Accursed Strength 3rd Rank — level 9.

You’ve grown adept at using your curses, at consuming them and even grown somewhat used at having them be extinguished and out of your grasp. Now your curses affect your strength, starting at 50% bonus and scaling up or weakening depending on your status to them.

2nd Rank ⁠— You’ve gained an instinctual gauge to what your current strength bonus is.              

3rd Rank ⁠— Once every six hours, you can flare extinguished curses, causing them to come back with four times the intensity.

And the third rank kicked in.

Amber regenerated as she felt strength course through her being and she tapped her body as she used Cursed Reignition, causing the strength bonus to hit a whole 350%. Then she used her meager Essence to empower God’s Physique and her Legacy Branch, her strength attributes reaching never-before-seen heights.

Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash.

The healer stomped and water exploded, Amber appeared above her and clasping both of her hands together she swung down. All while wishing she had succeeded in bodily enhancement with runes, as she wondered what it could’ve been.

Bones cracked as the healer was blasted into the ground with a loud explosion, then she tried to teleport away. But Amber appeared before her, her eyes widening. As she just now recovered her arm.

“How does it feel?” Amber asked, stomping down on her foot and punching.

The member from the Saints of Truth bent almost fully in 90 degrees, her leg snapping out of its socket as Amber delivered another blow.

“To be beaten by trash.”

The woman’s eyes trembled as Amber punched and she finally spoke as she tried to back off, blocking a blow that caused her hand to snap.

“H-How…” the disbelief in her quivering voice was obvious. “You were⁠—”

Amber punched her away, making her crash into the house where she had encountered Frei. Part of the roof collapsed as wood fell all over the place. Finally Amber summoned Cursewelder as she teleported into the house.

The healer turned to block, but the burning silver flames on the sword cleaved through her arm, her eyes quivering.

“You⁠— you have two divine artifacts.”

Amber swung down as the woman tried to block, the sword cutting deep into her bone as she squealed.

“Just what are you?!” she screamed.

A pale orange aura surrounded her as her strength increased, and she restored her missing limb as she tried to fight back. But Amber blocked and deflected her fist, following the muscle memory from General Weapon Mastery.

Then, she took the chance to slash, amputating the woman’s arm again. Then flaring her Essence she used Inexorable Will as the member of the Saints of Truth gritted her teeth, and Amber slashed, taking her other arm.

“I refuse to die to someone over a hundred levels below me!”

Her arms regrew and she pounced on Amber as she gritted her teeth. In return, Amber un-summoned Cursewelder and re-summoned it to stab it right into her heart. Then, using her mana she cast⁠—

Flamethrower.

In an instant the woman combusted into purple, silver and blue flames as she screamed and she was affected by curses, which meant⁠—

Battery.

Amber blasted the woman with all the accumulated curses she had, throwing her out of the house. She raised her hand as she poured all of the accumulated rage from the fight into it. The Curse of the Abyss from her title, she aimed at the woman as who slowly got up⁠—

And Amber discharged it all.

The spot where the healer had been standing ruptured with a purple explosion, the Curse of the Abyss exacerbating every single curse the woman had been hit with. Flesh streaked into the surroundings and Amber just stared at the flaming spot. Her heart racing, panting from the heavy exertion that had been.

Her core wasn’t suffering yet, but it was close.

Amber stared at the smoke, as she saw a small light, and then⁠— it ruptured. It swept over her as her curses were forcefully suppressed again. To have access to that much stuff was unbelievable.

The healer burst out of the smoke, this time some of the wounds persisted as she arrived, her gaze filled with madness.

“I won’t die!” She jumped over her sword swing.

Amber blocked a punch as she was sent back, her strength a far cry of what it had been, but at the same time hers was also less than ideal⁠— no longer having any Essence to spare.

“I refuse to fall for your tricks, you’ve consumed all of my mana,” she kicked, making Amber stumble back as she gritted her teeth.

“Just what kind of things are you hiding, Cursebearer?!”

Amber was forced to dodge out of the way as she found herself growing weaker and the healer growing stronger. An aura of light surrounding the Saint of Truth.

She’s growing stronger from every hit she lands on me. That was the only logical conclusion, and it was bad.

Amber stepped out of the way, gritting her teeth as the healer chased her. She was so durable. How was she supposed to kill her? Amber blocked with her massive sword and she was pushed back, the healer’s attacks growing more frenzied.

The healer laughed. “I’ll make you confess everything!”

“Shut up, already, fuck,” she cursed.

Amber dashed back and raised her sword, and cast⁠— Flamethrower. Flames engulfed the woman as she charged right through them. Amber used her sword to block and a punch still landed on her face. Then Amber kicked, sending her opponent away as she began to think.

How to kill the damn woman.

Overwhelming her physically was clearly not an option, so something more precise had to be it.

Her eyes narrowed as she saw the healer charge towards her, and Amber came to a quick conclusion⁠— Aim for the fucking head.

She sidestepped, and from within the Cursewelder summoned the Sword of the Abyss and slashed deep into the woman’s neck as she healed around the blade. Not managing to decapitate her. Her eyes widened and⁠—

Amber was punched in the stomach and was sent flying, losing both of her swords. She needed a way to blow her head off, yet she had nothing, no skills, no anything. Perhaps this battle would’ve been going a lot more differently if she had been able to enhance her body with runes.

But unfortunately, that wasn’t possible⁠—

Amber dodged as her train of thought paused, and she created two runes of flaring with her incredibly niche skill Cursed Creation. And then she stepped back and jabbed, channeling a burst of Essence on her arm.

Her hand tore into the throat of the healer as she gasped in surprise, but she smiled as her wound closed, and Amber tackled.

She tackled the healer onto the ground as she punched Amber in her ribs, breaking them.

“I didn’t know you were that desperate to die⁠— ah!”

She gasped as Amber strangled her and she simply laughed, punching once more as the pain got worse, and Amber⁠— channeled her Essence, trying to refine her favorite attack. Primordial Blazing Bolt.

The healer laughed, punching twice more and almost getting Amber off of her, but then her expression changed to a panicked one as blue flames began to burn.

“Stop⁠—”

And a moment later⁠.

It exploded.

Her head exploded, brain matter went in all directions, and Amber couldn’t help but let out a deep breath as she collapsed on the ground.

She had won.

[You have defeated a [Lightblessed Healer. Lvl. 315].]

For defeating an enemy 120 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…


Chapter 28.

Amber’s core took in the Essence from the kill, and now it seemed close to its next level up. While normally this news would’ve greatly excited her. After all, it meant that afterwards there would only be a Core Advancement left, and it also meant she would get a new Essence skill soon.

However, none of that mattered right now, because it wasn’t even in her mind.

She had greatly underestimated her opponent.

Even after concluding that she could take the fight, she had still underestimated her. Level 300 was terrifying no matter how she saw it. It was an extremely good matchup for her and yet…

She had almost died.

In fact, if it wasn’t for how runes worked, she would’ve died. If her match up had been anything else; anyone else, she would’ve died. There were so many chances for things to go wrong that it was a miracle that she had even won in the first place. The main reason she had chosen to risk it was because of Accursed Strength; her newest skill, otherwise even with the Ring of Truth, she wouldn’t have risked it.

At least, a lot of her skills had leveled up from the encounter. For starters, Accursed Strength had already hit 4th Rank.

[⁠Accursed Strength has reached 4th Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown adept at using your curses, at consuming them and even grown somewhat used at having them be extinguished and out of your grasp. Now your curses affect your strength, starting at 50% bonus and scaling up or weakening depending on your status to them.

2nd Rank ⁠— You’ve gained an instinctual gauge to what your current strength bonus is.              

3rd Rank ⁠— Once every six hours, you can flare extinguished curses, causing them to come back with four times the intensity.

4th Rank ⁠— Once a week this skill can enter overdrive doubling the base effect of the skill. ]

And it was good. It had also gotten levels after the fact. And some Legacy Branch skills had also reached 2nd Rank, and gotten level-ups as well.

[⁠Crimson Destruction has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— 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 makes it 2 times as easy at max level.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.

2nd Rank ⁠— Repeated damage will cause the opponent’s movements to slow down by up to 20%]

[⁠Crimson Break has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— 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.

2nd Rank ⁠— While this skill is active your senses will be sharpened by a large margin.]

And finally, there were all the skill level up notifications that she had ignored.

[Curse Reignition has leveled up from 4th Rank level 5 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Creation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 2 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Inexorable Momentum has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Inexorable Body has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Accursed Strength has leveled up from 4th rank level 1 to 4th Rank level 3.]

[Recovery of Curses has leveled up from 4th Rank level 8 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Battery has leveled up from 4th Rank level 5 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 4th Rank level 5 to 4th Rank level 9.]

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 4 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 7.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from level 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level 3.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from level 2nd Rank level 1 to 2nd Rank level  3.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 6 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 4th Rank level 8 to 4th Rank level 10.]

[Quick Recovery has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 9 to 2nd Rank level 10.]

In summary: a lot of them had reached level 10 and were close to the next tier. All from the continuous battles she had endured. She also was reaching her level 200 Class Advancement, and it was coming a lot faster than what she had initially anticipated.

[You have reached level 193. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 198. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

In fact, it was really close.

The prospect excited her a lot. Seeing what the higher-level individuals she faced were able to do made her want it more. And while she hadn’t initially come to the Sacred Forest to level, this was the end result.

However, Amber didn’t sit there and stare, she didn’t sit there and daydream about how strong she would become, because she had things to do.

She got up from the healer of the Saints of Truth that she had fought and gave her body one last look. If she hadn’t thought to use rune constructs to blow her head up… she would’ve died. There was no doubt in her mind that level 300s were too much for her, and that this time she had gotten a good match-up. But in the end, she had won.

And now, it was time to get out of here.

Amber took the storage ring from the woman, and then she set off to find Remmel and Aveline. On the way there, Amber saw ruination; the torn farm lands from the destruction her fight had unleashed upon the land. She saw the muddied water, and massive chunks of stone littering the surroundings. It was a lot.

She shook her head and finally arrived at the place where she had dropped off Frei, a moment later she was added to Aveline’s spell.

There she was treated by an anxious Aveline and a rather enthused Remmel.

“You really did it,” Remmel said. “You achieved something I’ve never seen before. You really are something.”

“That… how are you so strong…?” Aveline asked, trembling.

Amber spoke simply. “I just am. More importantly, where is Frei?”

“She said she had some things to attend to, and to go ahead and run while we can,” Remmel said simply. “Let’s go, she’ll catch up to us.”

Amber turned serious.

Aveline fidgeted. “She said that this time she won’t abandon you and to please trust her. To trust that she will come.”

She took in those words and finally nodded, accepting them.

Then, shortly after that they set off towards their next destination. Her friends. On the way there Amber still made sure to ask if they had learned the reason for Frei’s absence. And they did, but the answer shocked her.

After all, while she had been enjoying herself and studying hard, Frei was undergoing physical and psychological torture. Amber didn’t know how to feel about, but she still shoved it aside to focus on what the priority here was:

Escaping the Sacred Forest.

* * *

Frei took a deep breath as she arrived at the now destroyed home. It had been her childhood home, situated on the farmlands belonging to the family, and now it was destroyed. Now, it served as the graveyard of her dead family. Sure, they were distant family, and sure they weren’t even close to her.

But even then, even with all of that factored in. It still hurt. A lot. She had her family taken away from her three times. How cruel was that? Sure, she had been hurt by them, even if the reasons for it were questionable, they cared for her. She was well aware it wasn’t done to save the family’s standing or to use it, but rather it was to honor her father’s legacy.

“Though I guess following that logic, it would mean that they’re still just acting to get rid of their own guilt.” Frei chuckled at that thought.

She took in the bloody sight. She didn’t particularly know why the healer from the Saints of Truth had decided to do this, since normally they weren’t so bloodthirsty, but she couldn’t change the outcome. Then again, the woman was the least brainwashed member she had seen, so perhaps it had to do with that. Either way, she was dead.

And Amber had killed her.

Frei looked at the corpse, and even though it was an ugly sight, she felt glad. How couldn’t she? The person she had chosen to serve had taken revenge for her ⁠— even if unintentional ⁠⁠— what else was she supposed to feel other than relief and content?

She smiled and then turned, walking through the destruction and what was the wake of something she didn’t truly know how to feel about. And finally, she arrived before the person who seemed the most committed to her. Her uncle, Ronan.

There he was, slumped peacefully. She couldn’t sense anything from him.

“Did you actually feel any love for me, or were your motivations selfish?” she asked. “Guess I'll never know.”

Her voice rang only for her to hear, and then she turned around and closed her eyes. She briefly felt doubt, she could’ve had a good relationship with her biological family if she hadn’t obsessed so hard on finding out about what the other world was. If she listened to her family more, this perhaps wouldn’t have happened.

Maybe she wouldn’t have become as strong, maybe she would’ve married some other noble and helped her house's standing, maybe she would’ve had a happy small family…

But all of that wasn’t possible anymore. The door had been completely shut. Not even the possibility of reconciliation was there. And that hurt. A lot. The inability to fulfill her fathers and mothers’ wishes hurt.

Frei felt tears welling, when she heard a cough. A very rough one and almost lifeless.

She turned and saw that her uncle was still… alive. And while she still was unsure logically, her heart told her she’d regret not acting now.

And so, she moved to save him.

* * *

Everyone snuck into the Dazdril’s family home, and it was hard. The entire plateau had been closed off and covered with runes for detection. It was like sneaking into the vault all over again. Except this time, every single level was like the last one.

Amber didn’t know why exactly it was the case, but she didn’t like it one bit, because it could only mean one thing, and that one thing was found out as soon as they got close to the Dazdril’s family home. The Archmage was standing at the front, talking. And it was to none other than Asil.

“It is my understanding that you know the individual who is Amber?”

Her companion raised a brow. “Yes, she is a friend, why?”

“Well, she has stolen Arkara’s Staff from our possession and injured multiple guards as well as breaking many laws of the Sacred Forest,” he stated simply. “So, if she comes to you for asylum, do bring her to us, otherwise this could cost the Dazdril family dearly.”

Hearing that, Asil blinked.

“In fact your affiliation to her is already⁠—”

“I got it,” he finally said. “So she’s a wanted criminal and I have to notify you if I see her right?”

The Archmage nodded. “That is correct.”

Asil nodded and then he looked one way, as if looking to see if there was anyone. Then he looked the other way and⁠— he glanced at Amber, seemingly meeting her gaze before turning back to the head guard.

“Just to keep it between us, but I heard there is a big fight happening over on the farmlands of the Lasren’s estate,” he said quietly. “Maybe she is involved.”

“I’m aware, Mr Asil. And I can assure you that my inaction has a more specific purpose. But if she does come to you, your cooperation would be invaluable,” he said simply. “That is all.”

With that, their talk concluded, and the Archmage teleported away, leaving all of them to breathe a sigh of relief. Finally, Asil met her gaze and with a light nod he went back into the home.

“Fuck, that was close,” Remmel muttered.

“If he had been alert, he would’ve sensed us,” Aveline said shuddering. “I can feel it.”

Amber nodded at that. Thankfully, the worst hadn’t come, but the conversation just served to remind them all how serious the situation was, and how urgently they needed to get out of the Sacred Forest.

And so, not a minute later, with Aveline’s help they teleported into the Dazdril’s family house. More specifically, into the courtyard, where Asil was sitting and looking ahead with some fascination.

“Is this Aveline’s doing?” he asked.

The veil dropped and all of them appeared before him, as he nodded, seemingly impressed.

“How were you even able to sense us?” Amber decided to ask.

“I could only sense you, and I think you know why,” he replied simply before a frown settled onto his face. “More importantly, what is this about stealing Arkara’s Staff? You do realize that that is possibly the dumbest thing you could’ve stolen, right?”

“I didn’t know we were stealing it until it happened,” she retorted. “Anyway, I’ve decided that I’m leaving the Sacred Forest immediately because otherwise the Archmage will kill me, so I came to say goodbye.”

Asil blinked at her bluntness and nodded.

“Then I’ll set up a reunion with Latvar to see if he can assist you in any way, and I’ll also bring Silvette so she can say goodbye.”

Amber nodded and Asil smiled.

“I admire how you can be so resolute even while in trouble.”

With those words he turned around, but Amber didn’t like that compliment.

“I really am not.”

She got a chuckle but no further conversation was made. Shortly after that, they were guided to a meeting room, and they all took their seats as the arrangements took place. All while Amber waited with some tension.

* * *

The first person to arrive was Cecile, walking in and striding up to Amber, her gaze a mix of worry and confusion.

“Did you seriously steal a divine artifact?” she asked.

Amber blinked. “I did. Not intentionally, mind you, but that’s what happened.”

The merchant pinched her nose in frustration. “Do you have any idea of how much money I’ll lose since my trades aren’t complete?”

Amber was surprised at what the merchant had said, but also she felt somewhat touched.

“I didn’t think you’d want to come with me.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” she asked incredulously.

Amber took a moment to collect herself before she pointed out what she had in mind. “Because Asil won’t be coming.”

“I can always visit him⁠—”

“You should stay here with him, it’s safer, and also I think you should prioritize him given your shared feelings,” she said.

Hearing that the merchant was flustered.

Amber had a lot of reasons for declining, but one of the main reasons ⁠— aside from what she had said ⁠— was the potential death of Cecile. It was too risky and the Archmage was obsessed with her, something that made her nervous. Even if she didn’t show it because she couldn’t exactly speed up the meeting right now, there was still a sense of urgency about the whole situation.

The faster this finished, the faster her friends would be safe.

As Amber was thinking, someone else entered the room. A familiar elven girl, a teenager and someone with a lot of energy. Who immediately piped up when she saw Amber.

“I heard you stole a super ancient artifact, that’s so damn cool!”

Amber wryly smiled, given her situation. “Now the entirety of the Sacred Forest wants me dead, so…”

“Yeah but that also means you’re very strong, Amber!” she exclaimed, beaming.

A cough echoed, and a familiar figure strode in with Asil behind him. It was none other than Latvar, the leading figure of the family. And he came to a stop, crossing his arms and peering at her.

“I heard you got into a lot of trouble, do you want to explain why?”

Remmel scoffed. “Can we hurry? Not only are you risking your own damn standing, you are also potentially fucking our lives here.”

Amber agreed with that sentiment so she said nothing and looked at Latvar expectantly. And he nodded.

“Right, this assassin got you into this mess. But we can help you get out.” He took a deep breath as he began to explain. “You see, every noble family in the Sacred Forest has a direct teleportation circle to leave. Ours unfortunately leads to the Republic of Mercenaries, but that should also allow you to leave peacefully since our guards are protecting different and more important areas on the other side of the forest now.”

Amber nodded.

“That said, we cannot do more than this. But we hope you can visit us in Lathyzia where we will welcome you with open arms.” He smiled.

Amber blinked. “I won’t be wanted there?”

“No,” Remmel snapped and began to walk towards the entrance. “You won’t. They are separate entities from one another, and two different places. Aside from sometimes sharing nobility, there isn’t anything.”

He went past Latvar before looking back.

“What are we waiting for?”

Amber nodded seriously before going over and Aveline gulped. Unfortunately, this time Amber couldn’t have a long goodbye or anything, but perhaps a short goodbye wouldn’t make the next interaction awkward.

Besides, she had had a good journey with her friends already and they all had reached their destination, there were no commitments from anyone anymore.

As for Frei?

Amber decided that she would trust her. That she would indeed show up when needed, and that for now she needed space. After all, what she had gone through wasn’t easy. And Amber was sure that she had only gotten a condensed version of the story.

All of them made their way through the halls, guided by Latvar, and soon enough, deep underground they found a large teleportation circle. There were four mages already prepared to teleport them.

“Please stand in the middle,” Latvar said.

Everyone in her party listened, but as she was about to enter the circle Asil grabbed her by the hand.

“There is something I want to give you, but I won’t take much time. If you linger for too long, it may become impossible to escape,” he said.

Amber turned and Asil let go as he raised his hand, then a worn-out journal appeared on his hands. Offering it to her.

“While I wish I could’ve stuck with you as your mentor for longer, this will have to suffice,” he said, offering a bitter smile.

“What is this?” Amber inspected it as Remmel tapped his foot on the ground.

“That is a journal I wrote many centuries ago detailing my insights and the things I learned back then as well as reflections that I had more recently.” He smiled. “There is a lot that I was unable to teach you, and that should help you.”

Amber blinked, and was surprised. She had never expected a gift from Asil in this situation, but if it really was what he was saying, then it was nothing short of amazing. After all, it was implied, it had his insights about Essence.

She smiled. “Thank you.”

“Glad to be able to help you.” He pushed her into the circle. “And please don’t die with it, that kind of stuff can’t be released to the outside world.”

Amber chuckled. “I know.”

Latvar nodded.

“Start the circle.”

Following his words, the teleportation circle began to glow a pale blue light that filled the room, the runes around spinning to life.

Remmel, noticing Amber’s gaze turned serious. “Focus, we aren’t out of the woods yet.”

Amber slightly sobered up at that and nodded. Then, she turned to the circle. It was much more complex than any she had seen before. And from what Amber could tell, it didn’t have a completely set point at the end of the transportation. Which was good for them.

“I’ll miss you,” Cecile said, with a smile.

“Do come and visit,” Asil grinned.

“Amber, come back soon,” Silvette waved.

Amber smiled, waving at them before pausing and turning to Silvette of all people.

“Tell Maxwell, the academy professor, that I’m sorry for leaving but that I’ll miss him. That I’m thankful for everything.”

She grinned. “Will do.”

Amber smiled and soon after, began to prepare herself for the possible last stretch. Resolving herself mentally. So, she took off all her rings and put them on a thin piece of string that she made into a makeshift necklace. That way, losing them would be a lot harder.

She nodded to herself and the teleportation circle glowed like never before, its color changing to yellow.

Aveline immediately paled. “This is⁠—”

The teleportation went off, and they found themselves at the edge of the forest. It was calm, the starry night sky present above. But Aveline continued to shake.

“Our teleportation has been redirected,” she finally said.

Remmel cursed and Amber tensed, and one mage teleported, then two, then three, four, five⁠— two dozen appeared in front of them. And with a final teleport, the person she dreaded seeing appeared.

The Archmage.

[???. Lvl. ???]

He raised his staff, thousands of barriers appearing in the air, a familiar spell that she had seen before. A spell in the 4th Tier of magic. A level 400 spell.

“Today is the day you die, Amber.”

And all the mages fired off their spells.


Chapter 29.

In the end, getting out without one final confrontation is impossible.

That was the first thought that entered her mind. There was no way they would let them escape with the divine artifact without putting up a fight. And while Amber could give it back, she refused. She had a lot to learn from it, and considering the trouble she had gone through to get it, it was something she was going to keep no matter what.

Besides, it’s not like they would let her go even if she gave it back at this point.

Thinking that, Amber was filled with resolve. The resolve to get out of here and live. The resolve to fight through this and the resolve to not let things outside of her control ever again. And the resolve to get her Class Advancement from this. So, she acted.

Dozens of high-level spells were fired and everyone teleported out of the way. The spot where they had just been standing was blown to smithereens, the earth was torn asunder and the trees in the surroundings were felled.

Amber landed not too far away from Remmel and Aveline, the former had an awful expression while the latter just looked terrified.

The situation was bad. Perhaps if it was just the guards it would’ve been fine, but there was one guard that stood above all others. The head guard. The Archmage who had been chasing after them all this time. And he, more than anyone else, wanted her dead.

Amber looked up at the barriers above, more and more were appearing as the moment of judgment loomed, danger permeating the surroundings. Finally Amber turned to Remmel, getting some semblance of a plan already.

“Remmel, how many of those mana removing daggers do you have?” she asked, frowning. “And can you sense when he’s about to use the spell?”

“About three of them, and no.” He dashed away from two spells.

Amber ate a lightning spell, simply blocking it with Cursewelder as the mages continued to aim at them.

“Aveline can you sense it?”

She hesitated. “I think I can.”

Amber nodded. “Then, tell Remmel when to use his daggers. Only when he’s going to use his tier 4 spell, otherwise don’t bother. Also, stay on the lookout for anything else I ask of you.”

Hearing her instructions the ex-noble tensed, but ultimately nodded. To some extent it was odd to Amber to have to depend on someone who had been her enemy before. But at the same time Aveline had proved a lot in these past few weeks and battles; she never had held any actual animosity towards Amber, and she was also really dependable.

Which made her trust the woman.

“Enough bickering!” the Archmage shouted, his staff up in the air. “You pathetic worms, I should’ve done this from the start.”

Aveline clenched onto her staff. “Use the dagger now!”

Remmel grunted and took out the black dagger, throwing it towards the mage. The object flew at a great speed as the barriers in the sky began to shine and teleport into the surroundings. In a split second, the surroundings became filled with barriers.

“Deconstruction⁠—”

The dagger hit⁠ the Archmage’s personal barrier and exploded. Shattering the personal barrier and made the Archmage stumble, halting his spell.

Chance.

Amber teleported on top of him with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and with Cursewelder in hand she slashed down.

Her physical strength was enhanced to the max, Silver Flame edge was activated, tripling the sword’s sharpness, and it hit a barrier. That exploded. The sword went slightly into the mage’s shoulder as he grunted.

“You severely underestimate me, Amber,” he cursed, raising his staff.

Amber used Crimson Fuel and burned the mage’s blood. He screamed and she in turn dug deeper, burning into his shoulder.

It’s best for me to stay close to him.

The rest of the mages aimed for her, trying to help their leader, but Amber paid them     no mind as she focused on her Essence.

It passed through the sword and then she flared it⁠ using both of her slashing Essence skills, Wind Cleave and Fulminating Slash. The Archmage’s shoulder was blown off and he was blasted away, Amber followed after him.

Or tried to.

“Repulse!”

One of the mages blasted her away, and by the time she teleported on top of the reeling Archmage it was too late. Amber arrived just to see a barrier in front of her. Her eyes widened and the barrier exploded, blasting her away with a burst of blood. She landed and clicked her tongue, her wounds healing as the Archmage touched his missing shoulder and⁠—

The bleeding stopped. It was still open but Amber could see a translucent material in place of his arm. A barrier. The mages in the surroundings fired at her, but she hastily dodged. A lot of them were distracted dealing with Remmel and looking for Aveline who was invisible.

“You greatly underestimate what it takes to kill me,” he grunted and raised his staff. “I’m surprised you still want to fight. Perhaps if you beg I’ll reconsider killing you.”

“That’s a lie.” She frowned. It gave the exact same feeling as when she had first met Sid’fril.

A mage blasted her and she blocked, receiving nothing but superficial damage because now she was enhancing her body’s toughness. However, Amber’s gaze didn’t leave the Archmage who was silent.

Finally he nodded, his frown deepening. ”That is correct. No matter how you beg, my hatred for you cannot be extinguished.” 

A barrier appeared in front of her. Amber raised her sword to block and it exploded.

She grunted as it tore part of her hand and shoulder. Then as she slid back, two more barriers appeared and⁠— exploded. Amber was pushed and blasted, as more and more barriers appeared.

“Fuck.”

She teleported and⁠—

A barrier appeared, splitting off her leg. She suppressed a scream, and stumbled to the side. Her leg began to regenerate but it was much slower than if she had access to the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses, which was in cooldown. If the skill leveled to 5th Rank perhaps it would be a different story, but unfortunately that wasn’t the case.

Still, Amber didn’t let that bother her. While she couldn’t stay close to the Archmage to heal off of him, she had alternatives. And while this was a battle whose circumstances she didn’t like, she welcomed the battle itself. Because she was sure it would push her limits like never before.

Amber used normal Quick Dash towards a mage as his eyes widened and he teleported away. The Archmage grunted and blasted her away with a barrier, but as Amber landed she used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash and with a blue flaming hand she reached towards a mage.

His personal barrier broke and a barrier from the Archmage appeared behind her, blasting her and the mage she had just grabbed. The two of them landed rolling, the guard was unconscious and she used his blood to heal her leg. Though, she made sure to hold onto the man just in case she was blasted by kinetic energy via the repulse spell.

“You vile whore!” the head guard screamed. “You dare take hostages?”

Amber shrugged. “Relax, he’s merely unconscious, moreover you’re the one that blasted him.”

She didn’t actually plan to kill any of the other guards if she could help it. Objectively speaking, they were merely serving the head guard who wanted her dead, and they themselves were simply doing their jobs. If she killed all of them, disregarding that, she would objectively be like the bandits and every other evil person she had reprimanded in the past.

That said, her noble actions seemed to make the Archmage even angrier.

“You…”

His anger reached a new high and Amber looked around the battlefield. The mages didn’t want to attack her because of their ally at her feet. Amber side-stepped a new barrier, one that didn’t explode because of aforementioned reasons.

She used this precious time to think about how to get all of the guards. Meanwhile the Archmage kept trying to slice her in half with numerous barriers that all missed. That trick only worked if she was caught right out of a teleport.

Amber frowned, thinking. If she used Storm of Destruction on a group, the likelihood of killing people was low since it wasn’t targeted at anyone, but the likelihood of grievous injuries was quite high as it had happened before. The problem was the Essence consumption. Even if her core was extremely close to leveling up, it wouldn’t be enough to cast the spell multiple times. And while ⁠— from what she could tell ⁠— the Ring of Truth could only help cast and enhance a single spell at the cost of her life. Not multiple.

And while she could make her Essence spell bigger, without a formation of runes to aid her, that wasn’t possible. Meaning that she couldn’t make this battle easier for herself. She clicked her tongue and another barrier missed as the Archmage got even angrier.

“Is that all you are? A coward?!”

Amber frowned. “If I teleport to you you’ll just run, so aren’t you the coward?”

He grumbled and turned to the mages who seemed on guard towards her.

“Teleport me towards her.”

She tensed. What was he planning by doing that? She readied herself as the mages channeled their spell, as screams and explosions resounded in the background, and as her focus reached new heights. And the Archmage teleported with a white burst of light and he reached for her.

Amber teleported away. So he plans on grabbing me to cut me up? It wasn’t happening. The Archmage teleported behind her and she flicked⁠— Fulminating Slash. An explosion of blue engulfed the man and she backed off, away from his reach.

A barrier appeared behind her and a whisper came⁠—

“Repulse.”

The barrier blasted her back and the rather unharmed Archmage received her by grabbing her forearm. Amber tried to swing Cursewelder but her arm was cut off, she grunted and was forced to let go of the mage as her other arm was lacerated and she stumbled back. She glared at him.

“You wanted me to come close, I’m close,” he said coldly.

Burn. Amber inwardly cast and the mage  caught in it, he grunted and her arms regenerated but he blasted her with barriers. Making her stumble back. The mage appeared above her and blasted her as she managed to regenerate off his blood. Amber re-evaluated her options.

Right now all I can do is… She screamed, her arm was sliced off again. Level up my skills to 5th Rank. And thankfully, she had just the right idea of what she wanted to do.

Amber used Inexorable Will and the mage froze as she teleported away for her Cursewelder. She grabbed it and the mage called from afar.

“Bad idea.”

Three barriers appeared and Amber went flying, her armor completely torn away at this point. Amber replaced the sword with five High Quality healing potions that she drank, given her newly acquired storage ring carried a lot of them. The kickback curse was immediate and served her by beginning to regenerate Cursed Battery.

The mage blasted her away yet again and finally, her teleport came back up.

Amber went after another mage with the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash. They had all started to ignore her and focused on Remmel instead, and when she reached her arm was grabbed as the Archmage simply stared at her.

“What are you hoping to achieve?” he asked her.

Amber smiled and extended her hand, summoning Cursewelder and stabbed it into her body before the mage could react. His eyes widened as if he had just seen something completely ridiculous, but Amber grabbed onto his arm.

Burn.

Her wound immediately closed at great speed, as curses began to stack into Cursed Battery, Cursed Rage Synergy being used to enhance Crimson Fuel, and heal her faster⁠—

[Cursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 4th Rank level 9 to 4th Rank level 10.]

While Amber wasn’t sure if it would reach 5th Rank or not, it wasn’t her priority, her other skills were her priority. And she was working towards them. First was a skill that she desperately needed right now, and given all the abuse she had taken so far, she felt like she was close.

“Stop!”

The mage blasted her away, and Amber landed in pain, Cursed Battery refilling itself as she got rid of Cursewelder. She tried dashing towards the mage but a barrier blocked her and he smiled, sensing the burning sensation going away.

“So that only works at a certain proximity?”

“You figured me out,” Amber smiled.

Right now, she had one priority and one priority only. Getting the skill that would allow her to turn the tide of battle completely to 5th Rank. The skill that would void a lot of her restrictions.

She raised her finger and poured a good amount of accumulated rage into her next attack.

Battery⁠—

An explosion of curses engulfed the mage as the sound of multiple barriers breaking resounded. Then five more barriers appeared and exploded around her. She gritted her teeth from the sudden pain, the Archmage appeared, some flames on his coat and slightly more bloodied than before.

“Shit⁠—”

Then the barrier around his body blasted Amber. She landed in deep pain. The mage also seemed upset.

“I wanted to avoid this, but you leave me no choice.” He pointed his staff at himself. “Overdrive.”

His entire body shook, and Amber felt that something was off. But she couldn’t react, a barrier cut her arm off. What⁠— another barrier formed, and cut off her other arm. She stumbled back, and her eyes widened at what the mage was doing.

He is burning his mana at the cost of casting spells faster. She had read about it. Of course, if that was the only drawback everyone would do it, but it would lower his mana reserve by well over half for months.

She tried to run, knowing what it meant and its duration but it didn’t matter⁠—

“Agh!”

Both of her legs were blown off, cut by barriers. Recovery of Curses regenerated them with twice the speed due to its 4th Rank, but it didn’t do much as the mage summoned a sharp barrier that he nailed into her heart. Her eyes widened and she coughed.

Then, she summoned a ring in her mouth. A simple one. One with a spell to send people away, one that was carried by the mage of the Saints of Truth.

Repulse⁠—

“Dispel.” He flicked his staff.

The mana dissipated and the man dug the barrier deeper.

“If only cutting heads with barriers were easier.” he began, aiming at her neck. “Unfortunately, that is only possible with something like Arkara’s Staff, something that allows magic to ignore rules, to surpass what is possible. With it, I’ll end your friends after I kill you. It is a waste in your possession.”

At that moment a barrier began cutting into her neck.

“This ends now. Goodbye.”

Amber gasped and⁠— the much awaited notification came.

[⁠Recovery of Curses has reached 5th Rank ⁠— level 1.

And finally, it happened.

2nd Rank ⁠— Thrice a day, the skill can enter overdrive, doubling its effect for 45 minutes.

5th Rank ⁠— Critical injuries are healed with three times the speed and limbs can be reattached with great ease.

She used the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses for the 3rd time today and both barriers were ejected out of her body. She dashed away and stabbed the Cursewelder into her abdomen. And even though the man tried to cut off her limbs they were glued back on as soon as the barrier left as she grinned.

Cursed Battery was back up.

But that certainly wasn’t enough to kill the mage, no, she needed something more. And she had an idea of the right thing.

She pointed⁠—

Battery.

The mage grunted as barriers exploded, and Amber called, taking out a book from her ring. It was flat. It wasn’t the notebook that Asil had given her, no it was Lubaum’s Lightning Storm spell.

She tossed it behind and called.

“Aveline, carve those runes into a spell circle surrounding the battlefield. Don’t worry whether it works too much or not, just add runes following their intent, not logic,” she called.

The book disappeared and Amber smiled as she was blasted away by the mage.

“You just don’t die do you?!”

Amber turned back, and the mage raised his staff. But, contrary to expectations, a shadow appeared and⁠— kicked. Multiple barriers shattered and the Archmage was blasted away as he let out a small scream. Amber smiled, as she recognized the figure standing where the Archmage’s had been.

Frei.

“Did ya miss me? I’ve come to save everyone’s ass.”

She grinned and Amber noted that she had been crying, but before she could even mention that, Frei raised her hand as a black staff with a purple gem appeared. Amber paused⁠— it carried the faintest bit of Essence, a minimal amount, and that surprised her.

“Now it's time to end all of this.” She laughed as a white spell circle began to take form. And a moment later, it was already cast as she pointed it at the sky. “Silence.”

Black daggers rained from the sky. It was a single wave, but Amber heard grunts and the enemy mages began to fall over, knocked unconscious by Frei’s spell.

It took less than five seconds for every single mage present to fall to her spell, which surprised Amber greatly. And it just went to show how big the difference between level 200 and 300 was.

“It requires the target to be 100 levels under me, but it’s nice otherwise,” she commented. “Now that only leaves…”

She flicked her staff and shattered a barrier.

“That guy.”

Amber looked towards the Archmage, whose face was grim. It was clear the odds were stacked against him now, yet she didn’t dare to underestimate him. Just like Frei, he had the ability to tear apart the environment and erase part of the map if necessary. Thankfully, right now it was multiple people against one.

Remmel pounced on the mage and a barrier blocked his attack, Amber took the chance to use Cursed Battery yet again when her “companion” was pushed back. The Archmage was blasted by numerous curses. He tried to use a barrier against Amber but Frei shattered it.

And she took a breath, this was a prime opportunity to end things. Amber was not going to let it go.

So she focused, looking for an opportunity.

“You look awful now, Xavier.”

“Frei, the traitorous bitch. If you’re after Arkara’s Staff again, the Cursebearer has it,” he spat. “Now stop getting in the way.”

Frei smiled. “Now, why would I lift a finger against my wonderful master? That seems stupid.”

“What?”

The mage paused, and Amber took the chance.

“Destroy his barrier,” she commanded.

And then Amber teleported on top of him, Frei fired a bolt of darkness and his personal barrier exploded. Amber landed on him, grabbing onto his neck as the Cursewelder went deeper into her body, making her grunt in pain. She had used Cursed Battery so many times, it must have been close to leveling up. 

At the same time, she couldn’t take chances, not with him. Not with someone level 300.

“You harlot⁠—”

Burn.

Given the amount of his blood she was in contact with, it was extremely painful. The mage screamed. He seemed to be able to take curses pretty well, but what about up close, and when it leveled?

“Battery!”

A loud bang engulfed both of them as Amber suppressed a scream, her hand was ripped off by the mage as he let out a loud scream of anger. But Amber just continued to burn as her open wound constantly closed and reopened, and not two seconds later Cursed Battery came back up.

One more.

This time Amber chose to spam it and use its refund feature. If single hits weren’t enough then multiple should level up the skill.

“Battery.”

The Archmage rocked, trying to get her off.

“Battery.”

He cursed, seemingly sustaining the attack.

“Battery!”

But Amber kept going, inching closer towards ranking up her skill.

…

The mage wailed as numerous artifacts lit up around his body, necklaces, rings, bracelets, even ankle bands. And yet Amber kept going as the curses seemed to completely die off, doing almost nothing as the refunds stopped being effective— and finally her skill leveled.

[⁠Cursed Battery has reached 5th Rank ⁠— level 1.

5th Rank ⁠— The output of the curses will double.

Amber smiled as the skill came off cooldown and she used it, letting go of the mage.

Cursed Battery⁠—

In an instant, he was blasted by the last cursed battery she had and Amber landed far away as purple flames and cuts littered the surroundings. But she frowned, for she could sense it. The man was still alive. And he wasn’t half dead either, but alive.

Amber took out the Ring of Truth, pushing her mana into it and taking a deep breath as she took out Arkara’s Staff. She pointed it forward as a bow of flames was formed from it, then she made an arrow of blue fire as she let out a deep breath.

The smoke cleared and the mage stood there, his injuries gone as he tossed away two necklaces. Then he screamed. His mana exploded in all directions. He was using a berserker skill, and it was strong.

Meanwhile, her fire tinted red as she began to cast.

“Ring of Truth, to punish this heathen⁠—”

The mage lunged towards her, but Frei interfered and⁠— she was flung away with a large explosion of well over twenty barriers.

“I offer you half of my vitality⁠—”

Remmel appeared but he was blasted away. He teleported in front of her and before she could even react the mage flicked and severed her arms—

They regenerated as the Ring of Truth continued to shine, meanwhile the man grabbed the staff, ripping it away with her arm still attached. But that didn’t stop Amber, as a new bow was made. Even if she no longer held Arkara’s Staff, she knew her attack had still reaped its enhancements.

Which meant, this attack held everything she had.

Frei pounced and he grunted.

“Disappear.”

Frei was blasted this time with an explosion of blood as she let out a pained scream, the environment tore, meanwhile Amber continued chanting, uncaring of the circumstances. Simply focusing on enhancing her arrow.

“So listen to me and make him vanish⁠—”

He interrupted, lifting the staff towards her. “You know, with the Staff of Arkara, magic is boundless.”

But Amber finished.

“With my Primordial Blazing Bolt⁠.”

This was it.

The red arrow was fired at point blank range and a roaring explosion shook the land. One made out of red flames. An infernal torrent engulfed everything in front of her, not reaching the fainted guards but tearing the environment as the two of them were swallowed whole.

“Which means that a lot of things become trivial. Such as erasing spells, I normally wouldn’t be able to do anything about,” his voice continued.

Amber’s eyes widened and the fire extinguished. Arkara’s Staff was pointed right at her as the Archmage finished his words.

“Or decapitation.”

And her head flew as blood splattered. 


Chapter 30.

Her consciousness was fading, there was a disconnect from her body as her head felt chilly. The back of her head and sides were banging against her skull, almost as if her brain wanted to break out⁠— a head-splitting headache that made it hard to think. And the world in her vision was spinning, blood was flying, and to top it all off, there were also loud and high-pitched ringing sounds.

What happened?

One moment she was trying to kill the Archmage with the staff, the other she had the staff and in the next one her hands had been cut off, her attack was erased and she… Her eyes widened as Amber realized a simple fact.

She was dying.

The sounds turned into screams, and she was enveloped by shadows. She felt the faintest of touches around her head, before it all became darkness along with a weird motion as she kept on moving. Then, she lost touch with the outside world. And instead, remembered her childhood.

She remembered her doting mother, who was kind but was also a highly functional alcoholic. She remembered how she had anger issues and yet never took it out on her. Not until she moved out for college. Because in her mind she had betrayed her, because her mother had raised her and this was how she was being repaid.

And that was how she lost contact with her.

Amber remembered her friends, she remembered the girl who had once asked her out but cried when she declined. She remembered the praise of her teachers, the weird looks she got when running so much.

She remembered meeting Ax’thra. Saving Liz and Thieney. Rescuing Velda.

Amber remembered everything, every little aspect of her life as it all faded away. And for a moment, she felt lonely, for a moment she felt bad, before finally, she felt simple disappointment about herself.

She didn’t want to die here, but what could she do?

She was trying to rouse her Essence but it didn’t respond, she was trying to do anything but nothing responded.

In the end, as much as she wished for Ax’thra, or for Val’leri, or even for Sid’fril⁠— or anyone with power to save her, it wasn’t happening. This was, unfortunately the end.

Her consciousness began to fade, and she felt pain.

A lot of it.

Amber screamed, and her vision came back as she gagged. The first thing she felt was an embrace as sobs entered her ears.

“It worked, it actually worked,” Frei cried.

“What?”

She blinked, seeing her elven companion crying, and then she touched her neck where there was a thin line. It was made out of scar tissue, a reminder of what had happened. There was also blood around her neck and she still felt pain around it. She could still feel her tissue connecting, and her body was; her own. The same one she had lost.

“How did you save me?”

“I scrambled for your head and body, and immediately put them together but it wasn’t working⁠— I thought, I really thought someone else was going to die in front of me,” she said trembling. “But then I used my best regeneration potion and a bit of my Legacy Branch and it… it just worked…”

She swallowed. Amber had a feeling that that wasn’t the whole reason, that the 5th Rank of Recovery of Curses had also played a big part in her recovery. Nonetheless, she didn’t voice that, but instead thanked her companion.

“Thank you.”

“I knew you weren’t dead because of the lack of notification but⁠—”

Frei’s eyes widened and she yanked her away in a hurry, then the spot where they had been standing was blown to smithereens. Amber and Frei landed together far from the current battlefield as Frei spoke seriously. All the nervousness and indecision from her voice suddenly gone.

“We have to take the staff off him, or we’ll all die. Only a level 400 attack will tear down his barrier, not even Remmel’s anti-magic dagger will work,” she said, frowning. “Also, here. You’ll need this.”

Amber caught a Ring of the Twin Moons and put it on. The Archmage appeared before them. Now he looked wholly uninjured, and in his hands there was Arkara’s Staff, its stone shining a turquoise light now instead. Though the Archmage had an ugly frown.

“Even killing you is as difficult as capturing you, I guess I should admire that,” he spat. “This time I’ll make sure your head does not rejoin with your body⁠— or even better there won’t be a head left.”

Amber frowned. She was still slightly shivering from the fact that her head had been cut off. But at the same time, that feeling merely made her want to kill the Archmage as soon as possible; to kill the man who had caused her such pain. Just like the Demon of Genesis. She wanted him dead.

“Amber, I hate to say this, but you’ll have to buy me time,” Frei said, before turning to the Archmage. “Otherwise we won’t stand a chance.”

“Frei Lasren, you really have become this bitch’s dog. I really thought you had great promise in magic but you continue to disappoint me.”

She smiled. “Sorry teacher, but I found my calling.”

“I stopped being that ages ago!”

He summoned ten barriers with his staff and Amber dashed and Frei teleported away, then they exploded. The explosion radius was unlike anything she had seen before. Which only served to remind her of the power Arkara’s Staff had brought to the man.

I should have never taken it out. Amber regretted it.

As soon as he powered up, she should’ve put it away. But unfortunately, hindsight is always 20/20. Still, Amber chose not to linger on things and dashed to the side as more barriers exploded.

The blast caught her and she was thrown further away from the previous battle site. Amber noticed something from afar. The guards were intact even if the surroundings were completely destroyed. Though Amber couldn’t use that to her advantage, because Frei’s tier 4 spell would kill them.

She cursed and Amber felt danger as she swerved away, a barrier cut only a third of the way into her neck. Then, the mage appeared in front of her, pointing his staff and Amber⁠— ducked. The tree behind her was split in half, it was clear to her the Archmage wanted one thing and one thing only; to decapitate her.

“Are you sure you should be targeting me?” Amber grunted, throwing a Fulminating Slash towards the Archmage in front of her.

The explosion of blue engulfed him and Amber felt danger as she stumbled back, falling on her rear as the ground was torn asunder by a gigantic barrier that would’ve split her body in half otherwise.

“It doesn’t matter, all of you will die anyway. That spell is not hard to dodge.”

Amber backed off and, Remmel grabbed her before the two disappeared and the mage scoffed. They were under Aveline’s skill. Even now, she was saving their lives.

“There is a barrier preventing long range teleportation from taking place, you people won’t escape,” he said. “You’re merely trying to delay the inevitable.”

Remmel brought her as far away from the mage as possible, and the man looked bloodied but resolute.

“Have this,” he handed her a Ring of Truth before he continued speaking. “Listen carefully Amber, When Frei prepares the spell there is only one thing we want you to do and that is for you to bring the mage to the spot where your red explosion happened. So long as he is in that area everything will be fine.”

“How am I supposed to do that?” Amber asked, frowning.

“If you must, use this, but I’d rather you not do it unless you can enhance it somehow,” he said, pushing a scroll into her hands.

Amber grabbed the item and quickly used Appraisal. It was a scroll with a shuffle spell; not the curse but the spell. It would allow her to switch with any object or person, at varying success rates depending on the target. And Amber noted that she could use Cursed Rage Synergy in order to enhance it. So, she stowed it and prepared herself for the worst.

“Alright. Did Aveline finish the runes?”

Remmel frowned. “She did⁠, they’re still intact, why⁠—”

Two barriers appeared between them and they dashed in different directions, the explosion hitting them and forcing them out of stealth. Amber teleported away as another barrier exploded⁠— no, evaporated the spot where she had just been in.

How? She was shocked that the mage had managed to get past Aveline’s spell. She landed in a stumble, and the mage appeared behind her and she once more ducked. The air overhead was sliced open.

“You know, if controlling the staff wasn’t so difficult you’d already be dead,” he commented. “However, sensing you is not a problem anymore.” 

Amber dashed away and ducked as the mage attempted to decapitate her again. She was shocked because there was almost no cooldown to his attempts.

That said, Frei is preparing her attack and considering how she’s a prodigy, it shouldn’t take too long. She had read books about her in the academy, she was lauded as a prodigy⁠— there was absolutely no way that she’d take long. And so, Amber bid her time as she focused on running.

She dodged two more barriers as the mage seemingly began to enjoy the hunt, but Amber focused on one thing and one thing only.

Running.

He appeared and this time he kicked and Amber failed to dodge as she tripped.

Her heart skipped numerous beats as she landed with a thud. She was truly powerless against the staff, something that made her regret her actions from earlier even more. She opened her eyes only to shake as the staff was pointed at her neck, and she remembered what had happened before.

“You really are annoying, but perhaps it means that the reward from killing you will be greater,” he smiled wickedly.

“W-Wait,” Amber cried.

She couldn’t die here. She did NOT want to die here. She wanted to live, no matter what.

“You want to recite your last words or what?” he asked.

“I just wanted to say that…”

Amber looked at the mage and raised her hand, a ring present on it. One that she had just summoned, one she tried to use earlier and failed, but one that should work now. Before it had been dispelled, but now it would work.

After all, mage barriers filtered between attacks and other things.

“You should stop.”

Inexorable WIll went off and then she used her ring⁠—

Repulse.

The mage was blasted away and his eyes widened, Amber rolled out of the way as a barrier almost sliced her in half. Then with a burst of speed she ran towards the crater.

I’ll have my best chance to stall him there. At this point the danger of being in the same spot as him didn’t matter. All that matters is getting the chance to take the staff.

Amber took out Cursewelder and tried to block a forming barrier as she ducked and to her surprise⁠— the sword repelled it completely, something that gave the mage pause as he tried to slash at her once more only to get the same result. Appearing next to her.

“How strange. Now I’m curious, is that sword a divine artifact too, thief?”

“So what if it is?” Amber retorted, still going towards the crater.

She dashed forward, careful to not use the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash in case of an emergency. And, she was grabbed by the arm.

“I want it.”

Amber stowed Cursewelder into her ring in inhumane reaction time, and her arm was⁠— chopped off.

“No.” Amber scoffed and⁠— burned. The mage let out a loud grunt as he let go and Amber teleported past him and got near the crater.

“I will make sure you die a painful death, Amber.”

Yet in spite of his words, he didn’t act. At least not for a second. But as soon as she walked past the fallen soldiers, he appeared and kicked with a barrier forming on his foot. Amber’s spine snapped and she was thrown deep into the still burning crater as her consciousness almost blanked out.

The mage appeared before her and Amber weakly lifted her ring and⁠—

He used dispel as Repulse failed to do anything. Amber simply frowned, and the mage raised his foot and stomped.

A loud crunch resounded, Amber nearly threw up. Then, as he chopped off her left arm and she gritted her teeth, a note from Remmel appeared in her hand.

“Must be the signal from your friends,” he said. “Though I don’t sense any mana, how peculiar. I don’t know what your friend said to you while you were playing hide and seek, but it hardly matters.”

Amber ignored that, and instead she focused. I just have to run⁠— the mage stomped again and she suppressed a scream. Her mind raced for answers, and finally she arrived at one.

“It fascinates me how your body regenerates so quickly. I wonder what the limits are on that,” he said. “I’d love to see.”

He stabbed a barrier into her newly regenerated arm, and Amber saw Frei appear in the sky as it went completely dark.

“Oh, it’s starting.”

“You wanted my sword right?” Amber took Cursewelder out.

The Archmage raised his brow, his anger gone. But even with that he looked disheveled, and there were traces of his previous insanity. However, Amber paid no attention to that and threw it before lifting her ring and flicked it away with Repulse. It ended up jamming itself into a tree.

“Good trick, but I’m not moving until the spell is done,” he laughed.

Frei raised her hand, hesitation on her face.

“You know if you try to use that scroll I sensed I’ll just shut it down, right?” he asked incredulously.

Amber looked up at Frei and called. “Do it.”

She hesitated but ultimately nodded as the spell she was casting reached a new peak.

“Fallen.”

Amber took out the scroll as the mage smirked and then she glared at him and used Inexorable Will exerting her core as the mage flinched and the scroll flashed and turned into motes of light.

In an instant, she appeared where Cursewelder had been and the spot with the mage⁠—

“Star.”

Exploded.

It was done.

It all was engulfed in darkness, as Amber looked back preparing herself to enter the fray once more, but then she saw a dome of light.

He blocked it?

It was cracked and falling apart. The soil and everything around up to the guards were missing, only a single spot remained untouched. Silence enveloped the surroundings as she blinked, but soon it was replaced by a maniacal laughter.

“It’s useless!” He laughed. “I could’ve killed you all already, and you don’t seem to realize it. You all don’t seem to understand that it only takes a single spell for me to end you all.”

He raised the staff high into the air as thousands of barriers appeared. Amber began to sweat from the danger.

“None of you can understand the potential of this divine artifact that our land was blessed with, and you all have been trying to take it! You are all a bunch of dim witted individuals aren’t you?”

He laughed crazily and Amber made a decision. If she was going to die anyway. Might as well do her best.

“No matter, I will kill you all.”

She blasted away from the tree with a powerful jump and immediately hit the spot where the Cursewelder had been and grabbed it. The Archmage grinned, for he had won. Even at point blank, Inexorable Will did nothing as he smiled in glee.

“Obliteration of Parallel⁠—”

And a golden arrow struck him. A loud crack resounded and his personal barrier shattered and he nearly fell over from the shockwave. Amber⁠’s eyes momentarily widened.

Thank you Asil. 

She dashed forward, unaffected by the spell.

“You⁠—”

Inexorable Will.

The mage froze and with Silver Flame Edge, and all her strength enhancements she slashed. Wind Cleave going off, shearing off the mage’s arm like butter.

“NO!”

Amber yanked the staff and kicked him away with a loud bang as she raised the staff into the air.

Amber decided to trust the claim that all of the carvings were done and intact in spite of her being unable to see them, and began to channel Essence as she drew runes into the air. Not a second later different spots around them were felt by Amber.

Aveline had carved them far away which made it all the more impressive that she had kept them consistent. Amber followed her Essence, as she drew with the staff into the air, her acceptable rune knowledge aiding her.

“Everyone, get the soldiers out of here, and leave me alone,” she commanded.

The soldiers began to be teleported out, and Amber switched her rings around as she began casting.

“Ring of Truth, I seek your power once again, please allow me to offer three quarters of my life in exchange for your aid,” it was a much longer cast.

One befitting of the insane Saints of Truth. And one that would allow her to make the attack even stronger. An aura of red surrounded her.

“So please, grant this humble servant your power, please allow me to punish this heathen with your aid.”

She let out a deep breath as she activated the Ring of the Twin Moons, the aura around her turning white. Then she enhanced it with the Curse of the Vanquished, as the spell reached new heights. And by this point, all of the guards were gone.

Only one person remained; the Archmage that appeared in front of her.

“I won’t let you!”

Amber strained her core with Inexorable Will, interrupting the man’s spell. Amber focused on finishing her cast as the staff let out an incandescent light. Her Essence drained completely, her core cracked and shattered, leveling up as its new-found Essence was emptied a second time.

Amber completed her spell with that, barely.

“Aid me in creating this Lightning Storm.”

And the mage before was smote by white lightning from the heavens themselves.

Amber was blasted back as the spot where she had just been standing was pulverized. A rain of thunder that shattered her ear-drums engulfed the area as the environment was annihilated. Everything in that crater was torn apart, erased off the map, an attack that rivaled the might of Frei’s own tier 4 spell.

An attack created by countless enhancements, an attack that could only be made once, and an attack that⁠—

Amber hit a tree with a loud bang as dizziness hit her.

⁠— an attack that would put an end to this battle instantly.

[You have defeated a [Barrier Mage. Lvl. 352].]

For defeating an enemy 155 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Less experience for defeating an enemy as a group.

…

While Amber had come here to learn magic and get better at Essence, a lot of things hadn’t gone as planned.

She had fought and almost died numerous times. But all those times she grew stronger, and with each battle, she grew closer to her Class Advancement. And finally, this battle happened. The final confrontation for her to leave the Sacred Forest, and her last tribulation to reach greater heights.

And she came out on top.

In the end, there was no better battle than this one to become more and to grow stronger.

[You have reached level 199. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

[You have reached level 200. 10 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

[Requirements for Class Advancement have been met!]

In the end, there’s no better battle to get my advancements.

Amber didn’t know what conditions she had cleared, but it didn’t matter. Because after so long, it had finally happened.

[Level ups delayed due to pending advancements.] 

… 

[Class Advancement is now Available! 

You may now evolve your class.] 

[Legacy Branch advancement is now Available! 

You may now specialize your Legacy Branch.] 

Her level 200 advancements.


Chapter 31.

Amber coughed. Unfortunately, now wasn’t the time to take her advancements, as much as she wished to do so. Her body was an utter wreck. Her chest was throbbing in pain, it was as if she was having a heart attack, but it was coming from her core. It had been so heavily exerted that she felt that any use of Essence would actually crack it. Not only that, but even though she was completely healed, the mental fatigue was something else.

Her head was pounding, it felt as if it was being hit by a hammer non stop. Banging her skull with growing and sharp pains. But even in spite of all of that she had won. Even if…

She touched her neck and flinched.

Even if she almost died right then and there. She hated to admit it, but the mere thought of being decapitated right now made her squeamish, and to some extent, it also made her want to cry. She couldn’t quite place her finger on it, other than having no control made her feel frustrated and scared.

But now, the person who had been able to drive that fear into her was dead. The Archmage that had terrorized her and obsessively chased after her was gone. And she had killed him.

Amber took a deep breath, slowly standing up, and she stumbled⁠— a person held her. A familiar person. Her companion and friend, Frei. The elf who had gone above and beyond to help her, and the elf whom she had saved.

“Are you alright?” she asked, a hint of concern in her voice. “You seem pale.”

She continued feeling the scar on her neck. It was the first scar she had gotten in this world, and a grim reminder of the experience she had just undergone. But finally, she let it go and sighed.

“I’m as fine as I can be for having my head cut off,” Amber responded, trying to walk but ultimately needing assistance.

It was weird, she was fine physically but she was struggling to control her body. Perhaps it was from all the strain in the battle. There was also the throbbing pain inside her chest. Finally, after they arrived at the crater that had been torn by the numerous skills, Frei spoke.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t save you. I… failed you⁠—”

“You didn’t,” Amber interrupted. “It’s just that the staff was that strong in the Archmage’s hands, but now it doesn’t matter.”

“It doesn’t.” Frei affirmed.

And finally, Amber felt decent enough to stand on her own as she took in the surroundings, Frei simply accompanying her with her own presence.

The surroundings were a mess.

There was an abyss in front of her, a condensed one with a radius of a few dozens of meters, but it had no bottom to speak of. And the immediate surroundings of the forest were no better. It was as if an Abyssal Briroar had gone on a rampage for many days in a row. Hundreds of trees had splintered and fallen. Needless to say that nothing remained of the Archmage.

At last, everything was over.

“Are the soldiers unconscious?”

“Yeah, they still are, but I can kill them at any time,” she said with a reassuring tone. “The others are waiting for you as well.”

Amber nodded, ignoring the first statement. “Can you take me to them?”

“Sure.”

Frei seemed neither happy or sad, she just seemed awkward. She took out the black staff from earlier, a staff she hadn’t used in the past. Just like before, Amber could sense a small amount of Essence coming from it. It roused her curiosity, but it wasn’t something that she deemed necessary to talk about at the moment.

Instead, Amber focused on resolving this situation and leaving the Sacred Forest once and for all. The last thing she wanted was to have another run-in with the authorities while this was happening. And so, with Frei’s help, she was teleported to see the others.

With a burst of darkness, the surroundings changed and she found herself in a spot of the forest that hadn’t been torn apart. And the first person she saw was Asil, who was impatiently tapping his foot on the ground, Latvar right behind him. But that impatience vanished as soon as he caught sight of her, changing to immediate relief.

“I’m glad you’re fine,” he said softly. “Looks like I made it in time.”

Amber remembered how he had helped. “How did you even know?”

“Oh please, it’s not like I would just let you go without keeping track at least a bit,” he said, almost mockingly.

“Right, thank you.”

“You should also thank Latvar,” Asil gestured. “If it hadn’t been for his aid, I wouldn’t have been able to help you.”

Amber nodded. Asil must’ve borrowed Latvar’s Essence, which had saved her.

“Thank you.” She bowed.

“Any time,” he smiled, pleased with himself. “The family elders look forward to your visit to Lathyzia, so don’t forget.”

Amber nodded. “I won’t.”

Then she paused, remembering something as she took out a pendant and showed it to Asil.

“What is this for, by the way? I never saw a use for it.”

“That…” Asil smiled deeply. “Could be your salvation figuratively or literally, just keep it around and wear it okay?”

Amber nodded, heeding his words. Maybe it would’ve protected her from being decapitated, or maybe not. But wearing it brought her some sense of comfort at least.

“Still, kind of weird you didn’t wear it when I first gave it to you,” he said, somewhat bothered.

“Right, sorry. I’ll wear it from now on.”

It was definitely a special item so she felt a bit bad, but ultimately, Asil accepted her apology with a smile. Amber finally turned, and sensing it was a good time to speak, Aveline stepped forward, fidgeting awkwardly.

“I’m just glad that you are alive,” she said awkwardly. “I was really worried and⁠—”

“Thank you Aveline,” Amber interrupted, smiling. “For everything. If it hadn’t been for you, I’m sure I would’ve died multiple times during this insane mission.”

“R-Right…” the woman hesitated, almost doubting herself. “You’re welcome, Amber.”

She nodded at that, and Frei stepped forward.

“Hey, thanks for saving me, and also thanks for saving me the trauma of having ya die in my care,” she said, almost too casually.

Amber blinked. “Right… you’re welcome?”

Frei chuckled. “I’ll tell ya all about it later if you wanna, my super duper cool backstory. But for now, ya just need to know that I made up with my family.”

“I thought you⁠—”

“I’ll explain later,” she interrupted.

Amber accepted that, and finally, Remmel approached. His smile wide, as if he was a proud father.

“You really did it, you bastard.” He grinned.

Amber smiled. “I did yeah.”

Remmel smiled and nodded to himself.

“Now that this is over, we can put this behind us.” He extended his hand. “What do you say? Return the staff to me?”

Amber smiled, and she remembered everything that had happened. She felt rage, but at the same time, as he had said, it was over. Both of them could move on. Her smile didn’t so much as falter as she took the staff.

Remmel smiled and⁠—

Amber swung.

She hit him square in the jaw, sending him flying into a tree, breaking it as Amber’s vein almost popped.

“Do you really think I’m that stupid, you asshole?!” She cursed. “To begin with, if I wasn’t around you would’ve died. There’s no doubt in my mind about that, what are you on? And the worst part is that Aveline would’ve died too because she’s too afraid to say no to your deadbeat self.”

Remmel massaged his jaw, and Aveline flinched.

“That is⁠—”

“I know it’s true, otherwise you would’ve never placed yourself in so many dangerous situations,” Amber said, glancing at Aveline before turning back to Remmel. “So, what makes you think you just get to keep the staff just like that?”

Remmel sighed. “Look, I know you’re angry, but sometimes we ought to let the anger go.”

This asshole. Amber inwardly groaned. Remmel was never going to change, he was going to continue being a self-serving bastard who would use her at any chance possible. But she didn’t want that. She also didn’t want to leave the Rose either; she had put so much effort into it already for so little gain.

So that left one option and one option only.

Of course, she wasn’t cruel, she wasn’t heartless, and so she wouldn’t be. But she still needed security. She needed to know that Remmel would never pull this shit with her again.

Amber turned towards Latvar and Asil.

“I need a favor from you two, help me make a contract.”

Everyone who understood what that meant paused, but Remmel and Aveline were confused.

“What the fuck is a contract going to do?!” Remmel asked, annoyed.

But his words fell on deaf ears as Amber simply looked expectantly at Asil and Latvar. The former had his eyes closed while the latter seemed troubled. And finally, Asil nodded.

“If it’s what you want, then I will assist you. Though I do not condone the use of contracts for matters that aren’t absolutely necessary,” Asil said.

Amber shook her head. “It’s either that or I leave the Obsidian Rose, so I’ll take the contract because I don’t want to waste any more time. I won’t make it too ironclad.”

Asil nodded, accepting that, and then gesturing over at Latvar, he held his hand before offering his hand to Amber. It looked silly but she took it. Asil blinked.

“You’re…” His eyes widened as he stared at the upper part of her chest, or more specifically, beyond. And finally he looked up, meeting her gaze. “Amber, listen to me carefully. Please don’t use any Essence for at least two weeks.”

She closed her eyes. “I know. Is the contract possible?”

Asil hesitated but ultimately nodded.

“What are you people even bickering about?” Remmel asked, now upset. “Are you all children? Holding your hands together like that?”

Amber turned to him, gesturing with her hand. “Come, you too.”

“I’m not⁠—”

“If you don’t I’m gonna beat your ass,” Frei interrupted. “Just do it. And as a warning, take this contract very seriously, so don’t agree to anything you aren’t willing to fulfill.”

Remmel blinked, but grumbled and grabbed her hand. His rough and calloused hand was a stark contrast to her own rather soft one, but Amber didn’t pay that much mind as Asil gave her the nod to start.

“Remmel, what is your full name?”

“Remmel Wolfe,” he said, annoyed. “Are you seriously trying to play dollhouse with me right now?”

“I suggest you heed Frei’s warning.” Amber sighed. “Anyway, Remmel Wolfe, I shall remain in the Obsidian Rose and continue our work under the conditions I initially joined, I shall also let go of my resentment towards you.”

Amber took a breath.

“And in return. You will no longer act with me serving your own self interest but regard me as an equal party and take into consideration how your requests affect me. That said, before that, you will have to aid me in my next endeavor to the best of your abilities in order to compensate me for your selfishness during this rodeo. You will also honor our previous agreements as they were meant to be. And lastly this contract shall not be spoken about to other parties if I don’t consent to it. Failure to comply with these terms will cause you indescribable pain for as long as they aren’t being followed.”

Remmel frowned.

“That is ridiculous. Moreover, do you not get any punishment for failing on your side?”

“I’m not the one that fucked the other over, am I?” She retorted. “Or do you prefer death as a punishment? Or do you want me to leave the Obsidian Rose, and we can go our separate ways?”

His frown deepened, as he seemed to consider many things and finally he nodded. At least he was smart enough to know something was happening.

“This is fine, I accept your terms Amber.”

“Good.”

Following that, Amber felt a shudder on her core that hurt slightly before words in her mind appeared. Notifying her it was done.

You’ve made an Essence Pact with Remmel Wolfe.

Latvar let out a deep breath. “That was straining.”

Asil nodded. “It was, but it’s been done.”

“I really feel nothing,” Remmel said dismissively. “Was this some sort of trick?”

Amber shrugged. “Not really, but if that’s what you want to think, then it's up to you.”

“Fine, whatever, I’m leaving to take care of things on my side of things for a month or⁠—”

He screamed, dropping to the ground convulsing. And Amber couldn’t lie. She felt a bit satisfied at the sight. But also relieved. Because this time, Remmel wouldn't be able to act like he had done in the past. This time, there were actual repercussions for him.

Something that Amber felt really glad about.

Remmel panted. “You… you⁠— what the fuck did you do?”

“I warned ya,” Frei said.

Remmel looked back. “You’ve experienced this?!”

Frei just smiled in response to his misery.

Meanwhile Amber finally let out a deep sigh. One filled with relief.

“Now that that’s taken care of…”

She turned towards the forest. While she couldn’t see them, she could certainly sense all of them. All of the mages that had fought against her and accompanied the Archmage to kill her. This was just another thing she had to deal with before getting to her Class Advancement, and the sooner she did it, the better.

Amber teleported in their direction and she found a cavity in the forest, where all the unconscious soldiers lay. Frei teleported over to her.

“So, should I kill them now?”

Amber frowned because there was something that didn’t make sense to her. “How are you even sustaining the mana output for this?”

“My new staff, it converts mana from the environment to aid my spellcasting.” She took it out, gesturing towards it. “That said, admittedly, I’m almost out of mana and these people will wake up in ten minutes or so.”

She nodded, and Frei asked.

“So? Do I kill them or do you want to use them for your skill level ups?”

Amber frowned. “I don’t know why you think I’m that kind of person, but let them go. I assume you only knocked them out because it was the easiest route.”

Frei nodded, but also seemed to think before hesitating. “Are you really sure you want to let them go? They could cause trouble for you.”

“This is fine,” Amber said. “Ultimately, they are just guards doing their jobs, I don’t want to kill them just because of that. If I could’ve run, I would’ve but the Archmage turned it into a personal matter.”

“Archmage Xavier has always been an egotistical bastard who pretended he wasn’t,” Frei agreed. “To think you killed the asshole that taught me magic in the first place.”

Amber nodded.

“I’ll ask more at a later time, but for now, we have to leave. Thank you for sticking around Frei.”

She smiled. “Of course, master.”

“Don’t say that.”

“Why not?”

“Because…”

Amber found herself smiling as she chatted away with the enemy-turned-friend who was Frei.

Shortly after that, Asil and Latvar left, meanwhile Amber and the rest went their separate ways. Turns out, they had still been teleported to the Republic of Mercenaries. And while right now, it was unknown what they should expect, their main priority remained to leave the Sacred Forest behind.

Even if Amber wanted to undergo her Class Advancement now.

And so, they all departed.

* * *

His name was Gallus, and he was a mage knight. Unlike many in his position, he was green, with a measly three decades of experience inside the military, he was considered the rookiest of rookies. Even though his level was competitive; due to his long and fulfilling life and military training. But even then, he lacked experience and decisiveness.

Decisiveness that his colleagues had.

So when the divine staff of the Sacred Forest was stolen he hesitated attacking the intruders. For starters, as someone who kept up with the news, one of them was a legendary figure in Cytel. How was he meant to fight that? The woman used magic and was a warrior, that was pure insanity.

In the end, due to his military position he found himself in the front lines, trying to kill her yet failing spectacularly at it. It was humiliating, but he swallowed it and followed the orders given to him. Some had died at the hands of the assassin, but as soon as they switched their tactics it turned into a long stalemate that was interrupted by darkness.

It was a ridiculous fight.

Numerous level 200s and Archmage Xavier, a level 351 powerhouse, against a group whose highest level was only 273. A non-combat mage who was around 150, and a warrior who was 190.

Yet, that same warrior had humiliated the Archmage. So much so that it was impossible that it was even real.

And so, when Gallus awoke from his slumber. He thought it had been a dream. That was until he saw his comrades awakening as well, talking to each other in confusion. And that realization gave him pause.

Surely this hadn’t happened right?

Gallus traced the mana signature that belonged to the Archmage. A familiar one, and he teleported to the spot and froze. Soon others teleported in, having the same reaction.

Because the place where the Archmage should’ve been, did not exist.

All there was, was a gaping hole in the ground, charred surroundings, and a battlefield that looked as if a bunch of level 300s had battled there.

And for a moment, Gallus didn’t want to believe it was real, but as others reacted his jaw also dropped.

* * *

After two hours of traveling in Remmel’s carriage, Amber finally decided it was a good time to take a look at her skills that had leveled up and attained their next rank.

There were quite a few.

While she should’ve waited longer, she couldn’t. And that was because there was a pending issue for her to take care of. Something that came sooner than she had expected it, but something she had earned.

It was time for her to take the next step in the ladder of power.

Amber grinned, looking at the notifications in front of her.

[You have reached level 200. 20 stat points awarded. +100 stat points to every stat.]

[Class Advancement is now Available! 

You may now evolve your class.] 

[Legacy Branch advancement is now Available! 

You may now evolve your Legacy Branch.] 

It was finally time for her Class Advancement and Legacy Branch Advancement.


Chapter 32.

The first skill that had hit 5th Rank was none other than Quick Dash.

[⁠Quick Dash has reached 5th Rank ⁠— level 1.

Your prayers have been answered and you’ve obtained a proper dash skill after using your bash skill to dash. You may now use it wrongly and bash things instead. Gain a quick burst of speed upon use.

2nd Rank ⁠— At a moderate mana cost double the speed of the dash.

3rd Rank ⁠— At a considerable mana cost you may teleport the distance of the enhanced dash.

4th Rank ⁠— the teleport cooldown has been halved.

5th Rank ⁠— At the cost of doubling the mana consumption you may teleport a second time after the first teleport.]

Amber smiled at the description, it hadn’t changed since she had gotten it, and it was slightly nostalgic. It reminded her how far she had come as a person, how much stronger she had gotten. A lot of her early experiences now looked laughable to her, and maybe they were, but they were part of what made her.

She was happy. And the 5th Rank of Quick Dash was good. It wasn’t fancy like others, but it would allow her to do a second teleport before the skill went on cooldown, which was great.

The next skills to hit 5th Rank were none other than Inexorable Momentum and Inexorable Body.

[Inexorable Body has reached 5th Rank ⁠— level 1

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.

5th Rank ⁠— Powerful attacks will cause your body to regenerate the resource you’re most lacking.

The 5th Rank of Inexorable Body was rather oddly worded. But in a long explanation, it would give her mana, stamina, primordial energy (Essence), or even vitality, depending on what the skill deemed she needed the most when she was attacked by something strong. Which was nothing short of amazing. Of course, it wouldn’t suddenly fill her core from being empty to full, but it would still save her life.

It was a great 5th Rank.

Then there was Inexorable Momentum.

[⁠Inexorable Momentum has reached 5th Rank ⁠— level 1.

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 up momentum during battle, allowing up to a 200% increase in strength, (50% before class bonus).

4th Rank ⁠— Inexorable Skills will now build up momentum during battle, allowing up to a 200% increase in strength, (50% before class bonus).

5th Rank ⁠— Your vitality will gradually increase during battle, building momentum and gaining up to a 30% increase in vitality.

Considering the 30% represented over 300 vitality, it was also great.

Amber smirked. She was already getting excited, and her advancements had yet to come. She still had more 5th Rank skills to go through, and also Legacy Branch rank ups. It was a lot.

[⁠Cursed Rage Synergy has reached 5th 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 twice as strong.

5th Rank ⁠— You now have two instances of rage.]

In simple terms. She could now use the skill twice. Each charge would accumulate separately, but given the amount of beatings she went through, that wouldn’t be a problem.

[Inexorable Manipulation has reached 5th 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.

5th Rank ⁠— You can now completely extinguish or flare your curses at will. The limit to this effect is 10 minutes a day and curses can reach up to twice their original strength.]

It was… amazing.

Amber could see the potential already, extinguishing her curses then instantly using Accursed Strength, then flaring them then using Cursed Ignition⁠— her strength would go through the roof if she did that.

And maybe the skill will allow me to ignore the curse-extinguishing ability that the Saints of Truth have.

Then there were her resistances. They were well, resistances.

5th Rank ⁠— Magical attacks are weaker against you.

5th Rank ⁠— Physical attacks are weaker against you.

5th Rank ⁠— Elemental attacks are weaker against you.

And lastly, for 5th Rank skills, there was Sharp Instincts. Whose other ranks, essentially gave her a sense of danger, trap predictability, and loose attack predictability. Then there was the 5th Rank, which Amber didn’t know how to feel about.

5th Rank ⁠— Higher-level presences are easier to detect.

And lastly, there were the Legacy Branch skills that had hit 3rd Rank.

[Crimson Fuel has reached 3rd 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.

3rd Rank ⁠— Foreign blood can be consumed twice as fast.

[Crimson Fervor has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1

You have been in the presence of blood and entrails to the point you've grown numb to them. And now, they are your fuel to grow. The longer you are in the presence of blood, the stronger, more durable and agile you become. This skill reaches its peak at twenty minutes increasing your stats by 350% (100% before class bonus).

2nd Rank ⁠— Shedding blood speeds the build up drastically.

3rd Rank ⁠— Momentum will now be applied to other Legacy Branch skills, allowing up to a 50% increase in strength.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

Amber smiled. All of the rank ups were great, but she also felt slightly overwhelmed. After all, her Class Advancement was next. Amber took a breath and looked around. Right now, they were inside of Remmel’s carriage, it was just as luxurious as she remembered. She had also gotten payment from Remmel for the operation, which amounted to an astonishing five thousand gold coins.

But, the assassin was pissed, and had been silent the entire time. Aveline, on the other hand, ended up in an awkward position where she ultimately ended up being dragged along by Frei and talked to. And lastly there was herself, Amber.

She was at the very back, the same seat she had taken in the past. Right now, there was no particular destination in mind other than the closest town in the Republic of Mercenaries. Because after all, they were mainly focusing on leaving the Sacred Forest behind.

That said, Amber knew she had to make decisions.

Decisions in regards to what to pursue next, what to do now, and what to focus on. Whether it was to try to find one of Ishtar’s journals ⁠— whose existence she had learned about from Frei ⁠— or to research the chained primordial. She couldn’t wander around with no goal. Not when the Saints of Truth would come after her, and not when she was a wanted criminal.

There was also a chance of the Arcane Council coming after her, but Amber wasn’t entirely sure about that one.

In the end, there were a lot of things that she had to think about.

“Though for now… I should focus on what I can do now.”

She nodded to herself and finally turned to the floating notification.

[Legacy Branch advancement is now Available! 

You may now evolve your Legacy Branch.] 

“I wish to advance my Legacy Branch,” Amber said to the air. 

[Very well.] 

Frei turned from her spot and smiled. “Good luck.” 

Amber nodded and the outside world began to slow down as the environment peeled away. The latter was familiar to her, the former was a new thing. Something she made note of for later. Maybe she could undertake advancements mid-battle? That would certainly be something that would be very useful. 

But Amber shoved those thoughts away and instead watched as the environment became a black void. She observed as a white doorway formed, and Amber remembered her previous advancement. 

Mainly thinking about her stronger connection to the System; nothing much had changed. She had a clear understanding of her skills and minor control over her status. She could somewhat tune some skills, and she could also make notes⁠— which she had been doing to add her Essence skills. 

Well, maybe eventually she’d understand the intricacies of Legacy Branch Advancements and Class Advancements. It didn’t matter too much. 

Amber stood up and headed towards the black doorway as the System resounded. 

[Your feats after obtaining a Legacy Branch have been taken into account for evolution. 

Defeat an enemy four advancements above you. 

Possess three objects of primordial origin. 

Obtain a title. 

Obtain Primordial Power. 

There are three 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. There were more things now. Still… three objects of primordial origin? She had Cursewelder, she had Arkara’s Staff, and… the necklace? She grabbed the object on her neck and stared at it for a few moments. It was as inert as ever. 

Then she paused, feeling the scar on her neck, and let out a deep breath as she dismissed all her thoughts. 

Amber passed through the doorway. All while she began to wonder how these feats would affect her Class Advancement. 

The surroundings became white and she found herself standing once more in an expanse with a bloody floor. The sea of blood went as far as the eye could see. And awaiting her were four pillars made out of fancy red marble, and resting at the top of each were different things. 

One contained a chalice. One had a floating crystallized red droplet. One was a floating red horn. And the last had a floating monster’s skull. The last pillar was darker than the rest. 

“This is new.” 

She stared at the different options, she was sure one of them was demon-themed, the question lied between the horn and the skull. But there was only one way to find out. 

Every time she had entered the white room for her branch advancement it was different. It was something that interested her. She kind of wondered how much the Legacy Branch room would change as she advanced. And by extension, she also found herself looking forward to seeing if her Class Advancement was any different. 

Amber looked around and seeing the advancements for her Legacy Branch gave her different feelings. That was also new. 

The chalice made her feel calm. The red droplet made her feel frenzied. Bloodlust in simple terms. The red horn made her feel some sense of urgency ⁠— not in a bad way ⁠— and the bone made her feel dread and bleakness. The different sights made her smile, there simply was so much variety. 

Finally, after some deliberation, she approached the first object and the most familiar one. 

The chalice. 

She took a breath, and then peered down into the red liquid within. 

“What will you offer me?” 

The inert red blood within quickly expanded to fill her field of view and her vision was engulfed in crimson. And just like last time, she saw it. 

She saw herself, resolute, facing an incredibly large army as she tore through it. She wsas calm and unwavering. There was no hesitation, there were no reservations, there was only a tranquil feeling along with it all. And then, there was her Essence and her Legacy Branch,  which were going wild. 

She could feel it, how her state of mind influenced it all, how it affected her. And how it made her stronger. A lot stronger. 

Then she returned, she was back to staring at the chalice and her heart was rushing. Rushing from the power she had felt. 

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Nexus to Primordial Crimson Calm? 

You have greatly familiarized yourself with Crimson Nexus, and now it is time to take the granted connection to new heights. Your connected mind will now influence your primordial power and your Legacy Branch. Allowing you to bring out their potential. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will allow you to reach greater heights.  

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

The advancement, or rather, evolution, was great. Amber quite liked the idea, and it was an advancement that would certainly work best when she was pushing her limits. The thought of facing strong foes and resolving herself on whether it was her or them, was nothing short of exhilarating. 

The Legacy Branch evolution didn’t demand complete calm, so much as just a lack of panic. Meaning that so long as she kept on trying harder and harder, it would make her unstoppable. 

Plus, panicking and then regaining my bearings mid-battle sounds exciting too. 

She chuckled at the thought, knowing that it sounded ridiculous, but it really was how she felt in regards to the Legacy Branch evolution. Plus, if it already opened like this, what would her Class Advancement be like? She wanted to see. 

“Time for the next one.” 

Amber turned to look at the crystallized droplet and moved to its front. 

“And what will you offer me?” she asked, staring at it intently. 

It was an odd thing, or rather, it was beautiful; a beautiful object that could be used in the finest of jewelry. One that she was enchanted by as her vision was once more engulfed in red. 

She saw a vision. She saw lakes of blood. She saw corpses. She saw herself slashing someone and feeling power. It was almost overwhelming and as she took notice of the surroundings it became something more. It became power. Her Essence regenerated faster than with God’s Dynamo at full efficiency. 

And then there were her emotions, they were unbridled. There was a level of excitement that rivaled the high of achieving a new peak in her life. But it was a constant feeling that was addicting, and she felt great. She felt powerful, she wanted more, to kill more. 

And it ended. 

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Nexus to Primordial Crimson Frenzy? 

You have greatly familiarized yourself with Crimson Nexus, and now it is time to take the granted connection to new heights. Now, attuning yourself to the base of what your Legacy Branch is, you can bring out the peak of it. Allowing you to truly bring out Crimson Frenzy. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will allow you to reach greater heights.  

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

Amber let out a breath as she stared at the droplet and a deep breath left her. 

“Now, that is something I may not be able to control…” It was a hard reality to take in, but it was a fact. “Still… its enhancements are…” 

They were nothing short of great. She could already tell. She could tell it was going to be like getting yet another bodily enhancement skill again, but better. Not exactly in offering more enhancements, but rather on the number of things it would enhance. 

Amber gulped. 

“It’s like every single advancement I take snowballs into an even better one…” 

Maybe that was the truth of the world. That was why level 300s felt so hard to kill. And she could only imagine that every single advancement after that would be like a mountain to climb past. But it also excited her, because it potentially meant that level 500s were a lot stronger than she had initially anticipated. 

Seriously, if her Legacy Branch advancement was playing out like this, what would her Class Advancement be like? 

Her heart rushed and finally, she turned to the other two pedestals. The one with the red horn and the one with the skull. 

Like always, she did them in order, she just liked it. 

Amber reached the red horn in no time, and it gave her the same feeling as before. Urgency. Not in a bad way, but in an excited way. In a measured way. 

She peered at it and she was immersed in its redness. The red became darkness, and she found herself pointing Cursewelder at herself. Just like many times before she stabbed herself, but this time it went through her body and out her back. 

Blood spilled on the ground, and along with the pain came… strength. A primal surge. Then, a twisted monster pounced on her, a demonic being which she crushed with her bare hands. Its blood bathed her and her Essence was roused. 

The more she bled the stronger she seemed to become, the more blood of her enemies she spilled, the more Essence she regenerated. 

The feeling of power was exhilarating. 

Then it ended. 

Amber took a deep breath, on paper it was similar to the previous evolution slash advancement. 

But there was a key difference. 

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Nexus to Primordial Demonic Blood? 

You have greatly familiarized yourself with Crimson Nexus, and now it is time to take the granted connection to new heights. Now it is time to make use of your other connections. Attuning yourself to this type of blood allows you to bring the best of yourself and the blood of others. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will allow you to reach greater heights.  

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

It was demonic. 

But at the same time, it wasn’t evil in nature. There was no temptation, there was nothing of the sort. There was simply a power that was demonic in origin but nothing more. Just like her demonic mana stone, it was just something to be used. 

And yet, when staring at it, Amber felt⁠— she wanted to feel a sense of wrongness. Of the fact that she would be betraying her friends. But it wasn’t there. Because it wasn’t that kind of power. It was one that Sid’fril would give her shit about, but nothing more. 

There was also the fact that she wanted it. Adding to that, she had a feeling that this one wasn’t related to Ishtar at all. 

It was only slightly weaker than Primordial Crimson Frenzy, except it offered more control. And it didn’t need the presence of other beings for it to be strong. 

“Still…” She took a deep breath, closing her eyes before looking towards the skull. “There is one last option to take a look at.” 

Amber approached the skull and peered into its white surface. 

Unlike all the others her vision darkened, and she slashed. She took off a part of a monster as blood splattered and it knelt before her, panting. Blood littered her surroundings as the monster began to look frailer and frailer. 

It was a minotaur, kneeling in front of her, and Amber slashed again, more blood falling into the ground as its vitality drained. And what she felt over the monster was power. Superiority over it. And that was because its vitality was slowly dwindling. 

Until it hit nothing. 

The vision ended as the monster died, and the feeling of control never went away. 

[Would you like to evolve Crimson Nexus to Primordial Crimson Drain? 

You have greatly familiarized yourself with Crimson Nexus, and now it is time to take the granted connection to new heights. Now that you’ve been brought back from the dead by a reaper; someone who interacts with both elements on the daily. You will now be able to borrow their powers, draining your enemies. 

Acquiring this Legacy Branch will allow you to reach greater heights.  

You will receive an extra 5 attribute points per level up to distribute after taking this evolution.] 

It was… life steal. But better. 

She touched her chest, feeling her beating heart. 

She could drain vitality from her enemies until there was none left. And there was also the fact that this was related to Frei, which enticed her. But lastly, there was also the fact that this Legacy Branch was broken. 

Not literally, but figuratively. It could allow her to even take down a Primordial Spirit ⁠given enough time in theory. If that wasn’t damn strong, she didn’t know what was. That… excited her a lot. 

And finally, with an indecisive heart, Amber turned to the rest of the advancements. 

It was time to make her choice. To choose how she was going to progress from now on, and what her life would look like. 

She turned towards the chalice. 

First is pushing my limits, allowing me to push myself to even greater heights. 

Then she turned towards the crystallized drop of blood. 

Second is embracing what I am, a berserker, and allowing me to become unrivaled in battles where I could truly go loose. 

And then, she turned towards the red horn. 

Third is accepting that demonic things aren’t inherently bad, allowing me to gain greater control over my Legacy Branch and its perks. 

Finally, she faced the skull. 

Last is taking my Legacy Branch in a new direction, one that is more closely tied to Frei’s own Legacy Branch. 

At least from what she could tell. 

But what did she truly want? All of the Legacy Branches offered her power, some more than others. 

What do I want? she asked herself. Do I want to push my limits with a smile on my face not fearing death? Do I want to embrace the frenzied nature of berserkers? Do I want to tread the line between messiah and pariah? Or do I want to be able to kill anything I set out to kill? 

Each question belonged to each branch, and for a moment, she didn’t know which one to choose. 

They were all great. 

They were all amazing. 

But she could only choose one. 

And this time, Amber knew what she wanted. 

She wanted the Legacy Branch that would allow her to carve her own path. 

She let out a deep breath, wondering if it was the right choice, but she squashed them as she focused on one thing and one thing only. 

Future potential. 

Just like any other advancement, it would decide her fate. It would dictate how she battled and handled things from now on, and while she wasn’t entirely sure in her decision, Amber knew that if she didn’t take it now she’d be left unsatisfied. 

There was also the fact that it may affect her Class Advancement. The one she kept thinking about, and the one that she was most excited about. 

She grinned. 

“Besides, I’m sure it’ll open a lot of doors for me to do something unprecedented.” 

Amber grabbed the red horn and shattered it, the possibility of it influencing her class pushing her to do it. 

[ You have gained the Legacy Branch of Primordial Demonic Blood 

Vitality +100 

Strength +100 

Dexterity +100 

Endurance +100 

Intelligence +100 

Wisdom +100 

Natural recovery has increased by 300%. 

Your physical stats increase by 50% in battle. 

Wounds heal four times faster in battle. ] 

Amber returned to the carriage and ignored the following notifications as she heard a small gasp coming from Frei out of all people. 

“What is that Legacy Branch⁠—” 

But Amber didn’t pay her any mind, instead, she focused on what came next. She focused on carrying her excitement, and her desire to see the end results of all her advancements. She focused on the knowledge that this Class Advancement, just like her Legacy Branch may offer her something unique that she never considered before. 

She focused on the fact that the Legacy Branch may affect her options too. 

And she wanted to see it. 

She wanted to see it badly. 

Amber brought the other notification into her vision as her anticipation reached a new peak. 

[Class Advancement is now Available! 

You may now evolve your class.] 

“I want to undergo my Class Advancement,” she commanded. 

And her vision went dark as the Class Advancement began. 


Chapter 33.

Amber had a lot of things in mind going into this Class Advancement. After all, it was her level 200 advancement. At this point, her level was high enough to be unrivaled in Cytel except for the king himself. And she was quite sure that she was quite above average in the world as a whole.

And there were many other things. How would her progress affect her advancement? What should she expect? She had done a lot of things lately, things she hadn’t touched upon before, such as magic. And there was also something else that she wondered about.

What is the special level 200 advancement? The Saint of Truth had mentioned it as if that automatically made him better. Had she missed it?

Amber didn’t know, but all her questions, curiosities, and worries compounded into a heart-racing anticipation that kept her on edge. All there was in her vision was darkness. And it had been that way for some time. Normally, the visions would have already been well on their way, but it seemed that things right now were different. But Amber patiently waited.

And finally, it began. 

Amber quickly found herself in a large cavern with pillars that supported the ceiling. There was darkness as far as the eye could see, it was reminiscent of the floors of the Grand Dungeon of Torl, but much more spacious. As if it was a linear tunnel in the ground with pillars to prevent it from caving in. 

Though, when Amber turned she saw a tomb. Or what looked to be a sarcophagus of sorts. It was a coffin made out of rock, but it seemed sealed and the erosion had worn away the once sculpted shape of a man that was on top of it. Was it the object of interest? Amber wasn’t so sure. 

But her answers were answered as the ceiling above her burst. 

A muscular man fell down, wearing only felt lined pants that seemed to have been made of bear skin. His hair was long and oily, at the same time the man was pale like a vampire but bulging with muscle. The first thing Amber noted was how strong the man’s presence was. She was quite sure that even with full strength buffs she’d struggle to compete against him. 

Which was… obvious. 

[???. Lvl. ???] 

The second thing Amber noted is his massive grin as he grabbed the tomb, something was there that excited him. 

“Halt!” 

A loud call came as three mages teleported into the scene, and one of them gave Amber pause. Not because they were familiar. Not because the danger they emitted was higher than the Archmage, but because of what he was holding. In his hands was a metallic staff with a green stone at its tip⁠— Arkara’s Staff. 

Why is it here? Amber however, had no time to ponder about things as the staff was pointed forward. 

“Surrender immediately,” he said angrily. “Otherwise, suffer the consequences for entering the Mercenary King’s tomb.” 

“There is only one king,” the man said, laughing as he ripped off the top of the stone coffin. “And that is me.” 

He pulled out a golden and weathered crown and put it atop his head. Defiling the resting place of the ‘Mercenary King’ and a vein popped on the leading mage’s forehead, from anger and disrespect. 

“Kill this man!” 

The berserker in front of her laughed, and he was blasted with two spells that were easily stronger than anything she could output without artifacts. And yet, even though it had been a direct hit, the man burst from the smoke and reached for a mage. 

He grabbed him, destroying the mage’s barrier and snapped the man’s neck. The two other mage’s eyes went wide and the weaker mage called. 

“Repulse!” 

The kinetic spell went off and hit the man only to do nothing. The berserker guffawed and teleported, reaching for his hand as a gigantic boulder hit him⁠ at supersonic speeds— blowing him away. It came from the mage wielding Arkara’s Staff. 

The man laughed as his bones cracked into place and then pounced as the mage’s eyes narrowed. 

“Keep him away from me,” he commanded. “Use earth or ice magic.” 

The other mage nodded and the berserker simply laughed as a multitude of objects crashed into him. He seemed to only be ramming against them, and yet oddly enough to Amber the damage was minimal. It was boring, or a bit boring. 

That was until she felt danger. Danger similar to the one she had felt with the Archmage. Certain death. 

Her head snapped to see the mage raising Arkara’s Staff, its crystal shining white as silver flames leaked out of the head of the staff. Multiple runes were going off as well. It was a powerful spell. One that was powered by the primordial artifact. Amber was quite sure it would be incredibly destructive. 

And yet nothing could have prepared her for what happened after. 

The berserker rushed and this time he finally teleported onto the mage, whose eyes narrowed as he pointed his staff forward. 

“Incinerator of Carnage.” 

Silver flames consumed everything, turning it all to ash without so much as burning it in a cone in front. Amber watched as the ceiling and the ground were carved out as if it had never existed in the first place. She watched as the air disappeared before imploding with a loud boom. 

It was a spell that had the capacity to erase anything, at least from what she could tell. A terrifying thing that didn’t seem to be blockable. And yet, a laugh echoed. 

The mage looked down at the newly made incline as the berserker stepped forward, the silver flames flickering on his skin, threatening to burn out yet not doing as much as singeing him. Something that surprised Amber, and something that puzzled her on what the class was doing exactly. It wasn’t invulnerability but it was still strong. 

“A mere scratch, you’re gonna have to do better than that, bud.” 

The mage gritted his teeth and pointed his staff, making another magic circle. Sweat trailing down his forehead as he exerted himself. 

“Incinerator of⁠—” 

The berserker flicked his fingers, making a loud clap an the magic was erased from the surroundings. Then he teleported on top of the mage and did an axe kick as a loud bang resounded. Blood splattered as the mage instantly died. 

Amber blinked as she noticed runes shining all over the man’s body, dozens if not hundreds of them. They were body enhancements. And his body wasn’t taking any damage from them. That… shocked her. 

The other mage picked up Arkara’s Staff in a hurry and teleported away and the man merely laughed. 

“You don’t understand do you? Magic is…” 

He pulled his fist back as it began to shine. 

“Merely fuel for me.” 

And he punched as everything in a cone was blown apart, the entire place caved in on itself as the surroundings exploded. All the man did was… laugh. He cackled as the underground collapsed on itself, and soon, the vision ended. 

Amber paused, staring at the void. 

What happened? That was possible? A class could grant her the ability to survive almost any mage? At the same time, maybe the man had access to Essence, maybe not ⁠— she didn’t see it in the vision ⁠— but if she could activate the runes with Essence wouldn’t that be completely insane? 

Just how strong would she become? 

The notification came. 

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Magical Berserker’ You have studied magic to the extent any mage would be shocked of, acquired a Legacy Branch, have slain an enemy four advancements above you and more importantly, you have attained Primordial Power. 

The Cursed Magical Berserker is a berserker who is versed in magic, and they are unafraid of it. They are nigh immune to magical attacks of the same tier and use it to fuel themselves. All magical sources serve them for power. For a warrior’s power should encapsulate the entire world. Magic attacks will heal them, mana will heal them, the only way to stop them is with physical attacks or overwhelmingly strong magic. There have been five Cursed Magical Berserkers 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 Magical Berserker skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.] 

More than that, the class made her immune to level 200 or lower magic, and made her highly resistant to magic above that. It would make any fight against any mage infinitely easier. And not only that but it seemed to apply to Essence as well. 

It would turn her into a bonafide tank. A true juggernaut that would be able to fuel herself for destruction. She was sure that the Archmage would be unable to decapitate her even with Arkara’s Staff with this class, which went to show how highly resistant to magic a Cursed Magical Berserker was. 

In fact, if she took it it would make every single fight against any kind of mage trivial. 

Mages were commonplace in the world of Vir due to their advancement conditions being easier than warrior classes. 

Meaning that she would be a force to be reckoned with and she would grow to be unrivaled if she stuck with it. 

The allure was there, and it tempted her. Making her gulp. The idea of never having to experience decapitation like that again, the idea that no mage would be able to be an incredible threat to her unless they were way overleveled was enticing. 

Of course, the right spell would still do a number to her. And yet, this was the first class, and from what she could tell there was no immediate way to tell if it was the special advancement the mage had spoken about. 

And that was what stopped her from making a choice. 

She took a deep breath.

“I wish to see the next vision.”

Following her words, light came, marking the start of her next vision. Amber found herself blocking the source with her hand as it was too much for her, but her vision quickly adjusted.

The first thing she saw were the flying dust particles under the bright multicolored light in her vision. The second thing she saw was the walls and pillars which were weathered and bone white.

Finally, her eyes landed on the red carpet at her feet and on the stained glass window that was looming in front of her. And there, in front of her lay some steps and at the top, there was a man kneeling. She could only see his back. He had a white robe and short black hair, and the different colors of light from the glass were mainly pouring down on him, coloring his body with the myriad of shades present.

The stained glass depicted a man reaching towards a man of blue light, a Primordial Spirit. Amber was now more puzzled than ever. Especially because the entire place, the entire room resembled the inside of a cathedral, and an air of holiness permeated the surroundings. It was something she had never expected. Especially given the man was the focus of the vision.

“Curses, they should have never come to this world, for they are the bane of what was once great,” the man said, kneeling before looking up towards the stained glass. “Isn’t that right? Glorious First, you never intended to allow humankind to access such a wicked power, and yet you had no choice but to do so after the First Demon came.”

Amber raised her brow.

“And now, we’re stuck trying to eradicate this impure power from this world. Even though you had no choice but to incorporate it into your own creation…”

So, curses aren’t native to the System? Amber was now more curious than ever. At the same time, the words the man was saying were somewhat familiar. After all, the man talked about some of the ideologies she had heard from the Saints of Truth. But at the same time. Why is this vision anti-curses?

This was her Class Advancement, and as a cursed berserker all of her classes should involve curses. Amber frowned.

Is this the special advancement the mage spoke about?

She was intrigued, not outright denying the possibility.

The man continued after a moment of silence.

“But that doesn’t matter, you’ve left us a mission. A simple mission, to eradicate all traces of demons from this world, for they should have never touched your paradise…”

The man slowly stood up, and unsheathed a black sword. Making Amber blink. His stature, his wide back, his singular one-handed sword⁠— it all seemed familiar. Her eyes widened as the likeness of a different person entered her mind, but she quickly dismissed her concerns.

Maybe this really was her special advancement.

“And I will fulfill the mission you’ve left us, grand First. I will undo the transgressions of my ancestors, even if it kills me…”

His voice came down to a whisper and, the stained glass window exploded. A twisted monster clawed at him but he blocked it with his sword. He was sent sliding across the room, passing by Amber and allowing her to see his face. Allowing her to see his golden and dead eyes.

Ishtar…? She froze. At first, she wanted to deny it, she wanted to deny the feeling that the man gave her, but now it was unmistakable. Why does he look the same? Once again, she only had one answer to that.

Amber turned and saw the man’s expression twist with disgust; his facial features were the same, and so were his expressions. Yet, the way he looked at the demon before him was with pure rage.

The demon resembled the Servant of Chaos, but his skin was a deep brown color with a charred texture, and rather than muscular he was hunched with a spiked spine.

[???. Lvl. ???]

It was at the very least, level 300. 

“I’ve finally found you, the descendant of the multi-faced human.”

In response, the man’s face turned cold as he lifted his shining sword into the air. Danger filled the surroundings. Oppressive danger that made her eyes widen. It was more powerful than any attack in the previous visions, or that she had seen.

“Do not link me to that heathen scum,” the man said with a chilly echo.

The demon laughed, pointing a purple hand towards the man.

“Is that so, Ishtar’s look-alike? How about you die⁠—”

“Judgment.”

A blinding light struck the demon as a loud shriek echoed, the cathedral exploded and Amber was forced to cover her eyes as her heart skipped a beat from the sheer strength of the attack. It easily dwarfed Frei’s Archmage tier spell.

The deep rumble echoed, her legs trembled, and the light continued on coming before it ended.

When Amber opened her eyes, all she saw was ruination. The bone-white walls of the cathedral were now charred, and the ceiling was torn open, giving way to a sunny day. And in the spot where the demon was, there was only a black crater. It wasn’t very wide, just a few meters but its depth was another thing. Staring down it, made her certain of one thing⁠—

That attack would kill her instantly, and it had been a simple skill. One that hadn’t required preparation. She gulped at the sight.

The man was standing at the edge of it with a frown, before he spat.

“I’m the Second Principality of the Saints of Truth, know your place lowly demon.”

He turned around and walked away, and Amber simply stared. She continued to stare as the vision ended, feeling a mixture of shock and confusion.

She…

Had gotten a vision about the Saints of Truth⁠— not only that but it involved Ishtar’s descendant. And he was strong. His class was strong, incredibly so. Amber felt her heart beating as the vision ended and the notification came.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Enlightened Inexorable Berserker' You have fought all kinds of foes and seen different views of the world. One of your precious friends hates Demons. And you have fought multiple lightblessed opponents. 

The Enlightened Inexorable Berserker is a berserker that was chosen by the gods themselves, someone who has chosen to forego curses, and with access to Primordial Power. The Enlightened Inexorable Berserker has turned their curses into a power to eradicate them and fight them. Blessings are their friend, powers with no drawbacks and only upsides. They specialize in fighting the supernatural and demons. And just like your current class; their will is unstoppable. There has only been one Enlightened Inexorable Berserker since the beginning of it all. 

All your curses will be changed into blessings upon acquiring this class. 

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

Cursewelder will adapt accordingly. 

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied, Chosen Enlightened Berserker Skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.] 

She blinked. It was an alternate version of her current class, but more powerful. A lot more powerful. And yet, she didn’t know how to feel about it. Just like the Legacy Branch she had picked, she wanted to recoil at it, but the class didn’t force some weird ideology or destiny onto her. 

It was a class. And maybe it was a special class too. 

Perhaps class options like this, or the demon one were on their way to becoming a trend. 

The thought of picking this class also excited her to some extent, but not enough to jump at it. She would still be able to fight demons just fine, and probably heal from deadly injuries just as well if not better⁠— in fact, there was no drawback to it, and the only reason not to pick it if it was the best option would truly be semantics. 

Curse or blessing⁠— she didn’t really care too much so long as it allowed her to stay true to herself. 

Amber closed her eyes, deciding to accept the possibility of having a ‘saintly’ class. A very strong one. After rationalizing it, the idea of trying some kind of new power excited her even. In fact, being able to do that, to fight against demons like that⁠— what would probably be her final enemy made her more than just happy. 

She was unsure if it would be the best option, but it almost felt like it. Even in spite of the seemingly contradictory nature. In spite of all of that, it excited her, because she kept an open mind, because it was a class, not a religious ideology. 

“But, I still have one more option.” She smiled. 

She didn’t dislike this class, and while she was still unsure if this was the special advancement or, something else, she still waited with baited breath for the next vision to start. 

Shortly afer that, it began. The first thing that Amber noticed was the sound of rain pelting a window, and the next thing she noticed was the crackling of the fireplace that was next to her. She turned only to see she was inside a wooden hut, and it seemed to be completely empty.

That was until she sensed danger — Amber didn’t dodge knowing it was an illusion — a figure burst from the ceiling and hit the ground before the hut exploded from the shockwave. Amber winced, and yet the figure stood up, their bones cracking. A woman.

In fact, it looked like her except her hair was messier and her skin was darker, and she was laughing.

[???. Lvl. ???]

At least Level 300.

“Oi, come on now, you’re going to need to do a lot better.” She stretched, shaking her hands as if warming up. “That barely hurt me.”

She laughed before dodging out of the way and⁠— her body was split in half by a man wielding a giant saber. She lost more than just her shoulder and arm, but half of her torso and her eyes widened.

Amber took a look at his level, and he was also nothing but question marks. And judging by the fact that she felt danger in the surroundings, it wasn’t something she wanted to even try being involved in. Yet at the same time there was a certain intensity in the gore that drew her in. Her heart was rushing.

This class was unlike the other two, she was sure of it.

“You just need to die!” the man screamed, and sliced again, but this time the saber got stuck and⁠—

Her body regenerated around the saber as she smiled. Making Amber pause.

“Hey I can do that too!”

And she swung with her arm in a karate chop, the man scowled and⁠— part of his body was cleaved as he screamed. And the woman laughed.

What? That was… She gulped at the sight. Her heart was rushing.

“It’s a bit weaker, but hey, now I can give you payback right?” Her voice turned cold and Amber blinked as she punched.

Amber quickly realized what the class was doing, and she was shocked. It truly was special.

It didn’t carry much strength, but a loud crunch resounded and the man let out a loud grunt as he was flung into the mountain. The attack easily reaching over level 200 in power. The woman laughed, while the man let out a deep bellow that shook the ground itself.

“Blow!”

The woman⁠— exploded.

Amber paused, the woman in the vision. Died. Quite literally. It was an attack that would have killed her. For nothing but her feet remained, everything else was flesh paste that… began to wiggle back together.

Amber stared as it grew in size, feeling a mix of excitement and also light horror at the sight but mainly excitement. The man who was in pain and just barely pulling himself out of the mountain seemed to look on in horror, because he trembled.

The woman came back to life, stretching and completely naked yet the man just fell on his knees.

“Y-You… why can’t I kill you?”

“Well, because I still have mana duh,” she said as if it was obvious. “Anyway it is time for you to die.”

She pointed her finger at the man and her face turned cold.

“It is time to repay all the pain you’ve caused me. Blow.”

The man exploded, splattered into the mountain wall as the environment behind him was blown to smithereens. It was as if a kinetic energy of incalculable force hit the spot and destroyed everything in its path. Amber swallowed at the sight, understanding what had happened.

The vision ended. It was unlike anything else she had seen before, and the class option was shown to her.

[You have met the requirements for Class Advancement: ‘Cursed Undying Berserker’ You have survived certain death, acquired a Legacy Branch, have slain an enemy four advancements above you and more importantly, you have attained Primordial Power. 

The Cursed Undying Berserker is a berserker that has died before, and they aren’t afraid to confront the very concept of death. They are someone that uses their Primordial Power to store their memories in a vessel, in order to live on and be nigh unkillable. They embody the meaning of undying, as lifespan becomes meaningless. And they will always repay the pain they are given, for undying does not mean painless. A Cursed Undying Berserker is a class that has not been seen in over ten millennia. There have only been two Cursed Undying Berserkers 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 Undying Berserker skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.] 

Amber blinked. It was a lot stronger than she thought. If she stored her consciousness in some type of object, it seemed that she’d be able to live regardless of what happened to her. 

Her hand wandered to her neck, her heart was rushing now more than ever. If she had that class, being decapitated wouldn’t be an issue. She would be able to fight through anything so long as she still had resources to expend. She would be an undying warrior, someone who could push their limits to new heights without worrying for her life. 

It was… enticing. 

More than enticing. 

It was the promise of being able to do what she wanted from now on. The promise of being able to take any risk head on without worries. The promise of having a restarting point if things went wrong. There was still real risk, she could still die, and while many would take this opportunity and retire, having achieved pseudo-immortality, Amber didn’t see it as safety or as a way to live easily. 

Rather she saw it as a way to go to the Land of Demons and fight to her heart’s content against creatures 300 levels above her. She saw it as the chance to struggle in hellish places and experience that joy. 

It was… tempting. 

Her hand trembled as she extended it towards the prompt, but she paused. She had to consider the other options carefully. 

The first class stood out to her, but at the same time, she felt that Cursed Undying Berserker was better no matter how she looked at it. And while there was a chance she would lose her Inexorable Skills, undying would probably provide a lot more benefits to make up for it. 

While Enlightened Inexorable Berserker would allow her to reach new heights, and different peaks of strength ⁠— probably allow her to be even stronger by the end of things than with Cursed Undying Berserker, it was still a bizarre option. 

However, she wasn’t going to reject it because of that, that would be idiotic. It was a fact that it was great, but the idea of Cursed Undying Berserker interested her way more. Even if there was a bit of doubt in regards to existentialism. 

It just felt right for her. 

The ability to push herself to her heart’s content was unlike anything she had been offered before. 

Amber smiled and reached her hand for the notification but paused at the end. 

There was no way to see if it was a special advancement or not. And that was odd. No, more than odd. The System tended to inform her of particularities, so why hadn’t it said anything?  

It just didn’t feel right. It was a great option, but it also wasn’t all that tailored towards her specifically. 

She could make it into something amazing, but the main thing about the class was dying; not pushing her limits, not being unstoppable, not something else. Something was missing. 

Amber tapped a finger on her chin. 

Between the three classes, Cursed Undying Berserker was objectively the best even if it didn’t fit her like a glove. 

And yet. It felt wrong. 

Shouldn’t she be able to tell her advancement option was special from the get go? That was how the System had behaved so far. 

Yet, there was nothing of the like here. Which made Amber frown even more. Did it mean she was unworthy of getting a special advancement, even though the mage she had killed had it? Even though she had defeated multiple level 300s? Did that mean that these advancements were the best she could do? 

Sure some of her feats were with assistance, but she was sure of one thing. 

No one in her position would have been able to survive that, let alone come out on top. Even with Frei’s assistance post-decapitation, other people would have died. 

And yet, the System thought she was unworthy? 

“But I’m not unworthy…” 

She frowned even more, growing more upset at the second. None of her advancement options were truly special, none of them were a custom class or something that truly suited her. The closest was Enlightened Inexorable Berserker, and it didn’t feel like it was made for her specifically. None of them truly were.  

They were great but they weren’t something that she wanted to choose from the bottom of her heart. 

She grew more and more frustrated. She was now just in the black void, standing there, all while the given options waited for her, and yet it still didn’t feel right. 

She had cleared the requirements for her level 200 advancement even before seeing them. 

She had survived so many situations and gotten such a unique option for her Legacy Branch, an option that was truly aimed at her. And yet here it wasn’t the case. 

It wasn’t right. 

“I’m Amber, call me arrogant, but aside from someone of the caliber of Ishtar whose legend is still spoken about tens of thousands of years later, I haven’t learned of anyone with similar achievements. I’m only level 200 and yet I’ve done so much…” 

She closed her eyes, as Essence ignited on her hand, and she began to draw runes in the air. 

“I’ve learned Essence, I’ve ventured into magic to learn to control it better; not something that even Asil did. Not something that the Cursed Magical Berserker did. I am friends with three primordials. I could have ruled Cytel. All in less than two years of being here.” 

She breathed. 

“I deserve a special advancement… last time you offered me a unique class, yet this time I’ve been offered things that don’t truly suit me.” 

It was weird to say, her advancement options weren’t bad, and yet unlike previous advancements, there was no obvious one that was truly right for her. 

“So tell me System, what makes me undeserving of undergoing this special class advancement?” 

She asked the air, and her voice lingered for more than a minute as the frown on her face faltered. Self doubt began to kick in. Maybe, she didn’t deserve it, and maybe this was the best she could do⁠— 

And another vision came. Her senses dulled as she found herself under the starry world of Ill’hine. But it didn’t last long as a loud explosion echoed. 

Amber turned and saw a gigantic demon flying across the landscape, half of its body missing. And then it crashed into a mountain, exploding it into a million bits. Flying across the environment, she saw a Primordial Spirit and it was none other than Sid’fril. 

[Special Advancements can only be undertaken once, for they change every single advancement afterwards permanently.] 

Amber nodded at what the System was saying as she was teleported to the base of the exploded mountain. The demon had shrunk to the size of a human, he had black and purple scales and looked like a lithe man and the pressure she felt was… 

Amber gulped. 

She was a mere few meters away from him, and even though the bloodlust was not aimed at her, it still felt the same as when Val’leri first confronted her. It was reminiscent of a god. 

“Show yourself, primordial scum!” the demon shouted, his voice sending rumbles across the landscape. 

And Sid’fril appeared above him and kicked down, a loud explosion resounding as Amber somehow saw through the dust and saw him lifting his shining and glowing hand. 

[Special Advancements are tied to the individual’s achievements and are exponentially harder to get the more achieved you are, for the power they grant is extraordinary.] 

Sid’fril punched as a flaming pillar erupted into the night sky, thousands of meters in the air. Reminiscent of Primordial Blazing Bolt but stronger. But the demon tanked it and turned, punching back with a hit that blew out her eardrums. Amber actually bled and her bones cracked. Sid’fril simply grunted and kicked back. 

In an instant, she found herself witnessing a flurry of attacks being exchanged that sent shockwaves throughout the environment. Shockwaves that could’ve easily killed her if it hadn’t been a vision. 

And yet, in spite of the overwhelming strength of both gods, one was clearly winning. 

Sid’fril punched and dislocated the demon’s jaw. He stumbled back before being kneed, his spine breaking and splattering blood into the background as he grinned. 

“You’re weak.” 

Sid’fril hit his head and the demon recoiled. Amber found herself drawn in. Adrenaline pumping through her body as the demon regenerated and counterattacked. 

“Destruction!” 

A deluge of curses blasted everything in a cone, engulfing Amber and she shuddered. For the first time she doubted her ability to tank curses. But at the same time, this was the pinnacle of power. And it probably was still somewhat far away from it. 

“You’re the weak one, little lamp.” 

The demon cocked his fist and punched. 

She heard an ugly crunch as Sid’fril spat black blood before he was blasted into the ground, the world splitting open as magma erupted. The demon plunged right into it, chasing after the primordial. 

[Special Advancements are only offered to those that the System deems extraordinary.] 

Amber’s heart was rushing, she was unable to comprehend how much danger she was in. All she could sense was the intensity of the fight, and she wanted to see more as she heard loud explosions underground. Yet, the System refused to let her see it for some reason. For some frustrating reason⁠— 

A torrent of magma exploded as the demon went flying into the sky, and Sid’fril teleported and balled both of his fists as he swung down. Sending the demon into the mountain and making it erupt. Her heart skipped a beat. 

She had done such a move before, but it was nowhere near as destructive. In fact, it didn’t even compare. 

Amber observed as the battle raged on, as both sides engaged and tore through the environment. Her heart reaching greater excitement before Sid’fril landed a good hit on his throat⁠— and he tore. 

The demon gagged, blood splattering as Sid’fril grabbed him by the neck, and he healed. Amber’s heart was beating like never before. 

“You are merely angry that you cannot interfere in Vir, lest the First Demon will cause a stir.” 

Sid’fril’s face distorted with rage as he grabbed the demon and threw him across the starry landscape. His throw broke the sound barrier as he extended his hand forward and made a bow of blue flames. It was familiar to her, and yet she was looking forward to what Sid’fril could manage. 

“I’m angry that you tried to mess with Amber’s core advancement,” he said. “She will deal with the Demon of Genesis. That’s why I’m here.” 

She paused, that demon was the one that had offered her power? 

But before she could react, Sid’fril shot a Primordial Blazing Bolt, one that streaked across the sky in record time. 

[Special Advancements change an individual’s fate, for better or for worse. Are you sure you can shoulder the burden?] 

The arrow in the distance hit as the environment became engulfed in blue, like a nuclear bomb the shockwave felled trees and destroyed everything in its path. 

And as the blast reached her, the vision ended. A notification appeared in front of her, awaiting her response. 

Amber, seeing everything that had happened before her, made her decision. She made the decision that she wanted to reach such heights. 

“I can.” 

And a notification came. 

[You have met the requirements for the Special Class Advancement: Accursed Primordial Human. 

You have initiated the first of many steps towards godhood. An Accursed Primordial Human is a human who has gone above and beyond their limits, striving for things only gods consider possible. There have been less than ten Accursed Primordial Humans in the history of the world, this includes every single Cursebearer type class. 

Your class shall display to others as Cursed Berserker. 

WARNING: Every subsequent Class Advancement under this class will have extra requirements to initiate. 

WARNING: This is a decision you cannot back out of. 

WARNING: If your body is not ready for this class you may die. 

Would you like to acquire this class? Bonuses to stats will be applied, Accursed Primordial Human skills will become available on future level ups. Current Skills may see change. Class Advancement paths may be lost.] 

Amber saw all the text, she read it all, and she grinned. The warnings didn’t matter, not now anyway, because… 

This was what she wanted. 

Without hesitation, Amber accepted the class. 

[ You have gained the special class: Accursed Primordial Human ⁠— Cursed Berserker…] 

And a myriad of notifications came, as she grinned from excitement before her body began to change. 


Chapter 34.

Amber was still in a curtain of darkness. She was still in the immaterial void of the Class Advancement room⁠. Or whatever it actually was. She didn’t have time to ponder about things, because right now she was screaming in pain. She could feel her body tearing apart, the feeling was similar to pulling a muscle but it was across her entire body.

And it was damn unbearable.

She unleashed a guttural scream into the void as she stared at the first notification that came.

[ You have gained the special class: Accursed Primordial Human ⁠— Cursed Berserker 

Vitality +300 

Strength +300 

Dexterity +300 

Endurance +300 

Intelligence +300 

Wisdom +300 

Natural recovery has increased by 300%. 

Body enhancements are 300% more effective. 

Wounds heal three times faster out of battle. ] 

The body enhancement bonus hadn’t changed from the last class, however, the attribute bonus was now almost five times higher than Cursed Inexorable Berserker’s. And Amber could feel it, she could feel her core shifting and changing, she could feel her bones breaking and remaking themselves, her muscles were tearing apart and reforming.

She didn’t know why her stats weren’t changing, but something about her was changing. Something a lot more intrinsic to what she was.

She screamed, hearing a horrid cracking coming from her being, confusing her. She wasn’t growing stronger, in fact; she couldn’t exactly sense what was changing about her. Nor could she even understand why.

Did it have to do with the class? Accursed Primordial Human?

It most definitely does. Amber gritted her teeth as the changes continued, there were cracks, sharp pains, and even she could’ve sworn she felt her core crumble into pieces before it regenerated. But soon enough, it finished and she was left a panting, sweaty mess. Her brown hair covering most of her vision.

“What the fuck happened…” Amber asked the air, her breaths heavy.

She took a look at her skills, given the amount of notifications, and she noticed something that somewhat shocked her.

Every single skill that had the word curse, was renamed to ‘accursed’, the only skills that were not changed were her inexorable skills and Quick Dash. She had noticed a few changes before the torturous process of her getting her class started, but she didn’t think it’d be everything.

Amber took a look at some of her other skills.

[New Core Skill! You have learned Accursed Reignition⁠ 4th Rank — level 7.

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 hour. The higher the skill level, the lower its cooldown.

You may use Primordial Power to ignore the cooldown of this skill once, this includes the ranks of the skill. You may use Primordial Power or Mana thereafter to trigger the skill.

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 2 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. ]

The skill remained the same, except for one thing and one thing only; she could now use Essence to forego the cooldown of her skill and its ranks. And since each rank ⁠— that could be activated ⁠— had its own cooldown, she could use Essence a lot. It also seemed that the skill had grown stronger in general.

Amber took a look at a different skill and it had the same story.

[New Core Skill! You have learned Accursed Recovery 5th Rank — level 1.

The curses fuel you. You regenerate stamina and health when affected by a curse. The higher the skill level the more effective the skill is.

You may use Primordial Power to ignore the cooldown of this skill once, this includes the ranks of the skill. You may use Primordial Power or Mana thereafter to trigger the skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— Thrice a day, the skill can enter overdrive, doubling its effect for 45 minutes.

3rd Rank ⁠— Curses that hit you will instantly heal you.

4th Rank ⁠— The closer to death you are the more effective the skill becomes.

5th Rank ⁠— Critical injuries are healed with three times the speed and limbs can be reattached with great ease. ]

And even Quick Dash had its description affected.

[Quick Dash 5th Rank — level 1.

Your prayers have been answered and you’ve obtained a proper dash skill after using your bash skill to dash. You may now use it wrongly and bash things instead. Gain a quick burst of speed upon use.

You may use Primordial Power to ignore the cooldown of this skill once, this includes the ranks of the skill. You may use Primordial Power or Mana thereafter to trigger the skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— At a moderate mana cost double the speed of the dash.

3rd Rank ⁠— At a considerable mana cost you may teleport the distance of the enhanced dash.

4th Rank ⁠— the teleport cooldown has been halved.

5th Rank ⁠— At the cost of doubling the mana consumption you may teleport a second time after the first teleport.]

Every single one of her skills had been impacted by the change. It was a qualitative change in her skill set that interlinked every single class skill with Essence. Sure, there were no new skills, but every single skill had gotten a cooldown reset, which made her gulp. It was an insane change, better than what a new skill or two could have offered her. Then, she sensed a new skill available to her within her core. Something she knew how to use. It was reminiscent of Aspect of Crimson and it was called.

Accursed Knowledge.

Not only did it allow her skills to be enhanced by Essence within reason, it also allowed for something more. Something a lot more important.

Curses now directly interacted with Essence.

It was a bit of a cryptic thing, but Amber understood what it meant because she was the one to receive the skill. And what it did, was nothing short of amazing.

Since it would allow her to make curses with Essence, which meant⁠— creating new curses. That prospect was absolutely terrifying. Amber found herself giddy on her spot, sweat covering her body and⁠— blood too. Yet she didn’t care. It was just amazing.

“And this is just the first step to godhood?”

She couldn’t believe it. At this point, her Essence interacted with almost every single skill available to her, and this was just the beginning. It was hard to even comprehend to some extent, because if this was just the beginning, what other things would she get access to? What other things would she be able to do?

It was something she didn’t have the answers to, but it was also something that made her feel a particular way about things. On one hand it was exciting, on the other hand it was daunting. After all, it just went to show how far away she was from the power gods like Ax’thra wielded.

Even after so long, she was merely but a step in. That said, she was quite sure this was considered record time for the world. So she was proud of herself. Proud of what she had achieved. Admittedly, she had always been proud.

Amber smiled and closed her eyes, and she was shaken awake.

She stared at the bright sun and at Frei looking at her with wide eyes, and Amber was utterly confused by the sudden shift.

“What?”

Remmel was looking at her with curiosity while Aveline looked concerned, and Frei looked more relieved than anything as a sigh left her.

“You really surprised me there, just look around,” Frei said, her eyes closing.

Amber turned and saw blood. Blood everywhere. She paused, and saw a bloody trail from the carriage all the way to where she was lying.

“You just started screaming…” Aveline quietly said. “We thought something bad happened during your advancement, since they normally take a couple of seconds, but you were non-responsive…”

Amber blinked. “Oh, huh.”

She looked around, and she even saw pieces of her skin. Yet when she touched her own flesh it felt as soft as ever. Her hair looked as if it had just been recently washed as well. Yet she saw clumps here and there.

“Did my body fall apart or something?”

“Sort of,” Frei said, shaking her head. “Though I did get a glimpse of your class so I wasn’t too worried.”

Amber frowned, wondering if something had gone wrong.

“Is it Cursed Berserker now?”

“It was only for a fraction of a second,” Frei clarified. “Don’t worry about it.”

Amber relaxed hearing that and finally Remmel grumbled, stomping on the ground to show his annoyance as he spat. “What kind of fucking Class Advancement makes your flesh melt, for fucks sake. At least act concerned.”

“A very good Class Advancement, of course,” Amber grinned at him, making him groan.

Then Amber, finally decided that she didn’t actually want to explain herself ⁠— nor did she care to do so ⁠— so instead, she teleported to a lake that wasn’t too far away from her. Even though it was about two hundred meters away, she had no trouble sensing it, which was already a new change.

She had a lot more important things on her mind after all.

Amber peered down the lake and stared down. Part of her felt unsure if she was even still human, but looking down, she felt reassured. Though she paused. Surprise passed through her brain, before she chuckled.

“Talk about a glow up.”

Her skin was free of imperfections now, and her jawline looked slightly more defined in an elegant way. The same went for her eyes which looked clearer, and her features were slightly more symmetrical though not reaching uncanny valley territory.

“I’m definitely a lot more attractive now,” she said, grinning.

What kind of woman didn’t like a makeover after all? In spite of how insane she was, she was still someone who liked looking good, but she quickly paused as she admired herself. Because one thing had also changed. A small frown settled on her now prettier face.

“The scar on my neck is gone.”

She touched it, feeling it around⁠. Then, she turned to look at her body, removing her bloody armor. All of the minor imperfections on her skin were gone, even the small scars she had gotten back on Earth from her random adventures were no longer present.

And as she had noted before, her hair was silky as if it had just been washed, which she examined with curiosity. Finally, she met her own eyes and noticed something interesting. There was a glow to them, not figuratively but literally, even if it was hard to notice.

She leaned closer to her reflection, almost sinking her nose into the water as she peered deep into her eyes. And indeed it was there. Deep within her pupils there was a blue glow, one that seemed to be pulsating. She paused at that.

“Huh…”

That was definitely the biggest change by far. And it was enough for her to take a further look at things, because she clearly had changed, and drastically so.

Amber opened her status for the first time in a long while, and what she saw made her eyes go wide.

[Name: Amber | Level: 203 | Title: Abyssal Lord

Class: Accursed Primordial Human (Cursed Berserker) | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Race: Fledgling Primordial Human (Unranked)

Legacy Branch: Primordial Demonic Blood

Stats:

Vitality: 1693

Strength: 1566

Dexterity: 1546

Endurance: 925

Intelligence: 923

Wisdom: 1095

Free Core Skill Slots: 1 | Core Skills:

[Accursed Reignition - 4th Rank Lvl. 7], [Quick Dash - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Accursed Creation - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Inexorable Momentum - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Inexorable Body - Lvl. 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Accursed Strength - 4th Rank Lvl. 3], [Accursed Recovery - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Accursed Battery - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Accursed Rage Synergy - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Inexorable Manipulation - 5th Rank Lvl. 1]

Legacy Branch Skills:

[Crimson Fervor - 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [Crimson Fuel - 3rd Rank Lvl. 1], [Crimson Venom. Lvl. 10], [Crimson Sense - 2nd Rank Lvl. 7], [Crimson Destruction. - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Crimson Break. - 2nd Rank Lvl. 3], [Crimson Cry. Lvl. 1], [Blood Catalyst. Lvl. 1], [Demonic Frenzy. Lvl. 1]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Abyssal Channel], [Appraisal. Lvl. 3], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 4th Rank Lvl. 10], [Elemental Resistance - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Magical Resistance - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Sharp Instincts - 5th Rank Lvl. 1], [Quick Recovery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 10].] 

“What the fuck…”

That was her first reaction, almost all her attributes were in the four digits now. And not only that, but she actually wasn’t even human, at least not fully. Hell, she didn’t even know that it was possible to change one’s race via advancements. She had also gotten an extra Core Skill slot, much to her shock. Which would come in insanely useful for her new class skills.

“Still, what does Unranked even mean?”

No, that didn’t matter right now. She didn’t care too much about learning about whatever new thing the System had thrown at her, even if there were a lot of things about her advancement she didn’t understand. Nor did she care to explore her new Legacy Branch skills either. Because right now, all she felt like doing was marveling at her stats. And so she did, her heart rushing faster and faster by the moment. Her body felt renewed, and more importantly, she still felt like herself. Even though she had changed, she was still Amber.

A small laugh left her, she just felt great. She felt happy. This time, she felt more than confident about facing the Archmage, and she was quite sure now, he’d never be able to take her head.

Amber leaned back and fell on the grass, uncaring of whatever delays to the journey she was causing.

“Hopefully the path to godhood doesn’t mean I’ll become a lamp,” she said to herself.

Even if it was a silly idea introduced by Liz it still made her a bit wary. Though maybe if that happened, she’d still be able to go back to her original appearance? She didn’t see why that wouldn’t be the case⁠— given gods were all-mighty and all. So, maybe that wasn’t even a worry.

Amber sensed a disturbance in the mana in the air, and she turned her head, seeing Frei teleport. Her elven companion had a weird expression.

“You know, I never thought your advancement would be that good,” she said eyeing. “Was it a special advancement?”

“It was.” Amber nodded before smiling. “And I’m not even human anymore, isn’t that great?”

Frei’s eyes widened. “Wait what?”

Amber laughed, but didn’t explain. It was something that she shouldn’t explain. Not to Frei who had an active vow with the Arcane Council. Instead, she stood up and peered at Frei, who seemed taken aback.

“What is it?”

“Which school of magic do you follow, Archmage Frei? The Analyst or the Instinctual?”

She paused at the question, a mixture of shock and embarrassment passing through her face.

“So you went to the magic academy…”

“So?” Amber prodded.

“Analyst,” Frei said, with a sigh. “Do ya want me to teach ya or something?”

Amber grinned. “Yep, but there is something I need help with, given I didn’t get to memorize all the runes in existence and I still kinda suck at writing them.”

With her new body, surely the things that weren’t possible before would be possible. And she wanted to go all in with them. Given she had one of the most prestigious minds in the world of magic by her side, there was no way she wouldn’t make use of that opportunity.

“You see, I need you to make a full schematic of runes for bodily enhancement.”

Frei frowned. “For your armor? You do know that it’ll be gone as soon as you break it unless we change the base of the item right? Not only that but the efficiency of the transfer will be quite poor, it’s just going to be a waste of resources.”

“Not for my armor.” Amber shook her head. “I mean for my body, more specifically for my bones, since my flesh is a bit too exposed.”

At that, the elf paused. “Your… bones?”

“Well, I figure I should be resistant enough as a base material.” Amber shrugged. “Given my advancement and all. There are a few changes you’ll need to make to the runes; or a few rules you’ll have to break.”

Amber smiled and Frei seemed a lot more taken aback. Which was odd to her, surely the idea of self-mutilation for power wasn’t that strange to her, right? Frei had leveled up her resistances via asking others to hit her, so Amber didn’t see why it was that strange.

“That’s… I don’t know if I recommend that…”

“Just help me with it, we’ll do it together,” Amber reassured. “I’ve been wanting to do it since I got the idea, so don’t worry.”

She walked past the very awkward Frei, and pondered for a second, and looked towards the elf, turning rather serious.

“By the way, how do you think I’d do in a spar against you now?”

“A spar?” Frei frowned, thinking before closing her eyes. “It’d be a hard battle but I’d still win, but there is no doubt in my mind that most level 300s would lose to you at this point.”

“Is that so?”

“That’s right.” Frei sighed. “Which is abnormal to think about, given every advancement makes one stronger and stronger. I hear that a level 350 stands absolutely no chance against someone who is level 400.”

Amber nodded. It certainly made sense. Each of her advancements were snowballing into each other, and so it only made sense that as one climbed the ladder the more powerful they were.

Her goals were far beyond level 400, or level 500, so she didn’t find the idea daunting at all. If anything, it just made her a lot more eager to push her limits and defy what is considered normal.

But Amber had things to do. She was now a wanted criminal inside the Sacred Forest, so first things first she had to send a message to King Octavius in order to not get Cytel in trouble. Remmel could definitely help with that.

Second top priority things were; finding out more about her new limits and gaining a full understanding of what her advancement gave her, because it wasn’t as simple as it seemed. There was also looking into her Legacy Branch, since she had neglected to do that. And lastly, there was getting further away from the Sacred Forest. Thankfully, she believed she could do all of those things at once.

And finally, while it was the least pressing thing, it was also the most important thing in the long term. And that was, figuring out what her next goal was. Something as abstract as enhancing her body, or reaching level 250 wasn’t going to cut it, not without a concrete end goal.

A frown settled on her face. Like killing the Demon of Genesis.

“Is the Demon of Genesis only level 300?” Amber asked Frei.

If it was that level, then maybe she didn’t even need to grow stronger. Maybe she could kill it and finally kill Oracle as well, finally vindicating herself. Amber gritted her teeth.

Frei paused before closing her eyes, seemingly resolving herself.

“No, I’ve dug for information since I told you about it,” she said. “I’m sorry for not updating you on it.”

“Right, what is his level?” Amber didn’t feel like the apology was needed.

Frei met her gaze. “As of a week ago, the Demon of Genesis is confirmed to be level 377 by the Saints of Truth, who sold the information.”

Amber frowned. “Are the Saints of Truth killing it?”

“More like keeping it at bay…” Frei said awkwardly. “There is no doubt in my mind that if you tried to kill it, you’d become their target too.”

Amber remembered Frei had mentioned something about that, but she thought that the circumstances would have changed at this point. So I have to be at least level 250 for this, if not 300. Which means that I definitely have to grow stronger.

Amber turned around, smiling.

She had to get even better with Essence, get her next advancement⁠— and more importantly get Frei to help her with her body enchanting plans.

Things that previously were problems in the past, weren’t problems anymore. And even if she still had looming problems, now she felt more confident than ever. Because now, she had taken her first step towards godhood.

While it probably only got harder from here, she welcomed it. But she couldn’t bask in her happiness all day ⁠— as much as she wanted to.

I have things to do after all. Problems to deal with, and things to look into. She grinned.

And so, Amber set off. All with the primary goal of growing stronger.


Chapter 35.

Frei was still in disbelief. Amber had received a Special Advancement. Or rather, it was better to say that she had achieved it. And while yes, Amber was extraordinary in all measures, getting a Special Advancement was the equivalent of getting into the hall of fame for magic. Except, given Amber was extraordinary, it was more like getting into the hall of fame and then doing it two more times.

That was how ridiculous the notion was, and how difficult it was. The payoff was equivalent to the difficulty, and it was clear that Amber had gotten a more than suitable reward.

Accursed Primordial Human. Frei smiled to herself, suppressing a snicker. If the council found out about this, they’ll throw a damn fit. All the more reason for me to grow stronger. So I can aid her when the time comes…

She had yet to get her Special Advancement, but given she had been unremarkable until level 300, she was quite sure that this advancement would allow her to attain one. Though that didn’t matter, because hers was never going to be as insane as Amber’s. Amber’s advancement unsettled her.

Her body had changed. And while it was a subtle change, anyone who had seen it in real time would have been able to tell. That wasn’t all either, Amber was behaving differently. She was a lot more confident, and while it was normal for it to happen after an advancement, it wasn’t usually this pronounced.

In short, Amber had changed. But that wasn’t what unsettled her, it was Amber’s presence. For lack of a better word, Frei felt tense around the woman now. As if wronging her would lead to deep consequences. And that feeling wasn’t tied to the contract she had made, but rather to something deeper.

A feeling of inferiority. She knew exactly what it was, yet even though it bruised her pride a bit, it didn’t take long for her to dismiss her feelings and instead become happy. This was the woman she had chosen as the “end point” to her search. This was her last hope. And it seemed that she had made the right choice.

Still, Frei was shocked.

I feel inferior in spite of being almost three advancements above her. How ridiculous is that? Of course, she didn’t understand what an Accursed Primordial Human actually was, but given Amber had stopped being human ⁠— in her own words ⁠— it only made sense.

She looked at Amber, who was a few meters away. She seemed to be thinking, though that didn’t last long because she seemed to resolve herself shortly after.

“You really are extraordinary,” Frei muttered only for herself.

Amber teleported away. According to what she could sense, she went away back to Remmel and the lovely Aveline, and so Frei followed suit, summoning her new staff and using it to follow after her master.

* * *

Aveline couldn’t believe the reactions of others. Remmel was angry, Frei just looked fascinated, and Amber had just dismissed it⁠— they all had severely underreacted to the fact that Amber’s body had quite literally fallen apart before their very eyes. Sure, it was a gradual thing and not a completely brutal process that reduced her to bone, but even then, she still felt sick thinking about it.

It was truly horrifying. What kind of twisted and weird advancement would do that? Certainly not anything she had heard of in her entire life. Even the legends she was told about advancements would only grant different eye colors or slightly different appearances, nothing like this. There was also the fact that Amber had drastically changed too.

But if I have to suffer through that to look that good maybe I wouldn’t do it, Aveline shuddered at the thought of undergoing whatever Amber had felt⁠— and it was most definitely not something she’d ever be able to endure.

And Amber appeared in front of her causing Aveline to squeak.

“Oh huh, I was slightly off,” Amber said, confused, before turning away. “The skill behaves differently if I’m not using mana? Interesting.”

Aveline looked at Amber, appalled. She was now trying to analyze her own advancement rather than worrying about her body.

“Are you not concerned?” she asked, after some hesitation. “Your body fell apart and you look different now.”

Aveline didn’t know what she expected, but she didn’t expect for Amber to calmly look back at her ⁠— hand still on her chin ⁠— before letting it drop and shrugging.

“Well, when the System forces you to stop being human, I think that much is expected.”

Stop being human? Aveline’s brain paused hearing that. What does that even mean⁠— And finally, she processed it as her jaw dropped open. It didn’t make sense logically, it didn’t make sense at all, but Amber’s neck scar was gone.

And her body had completely fallen apart just moments before.

“What…” she finally said.

A chuckle left Amber and she went off to talk to Remmel, who still seemed highly displeased.

“Ya done waiting for us to get into trouble or what?”

“I wanna write a letter to King Octavius, can you get it delivered to him?” Amber asked, uncaring of what he had just said. “Unless it’s too much for you?”

“It’s not,” Remmel said, offering a piece of paper. “Let’s leave quickly, I don’t want to get in another scuffle with the guards of the Sacred Forest.”

“If they were bandits or something, I wouldn’t mind, but I think it’s best if we avoid unnecessary deaths.” Amber grabbed the paper and produced a pen as well as her sword to write on. “That said, I don’t think you care for morals.”

“I don’t.”

Amber shrugged and began to write at incredible speed, then finished and folded the paper. Remmel on the other hand, just accepted the letter, and then he himself wrote something on the outside before burning it with black flames.

“There, he’ll get it in about a day’s time,” he said. “Given he’s a bit hard to reach right now and all that.”

Amber began to walk towards the carriage. “Good enough for me, I don't want my actions to spark a war after all.”

“That would only mean more business for me so⁠—”

“Yes, I get it, you don’t give a shit, let’s go,” Amber said, a hint of irritation in her voice that⁠—

Gave Remmel and Aveline pause. It made her nervous, even, and Remmel, he lightly shivered hearing her. But he simply grumbled and followed after her. Meanwhile, Aveline’s heart was beating fast, incredibly so. She wasn’t that scared of Amber, but she was wary of Remmel turning his rage onto her.

He was definitely the man to do so⁠—

A hand touched her shoulder and she shrieked.

“Eek⁠—”

“Don’t worry, I quite like your class, so if Mr Assassin bothers you I’ll help you out,” Frei said.

The elf had been overly friendly with her, and perhaps it was for good reason. But her reassurance didn’t help much, even if Frei had the best interests for Amber at heart, it didn’t mean that that extended to her.

For all I know she just sees me as a tool to help Amber… Then Aveline paused. But isn’t that what I am to Remmel? I guess it’s not a bad thing…

Her previous life was over, so she supposed that she had to choose whose tool she should be. Whether it was to be loyal to the selfish assassin who saved her life and now exploited her, or to the surprisingly kind berserker she had tried to exile from the place she called home.

“This is all too complicated,” Aveline finally said, sighing and walking towards the carriage. “But we’ll see what happens, I suppose.”

Frei chuckled. “Indeed we will.”

And with that, they hit the road once more.

* * *

Amber looked at the assassin who was staring at the road at the front of the carriage. And right now, she was keenly aware of one fact, and one fact only.

Remmel was upset. No, that was an understatement. He was pissed.

And that was bad. Pretty damn bad in fact.

Worst part is the only way he’ll be happy is if he gets things out of this. Even then he’ll still be mildly upset after the fact, Amber understood him. He doesn’t care for doing the right thing or making it up to me.

Which means one thing and one thing only. A frown settled on her face.

Once he’s done “making it up to me”, he will try to eventually find a loophole to get back at me or worse…

She fixated on the man. If she ever began to truly get more out of him than he was getting out of her⁠— or rather if that kept happening, there was only one outcome that would happen.

He’ll try to get rid of me.

She shook her head. For now, Remmel was nice to have around ⁠— given he was useful to her ⁠— but she wasn’t so sure about staying in the Obsidian Rose long term unless she figured out a way to keep Remmel happy. Either that, or he’d find a way to keep himself happy⁠.

He can always find opportunity elsewhere and be happy being my ally or doing his own thing and consider this a sunken ship.

In the end, she was overly wary of Remmel after the chaos she had gone through. And maybe she was being overly skeptical and paranoid, but that was fine for now.

Aveline, on the other hand was nice. Good company and possibly very trustworthy. She was also incredibly reliable, so those were all positives. The problem was, once more, Remmel and his ties with her. But she was certain of one thing.

Aveline would refuse to do anything that would negatively affect her— unless of course, she was forced to do so.

Well, there was no use in lingering too long on it. Right now, she had to focus on herself more than anything. Her advancement had changed her body a lot, so she had to explore it.

First things first, notifications I missed— and Amber paused, having a random thought.

Can Essence skills be berserker-related? She frowned. So far I’m kind of like half a warrior and half a mage. Sure, while Essence granting me access to magic is nice, I want more than just that.

Using Essence to make something better than Inexorable Body or enter a frenzy state… That was what she wanted. Otherwise she’d end up becoming some kind of generalist mage that had no reason to use her sword, which she disliked.

She also had to give more priority to System skills and leveling them, so she added that to her priority list. She had a sense that if she continued focusing on Essence she’d end up sidelining the System. It was already happening a bit, which was something she didn’t want to do.

“Well, nothing wrong with adding more things to my plate,” Amber whispered to herself.

Finally, she took a look at the first notification.

[Due to their strength, Core Skills for Accursed Primordial Human will now be granted or offered every 25 levels. Legacy Branch Skills shall remain at the same frequency.]

That was a first, but also something that made her excited. If the System had to hold back so she wouldn’t be absurdly strong, then what kind of thing awaited her at level 225? She really wanted to know.

[As a Fledgling Primordial Human you shall now gain a Core Skill slot every 50 levels until you have 20 Core Skills.]

That was certainly exciting. And there was more.

[As a Fledgling Primordial Human you shall receive the opportunity to evolve your being every 100 levels. This evolution is no different than a Class Advancement and will offer unique skills or additions to your being.]

In simple terms, it was a better Class Advancement. A much better one. And the idea itself excited her. In fact, it excited her to no end. Now, she had yet another thing to look forward to, and while it was most likely locked behind a quest, it also meant that it was yet another form of growing stronger.

[As an Accursed Primordial Human you now excel over curses and have almost complete domination over them.]

That was the final notification, but Amber couldn’t really tell what it meant just yet, given she felt exactly the same as before in regards to curses. There was definitely something she was missing. There were also other things she noticed that weren’t stated as well. For one, her mana seemed to be stronger. So, skills that required mana input used much less now. Which meant.

I need to get a charge skill…

There was actually so much she had to do, but if she could use curses like she could use Essence, then maybe she could even create her own skills. Which was something she definitely wanted to explore.

There were so many things she wanted to take a look at, it was kind of ridiculous. She had yet to take a look at her Legacy Branch skills, and unfortunately, they would have to wait. Because now, it was time for something more important.

Her core.

It had shattered and reformed multiple times during her Class Advancement. It surely had to have changed. The question was, did it change in any noticeable way?

Amber activated her Essence, just like she had done earlier to use Quick Dash with it ⁠— having opted to not use her mana that time ⁠— but this time she used it on the very familiar Advanced Blue Fire Manipulation skill which ignited into a stable blue flame.

“It feels exactly the same as before.”

Her advancement was System related so it did make sense it wouldn’t make her core more powerful or anything. But it did influence it beyond just granting her skills. Amber nodded to herself, and closed her eyes, peering within her own being.

For a second everything was dark, and then she found herself staring at her core. It was the familiar inner room of her being, and now she was standing there. A feat that she couldn’t achieve before.

Her core itself was almost the exact same size, except its surface was smooth like metal. Its flames seemed crispier almost, and it had lines, lines running across its surface. It was reminiscent of the lines present on Cursewelder or on Arkara’s Staff.

“So this is what godhood means for my core?”

It was a big change, yet it didn’t feel any different, which bothered her a bit, but she had a feeling she would get to understand a lot more things after her Core Advancement. Nothing in regards to her core seemed to have changed, not even the amount of Essence she had, which she didn’t mind at all. In fact, it only made her look forward to her Core Advancement because she was certain that it was going to be different this time around.

Amber took a deep breath and returned to the real world, before finally taking a look at things pertinent to her Legacy Branch.

The Legacy Branch of Primordial Demonic Blood.

She had been granted three skills. First was Blood Catalyst, which was incredibly straightforward and Amber considered it a pure utility skill.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! You have learned Blood Catalyst ⁠— level 1.

Your blood has become more than just blood and now has Primordial Power flowing through it. Therefore its contents can be converted into Primordial Power for you to use. Others’ lifeblood can be converted into Primordial Power upon shedding it.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

It was simple. Incredibly useful but simple. After all, who was she to complain about getting another way to restore her Essence?

The next skill was a lot more interesting. It was something she had seen coming, but it was something that she felt more than confident in handling. And that was Demonic Frenzy.

[New Legacy Branch Skill! You have learned Demonic Frenzy ⁠— level 1.

A beast lies within you. One that loves blood. One that awakens at your own blood being spilled, one that drinks the blood of the enemies, one that feels great pleasure from wreaking havoc.

Self-inflicted injuries cause a burst of strength and grant you the Curse of Hemorrhage. Injuries dealt to others rouse your Primordial Energy. The longer this skill is active, the stronger the bonuses it grants and the more unstable it becomes.

This skill takes twice the time in comparison to normal skills to level.]

A pureblooded berserker skill.

While it wasn’t the type of Frenzy skill she wanted ⁠— the one that the healer of the Saints of Truth had, or the one that the Abyssal Briroar had ⁠— it was still incredibly good. And it had an edge of danger that worried her too. Would she lose herself if a battle went on long enough? She didn’t know, she already had other skills that messed with her emotions.

She wanted to test it, but stabbing herself here was probably not a good idea. She didn’t think Remmel liked how bloody the carriage was now, considering it was sparkling clean when they first got in, so making it worse was definitely off the table.

Finally, there was the third skill she had gotten. An Essence skill and one that would most certainly greatly upset Sid’fril, and even bring a raised brow from Val’leri. Ax’thra⁠— knowing him⁠— probably would think it’s hilarious.

The skill was simple.

Demonic Blood Contract.

And much like Essence Pact, it allowed her to make demands of others. Though this one had a few more requirements, first it required total submission of the target, second it required her blood as a catalyst, and third it could only be used against a specific target.

Demons.

The skill also had another function, one that was probably the intended one; it also allowed her to make contracts with demons in general or more specifically, allow her to mend contracts offered to her by demons. In her understanding, regardless of how she used the skill she had to offer something in exchange, but if she was the one creating the contract the conditions could be a lot more demanding.

It was an interesting skill, one she didn’t quite welcome, but one that excited her simply because it opened new doors for her.

To betray the spirits and side with the demons… That had become an option now. Of course, she wasn’t Ishtar or anything, but the skill also had another meaning. Make demonic allies.

She was grateful to Sid, so she would never betray the spirits. Therefore, she would never take an equal or losing contract against a demon, however if a different opportunity arose, one where she was gaining more than she was losing, then…

She would take it.

Amber closed her eyes.

This skill is just a tool to be used like all the others.

Suddenly she felt excited at the prospect of exploiting the Demon of Genesis. And she felt even more excited about trying her new skills and capabilities. But she could do neither of those things at the moment.

Still, there was still something she could do.

Amber teleported to the front and right next to Remmel.

“Hey, I was wondering if I could get some information.”

“What is it?” he grumbled.

Amber held off the temptation of teasing him. Even if she wanted to annoy the shit out of him, it was better to not make his mood any worse.

“I want to know where I can level up in the Republic of Mercenaries and the general state of things.”

Remmel shook his head. “The entire country is under martial law, our best bet is to leave for Lathyzia immediately. At least as far as safety is concerned, but given you’re kind of insane guess that’s a no-go.”

“Rude,” she snorted.

Remmel sighed. “Anyway, I’ll look into some dungeons or whatever, there should be some belonging to fallen civilizations plus there is a spirit tower somewhere.”

He shook his head before putting his hand into his pocket and taking out a pair of envelopes.

“But for now you can have this. I haven’t reviewed the information in it, but it was curated by the people under me so it should be truthful...”

Amber blinked as she received the mysterious messages from him, however, his following words greatly excited her.

“The investigations you requested on Eisheth the Calamity and Ishtar the Exiled Emperor are complete.”


Chapter 36.

She is here…

I can sense her…

The Servant of Chaos, also known as the Demon of Chaos craned his head towards the horizon where the sun was currently rising. He set his gaze on the dawn of a new day, and he quickly frowned because of what he sensed afterwards.

And she has changed drastically…

Amber had become more. That was the whole reason he had even been able to sense her in the first place from such a distance. But he wasn’t worried about that, because he was certain of one thing.

He was now stronger than ever. Much stronger than he had ever been before. And this time, he had proper access to Essence unlike before. This time, Amber stood no chance against him. This time the person who had ruined him stood no chance.

He gritted his teeth, remembering what happened in Ill’hine, remembering what the Demon God he served had told him.

“You’ve failed to kill the person that the spirits favor twice, your subservience is no longer of use to me. Demon of Chaos.”

With those words, his contract had been broken. With those words, his life as he had known it had ended. Even though he tried to argue, even though his Demon God never made it known to him he wanted Amber dead⁠— even in spite of many things he was cast away. And all the other Demon Gods did too.

All of them…

And now, he was here in Vir. Having taken his last chance to take back what he had lost. Contracts were essential to demons, a core part of who they were. Not having a lord for long would spell the end of his existence.

The Servant of Chaos gritted his teeth and turned around where he saw the gigantic Demon of Genesis, white robed men lying at his feet as he laughed. In Ill’hine he wasn’t that much weaker than it, but here it was a different story. He had been working to regain his strength, but the Demon of Genesis was going much faster, because that was needed for Oracle’s plan.

Finally, his eyes landed on the man who had summoned him, who had a thoughtful gaze. Unfortunately, for him to act, he first needed to inform the man and have his departure be accepted, all because of the contract he had to accept.

All because he’s the pawn of the Demon Gods…

The Servant of Chaos approached, his steps heavy as they passed by the pools of blood from what had once been religious humans cursing their existences for bringing curses upon Vir. Though he didn’t care about that, all he cared about was that girl who had ruined his life.

“Oracle,” he said with a growl, his voice catching his attention. “I’ve sensed that woman who ruined your plans. I’ve sensed the woman I stated I want to kill in my contract conditions, Amber. I wish to depart now.”

Oracle paused, then ruffled his long white beard as he looked over skeptically.

“Are you strong enough to take her? She survived an encounter with these people before,” he gestured at the white-robed people. “And you’ve lost to her before.”

The Servant of Chaos laughed before turning serious.

“I’ve learned from my failures, and I know roughly how strong she is right now. There is no mistaking it…”

His voice lingered as he met Oracle’s gaze coldly.

“I’d crush her.”

“If you don’t wish to reach level 350 first, then go ahead,” Oracle said, turning back to the Demon of Genesis. “Then you shall return to help me with the summoning.”

“You humans don’t understand that there is more to power than the System.” He shook his head. “Numbers are merely trivial.”

With those words, the Servant of Chaos set off. He didn’t care in staying around and helping with the grand plans that the Demon of Genesis and Oracle had set up, and considering they were quite a ways away still, it didn’t matter for his contract.

Right now they were at the edge of the Republic of Mercenaries near the ocean, while Amber was right at the other edge of the republic, he could still sense her direction clearly. Such were the powers of the contract he had undertaken.

Even if it takes me more than a month to reach you…

He looked at the rising sun, his eyes narrowing.

Know that this time things will not go your way, Amber…

* * *

Amber yawned, she had already reviewed the information that had been provided to her, and there were a lot of things she made note of. First was Eisheth, also known as the Calamity.

Marking her words, the entire report about her was less than an entire sheet of paper. And it went as follows.

First, she was a woman with a horned helmet, and in the few accounts of her, she was referred to as a true demon, someone who was unkind and ruthless. Someone whose skin was red. It was said she traveled all eight continents and met every single primordial in the world at the time, but she vanished shortly after accomplishing that.

The only accounts of her legacy ⁠— based on nothing but legends and rumors passed through some tribes ⁠— is that she left a single divine artifact behind. One that is said to be lost to time, but whose location is rumored to be within one of Ishtar’s journals.

That information alone greatly interested Amber, but the last tidbit truly made her quite surprised.

‘Eisheth is rumored to be one of the few humans to have reached the level cap of 500; known as the last obtainable advancement.’

Perhaps it was universal knowledge to the natives of Vir, but she had never expected for a level cap to be there. Or more like a universal roadblock that no one publicly had gotten past. That greatly interested her. Because every single person who had passed through the Gate of Stars had done it as well

It had been opened a grand total of five times in history, as for whether multiple people could cross or not; she didn’t know.

As for Ishtar’s information, there was a lot to unpack. It even included his date of birth and his upbringing⁠— the entire report was twenty pages⁠— and close to half of it was his early life. He seemed completely ordinary until he disappeared for a year, and when he came back.

He had leveled over 200 times…

She frowned reading that. It was much faster than her, as for whether he did it with help or without, she didn’t know. The report went on to narrate how he killed the current emperor and taken back his kingdom, but that he grew bored of worldly pleasures ⁠— such as women ⁠— and soon enough he disappeared.

Yet, every time he reappeared or made a notable appearance he was considerably stronger. Unlike Eisheth there were no records of him ever meeting a Primordial Spirit. However, there were records of his journals and their locations.

One left in the Arthra forest inside of the tower…

It was a rumor, but there was no way Ax’thra hadn’t taken it for himself. Or wiped it from existence. She didn’t actually know how Ax’thra felt about those topics all that much, other than some kind of ambivalence towards demons. As for other locations, there were two in Arveil ⁠— in places she didn’t recognize ⁠— ten in the main continent and⁠—

More importantly.

There was one in the Republic of Mercenaries.

Many people had hunted for his journals for thousands of years and yet few had been found, in spite of the fact that each journal had clues towards other journals. So much so that it was rumored none actually remained, that it was a cruel joke by the infamous emperor. But apparently the existence of the remaining ones had been confirmed by the Primordial Spirit of Arveil and Lathyzia, the magic loving one. Words by Primordial Spirits were supposed to be absolute in the eyes of the natives⁠—

Plus, there is no point in lying about that.

She wished she could go and ask Val’leri but given she was at least a few weeks away, running would be a bit difficult. Maybe when she eventually learned long-range teleportation it would happen.

As for the location of the journal?

It’s in the sunken spirit tower of the Republic of Mercenaries.

While she didn’t have confirmation about it, she was quite sure it was in the same place where the Primordial Spirit had been sealed. Which wasn’t a huge deal because it most definitely received plenty of visitors, so her visiting it wouldn’t be enough to break a seal. If it worked like Asil’s seal she’d have to manually interfere with it, so as long as the journal wasn’t part of the seal she should be able to get her hands on it.

If it existed anyway.

The main allure to Ishtar’s journals was the knowledge and treasures offered within them. Some were said to contain portals to deadly dungeons which⁠— Amber wouldn’t mind taking actually. The idea of opening a book and ending up in god knows where sounded somewhat fun.

Plus there were a ton of ruins belonging to ancient civilizations she wanted to take a look at. Now all in all the journals didn’t sound too great, except that according to every single account that could be traced had one thing in common, regardless of whether it was information, teleportation to a dungeon or an artifact.

Finding a journal is as good as a Class Advancement on its own.

This was said by people who were level 300 and above according to the report, but the thing with the report was that it had its own footnotes and references. Meaning that she could, technically speaking, verify if it was telling the truth. And from what she could tell, if there was anything that Remmel was prideful about was his information network.

Meaning that if I get my hands on a journal I’ll actually benefit from it in a meaningful way. She closed her eyes with some excitement.

She wanted one.

She wanted to see what it would offer her.

But that would have to wait for a bit of time.

A small sigh left her, there were just so many things to look forward to. The scuffle that happened in the Sacred Forest was nothing but a memory for her now. She simply felt happy.

The report never mentioned anything about him summoning a Demon God. If it was such a historic event then, surely there would have been some records of it.

Though according to Remmel no such thing ever happened in the history of Vir.

Which means either it was erased from history or the vision was wrong…

Even if that aspect was disappointing, she had still gotten plenty of information and had also digested it. As for keeping Remmel idle? Of course not, she immediately requested for him to look into information about two more things.

First was the Primordial Spirit that had been chained up; of course she just told him what the spirit looked like and told him to figure it out given she still couldn’t really speak of it.

The second thing was a lot more straightforward.

How to summon demons.

She had gotten a skill for contracts, she was going to damn use it.

Amber smiled to herself, before she finally closed her eyes and rested. She wasn’t fatigued, nor was her mind, but her soul told her she needed it.

And so, listening to her deepest desires, she fell asleep.

* * *

Amber awoke from falling on the ground. Quite literally. The carriage had disappeared, and Frei helped her up with a pillar of darkness.

“Good, you’re awake at last, we’re here,” Remmel snorted. “You slept for two damn days.”

“Huh?”

Two days? Well that was a first. Maybe she had entered hibernation or something considering the cold temperature. In the end, she decided to not question whatever her body required and instead she looked ahead.

In the distance there was a rather small settlement. Well it most definitely had the population of a couple thousand but it didn’t compare to any of the cities inside of Cytel. She admired the crude architecture, which consisted of incredibly thick logs used for the barrier of the village.

There were outpost towers as well as wooden buildings peeking over it. It was almost nordic to her, and given the tundra-like surroundings, it felt just right. The settlement was the size of her thumb in the distance, so they were quite far away all things considered.

“Done admiring? Let’s go, I want to sleep in an actual bed,” Remmel said.

Aveline followed after him. Both of them in cloaks. Amber also took out the Cloak of the Twin Moons, which got Frei to give her a look.

“You know, with your level and presence, you may just pass as a member at this point,” she said before letting out a small chuckle.

Amber nodded in response, and smiled, having an idea.

“Maybe you can take me to those fancy places the council uses for leveling, we can pretend I’m your new partner.”

“That would get me killed, but I don’t think passing you off as a member is a bad idea. Your new class shows as Cursed Berserker and your Legacy Branch is strange enough to the point one won’t realize straight away⁠— your looks also changed,” Frei chirped. “Kinda jealous though.”

“I’m sure there is magic to improve one’s looks,” Amber waved dismissively.

“Yes, but it’ll dispel as soon as the caster runs out of mana, which happens often enough,” Frei sighed. “It’s a pain to get it just right, so redoing the transfiguration is a laborious process.”

“Is that so?”

“Indeed…”

Amber found herself conversing with Frei about magic of all things, and eventually they moved to discussing her bone carving plans. Apparently Frei already had a sketch with decently accurate proportions to her body, which was a great starting point.

So, they simply discussed what Amber wanted to get out of this, and she also explained how she wanted the runes laid out⁠— given Essence followed meaning rather than logic ⁠— which got a lot of:

“That won’t work.”

“That’ll certainly blow apart your rib and your lower back by making mana nodes.”

“No, that makes no sense, those runes would cause interference.”

Unfortunately, logic couldn’t be applied to these things and she made sure to remind Frei that this was for her body. Which the elven Archmage begrudgingly accepted. By the time they moved to actually drafting runes for each bone of her body⁠— which was surprisingly a lot of runes, they were already just a few dozen meters away from the settlement.

By which point Remmel raised his hand for them to stop and a moment later, arrows hit the spot in front of their feet.

“Halt!”

Amber just blinked as a bunch of gruff-looking adventurers came out to see them.

[Shield Warrior. Lvl. 192]

[Toxin Mage. Lvl. 221]

[Lightning Mage. Lvl. ???]

…

Varied levels all around.

But the highest level of them all stepped forward, and spoke, mainly regarding Remmel who was on the front.

“State your reasons for entry, unknown party.”

“Food and shelter,” Remmel replied before raising a bag. “I’ve got coin to pay for all my party members.”

The highest leveled person, the Lightning Mage stared at him with scrutiny but ultimately nodded. Then his eyes fixated on Aveline, this time lasting for much longer before he spoke.

“Do not use your class inside the town, understood?”

She flinched. “Y-Yes…”

Finally, the old and wizened mage looked in their direction, first fixating on Frei and frowning deeply before grinning.

“You may also enter, Frei.”

“Thanks,” she smiled. “Long time no see, Thorn.”

“Tell me about it.” The man laughed.

The interaction blindsided everyone but Frei simply smiled and explained herself, looking mainly at Amber.

“I’m friends with all the renowned mercenaries in the republic, since I was raised here and stuff.”

The man grinned before turning to Amber and… his face immediately fell. Her face wasn’t exactly visible, her classes, however were a different story.

“Frei, this woman is…”

“Oh, she’s my master!” Frei chirped, grabbing Amber by the shoulder. “And I guarantee you she is the most trustworthy person out there.”

The mage frowned, fixating on her. “She is a Cursebearer with a Legacy Branch related subclass, you must be joking.”

Amber could sense the growing tension. She supposed it made sense, but at the same time well, it irritated her a tiny bit. After all, Frei had such a dumb way of speaking that it always made it hard to tell when she was being serious.

Still, she wasn’t going to let Frei explain it, instead, she took a step forward as she raised her hands in a placating manner.

“Don’t worry, I’ve even gotten a title for killing demons before,” she said before pulling out the Demonic Mana Stone she had gotten from the Servant of Chaos. “Does this serve as any kind of proof?”

The man frowned and scrutinized the stone from afar, but when that didn’t seem to be enough Amber threw it over casually.

“If you need further proof then tell me if there are any demons nearby, there is something I’d like to test out with them,” she said simply.

The man sighed and threw it back before turning around.

“There is no need, you may go in. Demonkiller.”

Amber smiled, and the party walked after the group of mercenaries who seemed to finally relax in their presence. Well, except for Amber’s, she got weird looks all the way through, but she didn’t really care at this point. Instead, she approached the Lightning Mage.

“I’m still interested in my offer. Any demons nearby? Well monsters higher level than me are nice too, kinda itching to fight,” she said with a small hint of happiness in her voice.

The man chuckled dryly at that.

“Berserkers, you warriors are really rare. That said…” He placed a hand on his chin. “Why is your class Cursed Berserker if you’re already level 200? That’s weird.”

“Because I obviously have a super rare class that is disguised by a miracle,” she replied with a smile.

The man cackled. “Sure, sure. Sorry for being so hostile earlier.”

“So about my request?” Amber prodded.

By this point they were passing through the city gates, being received by wary looking mercenaries. Most of them seemed to fixate on Frei⁠ , which made sense given 2nd Rank Appraisal was rare. The village itself seemed surprisingly unpopulated to her, though she didn’t pay too much attention as she paused. She turned to the Lightning Mage who seemed to be thinking about something deeply, before finally he came to a stop.

“Well, there is something, but you’re definitely too weak to handle it…”

“What is it?” Amber asked.

“No, it’s fine.” The man smiled and tried to walk away. “You’re Frei’s friend, we shouldn’t burden you with some of our worries. Besides, it’s being dealt with even if it’s a big deal. Let’s just get your lodgings.”

Amber, however teleported in front of him and spoke, her voice turning serious.

“Unless it's the Demon of Genesis, it won’t be a problem. I’m not weak, so just let me deal with it, okay?”

Her voice carried a hint of authority that gave the man pause, but he sighed and scratched the back of his head.

“Fine if you insist, but know that you’ll probably die…”

Soon, he began to explain the situation with the demons surrounding the town, and all Amber could think about was one simple fact. One that made her excitement go over the roof. That fact was.

I’ll finally be able to test my advancements!


Chapter 37.

His name was Thorn, and he was a mage specialized in lightning. But more importantly, he was the strongest mercenary in the small town of Froststone. The closest town to the Sacred Forest and arguably one of the places that saw the most action as of late. All due to the demon summonings that had been occurring all over the Republic.

Though not all was doom and gloom even if the current situation was tense, he had seen Frei. The shy girl who had bloomed into a full cold cold-blooded mercenary. He was quite proud of her, even if he only acted like an uncle to her at most. But she had brought guests, troublesome ones.

Members of the Obsidian Rose and an overly eager Cursebearer, who he first thought was a demon summoner. A Cursebearer with a demon-related Legacy Branch who… took pleasure in killing demons. It was such a weird concept to him, especially after hearing the white robed people preaching their religion everywhere not too long ago.

Yet, it was happening.

Thorn took a deep breath.

He remembered explaining the awful situation to the girl.

That’s what she was, a girl. She was high-level sure, but she looked like a twenty year old woman, a very pretty one. And in his experience, those people weren’t actually much older than their level indicated. While he had only come across them when they were level 100 or so, there was no mistaking it.

He described the awful situation the village had been put in; how a month ago demons had managed to kidnap over four hundred non-combatants with their teleportation magic. And now, they were barely kept alive by the demons, who were waiting for them to send more people to rescue them. People who were killed for their levels. And now, they had also started demanding sacrifices in exchange for keeping them alive…

In the Republic of Mercenaries, the bonds made through battle were eternal. How could the village let their brothers die like that? They couldn’t.

It was better to die trying to rescue them than to submit to their demands. And so they had eventually sent a rescue party, one that was much bigger than anything they had sent before. Even if their levels varied, he believed in their numbers. And in their ability to rescue their comrades.

Thorn had wanted to help, but if he left the village then there would be no one strong enough to protect it. If that happened, Froststone would surely be sieged by the demons, leaving behind the refugees.

Demons were cunning creatures.

He had explained all of that to the warrior, how the mercenary party would take another day to get there. How she should rest because he’d set off soon due to Frei’s arrival, but instead, she eagerly nodded and requested the information of the whereabouts of the demons, before she left.

It was three days for people her level to travel, by the time she got there, the demons would be gone or his comrades would be gone. Yet the woman didn’t listen to any of that.

Because she is crazy…

That was his conclusion. People like her were crazy and died fighting, many never made it to high levels. And those that did? Well, it only took a single mistake for them to die. One that was happening right now.

A sigh left him.

Maybe I should chase after her so she doesn’t get herself killed.

She had at the very least two days of traveling, and the rescue party that had set off was more than strong enough to deal with that group of demons. After all, most of the village’s capable mercenaries had been sent this time around.

So by the time she gets there, it’ll all be over.

That thought reassured him, and so, he carried on with his day. Intending to catch up with Frei after so many decades without seeing her.

* * *

Lennard awoke to the cold wind, and not the heat from his forge.

Where am I⁠—

His thoughts paused as he opened his eyes to the tundra, and a run down camp of people in rags. And suddenly it all came back to him. One moment he had been happy smithing and the other he had been teleported into this wasteland. This wasteland of hell.

Lennard shivered, feeling the bone-biting cold, and soon other people awoke. Given the dreary weather it was impossible to tell the time of the day, all they knew was that they were exhausted. They were all in a makeshift camp, broken down tarps and dead branches serving as their only shelter from the freezing wind. His feet were icy from the frosted dirt below. It was all they could manage given the dire situation.

His stomach growled as he looked down, it had only been a week since this situation started, but…

A person in the distance fell down, too exhausted to continue.

Given trade had halted all around the Republic of Mercenaries, food was a hot commodity for many, including him. The village of Froststone had been relying on their food reserves all this time, and so rationing food had been crucial during these times of need. Which meant that a lot of regular citizens were already starving.

And now with what was happening…

A person next to him fell down. Lennard turned and he bit his lip, seeing an old man convulsing on the ground, before he stopped. Some people gasped, and others simply silently cried. This was the third day with deaths.

He looked up and around at the crowd of people who were sitting there, shivering and unsure what to do. And what could they do? Their situation was terrible. After all, they had been  kidnapped by demons. They were being used as bait…

Right now, the surroundings were desolate, they were surrounded by forest. It looked as peaceful as ever, but everyone knew, he knew that as soon as they tried to escape death awaited them. That was why they tried to build a camp, to survive, but they couldn’t do much with the scarce resources they had at hand.

Lennard closed his eyes before he heard the screeches of birds. He glanced up, and peered past the gaps in the tarp above him. And there, he saw a demon overseeing them all. Overseeing their little and feeble camp that threatened to collapse to the harsh winds.

The demon had long wings and short stumpy legs, he had large muscle filled arms, and most of his body was covered in silver flames. He was one of the leaders. And one of the three Demons of Brutality.

He was one of the three demons that had orchestrated this entire thing. He was level 250, Lennard was only a level 140 smith and didn’t dare defy him, for it would be nothing but death. It had happened before.

Mercenaries from Froststone had come to rescue them, but every time they were killed. Every time, they had been brutally killed by this demon. The other leaders didn’t even need to intervene…

Because he was strong. All the demons were.

Lennard didn’t understand why all three demons called themselves a group, but it didn’t matter. All he knew was one thing, and that was that they were bound to die sooner or later. All he could do right now was accept he was going to die, and he did.

There is nothing that can be done against the demons…

The demon flew away; sometimes one of the leaders would come down and torture them, but a lot more frequently the lesser demons serving the leaders would do it. However, that stopped happening a day ago after a particularly nasty incident with lots of deaths on their side. Now, they were left to their own devices, because the demons needed them alive.

For now, they were acting as bait so that the mercenaries of Froststone would rescue them, but…

That isn’t happening… Lennard gritted his teeth. If they assembled a strong enough party to rescue us the village would lose most of its combat power. And sending small groups won’t do anything either. In the end, we have no choice but to accept our fate. No one will come.

Lennard closed his eyes and slumped on the ground as the wind swept through the surroundings and threatened to take some of the tarps. A few people were walking, most were like him; their heads hanging low, for all hope was lost. After all, all they could do was bide their time and maybe try to see the good in the situation.

But Lennard couldn’t do that, maybe it was because he was cynical, or maybe it was the fact that he had lived a long life. He was well over one hundred years old, and while to some residents in Vir that wasn’t a lot, to him it was ages. So, all he did was wait for his time to come.

Lennard waited, and waited, footsteps came and passed, people talked in hushed voices and some were saying goodbye to one another, but he didn’t move. He simply closed his eyes and listened to the various sounds, until the passing footsteps stopped before him.

He looked up only to see a woman, she was young and had blonde dirty hair, but in spite of her appearance she was an experienced hunter. One that was around his level, and an acquaintance of his.

“Linsen.”

“Lennard, come with me,” she said. “There is something I need you for.”

Lennard raised his brow. “What could that possibly be?”

His entire body was cold, but that didn’t mean his mind was dull. There was nothing he could do other than helping around the camp. But he had stopped doing that two days ago, and he told others as much.

“Just come,” she said, turning around.

Lennard stared at Linsen walking away, and finally a sigh left him as he decided to follow after her.

What would she want me for anyway?

He found himself following after her in no time, walking by the camp. Some areas looked dreary, and others were full of people trying to cheer each other up and talking as if they weren’t doomed.

Fools.

He shook his head, and continued following after the huntress, ignoring the different sights around the camp. Until eventually, he arrived in one of the few large tents that had been made. And upon entering he saw about a dozen people standing around, which gave him pause because…

[Warrior. Lvl. 122]

[Mage. Lvl. 155]

[Warrior. Lvl. 101]

It was all the people that were above level 100. Most of them didn’t have combat classes like him, but there were three proper mercenaries present given the demons didn’t deem them much of a threat.

“What is going on…?” Lennard didn’t understand.

“A rebellion,” a woman in the back said.

His eyes turned to her and he recognized her. A mercenary, and a mage. And also the highest leveled person in the camp.

[Mage. Lvl. 182]

Alyssa the Volcano Mage.

While if this was Cytel that level would be amazing, here in the Republic it was rather normal. After all, there was so much conflict, so much killing, that the life expectancy was low. So on average, there were a lot much higher level individuals than the peaceful kingdom. But even with such a high level, it wasn’t enough.

“We aren’t against humans, but demons, they won’t hesitate to kill us or spare us,” Lennard said gravely. “Not only that, but we cannot compete in level against the leaders, this is suicidal.”

He didn’t want to do it.

Alyssa grinned. “There is only one leader to take care of.”

Lennard paused. “What do you mean?”

“We just need to kill the leader watching over the camp, and we can teleport away,” a man said from the side.

He turned only to see the village’s tinkerer, Stein.

“I’ve prepared a teleportation circle.”

That was their plan. To run. It was more reasonable than what he initially thought, but it was still impossible.

“Even with that, we’ll die. None of us can take a level 250 demon who is at that advancement,” Lennard said before turning to the mage. “He’s 70 levels above you Alyssa, if you die who will protect us and the others?”

“And that is why we have to succeed,” the woman said gravely.

This is insanity. Lennard thought. It’s just going to get everyone killed. There was no way they’d be able to take a single one of the demon leaders, and even if they did, it wouldn’t be quiet.

“Let’s not throw our lives away, let’s think of something else,” Lennard said.

“I knew you were a damn coward,” the mage spat.

Lennard gritted his teeth and an eerie feeling hit him. Danger filled the surroundings and Lennard ran. He lunged with a dash away as someone called to stop him.

“What are you doing⁠⁠—”

The tent exploded with a silver inferno, he landed rolling as screams echoed and he looked back at a flickering barrier that was collapsing. There, he saw Alyssa holding her staff with gritted teeth as the rest of the people scrambled, and above them there it was.

A demon with short legs and large arms, covered in silver flames, golden eyes that stared down with indifference, large beating wings that distorted the wind. It was none other than one of the Demons of Brutality.

“Humannns, you all have taken our mercy as kindness. And now, an example will be made out of all of you.”

Following his words, screeches echoed as demons passed through the camp, lunging for them. They were much weaker, but also enough to kill them. Lennard gritted his teeth as he moved, and Alyssa screamed.

“Go to hell!”

A large stream of magma blasted towards the demon, it was her strongest attack and something that would make a tremendous explosion that would buy all of them time. Lennard welcomed it, at least he could survive using this.

The demon in response flicked his finger and⁠—

The attack exploded with a slash of white, then the spot where Alyssa had been standing exploded into a crater of silver flames. Her staff went flying, and a chunk of flesh passed through his vision as his eyes widened.

She had died just like that.

The strongest combatant here had been taken out as if they were nothing but trash. Lennard stared but it didn’t last long as he cursed in his mind. He had told them it was a bad idea, but they didn’t listen⁠— maybe if they begged, the leader demon would have spared them, but it was now too late.

A red hound pounced on him, and Lennard couldn’t dodge in time. He hit the ground hard as the ravenous beast tried to chomp his face off, but he held it at bay by its neck. Its claws however, still dug into his body as he grunted in pain.

He had to live.

He wanted to die with dignity, and choose the way he would leave this world. And this was it, that was why he had to live. Even dying from starvation was better than dying at the hands of these demons.

Giving them such satisfaction is not something I can⁠—

“Resisting fate, are we?” the demon asked, sending a chill down his spine.

A moment later, the demonic hound exploded with a silver explosion and the demon pounced upon him. He hit him with his short legs, breaking his ribs as he raised one of his large arms with a small silver flame that made him feel danger like never before.

“You’ll make a fine example for the rest of the camp⁠—”

The demon was hit by an invisible force.

His face deformed and then with a loud crack he went flying, hitting a tent in the distance with a loud explosion. It happened in a blink, and Lennard didn’t understand what was happening.

“Huh… interesting curse,” a voice said.

He turned and saw an armored woman, hand on her chin and behind her was a bunch of dead demons. And he could tell, she had just saved him. A mercenary of sorts⁠—

[Warrior. Lvl. 203]

And she was too weak to deal with the demon leader.

Lennard gritted his teeth. “Run, he’s much stronger than you.”

The woman however, didn’t say anything, seemingly too busy thinking. Two demons pounced on her taking the chance and Lennard winced, and yet she simply flicked her hand and they were split in half. A sharp cut of air bisected them, their blood splattering.

His eyes widened and the demon leader pounced on her. He prepared for the worst, and indeed it happened as a pillar of flames engulfed the woman.

“Intruder, huh? Far too weak⁠— what.”

She walked out of the flames, her burned flesh immediately restored as she still seemed to be thinking about something. Finally, she nodded to herself and muttered something in affirmation. She took out a gigantic sword and⁠— stabbed herself, blood splattered in all directions and a small chuckle left her.

“That… feels even better than earlier⁠—”

“Stop joking!” the demon appeared and smacked, an explosion engulfed the woman and⁠—

She grabbed the demon by the face and threw him right into the ground. Dirt billowed in all directions and Lennard’s eyes completely went wide.

H-How…? How could someone survive two attacks like that at her level? Especially be able to counterattack so easily? The demon leader was thrashing. He was one of the Demons of Brutality, one of the demons that had induced despair upon them, and right now he was in submission.

“Want to make a contract?” she asked.

“Fuck you!”

Silver flames engulfed the woman and she raised her hand and punched⁠, they instantly dissipated and the demon squealed as blood splattered in all directions. Then, she grabbed the demon and threw him into the air as a bow of blue flames appeared on her hand, followed by a shining purple arrow that she nocked.

And without hesitation, she loosed it.

Wasn’t she a warrior?!

The arrow struck and a purple explosion shook the air but the woman simply frowned, seemingly disappointed by the result. All this time, her sword remained inside of her, but she took it out and pointed it at the demon before whispering.

“Battery⁠—”

The word sent a chill down his spine as a loud explosion shook the land, the sky was covered by a purple explosion as a scream resounded, and the demon was blasted right into the ground. Hitting the dirt in a bloodied mess, as he panted. It wasn’t even a fight, it was a beatdown.

Even though she’s lower leveled than him…

Lennard gulped and the woman strode up to the demon, extending her hand as she spoke. However, her words are something he never expected.

“I’ll let you live in exchange for your servitude,” she said, her voice eerie and almost distorted.

She⁠— she wants to enslave the demon?!

His eyes widened as he suddenly became panic-stricken and the demon’s eyes also widened.

“Y-You, you shouldn’t be able to do that, who are you!?”

The woman in response, slashed and took an arm off the demon as he squealed.

“Last chance,” she said.

The demon gritted his teeth as a small ember appeared on his hand, and Lennard’s eyes went wide. That was bad. It was an attack that had killed an entire party of level 230 mercenaries in a single blink.

“Be careful⁠—”

“Extinction of Perdition!”

The woman was engulfed with pure white as the land behind was blasted.

It’s over…

One of the surviving people from the tent was consumed and died instantly, and the attack continued.

She’s dead…

He watched in slow motion as the attack continued, consuming a tent and soon it would take a large part of the camp with it.

His hair stood on end from the danger he felt from seeing it. It felt like something insurmountable. His gaze turned towards the beginning of it all. Feeling nothing but resignation.

Lennard let out a hopeless sigh. The demons are stronger⁠—

“Blast.”

The white was blown away, and blood exploded in all directions. And there stood the warrior, regenerating as if it hadn’t been a life-threatening attack.

“Maybe if you didn’t kill someone I would’ve spared you,” the woman snorted.

An arm landed in front of Lennard and his eyes went wide.

What?

He blinked as he saw other pieces of flesh rain down before a head landed a few meters behind him, and that’s when it finally clicked for him.

The demon that had terrorized them for so long and made their lives miserable, the demon that felt like an insurmountable enemy was…

Dead…


Chapter 38.

Amber shook her head, it really was a disappointing outcome. She had wanted to explore the whole contract thing a lot more, but unfortunately, she hadn’t been able to. Not without putting innocent lives at stake.

A sigh left her as she stared at the notifications.

[You have defeated a [Demon of Brutality. Lvl. 253].]

For defeating an enemy 50 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

It was disappointingly weak, but ignoring that, the experience received was abysmal.

[You have reached level 204. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

That was it. A single level up. Sure, the fight hadn’t been too difficult for her. Maybe a bit painful, but the thing was that; she had killed an enemy 50 levels above her and only gotten a single level. Which meant…

Leveling is only going to get increasingly difficult, huh?

The last stretch to level 500 was most likely going to be a massive pain, but that was something she would figure out later. Amber stared at the puddle that had once been a very alive demon and couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed with it all.

At least I got to try curse versions of my Essence skills. Of course, they were quite rough and were just prototypes, but she felt that once she truly figured them out, they’d be a viable tool instead of Essence. She felt happy about that.

“Y-You… how did y-you…?”

Amber blinked and turned only to see a man. He was emaciated and he had a long beard, and his level was…

[Smith. Lvl. 145]

He was a really high level smith it seemed.

Though that was secondary to his wide eyes and gaping mouth.

“Who are you?” he finally asked.

“Amber,” she answered smiling. “More importantly, are those the only demons or…?”

She had killed every single demon on the way here, and admittedly, there was a disappointingly low amount of threats to her life. So much for being not enough. The smith however blinked at her question.

“The leaders,” he finally said, surprise passing through his voice as he turned to face her. “You have to run, if they find out you have killed one of them, they’ll spare no effort in killing you!”

His warning rang hollow for Amber as she found herself interested. “Oh, there is more than one level 250 demon? Where are they?”

The smith was surprised, before he gnashed his teeth in anger. “Did you not hear what I said?!”

Amber shook her head. Getting information out of the man was going to be like pulling teeth, unfortunately he was held down by his preconceived world views. So, instead, she turned around and looked for someone disoriented.

Though before she could quite do that, people were already sending praises her way.

“S-She killed the demon!”

“So strong!”

“B-But how, she’s much lower level!”

Amber found herself hearing people praise her left and right, but she didn’t care about that. Instead she continued looking, and finally, she found a man crawling out of some tarp.

She used Quick Step and found herself before a burly man. A Tinkerer, also high level. He jumped as Amber spoke, uncaring for whatever was going through his head.

“Where are the other demon leaders or whatever?”

“The demon leaders?” the man paused. “Wait⁠— you’re the girl that killed the demon⁠—”

“Enough of that, where are these demon leaders?” Amber asked, not wanting to waste any more time.

“Wait, they haven’t attacked yet?” he asked, shocked.

“No?”

The man stood up looking around at the now cheerful camp. The people around were looking at her with admiration, though some were looking around, wary of demons even though there were none to be seen. A frown quickly settled on his face, one of worry.

“Did you not encounter them entering the camp?”

“No?” Amber was now more confused than ever, mainly because something seemed abnormal.

The man frowned. “Then that must mean they’re out dealing with something, but what could that possibly mean?” He seemed to think before turning to her. “Where did you come from?”

“Uh, the nearest village, why?” Amber didn’t remember the town’s name at all.

However, the tinkerer’s frown deepened. “Are you part of the reinforcements?”

“Not at all, but they did send some. I think I might’ve passed them on the way here, not sure,” she said simply.

And hearing that, the tinkerer paused, before growing pale

“If the demons aren’t here and reinforcements are on the way, then that must mean…”

“What?”

The man froze.

“Oh no…”

Amber raised her brow as he turned to her with a ghastly gaze.

“Then that must mean they’re being ambushed by the leaders…”

“Oh.”

* * *

Kornelius had been tasked to lead this expedition, while he wasn’t a native to the village of Froststone he had long since become one of them. He had fought life or death battles along with them and made friends there, and while the mercenary forces present in the village didn’t compare to the big cities there were still some notorious individuals.

Enough to not be underestimated. In fact, it could be argued that Froststone had military strength that rivaled some cities, given it was a place where mercenaries went to retire. There were plenty of seasoned individuals with high levels such as Thorn the mage. But he wasn’t Thorn, nor was he as strong as Thorn.

Kornelius was a mere level 220 warrior, but even then they weren’t relying on his strength, alone but the strength of everyone. He looked around at the assembled of over thirty individuals, with all of them around level 200, the level 250 demons didn’t stand a chance. It was time to put an end to their leveling scheme once and for all.

And with that motivation they carried on and rushed towards the place where their people were being held captive.

While they were initially projected to arrive at dusk, now they were going to arrive much sooner than that.

“We’ll be there soon!” Kornelius called as the people pumped their fists with a small war cry.

Such a commotion would normally be an issue, but they had one of the best stealth mages in Republic with them, meaning they would arrive completely undetected.

Kornelius resolved himself.

A fierce battle awaited them, and while casualties were most likely to happen, they wouldn’t falter. The demons had made a mess out of the Republic, it was time to show them that their actions had consequences.

“And it all begins with killing these fuckers that kidnapped my brothers and sisters…” he gritted his teeth.

He paused as his danger sense skill went off, he raised his staff ⁠— as did many ⁠— and cast a barrier.

Then a large explosion went off as the barrier conjured by all their mages shook and cracked.

“Ambush!” the scout called.

He gritted his teeth as he looked ahead and saw a large burly demon and a lanky demon with a wooden staff.

[Demon of Brutality. Lvl. 256]

[Demon of Brutality. Lvl. 255]

Two of the three reported leaders were here.

So they were expecting us.

“Well, well, well, aren’t you pesky humans set on putting up a fight?” the lanky demon said mockingly as he raised his staff. “Unfortunately, it is futile.”

With those words, his staff shone and hundreds of demons were summoned around them. The demon laughed and attacks were flung towards them, but the burly one blocked them before charging forward.

Kornelius cursed.

“Let’s kill these bastards once and for all!”

“Kill them!”

* * *

“That sounds bad,” Amber said. “I heard this force is much bigger, though, so they should be fine. More importantly⁠—”

“They won’t be fine,” the burly man interrupted with a grim expression. “All three demons are hiding something.”

Amber raised her brow. “And what is that?”

The man frowned. “I don’t know, I just know that they are called the Demons of Brutality for a reason. And considering they hardly leave each other’s side it can’t be good.”

Hearing that, she felt more than just interested. If they got a power-up from being together she was all for it. If she had a corpse to take from the demon she had just killed, she most certainly would’ve taken it already. This was exciting.

“Then, I’d better be going to rescue them,” she said, turning around.

“No, you can’t, even for you it’s too much,” the tinkerer said, his tone wary.

However, before Amber could tell him off for being annoying and to stop underestimating her, a woman cut through her thoughts.

“She’s more than strong enough. Let her go.”

Amber turned to see a woman with dirty blonde hair. A hunter. And she seemed resolute.

“More importantly, I have a request to make of you, hero,” she said, meeting Amber’s gaze.

“What is it?”

At that, the woman strode forward and⁠— bowed.

“Please, take me with you! I can't bear to see my people die!”

Amber watched as the woman looked up with a hopeful look. It was certainly not a particularly big request, given she could just carry her without problem, so Amber knew her answer almost instantly, which she relayed.

“No.”

The huntress blinked. “Wait, why?”

“Because aren’t these demons super dangerous and stuff? I’ll just take you to your death.”

“They may be dangerous, but I wish to battle alongside my people. I have to say, I don’t know if you’re strong enough to deal with two at once, but I wish to believe,” she argued.

“Listen to the warrior,” the smith said, joining into their conversation. “She’s already going on a death mission, taking on both demons when they are hiding something is nothing but getting yourself killed!”

“That’s right, Linsen, don’t throw your life away,” the tinkerer said. “We don’t know what the demons are hiding!”

Amber nodded. “I agree with all of them. I don’t want to deal with the guilt of having you die or something.”

With those words, she turned.

“I’ll go now, I think I know where they are.”

“No.”

Following her words, Amber found herself being hugged by the hunter, which well⁠— she couldn’t be assed to deal with this right now.

“I won’t let go unless you take me with you,” she said.

Amber sighed. “Fine.”

“So you agree?” The hunter was surprised.

Amber said nothing as she stepped forward, the woman still clinging onto her, and finally, she spoke, or rather warned.

“Don’t let go no matter what, else you’ll die.”

The woman paused, and Amber ran off at full speed as her screams echoed.

* * *

Stein closed his eyes. Just like that, they had left. And Linsen had chosen to throw her life away, something that infuriated him. Even if the woman had disposed of the Demon of Brutality that was here without trouble, it didn’t mean it was as simple as that. He was certain of it.

The demons had runes in their bodies, runes he had never seen before, and as a tinkerer he knew that they were meant for a purpose. Something that the demons hid from all of them, and it made him quite sure of something.

That woman is going to die, and so is Linsen.

He gritted his teeth and finally resolved himself as he turned towards Lennard, the village’s smith.

“Gather everyone to the north of the camp, my teleportation circle is there. We are leaving,” he said gravely. “We must make haste before the demons return.”

Hearing that, Lennard turned serious and nodded. “Will do.”

The smith set off and Stein took a breath. In the end, they couldn’t defy the might of the beings they didn’t understand. So all they could do was focus on surviving, and prevent any more mercenaries from being killed for the sake of power.

As for the warrior and Linsen?

Both of them would die to the demons’ trump cards.

* * *

Kornelius cursed his ineptitude as he blasted a weak demon away. He should have known the journey had been too smooth. He should have known he was walking right into an ambush laid by the demons. But he didn’t, and now they were all paying the price.

He gritted his teeth as he blasted yet another demon, so far they were holding on but not for much longer⁠—

The frontline exploded as the burly demon charged right through.

“Repulse!” he screamed.

The demon was pushed back only a few feet and he grinned, raising his finger and speaking back⁠—

“Repulse.”

The entire group behind him was blasted as his eyes widened. That was possible? Kornelius however, didn’t let that affect him and he spun his staff as the demon teleported to kill him. He channeled his mana, and just before the demon could swing upon him, he fired.

“Thrash!”

A large iceberg hit the demon, blasting him away. It had consumed more mana than he would’ve liked but it was a clean hit. His attack tore part of his adversary, which should slow him down considerably, but the situation was still dire.

He grunted as he sent an icicle towards a demon that was leaping at him. The sounds of battle continued to echo in his surroundings as the other Demon of Brutality continued to summon lesser demons.

If I don’t do something about it we’ll surely lose.

Kornelius resolved himself as he commanded.

“Focus our efforts on killing the summoner!”

A battle cry came in response and he grinned.

“Not so fast⁠—” The burly demon appeared in front of him, his joined fists looming over him as his eyes widened.

Kornelius cast a barrier of ice, and it was destroyed with a loud boom. He was sent flying. It seemed that he had overestimated the recovery time of the demon, once more he had been overconfident.

He looked towards the summoner who was using stray demons to protect himself.

I have to do more. Kornelius resolved himself. As the leader of this expedition, I have to do more.

Once more, he channeled his mana, but this time he prepared for something more. He began to draw runes in the air, waiting for the large demon to appear. Given he was the leader he was being targeted.

And so, he was prepared for that⁠—

Screams resounded as he turned, and saw the burly demon rip a warrior in half. His eyes widened as more people were torn apart, and stomped right through. It punched a warrior and split his sword in half, sending him flying with broken bones.

Kornelius stopped his spell and fired a barrage of icicles towards the demon, but the horde of red beings blocked them as they fell dead.

The summoning demon snickered.

“You don’t understand do you? You’re too weak.”

He gritted his teeth. Kornelius looked towards the summoner and began to cast runes in the air as the demon stared at him. He was casting faster than ever before, the lives of his comrades depending on him.

“I’m going to make you regret this,” he snarled

The demon grinned.

“You really don’t get it.”

He didn’t pay it any mind, as he finished casting his spell. It was his greatest creation and it was almost tier 3 ice magic. With this, the tide of the battle would turn once and for all. His mana flared and he swung his staff towards the demon.

“Temperature Break!”

The spot where the demon stood chilled, before the air distorted and⁠— ruptured. Shards of ice flew in all directions as he grinned. A direct hit⁠⁠—

A projectile burst from the explosion, hitting him and sending him flying as his barrier was blown into pieces.

What⁠—

Kornelius landed unsteadily as he watched the demon laugh, completely unharmed.

“It really is futile! Kill him!”

Before he could react, he was tackled by the burly demon, all of his bones breaking as he landed in the middle of the crowd. And to his surprise, all of the party were on their knees, too injured to fight.

How…?

He couldn’t believe it. And when he turned and saw the burly demon healing from his injuries. All he understood was one thing. Maybe if they had the element of surprise on their side they could’ve won, but they didn’t. In the end, they didn’t stand a chance against the tactics of the two demons.

He despaired and sensed danger above. He looked upwards and saw a meteorite the size of a mountain falling towards them, covered in purple flames. They all did, and the entire group paled.

“You humans are inferior beings, the fact that the First chooses to continue to protect you disgusts me,” the demon said. “But no matter, now we’re here, in this forsaken land. Now, we can put an end to all of this. Now, we can finally have our retribution.”

The words of the red being rang hollow as he stared upwards at the falling piece of rock. The difference between the two groups was so vast, so large that he didn’t understand it.

“Now die⁠—”

A blue streak hit the meteor, blowing it up. A large blue pillar of flames engulfed the sky as chunks of rock went flying, the shockwave sending tremors down the earth as everyone covered their eyes.

“What?!” the demon screamed.

Then, following the demon’s shock, Kornelius saw the burly demon dash to the side. He followed that and saw a warrior walking forward, blue flames disappearing from her hands.

[Warrior. Lvl. 204]

No, she’s too weak. He didn’t know who had destroyed the meteor, but reinforcements were here. He was somewhat relieved though he prepared to see the woman warrior lose the encounter.

“Why can you use that power?!” the burly demon called, cocking his fist as he ran towards her.

The woman grinned, preparing to answer in kind. “Because I’m pretty damn awesome, that’s why⁠—”

And she punched.

Kornelius winced, expecting the woman to go flying, but instead⁠— the burly demon went flying, his arm broken. He gasped. However, before he could react the woman appeared above the demon and swung both of her hands in a fist down⁠—

The demon was hit and the earth⁠— exploded. Everyone was blasted away, Kornelius was no exception. He landed rolling not too far away from the site. That strength was⁠—

He paused, seeing a blonde woman next to him with foam coming out of her mouth. For a moment he didn’t recognize her, but it soon clicked.

Linsen⁠—

“You bitch!”

The demon bellowed and Kornelius turned and saw the burly demon try to fight back, only to be kneed in the stomach as blood exploded in all directions.

“I heard y’all are meant to be stronger together or something,” she said, landing another punch on the demon as he staggered. “The other demon leader didn’t put up much of a fight.”

“Lies!” The burly demon teleported behind her and tried to grab her but she simply ducked and kicked the enemy away.

Kornelius couldn’t believe it. She was utterly dominating the close quarters demon as if it was nothing, but⁠—

“Die!”

A spell hit her.

It was two against one. None of them were in any condition to fight. So Kornelius could only watch as the woman began to get slaughtered.

The burly demon burst out of the curtain of smoke and⁠— was blasted away into the summoning demon. Then, slowly the woman walked out, her armor slightly damaged but aside from that she looked completely unharmed. Something that made the still-conscious mercenaries gasp.

“But how?”

“No matter how rare her class is, that doesn’t make sense.”

“Forget that, even an extremely rare Legacy Branch wouldn’t allow that⁠—”

But the disbelief meant nothing to the woman as she cracked her knuckles.

“So, are you going to step it up, or what?” the woman asked, almost mockingly.

The burly demon gritted his teeth before turning to his companion. “Summon the third, there is no way he’s dead.”

The summoner demon nodded and cast a spell, one that went uninterrupted by the woman. A bad move in everyone’s gaze. Yet, they never expected to see chunks of flesh start to rain down next to the demons. There was nothing but body parts.

“Oh yeah, he refused to make a contract with me and almost killed a bunch of people, so that’s how he ended up,” the warrior explained.

That brought more rage into the burly demon than ever before as he rushed at her with a roar. His body exploded into silver flames, and he appeared behind the woman and swung. She blocked and was sent back, before the burly demon appeared and followed up again.

In no time, she was caught in a flurry of non-stop hits. Pieces of her armor flew around as blood splattered, and witnessing that sight, the hope the mercenaries had vanished. The demons were unstoppable.

“I’m not letting you get away with this!”

The demon stomped, the environment breaking.

“I’ll beat you to pulp!”

The woman was punched, being sent flying.

“Then, I’ll tear your body limb to limb⁠—”

An invisible slash tore through the environment. The demon’s arm went flying as his eyes widened, before he could react. The woman stabbed with her hand, she pierced into the demon’s heart and took it out still beating as he fell down.

“I only need one of you to test my skill,” she said coldly before throwing the heart away.

The last remaining demon, the one that had been summoning all the demons, took a step back, his eyes trembling with fear.

“W-Who are you?”

The woman cracked her neck and smiled. “Your new master. Let’s do a contract, shall we?”

Contract? Nobody understood what she actually meant, but the demon took a step back as his eyes widened.

“That’s not possible. You shouldn’t be able to do that.”

The woman strode forward and⁠—

A hand perforated her body. She blinked as the burly demon held her heart out of her body, she was impaled on his arm and spat a mouthful of blood.

“Thought you killed me?”

The lanky demon laughed. “We got her.”

Kornelius’ heart stopped as the woman was thrown away like a sack. She hit the ground in a bloodied mess and her heart landed even further away.

She was dead.

He gulped as the demons turned towards them, the burly demon grinning.

“Now⁠—”

The woman reappeared, her hand raised.

“Battery⁠—”

The demon exploded into thousands of pieces. Everyone paused as the woman cracked her neck, before finally she turned towards the lanky demon whose eyes were staring at the puddle of blood.

“So, are you more inclined to make a contract now?” she asked, her voice carrying a hint of excitement this time.

The demon took a step back. He was the last surviving one. All was against him, as he gritted his teeth and raised his staff warily.

“I…”

He hesitated, raising his staff even further. Then, he stabbed it through his chest as blood exploded in all directions.

“As if!”

All the chunks of the other demons began to float, and then they all flew into his body as his voice dropped into a booming one that sent reverberations throughout the land.

“I never thought you would get me, the Demon of Brutality, to this state,” he said.

The demon began to grow in size, turning into a blob of shifting flesh, and Kornelius couldn’t help but swallow from what he was feeling.

Doom.

The demon was growing stronger by the second, his body increasing in size along with it.

“Stop it!”

“Kill it!”

The mercenaries fired the little magic they had towards the demon, but it was all blocked by a barrier.

“It’s futile. But it seems that I underestimated one amongst you,” the blob turned towards the warrior as it slowly took shape. “So, I shall fight you in my complete form, mortal.”

“Great!” At that, the woman laughed. “Finally, a worthy opponent.”

Was she… excited…? Kornelius didn’t understand.

The demon finished forming. The mass exploded with a burst of black blood, and a large demon emerged, one with long horns, a muscular body as well as a staff, his skin a jet black with pulsing red lines.

“Now you shall know true terror.”

[Demon of Brutality. Lvl. ???]

The sight caused everyone to pale, because the demon was…

Above level 300.


Chapter 39.

Amber grinned. This. This was what she was looking for, the one thing she was hoping to find when she set off on this sidequest.

[Demon of Brutality. Lvl. ???]

Amber didn’t know its level, but one thing was for certain, it felt just as strong as the healer from the Saints of Truth, meaning it was at least level 300. And that made her glad; more than just glad in fact. It made her incredibly happy. Because finally, she’d have something to test her advancements against properly.

So far she had tested her ability to create curses and replicate Essence, and while it was great she still had more practice to do. Something she had yet to test was her new Legacy Branch and of course, the other ways her body had changed. Such as mana being a lot easier to control; or Essence for that matter as well. Or the fact that her healing seemed to have slightly improved.

But she was sure there were other things that she had yet to discover, and finally she had a worthy opponent to find out. One with which she could let loose. She stifled a laugh of excitement, her emotions were slightly hard to control after having her heart ripped out, but maybe that wasn’t a bad thing.

Though her excitement seemed to be misunderstood.

“It is too late to run, little one, but I shall give you the honor of remembering your existence,” the Demon of Brutality said, chuckling. “What is your name, human?”

Before he could ask what she had in mind, a human mage in the distance spoke, his voice pained.

“Run, it’s level 300!”

“Silence!” the demon swung his staff and the man went flying with a burst of kinetic energy. He was still alive thankfully. “Wait for your turn to die, lowly peasant.”

With those words the demon tapped his staff on the ground and erected a large purple dome. A powerful barrier to prevent everyone from escaping. Amber took a deep breath, as she raised Cursewelder into the air and with a swift motion, stabbed it through her chest.

Her bones split, her innards rearranged and blood splattered as the people around gasped, and she felt great. No, it felt amazing.

“Have you given up?” the demon asked.

Amber smiled, taking out the sword as she looked up towards the demon. “Can’t you remember your past lives?”

“No,” the demon replied curtly. “It’s unneeded.”

A laugh left her. “No wonder you hold me in such contempt, no worries though, I’ll make you remember.”

The Demon of Brutality grinned and raised his staff. “Entertain me then.”

Amber dashed and the spot where she had just been— exploded. Her Sharp Instincts skill didn’t even catch the attack, but even then she was aware of it due to the Essence accumulation she sensed. Yet it was minute, it almost felt like the mana in the air just decided to explode.

Interesting.

Amber didn’t really understand how demons didn’t reveal the secret of the stars a long time ago. Nor did she understand how their skills were disguised as System skills, but it was still interesting to her.

Way too interesting.

She grinned and then appeared in front of the demon, swinging down Cursewelder. The demon summoned a barrier with a snort.

“You underestimate me, lowly warrior⁠⁠—”

Her sword hit and⁠— cleaved into the barrier, her muscles bulged with strength as the barrier was broken into thousands of pieces and the Demon of Brutality’s eyes widened as he was forced to dodge. Amber grinned.

For now, it was better for her to avoid using Essence, aside from using it in God’s Physique. Enhancing her physical strength was a must after all.

Wasting no time she pounced towards the demon who raised his staff and⁠— she teleported out of a blast of force. Appearing next to him, she swung but the demon jumped out of the way. It seemed his physical ability was shared with the demon she had killed earlier.

The Demon of Brutality sneered at her. “It seems that I can’t play with you.”

Amber in the meantime, ignored his comment and instead⁠— stabbed Cursewelder through her body again, feeling yet another build up of strength. But that didn’t feel like it was enough, it felt… lacking?

She tilted her head as the demon scowled.

“Die!”

Amber teleported away as the spot where she had just been standing was torn asunder by an implosion of air. Everything on that spot was erased. It was a certainly powerful attack, one that would have killed the mercenaries in the surroundings. But her mind was elsewhere.

It just didn’t feel right. She could get a lot more out of the skill but these stabs weren’t cutting it.

Amber dodged as she nearly got hit by a force that destroyed the environment and made the mercenaries panic. The Demon of Brutality was locked onto her, and he was getting progressively more pissed, but once again, Amber didn’t care all too much.

I have to do more.

Amber landed and let herself be hit this time.

She went flying, a limb streaking through the air as her skill made her feel things, and that’s when it finally clicked for her.

Amber moved her Essence, and her skills⁠— in an instant her arm came back. She summoned the Firecursed Sword and the Sword of the Depths, and she⁠ stabbed both into her body.

Her blood splattered and she felt anemic as all three swords protruded from her back.

“She⁠— Is she insane?!”

“What is she doing?!”

“Such principles! She wants to die before the demon can take her life!”

Amber of course, ignored the mutterings calling her insane and instead, she laughed. She felt stronger like never before. She ripped the swords out of her body and merged them into Cursewelder before teleporting in front of the demon who swung his staff in response.

“It’s useless!”

Amber kicked in retaliation and the staff swing⁠— clashed. It nearly snapped as the demon was sent back.

“It seems that you still think I’m weak,” Amber said coldly. “Let me change that.”

She teleported on top of the Demon of Brutality and swung her sword down, splitting the deformed head in half. The sword went down to his spine before stopping with a mighty crack and the demon of course⁠— shrieked.

“WENCH!”

Even though its head was split, it managed to raise its staff as Amber laughed, she didn’t laugh at its misery of course, but at what she was feeling. She truly felt unstoppable. She used her Essence to reset Quick Dash and teleported behind it and kicked.

Its spine folded and the demon went flying and crashed against the barrier it had made with a loud bang.

Amber chuckled.

It was different from everything she had experienced yet also similar. It felt like pushing her limits, and in a way she was in the process of doing so, but at the same time it was also true enjoyment for the battle itself. Was it dangerous? Perhaps. Was it bad for her? Also perhaps, but Demonic Frenzy as a skill was here to stay.

And while she tried to suppress the emotional side it still came out. So long as it wasn’t a problem, Amber didn’t see the issue with it.

So, enjoying herself, she teleported on top of the demon and raised a wrapped hand in purple flames.

Focus. She wanted to do more, she wanted to exceed, to become something she wasn’t before. Gather the curses.

The flames took a brighter color as the demon groaned and she grinned before punching. In an instant, a quarter of her mana disappeared and her fist⁠— exploded. A torrent of purple flames went high into the air, as the barrier itself shook like never before, pieces of flesh flew and the mercenaries gasped at what they were seeing. The demon, however, was still definitely alive.

But Amber tilted her head, it was about half the strength of Primordial Blazing Bolt. And there was something else.

“Something that… I wanted to try,” Amber frowned. “What was it?”

“Humannn!”

A deep bellow shook the land as she stood there and cocked her head, her excitement dying down by the second.

“I will kill you!”

The demon reformed and pointing its staff at her, it blasted her.

* * *

The Demon of Brutality was seething.

This human really had stood there and cocked her damn head as if she wasn’t fighting him. Such disrespect! The gall! It made him beyond angry. Angry enough to go all out; he was taking her seriously before, but now he had to kill her.

No matter the cost.

It didn’t matter how much it took from him, he was going to kill this impudent human. Was she strong? Absolutely. Her strength didn’t make sense to him based on what he understood of the construct known as the System, but it didn’t matter, nothing of the sort mattered. Because his strength wasn’t tied to the puny System.

The Demon of Brutality bellowed as his body came back together, and he raised his hand into the air as his staff disintegrated and slowly went into his body. The woman was a warrior, right?

Then I just have to kill her in her own specialty.

In a way, it was vindication, in a way it was his pride as a demon, and in a different way⁠— no, it was all about pride. However, he wasn’t stupid, he knew that if it got too dangerous, he had to fight to the fullest. Except, unlike puny humans he didn’t have restrictions such as magic or physical, so long as it was brutal then anything was possible. Anything.

The Demon of Brutality laughed, his body shifting as his limbs became longer, his jaw began to resemble the maw of a wild animal, and all his Essence became fuel for his muscles, then he dashed.

The spot where he was just standing burst from the speed, and the world around him blurred as he arrived in front of the thinking woman. He immediately did a downwards swing that she lazily blocked with her sword⁠.

The environment exploded and the mercenaries in the background shrieked. The woman was sent into the ground as her bones cracked, yet she simply tilted her head.

“No, that wasn’t it either.”

“Youuu…”

Even now, she was still too preoccupied with her thoughts, even now she didn’t see him as a threat, even now she was still not continuing her attack. It was as if he didn’t matter to her. And that infuriated him to no end. A vein popped on his forehead as he bellowed, raising his foot.

“I WILL KILL YOU!”

His muscles bulged and he stomped.

Her sword took the brunt of the hit, but even then he heard an awful crunch, and one of her legs split off from her body, one of her arms became mangled and her neck broke. He didn’t stop there as he reached down and grabbed her sword⁠— intending to take it fro her and kill her with her own weapon.

But she held onto it.

He sneered and then he threw the sword⁠— the sound barrier was broken as the woman’s body let out a loud crunch before she was sent flying along with the sword.

It has Essence, how strange.

Still, that realization didn’t phase the Demon of Brutality, those stupid Primordial Spirits liked to bless the mortals of this land with dumb boons all the time after all. But he did note something.

She must be important. And if she is important, then all the more reason to kill her.

Humans that had connections to the primordials were valuable targets to demons. Not only that but it would most certainly allow him to gain a higher standing with his god.

At that thought, the Demon of Brutality felt even more inspired to kill this damn wench.

He dashed, tearing apart the environment with his mere movement and arrived in front of the woman as she was just standing up. His hand reached for her head and he slammed her down. A loud crack resounded, and he prepared to deliver the finishing blow.

“Oh!” she piped up.

Now she’ll beg.

“I remember now.”

The Demon of Brutality scowled and tried to crush her head, but before that happened the woman’s curses in her body completely died, before⁠— flaring. Not only that but they exploded a split second later.

“Useless!”

He strengthened his grip, right now his strength surpassed anything that the woman could exert, so her head was as good as gone⁠—

And the curses burst again, and again, this time with Essence.

“What⁠—”

His hand was⁠ ripped off. With a single motion of her hand, his own hand was completely torn off his body, and the woman laughed as she stabbed herself with her sword.

“To think I can reset the effects of Accursed Strength too,” she said with a voice that was breaking from excitement. “Sure, it can only happen once a week, but right now…”

The Demon of Brutality sneered. He didn’t know what the dumb woman was talking about but it didn’t matter. He gritted his teeth and exerted his own existence to bring more power into this world as his muscles bulged once more. And he punched, intending to end the woman in one hit.

She raised her hand to block but it was useless.

His fist hit and a loud bang resounded, and the barrier that was behind them cracked, yet the woman⁠— didn’t move. She just smiled.

“My turn now!”

She punched back and the Demon of Brutality blocked⁠— his arms were blown apart as the blow made a hole in his chest. He hit the other side of the barrier at supersonic speeds, cracking it. He almost fainted but he recovered, shaking his head.

What happened…?

That strength was ridiculous. It easily dwarfed his by at least two fold, it didn’t make sense to him, while it was a temporary buff it simply didn’t make sense.

The woman dashed, appearing on top of him before doing an axe kick. The Demon of Brutality blocked again but he was blown into the ground, half of his body turning into paste. And his entire body was in disbelief.

Such strength, that shouldn’t be possible. Even if she has access to Essence that doesn’t⁠—

Was his avatar in Vir going to die like this?

No! I can’t let that happen!

The Demon of Brutality forced himself further as his core threatened to crack and, his entire body reformed, stronger than before. And he teleported to avoid being torn apart by the woman.

He had to do more. The Demon of Brutality forced more Essence into his body as he turned and rushed towards the woman that was heading right for him.

Then, she punched as he met her in kind. It wasn’t going to go like last time.

Both of their fists collided and⁠—

His arm exploded.

The Demon of Brutality’s eyes widened as the woman tried to punch him again, but this time he dodged out of the way. Their agility was even, but he was still lacking strength. It was humiliating to be dying to a human, to fail when he had gotten the chance to destroy Vir from the inside.

I can’t let it happen! The Demon of Brutality exerted himself even more as he felt pain deep within his body and clashed with the woman again.

The bones in his arm broke as he met her swing, but he quickly regenerated as he exchanged blows with the woman. Somehow she was keeping up with this, somehow her strength was that ridiculous, and somehow he was⁠—

Losing.

His arm went flying as he was hit in the chest, his inner organs exploding from his back as he was sent back into the barrier that cracked as if it meant nothing.

How was this possible…?

He was going to die here, but he didn’t want to, he shouldn’t, he couldn’t fail his god like this⁠—

No. He wasn’t going to fail. Even if it cost him dearly.

The Demon of Brutality exerted his core past its limit as it cracked and with it came a burst of power that was unprecedented. He punched the woman back and moved to destroy her. She blocked but to no avail, her arms broke, and her legs gave out.

He tried his best to kill her but all he was doing was a gradual tear down of her being, but even then he was satisfied.

He focused his Essence to kill her as he continued on hitting her, breaking her body and tearing her apart, and finally a sigh left her.

“Guess I can’t keep avoiding that part either, huh?”

Her body took on a glow as her strength⁠— increased once more. She punched Demon of Brutality and this time, half of his body exploded and the barrier shattered. His legs and lower torso splattered across the landscape as he went flying and hit a distant mountain.

Then he groaned, and the woman appeared before him before he could even react.

“I don’t have much time left,” she said, before extending her hand.

“Your strength is about to run out, huh?” he said. “You can’t kill me like this.”

That was a fact, he thought she had much longer to fight, but it seemed that wasn’t the case. Since she couldn’t eradicate his body, it was his victory. Yet, as he let out a chuckle, he saw a hand lingering in front of him. One that was bloodied. Her other hand had a blue and white flame with hints of purple and Essence in it. Though, he still focused on the thing presented to him.

“What is this?”

“A contract, will you become my subordinate?”

That is impossible⁠— is what he wanted to say, but as he saw her hand he realized that it was a contract of demonic nature. Seeing that many things ran through his mind. Was this woman on their side? Had he been attacking an ally? However, why did his instincts tell him that she was important to the primordials? That feeling extended beyond logic after all.

All that said, he sneered.

“I will never betray my god, more importantly, you can’t kill me. Not as long as my body doesn’t get destroyed.”

“A shame, though you’re wrong on one thing,” she said.

He scowled, “And what is that?”

“I can kill you.”

He laughed, but before the Demon of Brutality could say anything further, the flame on her hand was tossed at him, and he felt primal danger like never before.

Impossible⁠—

The flame hit, exploding the entire mountain and destroying his avatar along with it as his own body took recoil back in Ill’hine.

* * *

Amber sighed as she appeared not too far away, the explosion going off in the background.

“Why is making contracts so damn difficult?” she said in annoyance. “At least, I figured out I can use Accursed Strength and Accursed Reignition twice.”

The effects of that were utterly disgusting if she said so herself. She was sure that no barrier made from the Archmage could block her when she was in that state. It was safe to say that it was now her strongest form and strongest chain of skills, surpassing even Essence ones. The strength she had felt…

Amazing.

“Maybe I can even kill the Abyssal Briroar in just one or two punches,” she smiled to herself.

That was how ridiculously strong those skills made her when fighting the demon, and that was why she had so easily killed him. Though that didn’t matter right now.

[You have defeated a [Demon of Brutality. Lvl. 301].]

For defeating an enemy 95 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have reached level 205. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 207. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She had gotten 3 levels from that, which she didn’t mind all too much. She had gotten to explore a lot of things which was great. For instance, she could combine the curse version of Primordial Blazing Bolt with the actual skill, though it still needed further testing⁠— she had a feeling that it would grow unstable if both were used at the same strength.

But she was happy, especially after she got to test the full effects of Demonic Frenzy, and how it behaved when feeding it Essence. Which well, it was a bit of a scary thing to do given she lost sense of herself even if briefly.

But right now, it was just another barrier for her to overcome.

“Well, time to return I guess…”

She took a step forward and then paused, sensing familiar presences.

* * *

Lennard put down the spyglass given to him by Stein, he had helped by creating the frame, and it was one of the few items the demons hadn’t taken from them. And right now, it had allowed him to witness something.

“Terrifying…” he said, trembling.

They had long since evacuated the camp, and now when they were on their way back to Froststone they spotted a battle in the distance, one he chose to observe. And to his surprise, the warrior was fighting a demon⁠— an incredibly strong one. One that sent chills down his spine, and shockingly, not only did the woman win but she absolutely wiped the floor with the demon.

It was terrifying.

That woman had surpassed any conceptions he had of her level. She was closer to a demon in human flesh than anything. Because her strength wasn’t something achievable by anyone at her level. That he was sure of. In fact, he was sweating.

And to think I disrespected her.

His heart was rushing, he didn’t want to encounter her, he couldn’t. What if the woman remembered him and decided to kill him? It was a risk he didn’t want.

He put away the spyglass.

“Which is why we have to hurry on returning⁠—”

A gust of wind interrupted him and he found himself face to face with the woman and he shrieked.

“Hey, you’re a smith right?”

He fell to the ground in fear. Did she want all his creations? Was she here for payback? The woman stepped forward with a wicked grin, one that made him feel like he would die. And finally, she spoke. A request that sent a chill down his spine.

“I have a favor to ask you, smith something for me.”

If he didn’t accept, he was most certainly going to die. His life depended on this job, so he had to do his best in order to survive. And so, after some panic, he accepted.

“Y-Yes.”

“Great!” she chirped.

And she began to explain her twisted request that involved him working with curses.


Chapter 40.

Amber was glad. Not for any particular reason. Just glad. She was glad to be alive and grateful that she had gotten to experience Vir.

Back on Earth her life was… okay. It didn't suck too much or anything, in fact she considered it kind of average. She was a college student, albeit with very good grades, she was an athlete, albeit a very good one, and she had some debt, albeit not a lot.

To some that would have been great or amazing, but to her it seemed relatively average. Sure, she had those things, but her parents were out of the picture. She didn't have familiar support at all, and not many friends. So in a sense, just like any other average person she had things she had gotten lucky with and things she had gotten unlucky with. And that was why she considered her life average.

She wasn't particularly happy, nor particularly content, she was fine with her life. Finding ways to push her limits was difficult. It had always been.

But now, that wasn't her life anymore. Instead, she was in the world of Vir, a world that in many ways was worse than Earth. Death rates were high, famine was probably common, and life expectancy was either early 20s or hundreds of years. It was a varied world to say the least. And it lacked certain technological advancements like phones and the internet, having magic in place.

Many people of Earth would have felt quite trapped in Vir, even with the almighty System and the boons it offered. But not her.

For her Vir was…

Well, it was a turning point in her life. Here, her efforts were rewarded appropriately, unlike Earth where the effort was extreme for little return. She enjoyed that about Vir. No, she loved it. While she understood that this lifestyle wasn’t for everyone in Vir, just like Earth’s lifestyle wasn’t for her, she was still glad that this world existed.

After all, it allowed her to be truly free.

There was also always the dopamine-inducing thought of how her relatives or acquaintances would react to her current status. The answer was of course ⁠— at this point anyway ⁠— fear. She was powerful.

Even for the residents of Vir she was an alien to a lot of them, after all, the situation that was unfolding before her very eyes was a prime example of that.

“I-I’ll do my best, M-Miss Amber.”

“Amber is fine,” she sighed.

Unfortunately, the smith was deadly afraid of her. And the reason was rather simple; he had seen her battle. While she did try to ease his concerns, her actions just made his anxiety worse, so in the end she gave up.

Maybe I should’ve gotten an elven smith to help out instead. That was one more regret to pile onto her list regarding the Sacred Forest. But it didn’t matter too much now.

“E-Esteemed warrior, is there anything more that we can do for you?” the tinkerer asked.

Amber turned and saw the whole group of refugees staring at her in fear. She didn’t really know how she felt about that, but for now it didn’t really matter.

“Actually, there is,” she said, making the man flinch. “The mercenaries sent to rescue you are injured, so if you all could take them back to the village it would be great.”

The two men that heard her blinked but hurriedly nodded. And it only made sense, her request was more than reasonable after all.

After telling them that they could go ⁠— which felt incredibly awkward to her ⁠— she was left to her own devices. Which… well, Amber didn’t really know what she wanted to do. The Demon of Brutality had dropped another mana stone which she was going to give to the smith along with the one in her possession, but aside from that she didn’t really have any plans.

Or actually, there is something.

Amber ignited a purple flame on the tip of her fingers and focused on it, but it didn’t last long because someone approached her.

“M-Miss, t-thank you for saving us…”

Amber turned and saw a small girl, maybe ten years old at most. Her hair was brown and her eyes were a deep orange just like hers, which gave her pause. Finally, Amber noticed the girl’s apprehension.

“You’re welcome,” she said softly, dismissing the flame and kneeling in front of the girl. “Are you hurt anywhere?”

The girl shook her head timidly, and Amber smiled, then there was a silence that she didn’t know what to make of. It was awkward, but then again, she never really dealt with kids either.

“W-Will you stay with us?”

Amber tilted her head. She initially planned to sprint straight back, but now thinking about it that'd be a bit weird; especially given what she was doing.

“I guess I do have some responsibility to see you back to the village, so yes.”

At that, the girl nodded. “Thank you… miss.”

She went off, and people began to talk about her.

“She’s so kind…”

“Now getting a better look, she’s quite a pretty young woman.”

“One that absolutely murdered a demon that could kill all of us!”

She didn’t really understand the reactions of the people, but for now, she didn’t think it mattered. Well, it didn’t matter to her anyway. The only thing that mattered was growing stronger.

Amber reignited the purple flame on her hand, her eyes narrowing.

To do that I must make my mana reach the same heights as my Essence.

So, for the time being, Amber decided to commit to doing that; until she returned to the village anyway.

* * *

Thorn didn’t lose any sleep the first day, the second one however…

He slammed his fist on his bedside table, breaking it into thousands of pieces, he was a sweating mess. And it only made sense, he had made a massive mistake, one that perhaps he couldn’t come back from.

On the first day, he had listened to Frei chat away about her awesome master ⁠— which he thought was a joke ⁠— but at some point he began to believe that this warrior was a lot more than what meets the eye. So he had begun to redefine his opinion of her, hell even Frei bet that she’d be returning in no time. And yet, she was nowhere to be seen.

At first, he didn’t mind, but now that it was the second day, it didn’t make sense to him. In fact, it was about to be the third day and she had yet to return⁠— the mercenaries had yet to return as well. No informants, nothing. Which meant one thing and one thing only.

“They’ve died to the demons…” he gritted his teeth.

He couldn’t believe his foolishness. Sure, Frei was a powerful individual, but she was a naive girl; she didn’t have as much life experience as he did, so why on Vir would he take her word for granted? Not to say she wasn’t trustworthy, but maybe the person she placed her faith on wasn’t all that reliable.

And that had been his mistake.

He should have followed after the warrior to ensure she wouldn’t get herself killed⁠— he should’ve followed after her to ensure the mission was a success…

But now, it was too late.

He tightened his fists, and stood up from his bed.

He couldn’t just sleep while knowing his brothers and sisters were slain, he couldn’t sleep while knowing he could’ve prevented an innocent death. No, now he had a duty to fulfill, and with Frei in the village, the demons would stand no chance if they attacked. Which meant, he was free to set off and avenge his comrades.

Thorn grabbed his staff and in his pajamas, raised it up high. Mana flowed through it and numerous magic circles appeared around him, and then after a few seconds, his skill finally went off.

In a blink, he appeared well over a kilometer away from the small village of Froststone, and while it wasn’t that much distance relative to where his destination was, the only limit to this was his mana.

So he raised his staff again, gritting his teeth with hatred.

“Just you wait, demons… I will kill you all…”

The magic circles gathered, and he teleported yet again, crossing a great distance. It was only a matter of hours before he reached his destination.

Once I get there, I will⁠—

A purple arrow zipped past him and hit a small hill in the distance, before it⁠— blew apart. The sky was torn open by a purple torrent, shaking the whole world. Thorn felt his heart skip several beats as the shockwave nearly made him lose his step.

Enemy attack! He raised his staff, preparing to kill whatever had fired it. If that arrow hit me…

Needless to say he’d be at death’s door right now. It was a powerful attack that was easily over level 250 in power. And given how fast it had happened, it was dangerous.

Incredibly so.

He raised his staff and screamed.

“Show yourself, demon!”

And something appeared in front of him. With lightning-fast reactions, he pointed his staff and cast.

“Implode!”

The being exploded⁠— electricity tore the spot in front of him as blood streaked within his vision. He didn’t know if it was a surprise attack from a demon or a mercenary, but it didn’t matter.

There was no notification.

He frowned and prepared another spell, but just as he was about to do that, his staff was grabbed. It was yanked away from him. He gasped and then, his staff was tossed to the side and his heart skipped.

He had encountered one of the demons.

It took a step forward, the smoke in front of him dissipating.

“What do you think you’re doing, are you dumb or something?”

He blinked, seeing a woman; an uninjured woman. A familiar woman.

Amber. 

“W-What…?” Thorn stammered. “Why⁠— are you working with the demons?”

Hearing that, the woman’s frown deepened. “No, did you hit yourself in the head or something? Why the fuck would you attack me?”

He paused at her insults before growling. “I thought you were a demon. More importantly, we have to hide,” he said hastily. “There is a demon nearby.”

The woman paused, taken aback. “Really?”

Thorn nodded gravely. “They just shot a purple arrow at me, if that attack hit me I would’ve⁠—”

“Oh, that was me,” the woman said, relaxing. “Why would you think a demon did that anyway?”

However, her question went ignored as Thorn heard the first thing she said before replaying the attack in his mind. Finally, he swallowed.

“You did that…?”

“Yeah?”

“That’s not…” he hesitated before making a realization. “Why would you fire that so close to the village?!”

“Firstly, because I’m training, and second, all of the mages present are helping me to conceal the attacks to prevent people from freaking out, so it’s not an issue,” she said dismissively.

Thorn frowned. “All of the mages, which mages?”

Amber sighed. “You know, the mercenary group you sent? I rescued them from some demons so now they owe a lot to me.”

“You rescued them…?”

“Yep, from a level 300 Demon of Brutality or whatever.”

Thorn was shocked yet once more as he processed her words. “Wait, level 300?”

“I guess it’ll be faster if I show you,” the woman said with a hint of annoyance as she leaned over reaching for his hand.

“Wait what are you⁠—”

But before he could react, she teleported twice before carrying him along at lightning speed, making him almost throw up. When it all stopped, he wobbled and he heard the woman’s voice.

“He wanted to see you or whatever.”

“Thorn?”

“It’s Thorn!”

Thorn shook his head and recovered, and as he looked up, he couldn’t help but pause.

Hundreds of people were before him, and most were excitedly rushing to meet him. They didn’t look great, in fact, some looked like they were on the verge of death, but every single person looked happy.

They were the people who had been kidnapped as well as the mercenaries who had been sent out, and they were alive. Sure, the woman had told him that, but seeing it had a completely different impact. One that completely erased any weight he had in his heart.

Kornelius was the first one to approach him, which made Thorn glad.

“You’re alive.”

“Barely.” The man chuckled. “If it hadn’t been for Miss Amber the entire force would have been wiped out.”

Thorn frowned. “That’s not possible, you had so many people with you.”

“The demons laid an ambush, and if Amber hadn’t intervened and single-handedly killed the two demon leaders we would have died.”

“She also killed the one back at the camp!”

“And what was their level?”

“250,” Kornelius said, closing his eyes. “I really am grateful to her.”

His frown deepened.

“Was there a level 300 demon by any chance?”

Hearing that, Kornelius bit his lip.

“There was…”

So, they had to run… Thorn could see it from his reaction, it was more than obvious what had happened. And she lied…

“And… I’ve never felt so powerless in my life…” Kornelius said gravely. “You know, Thorn, this is the first time I’ve seen such a battle.”

“What do you mean?”

The man gritted his teeth.

“The environment was destroyed, the demon was easily stronger than you and yet…”

“And yet?” Thorn raised his brow.

“He was completely annihilated,” he finished. “Utterly humiliated. It was such a one-sided battle, the demon stood no chance…”

Numerous people nodded at Kornelius’ words, and Thorn was stunned. Stunned that his assumptions were wrong, stunned that the woman was indeed telling the truth, stunned that she had indeed slain a level 300 demon.

“I recorded part of the battle…” Kornelius said. “And I am jealous. Jealous of her strength.”

Thorn frowned. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

He shook his head.

“You don’t understand, just watch.”

Following his words, a projection appeared before his eyes. There was a twisted demon in the distance who was attacking the woman. She wasn’t even fighting back. The demon was incredibly strong however.

Thorn couldn’t believe it. She exhausted the demon before killing it?

He supposed that that was one way to win a fight, but wasn’t she meant to be strong? What was this bullshit? Thorn frowned, no longer taking the accounts of the people seriously. It was certainly a commendable achievement, but in a way he felt deceived.

But just as he was about to stop watching, the woman fought back and the demon⁠— exploded.

“Huh?!”

And not just him, but other people audibly gasped.

Then, what followed made his jaw drop. Because he witnessed a battle of incredible power from both parties, and the demon was completely and utterly overwhelmed.

While Kornelius hadn’t been able to see the finishing blow, he saw the aftermath of it, the blue explosion that was stronger than the purple one he had seen.

“Unbelievable…”

Thorn looked only to see the warrior patting a girl’s head, one who bore a resemblance to her and seemed happy to receive the woman’s attention.

Just what is that strength…?

Seeing her Thorn resolved himself to never disrespect Frei’s master again, and also do one thing.

Crown her as the hero of Froststone.

* * *

Amber arrived in the village and the first thing that happened was Frei embracing her with a tight hug, the second thing that happened was Frei being obnoxious, and the third thing that happened was⁠— giving the smith her two demonic mana stones and her armor. Then, she went to sleep, taking the chance to rest her mind while the rest of the villagers busied themselves.

And this time, she slept a reasonable twelve hours.

By the time she awoke in the next day, the village seemed to have restored itself to some form of normalcy, though a grim atmosphere still remained.

The first thing Amber did was go and find Frei, who was dozing off near a window on the second floor of the inn.

She shook the elven woman awake who blinked.

“Oh, if it ain’t my master, what do ya need?”

Amber shook her head in disapproval but didn’t say anything, instead, she continued with her request.

“Let’s work on the bone enhancement schematics.”

“That…” Frei hesitated. “I don’t think it’s a good idea, even if your body can support it it’s…”

Amber raised her brow. “It’s…?”

“Well I tested it on my finger, yesterday,” Frei said, looking at her hand as it began to tremble. “It wasn’t… fun at all.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, due to the structure of our bodies, our bones carry a lot of mana, right?” she asked, meeting her gaze. “Meaning that so long as they are part of us, they are particularly sensitive to things that disrupt the mana flow, such as runes being carved into them.”

Amber frowned, realizing where Frei was going. “Meaning…”

“Meaning the pain is fucking unbearable even with pain tolerance skills,” Frei said flatly.

Hearing that, Amber shook her head. “It’s fine, I’ll get over it.”

“I feel like you’re not listening.” Frei frowned. “This could be classified as an inhumane torture method.”

“Maybe so, but I wish to do it. I wish to grow stronger,” Amber said resolved. “Else, I won’t be able to kill the Demon of Genesis.”

Hearing that the elf opened her mouth but quickly closed it.

“Right… fine… just don’t die, you’re my last hope and all that,” the elf said, annoyed.

Amber gave her a small smile. “I won’t.”

Frei stood up to follow her, but before they could go anywhere, Thorn came up the stairs.

“There you are, Amber.”

“Yes?” She raised her brow as the old man approached her.

“You’re late to your celebration; you’re the hero of this village after all.”

Amber paused. “I am?”

The old man laughed and grabbed her hand, his staff appearing in his other hand as he raised it.

“Let’s go.”

Before she could refuse, Amber found herself in the middle of the plaza as people cheered for her. Confetti ⁠— or a similar thing ⁠— was thrown as she blinked.

“Thank you for saving my parents!”

“You rescued my brother!”

She paused as she found herself surrounded by people being grateful to her, and she couldn’t help but smile. It was a good feeling after all.

“Froststone, welcomes our hero!” the old man mage called, extending his hands into the air as people cheered. And then he turned to her, offering a scroll. “And after a night of deliberation, this is our thank you to you.”

Amber received the scroll and Appraised it, making her eyes widen in surprise.

[Enchanted Grade ⁠— Map of the Fallen Tower ⁠— Superb Quality.

This map has been enchanted with the following enchantments:

Enchantment of Location: Shows the map's current location relative to the tower.

Enchantment of Topography: Shows the surroundings of the Fallen Tower up to the entirety of the continent.]

“It’s a map we’ve had for generations, but we believe you can make better use of it given you wish to grow stronger,” the man chuckled. “It also doubles as a map of the Republic.”

Amber stowed it with a small smile. “Thank you.”

It was a great reward, especially since it served her goals.

“And that’s not all, our smiths got wind of the request you made of Lennard,” he said with a smile. “So, they all got together to go above and beyond.”

She paused. “Wait, it’s done?”

“Yep, and we had a third Demonic Mana Stone.” Thorn smiled and turned around. “Bring it over!”

Amber watched as the crowd parted and a group of smiths brought over a large box. It was as tall as her, and it contained the thing she had requested.

“I have to say, it turned out to be an incredible artifact. Albeit a forbidden one.”

She nodded, as the box was put down before her. Amber took a deep breath, and knelt down before opening it.

And what met her eyes was a large greatsword, the same size as Cursewelder, with three small pearls near the hilt with red veins running along it. And it was Cursewelder’s next upgrade.

Though the appraisal results gave her pause, excitement but also apprehension.

It was a sword of the highest quality and grade.

A sword of demonic features.

A sword that carried an unexpected trait, but also went to show how amazing the weapon was. For one simple reason.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Demonic Sword: Droz’gad ⁠— Ancient Quality

This sword was forged at the hands of master smiths of the Republic of Mercenaries, and has reached the highest form of craftsmanship in the world. Due to its demonic nature, this sword has been noticed by one of the Demon Gods and named as it wished, turning it into a divine artifact of demonic origins.]

It had a connection to a Demon God. It was a demonic divine artifact.

And its effects were amazing. 


Chapter 41.

Demonic Sword Droz’gad was… amazing.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Demonic Sword Droz’gad ⁠— Ancient Quality

This sword was forged at the hands of master smiths of the Republic of Mercenaries, and has reached the highest form of craftsmanship in the world. Due to its demonic nature, this sword has been noticed by one of the Demon Gods and named as it wished, turning it into a divine artifact of demonic origins. This sword bears the enchantments of:

Unbreakable: Droz’gad cannot be broken by the limits of mortals.

Blood Enhancement: Droz’gad’s edge grows exponentially sharper the more blood it sheds and absorbs. The blood will drain over time.

Resource Drinker: Droz’gad can consume any resource, enhancing its efficiency or power by 20%, however the resource will be expended upon consumption.

All⁠-seeing Eyes: Curse of Foresight: At the cost of making yourself more predictable you may see milliseconds into the future.

All-mighty Edge: Curse of Sundering: At the cost of suffering half of the attack’s damage your attacks are thrice as likely to tear open targets.

All-protective Demon: Curse of Deflection: At the cost of being able to deflect any attack once a week, you’re twice as vulnerable to all sources of damage.]

Sure, to the normal person all of the drawbacks were daunting, but given she was a Cursebearer they didn’t really exist. The sword was straight up, broken. And sure, in many ways it was better than Cursewelder, but the thing with Cursewelder was…

It can absorb other swords.

Cursewelder was, for all means and purposes, more like a sheath to combine things more than an actual sword, and that’s where its power lied. So rather than saying that the demonic sword excited her, the idea of absorbing it excited her. Because it was ridiculously powerful.

All-seeing, and all-mighty, talk about playing god. The curses themselves weren’t surprising, but their power was. She could sense them; they weren’t normal, in fact, they were far from it. And there was also the fact that the sword was unbreakable.

Of course, it kind of implied it could be broken. But from what she understood, unless she was in Ill’hine it just wasn’t happening.

So strong…

Amber admired the sword, it was beautiful. Twisted but beautiful. Each of the mana stones had red veins coming from it, and running across the black blade. It looked like a demonic apparition; a pretty one.

She, of course, barely understood how it had become a divine artifact. Or well a demonic divine artifact. Sure, the sword did have three Demonic Mana Stones, and its craftsmanship was amazing but at the same time…

Didn't gods need to be the ones making the item?

Well, she didn't know if she wanted a demon god made item. If she looted it from killing a demon maybe it was fine, but getting it as some sort of reward from demons would be wrong.

Thankfully, the Demonic Sword Droz’gad wasn’t any of that. She had already planned to make a sword with the stones, and just because a Demon God decided it was an awesome sword it didn't mean anything. After all, it’s effects were fucking amazing, and the sword was hers, not something that belonged to a god.

The more she thought about it, the more excited she felt to use it, and finally she reached for it as the people in the surroundings observed. Gripping it, it felt just right. It was light even, she made sure to savor the sword as she lifted it, much to everyone’s gasps.

“That sword is…”

“It must be from the demons!”

“But would our hero work with them?!”

Its appearance was certainly controversial, but she didn’t care too much. Instead, she focused on its lightness and feeling, before finally taking out Cursewelder.

I may use Droz’gad a lot in battle, though. It just felt that good to wield. Though that was a thought for later. Now, it was time to absorb it.

She channeled her mana and the sword began to disintegrate, and along with it came a notification.

[ Three out of five swords have been absorbed.

Cursewelder has absorbed the Demonic Sword Droz’gad and now has the following abilities…

Cursewelder now wields…]

It was a large notification given all of the effects Droz’gad had, and unlike the other swords Cursewelder had absorbed, it didn’t need to discard anything. And that wasn’t all.

Amber grinned feeling Cursewelder shift within her grip, its blade becoming black as the three Demonic Mana Stones appeared close to each other at the hilt. The sword also became lighter.

The extent of the physical changes ended there, but given Cursewelder had a myriad of physical effects filling its length already, it simply made it cooler. It was now a half-black, half-glowing-orange sword covered in purple flames with red pearls at the hilt. Although, Amber kept the flames part off when out of battle.

She grinned and stowed it away, as Thorn smiled.

“Is it to your liking, Amber?”

She smiled. “It’s amazing, yes.”

Then she turned towards the nervous smiths as she did a small bow to them.

“Thank you for making this for me.”

They paused but nodded in acknowledgement. Some looked happy while others looked relieved. Amber then turned around and while normally she wasn’t particularly extroverted, she decided to join in the festivities celebrating her heroic act of really wanting to test her Essence skill.

Frei also requested to see the sword, and even her eyes widened seeing what it could do.

It was a great start to the day.

* * *

Remmel closed his eyes as people celebrated.

Amber was growing more powerful and while that would’ve made him happy in the past, right now it made him upset. After all, he was now under her thumb; he was her minion now. And he hated it. He only served himself, he had his own goals and aspirations, and she was getting in the damn way.

How was he meant to take over the Obsidian Rose when he had to treat Amber ‘fairly’? He had been more than fair, giving her all those perks and special treatment, but apparently direct access to him wasn’t enough.

Now, he had to go above and beyond to make it up to her, and he was stuck until then. His eyes locked onto Amber, not showing any emotion.

You think I didn’t pay attention to your demands, but I did. Don’t think you can just one-up me like this.

Regardless of her advancement, he still remained superior to her. He was, after all wiser, more experienced, and had more trump cards than her. He had seen her battle against the demon, and while it was certainly impressive, it wasn’t anything he considered insurmountable.

Amber smiled at him, and he gave her a half smile.

Just you wait.

Remmel was keenly aware that Amber regarded him as a threat, and that wasn’t wrong. But for now all he could do was wait. She might have been amazing, but she also greatly underestimated him. That was going to be her downfall.

* * *

Aveline admired Amber, she wished to be that strong, to be that independent, to know what she wanted. Amber was amazing in all aspects to her, meanwhile she was… lost.

She looked over at Remmel who was definitely plotting something; she had a keen sense for these situations. Then she looked over at Amber who was having the time of her life, she was laughing, drinking alcohol as well as eating everything she could get her hands on. Most of the food was supplied by Remmel and Frei, which was great because otherwise she would’ve felt concerned about the food shortage.

Aveline finally turned to Frei who was happily chatting with Thorn. And finally, there was herself, alone and having food quietly.

She didn’t know what to do. Following Remmel, as grateful as she was, kept on seeming like a worse idea by the second. He had saved her, but after the rose-tinted glasses came off, after Amber had intervened, it just… well it wasn’t the same. Remmel was a douchebag through and through, he exploited her and used her as a tool, and maybe she would’ve been okay with that in the past.

But now, seeing Amber, seeing her achievements, knowing her. It made her want more.

She wanted to be more.

Aveline didn’t know if she wanted to be just like Amber; fighting wasn’t her thing after all. But she did know she wanted to make decisions for herself, and not take whatever was the easiest option. Whether that involved working with Remmel, following after Amber, or choosing her own path, remained to be seen.

But she was aware that the status quo wasn’t something that could be maintained.

Aveline sighed, and looked over at Amber. The person she repudiated at the start ended up being her inspiration.

How ironic. She chuckled. She remembered Amber’s battle against the demon, it was a terrifying feat. Maybe fighting isn’t so bad.

Aveline closed her eyes before deciding to join in the party and once more to befriend Amber; though this time it was different. It wasn’t because she wanted some sort of vindication or selfish fulfillment, but because Amber was just that damn awesome.

Everyone was praising her right now, and honestly, Aveline saw no problem with joining in. But she was a lot more subtle, the last thing she wanted was for Amber to think she was just paying lip service.

To her surprise, Amber accepted her with open arms and even praised her performance during their suicidal mission, needless to say it made her happy.

For the first time in a long while, Aveline felt happy and it was all thanks to a certain crazy woman she admired.

* * *

Amber had always avoided alcohol, though today she figured why not. She was superhuman, and couldn’t get drunk anyways. So she just enjoyed partaking in the communal activity and talking with the people of the town about their exploits. That said, the alcohol tasted like shit. And for good reason, the alcohol percentage was way higher than anything that existed on Earth.

But either way, she enjoyed herself and even worked with Frei on the bone carving project while people watched. Some didn’t understand and found it cool, though the mercenaries were appalled at the concept. Especially the mages that understood what it represented; because unlike the prim and proper researchers of the academy, they had real experience and understood the pain that Frei had experienced.

Of course, Amber did try it briefly and she actually shed a tear and squeaked but it was definitely bearable. Albeit barely. That experience is what made her charge ahead with the project of enhancing her body.

It was a great day, one that eventually ended when the rest of the mercenaries passed out from alcohol consumption.

Amber frowned. “Seriously?”

Frei chuckled. “Most people can’t heal themselves.”

“Guess so.” Amber sighed.

She looked over at Frei who had been drinking the entire time, she looked the same as ever; aside from the fact that she reeked of alcohol, which also applied to her. But both of them still had all their senses.

“How do you even heal? You know, since the System calls you the reaper.”

Frei paused mid sip. “How did you figure out it was System related?”

“Legacy Branch Advancement,” Amber answered simply.

“Ah.”

At this point, the rambunctious atmosphere had completely died down, and in fact they were practically alone. Well Aveline was sitting next to them, but she was barely conscious with her head lying on the table. At least, she seemed happy.

Frei looked down. “Well, I guess it doesn’t matter if I tell you, huh?”

“Will it help me kill you?” She raised her brow.

The elf paused before breaking out into a grin. “Probably.”

“Huh.”

“Anyways my Legacy Branch is unique, I am the Reaper, and in simple terms I can take life from others,” she said shrugging. “Like the plants on the ground or even the microorganisms, which is enough to stave off the effects of alcohol.”

“Does that mean you can regenerate from having your head cut off?” Amber raised her brow. “Like me?”

Frei laughed before turning serious.

“No.”

“I see.”

Still, I didn’t even know Legacy Branches could be unique. Perhaps it was obvious thinking about it, but suddenly the concept enticed her.

“Do you think I can get a unique Legacy Branch?” Then she frowned. “Wait, is there a Special Legacy Branch Advancement?”

“Yes and yes,” Frei said. “Though the special advancement is even harder to get for the Legacy Branch so don’t expect to get it anytime soon.”

The elf craned her head.

“I wonder how insane the requirements will be for you. Given how extraordinary you are already.”

“Ah…”

That was certainly something to think about.

“Guess I’ll figure it out.”

“Hmhm…” Frei took a sip. “I envy you.”

“Because of my connections?” Amber raised her brow.

“Nope, even if you didn’t have that, I’d still envy you,” Frei said getting up. “Not only do you know what you want to do with your life, you’re also the most extraordinary person I’ve ever met; that’s enviable.”

Amber blinked.

“Oh, thank you.”

Frei grinned. “Luckily for me, I get to be your most loyal hound.”

“Not funny.”

The elf laughed and waved.

“I’m off to bed, see ya.”

With that, she teleported away leaving Amber alone. She took a sip of alcohol before spitting it out, it seriously tasted bad. She stood up from the bar she had been sitting at, it was deadly quiet now.

“Guess I should sleep.”

“Or you could hear me out,” Remmel said from behind her.

Amber turned and saw him sitting at the counter, a sigh left her. She had noticed his gaze earlier, after all.

“I’ve come with a proposal.”

“You just want to get out of the contract, what is it?” Amber asked, annoyed.

He smiled. “Then I’ll get straight to the point, as atonement for my actions, how about I fix your problem with the Sacred Forest?”

Amber raised her brow. “And how will you do that?”

“I’ll get you pardoned by the government⁠—”

“No,” Amber interrupted, making him pause. “I’ll deal with it myself. Last thing I want is for you to mess something up without me knowing.”

“Have it your way then.” Remmel snorted, throwing two envelopes at her. “Here is your dumb information.”

“Thanks.”

With that, he disappeared. Amber turned to the two envelopes on the ground and smiled.

Demon summonings and information about the chained Primordial Spirit.

Things were about to get interesting given she had a map of the tower where it resided now.

Exciting.

* * *

The next day, Amber and company departed from the Froststone with a new destination in mind.

Back in the Sacred Forest, Asil from the Dazdril family and Maxwell the researcher were called into a meeting with the parliament.

One to determine the possible exile of involved parties in the theft of Arkara’s Staff.


Chapter 42.

When Maxwell was first summoned he almost had a heart attack. Even though he was barely into his second century of life he felt like he had aged multiple decades from the arrival of the news.

After all, Amber had not only stolen from the elven government but she had stolen the elves’ most prized possession; Arkara’s Staff.

The idea that it happened was completely and utterly insane, but at the same time it did put Sylvette’s message into perspective. Just yesterday she had come to thank him for teaching Amber magic, and she emphasized how sorry Amber was for everything but how grateful she felt as well.

It was an odd message, but now it made sense. Amber was a wanted criminal and had committed a sin of the highest order. And naturally, he was related to the case, and was someone to blame⁠— or that’s what he thought.

Maxwell had been stressed out of his mind for nothing, because instead of being condemned, he had been summoned as a witness.

He looked up at the grand courtroom, there were many high officials around as spectators to the judgment. And at its very center stood a lone desk where he sat, and in front of him there was a high raised platform with numerous elves sitting behind desks, the members of the parliament.

“Maxwell,” one of the elves at the raised desks called. “Can you recount your experience with Amber the Cursebearer again?”

Maxwell gulped as he looked up, right in front of the platform was Asil Dazdril, the person that had brought Amber into the Sacred Forest. He had never met the man, but from what Maxwell knew, he was Amber’s friend.

More importantly, he was on the verge of being exiled from the Sacred Forest, the Dazdril family wouldn’t come out unscathed either. But it didn’t feel fair, not at all. In fact, he quite disliked this entire situation, because it sought to use someone who in his eyes was innocent as a scapegoat.

Maxwell closed his eyes. “Amber was a brilliant girl, she was fascinated by magic theories even though she seemed to hate studying. I never thought she would do something like this. However, I firmly believe the Dazdril family would never knowingly put the Sacred Forest at risk.”

He didn’t want his testimony to be used against anyone, and so he continued by expressing his true feelings.

“It’s safe to say that Amber acted without their knowledge. Just like the members of the Magic Association acted without anyone’s knowledge. I don’t think it's right to punish the Dazdril family without punishing the heads of the Magical Association and the association as a whole.”

Hearing him, people broke out in mutters discussing his opinion. The members of the parliament gave him a glare but said nothing as the muttering continued. Maxwell didn’t know how he felt about things, but he did know that punishing the Dazdril family was wrong. Sylvette was a kind girl, and he was sure that applied to others as well. Even if Amber was their friend, she hadn’t involved them.

As for Amber being innocent or a heinous two faced criminal? Unfortunately, he had no idea. He couldn’t fathom the girl stealing Arkara’s Staff without a good reason. And she most definitely wouldn’t steal it out of selfishness. If he had to bet on something, it was that Amber wasn’t an evil person.

“Silence,” another man from the platform said. “Maxwell, you do realize that this person killed Archmage Xavier right?”

He nodded. “Indeed, but my point still stands. The Sacred Forest prides itself in being just, that’s why the Lasren family wasn’t exiled over the actions of a single family member.” He let his words linger in the air before he spoke again. “And I believe from the bottom of my heart that we are anything but hypocrites.”

His words were like a ripple that made people look at each other and reconsider. And following them, the court descended into a quiet and organized chaos of mutterings.

“That’s true…”

“Anyone could’ve been in the Dazdrils place and nothing would’ve changed…”

“We should be sending parties to search for the thief, not doing this!”

…

Maxwell knew that this was just the start of the court session but it didn’t matter to him, because he knew that it was wrong to punish those that befriended Amber. He closed his eyes.

After all, if people must be punished then I deserve to be punished for teaching her magic.

That thought alone scared him, but also resolved him to find out the truth behind her actions from Amber herself in the future.

But for now, he had to put an end to this.

However, before he could speak further, the doors to the room opened and a dark-skinned elf walked in and spoke, his voice booming.

“Asil Dazdril and his family are innocent,” he declared. “I will not entertain objections to this.”

Everyone turned and paused seeing two people enter the room, one was Zarkan the patriarch of the Sacred Forest, and the other person was…

Maxwell paused, recognizing him.

The king of Cytel, Octavius III.

* * *

Amber departed based on the information she had gotten from Remmel. As much as she had enjoyed the festivities, she knew that they couldn’t stay in Froststone all that long. Especially when going to kill the demon took more than a day. After all, she had priorities.

One of them was getting another divine artifact, so she could give it to the Sacred Forest and earn her redemption. As for Arkara’s Staff? Amber was studying it, and she’d give it back whenever she was done with it. That was the best solution to her problem with the Sacred Forest and to undo the mess that Remmel had caused.

Her plan to obtain another divine artifact was simple.

Find it in the Fallen Tower; the place that held the chained Primordial Spirit.

Now, that plan sounded ridiculous; just because the tower held a sealed god didn’t mean there were divine artifacts lying around, and if there were, they wouldn’t be easy to obtain. But that’s where Remmel’s information proved to be crucial.

Amber looked down at the piece of paper in her hand as the carriage advanced at max speed, each bump making her bounce on her seat.

The Primordial Spirit of the North of Kartil.

He has two towers, one of which is a Grand Dungeon and the other is a sunken one in the Republic of Mercenaries.

Legends say he was a benevolent spirit, but the last news of him three centuries ago described him as a twisted being.

The report was long, but it had two key things that Amber noted. One was:

The sunken tower, also known as the Fallen Tower holds one of Ishtar’s Journals. The bottommost floor is confirmed to hold a divine artifact by the spirit himself, though no one has been able to access it as of yet.

Of course, it was just information obtained by Remmel, but given their deal it was most definitely accurate. After all, if he were to not verify the veracity of the information, it would infringe on some of her terms.

She smiled and turned to the last piece of information.

The Primordial Spirit of the Great Desert worked together with the Primordial Spirits of Arveil and Lathyzia, and condemned the Primordial Spirit of the North of Kartil for his actions.

The results of this event are unknown.

Remmel Note: Amber this is as much as I could dig of this event, don’t complain to me about it.

It seemed that, Sid’fril was related to whatever had happened with the spirit. Though right now it wasn’t too relevant. Because her main goal remained the same.

Grow stronger.

She closed her eyes. The Fallen Tower was also known as a trial, much like Val’leri’s tower, so Amber was quite excited to delve into it. However, in comparison to Val’leri’s tower which was a well kept secret, the Fallen Tower was a place where mercenaries went to prove themselves. And it was also infinitely more dangerous, with a nearly fifty percent mortality rate for people around her level.

It was certainly exciting.

And they would arrive there in no time. Plus there was the whole demon summoning thing too; from what she could tell, she could use her new sword to summon them. Even if she could only summon the demons that the mana stones originated from.

I can’t wait⁠—

The outside world exploded⁠— the entire carriage shook and Remmel screamed in anger.

“Bandits? Just perfect. As if I didn’t have enough fucking problems!”

Amber blinked. “Bandits?”

“The entire Republic is falling apart, of course there’s bandits,” he said angrily. “I’m going to fucking kill them.”

“Huh…”

Amber paused, perhaps this was an opportunity.

* * *

Alexzander was an outlaw by trade, but not just any kind of outlaw. He had his own team, and they were good. And that was because of a variety of reasons, one of them being the fact that they focused on profit over anything else, and the other was because of his extremely rare class.

Danger Sensing Juggernaut.

The name was underwhelming, and some of its effects were relatively simple for a class of his level, but they were amazing. After all, it allowed him to tell the likelihood of someone engaging in battle and their threat level. So, when they first spotted a fancy carriage and realized it carried a level 300, they had planned to leave it alone. That was until he noticed that the level 300 had an extremely low likelihood of fighting.

So long as they left her alone, she wouldn’t act. And the other two noteworthy people were an assassin and a berserker respectively. Both were dangerous, but considering their main priority was stealing their possessions, it wasn’t a problem. After all, his class also made him a tank, a very resilient one that could punish those who attacked him appropriately.

He also had a skill that made him incredibly confident in surviving anything.

Revival.

With it, he would protect his comrades and ensure a successful mission. He looked over at Raziel, an archer and the least powerful person in their small group but he had a trump card. A sure-kill skill that couldn’t be sensed by danger detection skill⁠. An instantaneous arrow that would hit its mark in a millisecond.

Then he looked behind at the three warriors at the ready and a single mage who was ready to cast long range teleport at any moment, and finally he turned to the thief, Lara. She was the one who would take their targets' precious possessions.

Alexzander grinned as Raziel backed off with a nimble step, his lithe frame barely dodging the swipe from the assassin.

Then he raised his shield and roared, activating one of his skills. The assassin frowned and turned towards him before teleporting and swiping for his throat.

Alexzander blocked, and grinned as the assassin tried desperately to attack him. While he was fifty levels under the assassin, the class advantage was heavily in his favor. Assassins relied on stealth after all.

He bashed the assassin who grunted but landed lithely, and then a gust of wind passed as Lara swiped two of his rings. His eyes widened in surprise, and the archer shot in that small window.

The assassin failed to teleport away in time and was blasted away, as Alexzander chuckled.

“Just one more target…” Then he turned to observe the surroundings and paused as he felt a presence behind him.

He turned only to see the berserker swinging her sword towards him, it had an edge of silver flames but it didn’t feel dangerous at all.

Such a simple attack? Ridiculous. She was clearly underestimating him.

Alexzander snorted and raised his shield, the sword cleaved right through it, his arm went flying and he screamed making the warrior blink.

“Huh, neat.”

What do you mean neat?!

He gritted his teeth and pushed forward as he triggered another one of his skills. Damage Return. He pointed in her direction and her arm got a small cut that healed shortly after.

Alexzander was shocked but he saw a gust of wind and the warrior’s rings disappeared. She blinked and frowned, meanwhile he laughed, his previous confusion forgotten. Even if he was outclassed, with one of the best thieves in the continent there was nothing they couldn’t steal in this situation. Unlike all of them, Lara specialized in two things; stealing and stealth. In fact, her class wasn’t a combat class, gaining levels from the act of stealing instead.

And that was why it was so strong.

He was glad to have her as a companion, because with her, no matter what they were stealing they would always come out victorious. They had stolen from a level 350 before, so a level 207 berserker was not a problem.

But a moment later, the berserker teleported and with a swing struck Lara, shedding blood and making her let out a deep shriek in pain. She knelt and snatched her rings back as she snorted.

“Try that again and it’ll be your head next time.”

The berserker tilted her head as a flash of light passed by her head. Making Alexzander’s eyes bulge from its sockets. That was Raziel’s instantaneous arrow, and she had dodged it?!

She teleported again and broke Raziel’s arms with a quick hit from the flat of her blade and kicked him in the back, making him crumple to the ground. And then, the warriors finally attacked her and their swords were split in half by simply clashing against her own weapon. Then, she incapacitated everyone present by slicing their limbs off.

It was unbelievable.

“You know, killing all of you would feel a bit like bullying,” she said, sighing.

At that, Alexzander felt rage. The warrior was strong, but his senses told him she wasn’t that much stronger. In fact, in his skills, she wasn’t even a threat. Meaning there had to be some sort of gimmick to her strength, and he was going to find it.

He screamed, entering a frenzy as his arm regenerated. He pounced upon the woman which she blocked easily. His sword barely held as her blade cut into it, and he gritted his teeth.

“I will kill you!”

“I suggest you give up before I actually kill you,” she warned.

He snorted and swung again, the ground shattering.

“You can’t kill me!”

It was a fact, even if she was that strong, now that he was in a frenzied state it wasn’t possible to just cut through his neck. His vitality had more than tripled, and his agility had followed suit as well. The woman tried to slash him, but he ducked.

“It’s futile.”

A sigh left her. “Battery.”

Alexzander exploded and died.

When he awoke, he screamed and he saw the berserker looking at him curiously. “Huh, I even got a notification for killing you.”

“Stay away from me!”

She was a monster. How did she do that? Last thing he remembered was a burst of purple and then he was dead. He was higher level than her and yet she killed him with a single skill?! What was that?! He couldn't even run away from her at this point.

The woman frowned, standing up and thinking to herself. “And here I was planning on summoning a demon with your body.”

“D-Demon?”

Alexzander blanched and realized how badly he fucked up. He didn’t understand why the woman even now didn’t have a threat level, but since she was a demon worshipper, then it definitely had to do with that.

Meaning, he had made one of the biggest mistakes of his life.

She shrugged. “Oh well⁠—”

“Wait!” Lara called, limping forward in pain.

The berserker turned and the thief continued.

“Don’t kill Alexzander, we have monster carcasses and even some human ones you can use, those work for demons right?”

“I think so,” the berserker said, tilting her head. “Sure, that works for me.”

Hearing that, Alexzander felt nothing but relief. Though he saw the assassin aiming for his neck and his eyes widened as the dagger was swung.

It hit the berserker’s hand, drawing blood and she spoke coldly.

“Leave it, Remmel.”

The assassin clicked his tongue and left, meanwhile Alexzander was shocked. He hadn’t even been able to detect the assassin. For a moment, he was lost, but he soon reached a conclusion.

Maybe I should retire.

Eventually they teleported the berserker to their hideout, just her alone. Normally it would’ve been a prime opportunity to betray her, but no one dared to in this instance. Instead they watched as Lara summoned the various monster and human corpses they had in a spare storage ring.

Burning them hadn’t been an option due to the fact it would call attention to them, and for the most part it was annoying to deal with, but now it was a blessing in disguise. They had been saved.

They watched as the woman summoned a very twisted and demonic-looking sword and stabbed it into the pile of corpses, before she took out a piece of paper.

“Let’s see… so I need my blood and uh… huh I see…”

They all blinked. She’s reading summoning instructions? It took her less than a second to finish as she cut herself with a dagger and let her blood drip onto the corpses, before finally she gripped her sword.

“Demon of Wind, I summon you.”

Were demon summonings always so casual? Alexzander watched as the corpses melted away, and a harrowing laugh echoed. A fissure in reality formed for the briefest second before it went back to normal. The pool of blood shifted and corpses returned; it was as if time had been rewound. Except, the berserker was now frowning.

“I see.”

Everyone present was confused, but the woman seemed to understand what had happened. However, no one dared to ask her, instead, they just watched as she walked out of their hideout; hopefully never to be seen again.

* * *

The Demon of Wind rejected my summoning, and the Demon of Brutality and Demon of Chaos couldn’t even be summoned in the first place.

That was an unexpected development. If she had known it would be fruitless then she would’ve just let Remmel deal with it. Which she did afterwards. Though at that point he said it wasn’t worth it and they departed once more.

Well, maybe demon summonings aren’t worth my time. They walked a much finer line between betrayal or doing the right thing after all; even if she planned to exploit the demon. But, it didn’t matter now.

All that mattered was reaching the Fallen Tower, which they did the next day. Thankfully, they didn’t run into any more unexpected situations in the process.

* * * 

Amber stared at a leaning tower, and in the distance there were a couple of tents outside of it. This was it. It had the exact same feeling as Val’leri’s tower, but was a lot less grand. And that was because most of the tower was underground. The tower itself was still about a week away from the Sacred Forest at a normal carriage pace, which was quite nice because it had saved her a lot of time.

She grinned at the sight, Remmel had already left. Both of them had reached an agreement, where he was free to do whatever he wanted while she was in the tower. Last thing she wanted was some kind of drama with Remmel while trying to level up after all. However, Aveline did chose to stay which displeased him.

Finally, they made their way to the camp.

Amber turned to Aveline. “You do know I’m going into the tower alone, right?”

“I know that, I just want to use this time to figure my own plans out, that's all,” she said shyly.

In response, Frei grabbed her by the shoulder. “Hey, now we’re in the same boat, great.”

“Yeah.” Aveline chuckled awkwardly. “Maybe I can help you with the bone carving schematics you’re trying to do.”

“That sounds great!”

It seemed that their roles were resolved and Amber felt more excited, because this⁠— this was a solo adventure for her to enjoy.

The three of them strode into the camp, getting various gazes from the injured mercenaries present. Some were mocking⁠, directed at Aveline, some were indifferent, directed at Amber, and some were of awe, directed at Frei.

Amber ignored them all and soon enough they reached the entrance to the tower which was unguarded. At this point, practically all gazes were on them.

“Apparently, the tower will automatically put you on a floor that matches your strength,” Frei said. “So no need to deal with fodder.”

Amber smiled. “Great.”

“Though make sure to check your notebook, I don’t care if you’re dying. I don't want to design your body enhancements all on my own. They’re for you, not for me,” Frei added with a displeased tone.

Amber nodded. “I will, thank you again.”

“You’re welcome.” The elf grinned. “Now go break a leg, ya bastard.”

Amber smiled as Frei gave her a push on her back, and she walked towards the entrance. She waved at her two companions. Her actions however, drew even more attention.

“Oi, she’s going in alone.”

“Is she insane?”

“She’s just going to die.”

Amber didn’t care as she stepped into the dark room, and green lines pulsated before it teleported her.

* * *

Amber blinked as she heard the sounds of dripping water; the visibility was poor as well. Out of curiosity, she took out her map and…

Floor 31 out of 100.

“Interesting,” she muttered at the sight, and then continued through the cavernous room she was in.

Amber found herself going down a long and winding path, one that looked no different from a cave. There wasn’t even glowing moss or anything, however, it soon came to an end as she found a camp. One with a still burning campfire, and yet with no people present. There were sleeping bags haphazardly strewn about, and some of the tents had collapsed.

It was as if whoever had been here had gotten out in a rush.

She looked into the cavity further and noted how there was only a single exit, one that looked rather unassuming.

Now the question was.

“Is this part of the dungeon or were there other mercenaries here?” She smiled. “Guess I'll find out.”

Amber strode forward, Cursewelder at the ready as she passed through the camp, and just when she reached the entrance to the next chamber she heard screams. Human ones. She raised her sword as voices echoed.

“Demon!”

“Run!”

She grinned. She didn’t expect her leveling journey to start like this, but she certainly welcomed it. Maybe she’d get a demon servant, or just some levels, but it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that now, she was on the path to getting stronger.

And so, Amber rushed forward to save the mercenaries.


Chapter 43.

How is this possible?

Agnis hit the wall hard. Her bones creaked as the wall shattered. She fell to the ground, panting and with tears in her eyes. She couldn’t understand why this was happening.

Why was there a demon inside the Fallen Tower?

She coughed up blood as she heard the screams of her companions. She was a Healer by trade so she was no stranger to gore, nor was she stranger to misfortune or calamities, but this? This was too much even for her.

Agnis raised her head, looking on with bleary eyes, and the first thing she saw was a decapitated head. She almost threw up from the sight; not because it was disgusting but because of what it represented. It was Thomas’ head. Her gaze moved on and landed on a mage, Rakar, raising his staff towards a twisted being with black skin. He was preparing his ultimate attack; he had been this entire time.

But it was futile. Even though the demon’s level was higher than that of their group, the demon was still even more powerful than what the System indicated. It was a doomed scenario.

[Demon of Darkness. Lvl. 252.]

If it was actually level 252 maybe we would’ve stood a chance. Agnis gritted her teeth as she watched Rakar prepare his spell, golden light enveloping his staff. Next to Rakar was Winlar and he was panting, his sword down. They were the only surviving people. But soon they would die. The demon hadn’t spared a second thought at killing them, and while Rakar almost had his spell ready he wouldn’t get it off, not in time.

If only… Agnis closed her eyes, and then, heard the demon speak.

“So weak,” it croaked, its voice reverberating throughout the cave. “So disappointing.”

Agnis raised her head. The demon was taking his time? It seemed to just be walking forward slowly. She looked at Rakar who was glaring at it, stalling for time, and after a few seconds he finally replied.

“Just die you bastard.”

“We will all meet our end.” The demon chuckled. “Unfortunately, mine won’t be any time soon.”

Following those words, it leaned forward and Agnis couldn’t help but wonder if it was enough time for Rakar to finish his spell. The monster dashed towards their mage and she looked on as he raised his staff, its magic reaching a new crescendo.

It’s enough…

“Cleansing Light!”

White light engulfed the demon and it let out a screech. The powerful beam tore through the ground and ceiling of the cave, the moss on the rocks melted away. Agnis found herself grinning slightly.

Rakar did it. She didn’t think he’d get the spell off, but he did. The demon was in agony; its twisted screeches were like music to her ears. Soon, it’ll die⁠— And its dying throes turned into a croaking laugh.

“It’s futile.”

With a clap, the light vanished and Rakar dropped to the ground, darkness binding his limbs as he fell.

Impossible. Agnis’ eyes widened as she watched the demon walk forward, its black skin smoking.

“I gave you a chance, but even then you people still disappoint me.” The demon sighed. “Oh, my great god, how will I gather the power to summon your army with these weaklings, I wonder?”

Army?!

“You monsters want to invade Vir?!” Rakar asked, struggling.

The demon arrived before him and raised its foot before stomping, Rakar’s arm was crushed, making him scream.

“We don’t want to invade it,” the demon said, standing straight as he raised his clawed hand, preparing to swing down. “We want to destroy it.”

Rakar’s eyes widened and the demon grinned, its jagged, white teeth showing before he swung. Agnis closed her eyes and heard a clink⁠— there was no loud crunch, no sound of blood splattering; there was none of that.

“And who might you be?”

She opened her eyes and saw a woman with brown hair and a gigantic sword. One she was holding over her shoulder in a relaxed manner. And she was…

[Warrior. Lvl. 207]

Far too weak.

“I’m Amber, and you are uh… the Demon of Darkness.” She cocked her head.

“Indeed.” The demon lightly nodded as it raised its⁠ amputated arm.

Agnis blinked when she saw the demon’s arm lying off to the side, but he regenerated it as if it didn’t matter.

“Why that name, is it just like what you people specialize in?” she asked, confused. “I mean, there is the Demon of Wind, Demon of Brutality, Demon of Genesis, and Demon of Chaos.”

Hearing that the Demon of Darkness seemed to pause, Agnis and Rakar did too. What was the woman talking about? But finally, the demon grinned.

“It is deeply connected to our nature, yes. And taking a better look at you, it seems that you’re much stronger than all of these weaklings. Your death will be quite useful.”

“Is that so?”

“Just kill him!” Rakar screamed. “The more you wait the more traps he lays in the darkness.”

“Oh I know,” the warrior said. “But with me here he won’t be able to kill anyone else; besides, it’s a good opportunity to get information about demons.”

Agnis found herself agreeing with Rakar. What was she doing?

The Demon of Darkness laughed. “Mortals and their hubris, I never understood it.” It raised its hand. “After all, it only gets them killed.”

It clenched its fist, and the warrior woman was chained by hundreds⁠— no, thousands of bands of darkness. She was bound in an instant, and now the battle was over; she couldn’t move.

Agnis gritted her teeth. What an idiot.

“Any last words, lesser one?” the demon asked, walking forward.

“Hypothetically speaking, right? If I were to beat you within an inch of death would you serve me, or would you never betray your Demon God? Does that apply to all demons?”

Agnis couldn’t believe it. Even in this situation the warrior still insisted on talking with the demon? It was hard to believe. The grin from the demon disappeared and turned into a deep frown as it stood in front of the woman.

“Only those who have nothing would accept such a thing. However, enough of that, it is time to end this.”

She sighed. “Indeed, it is.”

The woman tried to move and⁠ the bindings snapped as if they were made out of normal rope. Agnis and Rakar paused, meanwhile the demon backed off as it raised its hand; darkness gathering at its palm.

“It seems I underestimated you⁠—”

The warrior appeared behind it and slashed its arm off. Her body was glowing with a faint blue light. She grinned and repositioned her sword and slashed again, splitting the demon half. Blood splattered and everyone’s eyes widened.

What? Agnis gaped.

“You…”

The demon’s top half hit the wall, cracking it and the woman grinned. “I’m done playing.”

“Impossible!” the demon screamed and quickly regenerated.“You shouldn’t be able to use that power.”

The woman pointed towards the demon. “Battery.”

The demon exploded into pieces, curses breaking through the room, making the ground tremble and Agnis squealed. Rakar’s mouth dropped open as the bindings around his body disappeared, and the demon⁠— its head went flying. The demon was blasted apart. How was that even possible?

“You are…” the demon’s red eyes widened. “Amber.”

“Uh that’s what I said.”

Its head hit the ground as he croaked. “You are the human the Demon Gods want dead, the one fav⁠—”

She stomped on his head with a loud crunch, blood bursting everywhere as a silence descended on the room.

“How did he even get in the tower anyways?” she asked.

The demon was dead.

Winlar had already fainted, but Agnis and Rakar were looking at the woman with disbelief. Not only did the woman kill the demon effortlessly, but the demon had recognized her.

“You are⁠— the Demon Gods want you dead?! Those are real!?” Rakar freaked out.

“Guess so,” she answered, looking around. “Sorry, I didn’t get here earlier.”

Agnis flinched as she remembered the death of her companions, but she quickly recovered and healed herself with the meager remains of her mana before slowly getting up. She had a lot of questions for the woman. Ranging from; how the fuck did you do that, to how the fuck are you so strong? But none of them were appropriate.

There was only one appropriate thing to say in this situation.

“Thank you…” Agnis said, still in deep pain.

The woman, Amber turned to face her and nodded with a small smile.

“Well, I’ll go now.”

With those words, the warrior turned and Agnis paused.

“To where?”

Amber glanced back. “To descend the tower of course, unless you know how the demon got here? Then I guess I can stay to talk.”

“We don’t know how they got here,” Rakar said, getting up panting. “But, if you run into another demon alone, you may die; there is no way to know their strength. I suggest you return to the surface with us. Even if you’re that strong, it’s not wise to tempt death.”

Agnis nodded, agreeing with what her companion was saying.

The woman blinked and tilted her head. “Unless it’s stronger than the Demon of Genesis I’ll be fine, thanks.”

Stronger than the Demon of Genesis? Agnis paused. Isn’t that the demon that wrecked the entire Republic? And she is saying that’s her only worry? That was absolutely ridiculous. But somehow, she felt inclined to believe that. Still, she couldn’t just let this woman go. Agnis gritted her teeth.

“Will you at least stay with us until we return?”

Amber glanced back and smiled.

“No, I’m sure you’ll be more than fine without me.”

Finishing her statement, the warrior disappeared, and Agnis was just left staring. Not only had this woman arrived and tried to talk with the demon that was about to kill them, she also instantly killed it.

And once she did that, she just left? Unbelievable.

Agnis didn’t even want to acknowledge it actually happened, but it did. And not only did it happen, she also got to witness incredible strength that she found hard to believe. She committed the warrior’s name to memory; the warrior that the Demon Gods wanted dead, she just had a feeling about her.

Amber huh…?

Did she just witness the beginning of a legend?

No, that’s impossible. Agnis chuckled and dismissed her thoughts. Instead, she moved to help her companions. For now, I just have to focus on surviving.

* * *

The demon was in all honesty, disappointingly weak. He was slightly weaker than the individual parts of the Demon of Brutality, but at least he provided useful information.

[You have defeated a [Demon of Darkness. Lvl. 252].]

For defeating an enemy 45 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Amber stared at the skill level ups from this battle and the battle with the Demon of Brutality There were quite a lot all things considered.

[Accursed Reignition has leveled up from 4th Rank level 7 to 4th Rank level 9.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 3.]

[Inexorable Momentum has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

[Inexorable Body has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

[Accursed Strength has leveled up from 4th rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 7.]

[Accursed Recovery has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

[Accursed Battery has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 1 to 3rd Rank level 2.]

[Crimson Sense has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 7 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 3 to 2nd Rank level 5.]

[Blood Catalyst has leveled up from level 1 to 4.]

[Demonic Frenzy has leveled up from level 1 to 4.]

I’ll have to focus on leveling up my skills soon, Amber observed before finally turning to look at her final notification.

The demon might’ve been weak and disappointing, but at least he had given her a level.

[You have reached level 208. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She smiled at that but still felt a bit troubled by the things the Demon of Darkness had mentioned, namely the fact that almost no demon would serve her.

I wonder why… Maybe the Demon Gods were just that awesome? That was certainly doubtful, they were probably tyrants. Yeah, I guess you can’t escape a tyrant, huh. Still… destroy Vir? Hm, I guess that’s not a surprise either. It was heavily implied at this point.

Amber tilted her head as she thought about the adventurers, they wanted her to accompany them but… well, there was no incentive for her. Plus, this was her damn solo adventure, she wasn’t going to tag along with some mercenaries even if they begged.

If they were dying she’d save them just like before, before leaving again. While a point could be raised about taking care of them until they were safe, there was also the assumed risk while going into the tower. The fact that she saved them was more than enough⁠.

Well, that’s just a justification, I’m just being selfish now.

But she didn’t really care too much. She shouldn’t be responsible for the lives of the people she saved after she saved them.

Amber looked on as she continued traveling through the cave system, guided by her map to avoid dead ends. Any monster she passed was already dead, which was disappointing.

She continued on until she found a doorway at the end of the floor, one that led to a room reminiscent of the one at the entrance.

“Wait, this is the entire floor?” Amber blinked.

Sure it was quite big, but she didn’t find a single living monster aside from the demon. And here she was itching to fight and push her limits. The tower was supposed to match her strength after all.

A sigh left her before she took out the notebook that she had gotten from Frei and found a place to sit. It was a magical artifact that was linked with a counterpart, sharing the same content. So with it they could communicate with each other, and she could also progress with her body enhancement thing.

First, Amber read Frei’s update, and how she set up camp with Aveline. After doing that, she wrote about the demon a bit and what she heard, before finally moving to the schematics of her bones and the runes.

It was daunting to be honest, just her hand alone was meant to have well over fifty intricate runes, and that was keeping it on the low scale. But it was something that needed to be done.

Amber revised the additions that Frei had made for around twenty minutes before finally writing some runes on her own and adding notes; mainly how she was unsure about the function of the runes she had added but that they felt right. Something that Frei would always facepalm at, but it was just how intuitive things worked.

A lot of the runes were ‘precision’ runes leading into ‘strength’ runes, all intertwined with ‘constant’. Since it was all for bodily enhancement the theme was rather simple, but there was the occasional ‘flaring’ or ‘divide’ rune that confused her. And there were also runes she didn’t even know existed. But those were added by Frei.

Amber spent about an hour adding to the runes on her legs and torso⁠— given the arms were done at this point ⁠— before finally getting up. All that was left in her schematics were her thighs, back and ribs, which was going to be an experience.

She got up and walked towards the door.

“Well, time for the next floor, I guess.”

She wasn’t all that excited now.

As soon as she stepped into the room, something unexpected happened; a notification came.

[You have cleared the anomaly on floor 31 in record time. Your strength has been re-evaluated, please wait while a suitable floor is found…]

Amber blinked before smiling. “Something unexpected, but also totally welcomed.” The tower seemed to be running on autopilot, just like Val’leri’s. “Wonder what floor it’ll be.”

After all, the tower sought out to give her hard floors, or places where she would struggle. And now, finally she would have a worthy challenge.

[Re-evaluated: Set to fight the floor 50 boss.]

“Exciting.” She grinned as she was teleported with a burst of green light. “How strong will they be—”

A gigantic fist hit her, breaking all of her bones as she hit a wall at supersonic speeds. She coughed up blood and she laughed. That wouldn’t have even hit her if the teleportation hadn’t disrupted her senses.

“Still, that was a good punch.”

Amber landed on the ground, her bones clicking into place as she looked forward, and there, she saw a giant rushing towards her. It was humanoid but hundreds of times her size, and he had a long white beard and bulging muscles⁠— and also a single eye.

Oh it’s a cyclops.

[Lesser Cyclops. Lvl. ???]

[Appraisal has leveled up from level 3 to 4.]

She did a double take, but the Cyclops still remained nothing but question marks, meaning it was above level 247.

Amber dodged as it split the ground with a punch, and she couldn’t help but frown. I’ll ask Frei how to level it, I should’ve done so ages ago.

She took out Cursewelder as the cyclops let out a deep bellow.

[In the presence of a rampaging Fledgling Cyclops all movement skills are shut down⁠—]

[As a Fledgling Primordial Human you’re only partially affected.]

Amber blinked seeing that. Huh, interesting. The second teleport of Quick Dash was unusable now, but that didn’t matter too much. It looks like she could now ignore inhibiting effects from the System to some extent.

The cyclops charged after her, and Amber grinned.

Though I guess there is no problem with giving it a fair fight.

She unsummoned her sword and immediately charged to meet the cyclops, her stats flaring to the max as she punched towards the burly being. The monster met her punch and⁠— Amber’s arm shattered before she was thrown into the wall, flying right through it.

She landed, tumbling before finally landing on her feet and grinning. It was strong. The question was, how strong?

Amber shut down the curses on her body, temporarily weakening her. The cyclops smashed right through the wall she had flown through; its body emitting a red light. And Amber grinned as she cast her skill, pressing her hand on her chest.

Accursed Reignition.

Curses burst in all directions and her strength increased considerably as she got up and punched the cyclops. This time⁠— it lost the strength battle as it bounced back, breaking through the wall.

So just a single use is all it took, lame.

Amber jumped forward, then teleported onto its face and slammed down, her hands balled up.

Blood and dirt exploded, and the cyclops bellowed as it tried to swat her away, but Amber just slapped its arm away and punched again. In a single moment, the monster was trapped in a one-sided battle as it tried to fight back. But it was fruitless.

Amber continued to overwhelm it in strength until⁠—

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Cyclops. Lvl. 270].]

For defeating an enemy 60 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

It died.

[You have reached level 209. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

And I got a level up.

Amber smiled, she was going to grow so damn much with this tower. She chuckled as she got off the body of the cyclops and took out her map, using it to guide herself to the end of this floor. It was a bit disappointing that she hadn’t struggled, but the levels were nice.

Finally, after taking a deep breath, she stepped into the room as green lines lit up all over it. Then, a notification came.

[You have cleared the boss on floor 50 in record time. Your strength has been re-evaluated, please wait while a suitable floor is found…]

Oh. That fight had been easy, but she didn’t expect it to re-evaluate again. However, she was glad that she was wrong. With this, I’ll find a proper challenge.

[Fledgling Primordial Human detected…]

“Oh, it can tell.”

Amber felt glad about that, and a follow up notification came.

[Finding a worthy match up…]

So it’s calculating my strength properly…

If that wasn’t exciting, then she didn’t know what was. While she hadn’t exactly come to the tower to push her limits, it was also an implied part of growing stronger. And it was happening.

So damn exciting…

She stared at the system window before her as the ellipsis in the text went from 3 to 1 to 2 back to 3 and so on, in a loading animation.

And the more she waited the more excited she felt.

A minute later it finished.

[Finding a worthy match-up for a wielder of Primordial Power…]

What will it be?

[Re-evaluated: Set to fight the boss of floor 101.]

Amber blinked.

“Wait, weren’t there only 100 floors?”

And she was teleported into a dark room. Her hair stood on end, and she looked on and saw a pair of yellow eyes staring at her. And then the monster took a step forward, sharp winds cutting through her skin.

[Fledgling White Starling. Lvl. ???]

Amber paused, from the danger and also⁠—

The entire room lit up and she saw a creature she had never seen before, one with covered with pulsating blue lines. One that was sure to be an actual challenge for her, and that was because of one simple reason.

The monster could use Essence.


Chapter 44.

Since when can monsters use Essence?

Amber frowned as she dashed out of the way. The attack shattered the spot where she had just been standing⁠— no, it shredded it. Thousands of stone fragments went into the air only to be cut apart again. It was a wind-based Essence.

She looked over at the bird monster. Its silver plumage seemed to be in the middle of being replaced by white; as if it was shedding its coat for a new one. In between the feathers there were pulses of blue lines. It’s appearance was not one she had seen in her life, with an elongated black beak and white eyes. There was even a majestic feeling to it. In fact, it was unlike anything she had seen in Vir.

Amber thought back on the notifications she had seen about the tower; it was supposed to have 100 floors, but now she was on floor 101. Ignoring how that came to be, there was also the fact that the tower had found a “fair” fight for her in the form of this monster ⁠— the Fledgling White Starling ⁠— a monster that could use Essence.

Now the question is, is this a monster that exists in the wild or just something meant to challenge me? Amber wondered as she barely dodged another attack, nearly losing a limb. If it only exists in this place, I’d be rather upset.

There was no way for her to get an answer to that. Nor could she afford to keep on thinking about the origins of the monster, because⁠—

She was blasted by a gust of wind, shredding her armor and sending her flying. She hit the wall in a bleeding mess as she coughed.

The monster got stronger. She smiled. She had decided to test the waters first and figure out some stuff, and one of the things she noted is that the monster seemed to build momentum the more time that passed. Just like me.

Amber got up from her spot as the bird squeaked and rushed at her, and she brandished her sword. Right now, she only had a baseline on its magical power ⁠— if Essence could be called that ⁠— but what about physical?

She rushed at the Fledgling White Starling and the monster moved its talons to meet her. Amber slashed as she triggered Silver Flame Edge on Cursewelder and went for it, but she paused⁠—

She slashed at the talon, Cursewelder did not cut all the way through and got jammed instead. The other talon swept through her face, tearing apart half of her head and decapitating her⁠—

Amber got out of the way as the Curse of Foresight saved her from reliving one of the worst experiences of her life. The two talons swept over her, only taking part of her hair as she slashed upwards, cleaving into the monster, causing it to screech in anger.

She slid under the sharp feathers of the bird’s tail and backed off, frowning. Curse of Foresight was something she was still getting used to, by all measures it should’ve been broken and yet⁠—

If I lose concentration even a bit, it stops working. It would warn her of dangerous attacks, but that was about it. It was basically a second Sharp Instincts. But it was by all accounts, incredibly strong. Still, to think it's so mentally taxing as well.

Amber pushed God’s Physique further, increasing her physical strength. Then she raised her sword as she teleported away with Quick Dash and⁠ stabbed herself. Strength coursed through her veins as the Fledgling White Starling screeched.

She went flying, cuts appearing all over her body as her blood dripped down Cursewelder, triggering the Blood Enhancement aspect from Droz’gad and sharpening the edge of the sword.

Amber healed in no time and stabbed herself again, feeling a rise of excitement and felt ready. The monster sent another gust of wind, and this time she lost an arm and a leg, her blood flying in all directions as her vision momentarily darkened. But that was nothing more than a setback as she…

Teleported.

Amber appeared looming over the Essence wielding bird and slashed. It flipped and tried to block with its talons but the blade cleaved through its digits and into its belly, making it let out a deep screech. Amber grinned as she bathed in the blood of her enemy, and then she consumed.

The blood burned, causing the bird to send a gust of wind in all directions ⁠— one that tore through her body but was healed with the vitality she was stealing from it. She didn’t stop there as she gathered her mana into Cursewelder, triggering Droz’gad’s Resource Drinker ⁠— allowing it to empower whatever resource she injected into it.

She filled it to the brim with mana and condensed it into a purple ember at the tip of her sword. One she swung into the monster, causing a rippling explosion of curses that was followed by an echoing loud shriek.

Amber grinned as a flaming talon struck her, sending her crashing into a wall in the distance.

“This is it,” she said, getting up. “This is what I wanted. A challenge.”

A chuckle left her as she dashed towards the scorched bird, most of its feathers having already burned away. Amber decided to spare no effort in killing it with mana, since overreliance on Essence was sure to ruin her some day.

She arrived before the bird and swung⁠—

“Battery.”

The bird burst⁠— blood rippled across the room as the ground was torn apart by a myriad of curses. Amber didn’t stop there as she used the Essence skill from her class to reset the cooldown of the skill⁠—

She blocked and whispered, using Accursed Battery a second time.

In an instant the bird exploded, but she didn’t stop there as she raised her sword and stabbed.

“Abyssal Blast.”

Abyssal Channel was consumed. Causing a rippling explosion of the Curse of the Abyss, exacerbating all of the curses present on the Fledgling White Starling. She chuckled as she dashed towards the reeling and shrieking bird.

It didn’t stand a chance.

Or so she thought. Her eyes widened as she raised her sword.

“Fuck.”

A premonition of the future came, but when she teleported away, she found herself in the exact same spot in the air; foreign Essence enveloping the spot where she was, and a shortly after the monster squeaked.

Her ear-drums shattered and the entire room exploded with cuts, she was sent into the wall and the Cursewelder went flying in another direction along with her arm. Amber hit the ground, missing all of her limbs as she coughed.

She triggered the 2nd Rank of Accursed Recovery ⁠— previously Recovery of Curses ⁠— and healed from dismemberment as the flames enveloping the monster dissipated. And it turned towards her.

Amber dashed for her sword and⁠ a gust of wind slapped her before she could reach it. This time it didn’t cut anything, but rather exert an incredible amount of force, shattering every bone in her body. She felt dizzy for a moment, her Essence circulation being temporarily cut off before she raised her head and danger engulfed her.

She saw the Fledgling White Starling glowing in a blinding blue light that enveloped the entire room. It was most definitely its strongest attack and it was about to go off. One that was sure to kill her according to her senses.

Amber teleported, barely managing to reach Cursewelder in time before the monster detonated.

She swung.

The entire room went white from a massive explosion, and with it a loud screech came as the bird exploded with blood, cuts covered its body as it hit the back wall. Amber panted, sweat trailing down her forehead.

[All-protective Demon enters its 6 days 23 hours and 59 minutes cooldown…]

She had barely managed to use Drozgad’s Curse of Deflection, deflecting the attack back towards the bird. She was the only untouched thing in the room, the rest was a mess. Little rock remained, instead replaced by an unnaturally smooth floor that belonged to the tower⁠. The entire boss fight setting had been obliterated.

In the distance, Amber saw the Fledgling White Starling, sprawled on the ground and gasping for air.

I underestimated it.

Amber teleported above it, the monster could only look up, and she hesitated. Should she say something? Was there anything to say? But soon, she found the right words to describe her feelings.

“If it hadn’t been for the sword I got recently, you would’ve won,” she said after taking a breath. “And while, I don’t know if you exist in the wild, I can only hope I can encounter you when I’m stronger.”

She sighed.

“Because there is no doubt in my mind that you would be stronger than me.”

Finally she swung, decapitating the bird.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling White Starling. Lvl. 289].]

For defeating an enemy 80 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have reached level 210. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

[You have reached level 211. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

It was a short fight, but it was one that had pushed her more than any other recently. She closed her eyes before turning around and looking at the barren room.

“To think that a monster wielding Essence could do this…”

The attack had been extraordinary to say the least. Nothing remained of the original stone, only bits and pieces here and there, and this went on for well over two hundred meters. It wasn’t until after two teleports that Amber found large amounts of stone again, and with it the entrance to the next floor. One that had a stone plate with carvings on it.

“Only those who have transcended the limits of humanity may venture beyond this point. This is not a challenge but a warning. This floor was only but a glimpse of what is to come.

Those who wish for riches and power, will find them here, however those who do not have them in the first place shall perish on the way.”

Amber read the carvings and couldn’t help but take out her notebook to write to Frei; mainly wondering about rumors about floors below 100; relaying that she was now on the 101st floor.

She took out a map, and sure enough it relayed that information, but it still said there were only 100 floors.

Amber wasn’t as deluded as to imagine the tower had made new floors just for her, especially not with the warning. These floors were made for people like her in mind.

For people like Ishtar.

One of his journals existed in this tower, and now she could see exactly the reason for why it hadn’t been found.

“Now the question is, how many more floors are there?”

The tower was meant to push her limits, and while she hoped she could see the end of it, her main priority still remained the same. Growing stronger.

Amber took a look at her core that was on the verge of leveling up, for now that was her next upgrade. She had a feeling that this level up would be different from the ones she had experienced previously. Mainly because of the new class that had changed her race.

Still… Amber stared at the open door to the next floor. Another bloody fight awaits me… maybe I should rest⁠— wait, am I growing lazy?

Maybe it was the fatigue from the Sacred Forest but she absolutely didn’t want to have another fight like the last one. While in Val’leri’s tower she would’ve marched on, she didn’t feel the same way right now.

She frowned before groaning.

“Fuck it.”

With that, she stepped into the room and it began to pulse with a green light, and this time there was only a single notification that came with the teleportation.

[Floor 102.]

That was the entire notification.

Amber found herself in total darkness, one that seemed to be endless and couldn’t be penetrated by her senses. Instead, she could only see and sense about two meters in all directions. Which wasn’t all too great.

She frowned and walked forward, before⁠ spikes shot at her. She barely dodged them as she blinked⁠. They struck⁠— no, shattered the wall behind her. But she didn’t let that bother her as she reached a wall, one with another stone plate.

“Acute senses required. Proceed into the labyrinth with caution.”

“Interesting.”

A moment later, three stakes hit her side. Impaling her against the other extreme of the room as all her bones cracked. Amber groaned before taking them out. All-seeing Eye detected them, but unless she teleported out of the way, there was not enough time to dodge.

Then there was Sharp Instincts, and its ability to foresee any trap⁠— that skill was completely ineffective.

While she could dodge out of the way, Amber smiled.

“So a room to get better senses?”

She liked the change of pace.

She stepped forward into the labyrinth, doing her damn best to dodge all of the traps but was caught by about half of them.

Soon, Amber found herself getting pierced, having half of her body squashed, falling into acid pits and more. All while she grasped at straws at trying to sense things that weren’t there, but soon with the aid of Essence she began to feel them.

But it was also not something Amber wanted, while training her Essence was ideal she wanted to do more.

That was why she forced herself to try to do the same with mana, repeating the process all over again as she found herself impaled and in deep pain even more than before.

In the end, if the tower was going to offer her the chance to train, she was going to take it and do her damned best at it.

* * *

Amber spent what felt like days stumbling in the darkness, slowly decreasing the frequency of the attacks received as she used mana in her own brain. Eventually, the traps were unable to hit her.

She side-stepped, stakes grazing her cheeks, and then she slid as a metal wire passed overhead, slashing only her hair. Before she swung her hand to the side⁠, shattering a wall that threatened to crush her. All of the traps suddenly became futile as she walked through the darkness, and as she bent over, making well over twenty spikes miss her, a notification came.

One that she didn’t expect.

[New General Skill! You have created Mana Sense Acceleration ⁠— level 1.

Here it is, your own creation! You have learned to accelerate all your senses with your mana at the cost of incredible concentration. This acceleration applies to relevant skills.]

Amber smiled. “So it got turned into a skill.”

That only meant one thing and one thing only⁠—

Multiple spikes hit her and impaled her into the wall with a loud boom, making her lose concentration. But the pain was trivial compared to what she was thinking.

⁠⁠—it means that all of the Essence skills I'm trying to replicate can be turned into skills within the System.

While she had a feeling that this was the case, having confirmation about it was another thing. It greatly excited her.

No.

It made her thrilled and happy to live.

Amber chuckled as she undug herself out of the wall and began her path of dodging through all the traps of the labyrinth once more.

* * *

Amber arrived at the end, bleeding and limping from poison before she stepped into a final trap, one that almost squished her whole.

When she got past it, she fell to the ground panting, along with a deluge of notifications in her vision.

Sharp Instincts that had been stuck at 5th Rank level 1 all this time, had leveled up⁠— a lot.

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

…

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 5th Rank level 5 to 5th Rank level 6.]

Her resistances did not go untouched either. Toxin Resistance had reached 5th Rank.

[Toxin Resistance has reached 5th 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.

5th Rank ⁠— Toxins can now be sensed from a distance.

It was great, before she could only tell food was poisoned if it was right in front of her, but now she just needed to be in the same room.

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 4.]

Amber smiled. “I talked about wanting to train my skills, and now I’ll finally have a chance to do so.”

She let herself collapse on the ground, she had decided to shut off all of the curses in her body hence her condition; though it had helped her greatly in sensing danger.

That said…

She frowned.

It really feels like I’ve been here for weeks.

Amber opened her notebook, only about a day had passed in reality based on Frei’s writing, so what gives?

Well, maybe her training had been that intense, she didn’t really have a way of knowing. Frei was still looking into the whole deal with the 101st floor and beyond.

She shook her head and decided to lay there for a few hours before continuing to the next floor through the darkness. But as she reached the entrance a notification came. One that she didn’t expect in the slightest.

[For your extraordinary performance, the Shattered Tower grants you an item that you urgently need…]


Chapter 45.

Frei found Amber’s information kind of weird, and there was a lot. It was as if she had been in there for multiple days, and the time she caught her writing, the letters would appear at light speed. Something was definitely odd; well, aside from Amber’s handwriting which seemed to have an almost by-the-book quality to it.

So she decided to research some more about the 101st floor and so on. Because it was where Amber was, even if it was hard to believe. Her master would never lie to her after all, though some mercenaries did think she was joking the other day.

“Floors below the 100th floor? You must be joking.”

“Barely any people have reached that point and now you’re trying to tell me that there is more? Ridiculous.”

“It’s just an urban legend, please don’t go down that direction miss.”

…

Even after all that, she didn’t give up, and the next day she continued on asking around as she traveled through the makeshift village. Because that’s what it was. It had food vendors, and even smiths, and other mercenaries that offered various services.

“Hm… I’ve heard you’ve been asking around.” The old man ruffled his beard. “But unfortunately, I have no information to offer you. Not anything that’s not a legend.”

“A legend?” Frei raised her brow, that was her first time hearing about that.

He nodded. “That’s right. The legend says that only those who buy from my shop⁠—”

“Do ya want to die?” Frei asked coldly.

The old man laughed. “Of course not, but missy you don’t fit the legend. It is said that only those who have transcended humanity can access what lies beyond the 100th floor.”

“I see.” Frei calmed. It made sense to her. “Anything else? Like time warping?”

“No?” He tilted his head, confused. “Where would you get that idea anyway?”

Frei shrugged and walked away, waving at the old smith man.

“Just a hunch, I’ll leave ya now. Bye bye.”

The man chuckled and waved back.

That was a step in the right direction. But there was only one way to prove the feeling she had.

Frei took out the notebook and began to write to Amber.

* * *

Amber stared at the notification, cautious excitement filling her being. Right now, she didn’t know what to expect, or what was about to come. But if it was an item the Shattered Tower thought she needed, then it was most definitely going to be interesting.

The notification blinked and then, with a small flash of light, an item floated down. She couldn’t tell what it was at first glance, but soon she made out its shape. A jet black rod, no larger than a baton. Her first reaction was confusion, her second was using Appraisal on it as an unexpected result came.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Omnipresent Baton of the Shattered Tower ⁠— Ancient Quality.

This baton was created for the challengers of the Shattered Tower to help them navigate through it. Only those who have been acknowledged by the tower may use it. This baton only works within the boundaries of the tower.

Ability: Omnipresent ⁠— Teleport to any floor that you have cleared in the Shattered Tower.

Floors available: 1 to 102.]

“Oh.”

It wasn’t what she expected. And while she hadn’t even been to most floors, she assumed that by reaching the 102nd floor, all the floors above were considered cleared. Which meant she had access to all of them.

“Interesting.”

It wasn’t a disappointing item, not at all, and it was in fact useful. Amber didn’t know if it was truly needed, but at the very least it was something she actually liked having. If something happened on the surface, she could be there in no time.

After all, if she had to exit the tower, she would otherwise need to go up floor by floor until she got back just like Val’leri’s tower. But with this, she didn’t need to worry about any of that, instead, all she had to worry about was growing stronger.

She grinned, grabbing onto the baton, and made a rather rash decision.

“Why not don’t we test it out? Just a bit.”

* * *

Vallis couldn’t believe it.

He backed off, his body bleeding all over. The room was boiling, lava was flowing from the ceiling. Ahead laid a blazing inferno that burned his skin with its mere presence.

It was impossible.

“How can a solo mercenary survive this…” he muttered.

No, even a group couldn’t survive the boss of the 60th floor. Because it was simply too strong for normal people. Nobody’s resistance was high enough to deal with this, and yet this was what the Fallen Tower deemed to be fair. But how was any of this fair? Anyone without 5th Rank Resistances was doomed.

Just like him.

A group defeated this boss just a few days ago… He couldn’t believe it.

Vallis staggered, raising his staff, sweat dripping down his forehead. Ahead, he saw a figure swim through the pools of lava with undulating movements. It was the boss.

“I’m not going to die here…” He gritted his teeth. “Even if I have to be bedridden for months, I won’t die here.”

Vallis drank three High Quality mana potions and the recoil hit him, then he prepared to use his strongest skill a second time. The first had almost killed the boss and made it hide in the lava, and now he was going to finish it off.

His mana accumulated as the fiery serpent came towards him. He waited as the serpent came closer and closer, he waited as it came out of the lava and stared at him dead in the eyes, and he waited as it reared back…

Then the serpent struck.

Now⁠—

He launched a wave of water, one that exploded upon the serpent, like a dam breaking. He grinned as he heard a shriek and the temperature of the room cooled. It had worked⁠—

And a notification came.

[The Guardian of Fire enters a frenzy…]

The water vaporized and lava exploded in all directions. Vallis paled and fell to the ground. The serpent rose, regenerating as it loomed over him, its flickering tongue moved in a way that almost seemed mocking.

It let out a deep hiss and Vallis cursed his luck as he stared death right at the eyes, before the serpent lunged.

And⁠— its head went flying with a splatter of blood.

He blinked as he saw a woman standing in front of him, sighing.

“It died in a single swing, really?”

What?

Vallis paused as the magical lava in the room evaporated, and then the Guardian of Fire hit the ground with a dull thud. He looked at it, and saw it missing its head.

What the fuck…?

“Well, at least I made it in time,” the warrior said, shrugging before turning to him. “Oh, you have a curse, here.”

She flicked her hand and suddenly he felt a lot lighter, then the woman took out a black baton as she stared at it.

“Oh huh, floor 70 looks interesting.”

“Wait what?”

But before she even registered his question, she disappeared. Vallis was just left staring where she had been, the encounter had been so fast that it felt like a fever dream and yet…

He stared at the dead guardian and at the notification from it.

It had happened.

He continued to stare, his thoughts in disarray, and it wasn’t until a minute in that he came to  realization. One he didn’t want to believe, but one that he couldn’t dismiss.

Did he perhaps encounter a guardian angel?

* * *

“Again!”

Christa called to her party members and the two mages blasted the colossal beast. The twisted four-legged amalgamation went flying towards the wall. And Christa couldn’t help but frown, because it was still alive.

They had been fighting this boss for three days straight now, and everyone was damn tired of it. It wasn’t the boss of the 70th floor for no reason. And it wasn’t showing signs of slowing down.

“We must conserve our stamina,” she called.

Even though she was a healer she was also the commander of their small group of two warriors and two mages. It was because her instincts were never wrong, and right now she had a feeling that the monster was about to enter a hyper-aggressive state. One of many to come.

“It's going to do something, prepare!”

Now it was time for it to enter a frenzy, or for it to put everything into one last attack. She focused and foresaw each possible scenario with her decades of experience, and then she braced herself, preparing to make whatever calls were needed.

This is just the start…

She was nervous, but she was ready for anything. This was just the first of many such moments, that was just how durable this boss was. Christa’s eyes narrowed, and danger came⁠— the boss monster appeared in front of her, and her eyes widened in horror. This single hit was going to kill her, she was sure of it⁠—

Shit.

The monster slashed but its claw went flying.

It failed to strike her as she blinked at the strands of brown hair in her vision.

The boss monster roared and the warrior that had appeared out of nowhere slashed two more times, tearing through the monster as if it was made out of paper. It screeched as everyone stared and she just snorted.

“Alright, you can die now, battery⁠—”

The boss exploded⁠— thousands of curses tore through the monster as everyone stared. The kill notification came, astonishing Christa.

Just like that it was dead.

Just like that the boss monster that had terrorized them for three days had died. The same monster that wasn’t showing signs of slowing down and showed no signs of actual damage…

It was unbelievable.

Christa stared. Who is this warrior? She looked at her weapon and had to blink.

She was awed.

The magical energy emanating from it was impossibly high. What kind of treasure was that? It was unlike anything she had seen before.

The warrior turned, “Try to not get yourself killed, next time I won’t be around.”

“Right… where did you even come from?”

As far as she was aware there were no mercenaries or groups that were as high as hers in the Fallen Tower.

“Oh, I teleported here from the 60th floor,” she said.

Everyone paused in confusion.

“You can do that…?” Christa asked what everyone had in mind.

“Well I can.” She shrugged in response. “I got an item as a reward from the tower that allows me to do so.”

“You what?!” Her warrior companion freaked out.

Christa’s eyes went wide. “That makes no sense. Should you even share that?”

“I don’t care,” she said simply. “Anyway, I'm gonna go now, see ya.”

With those words she lifted her hand into the air, a baton appeared, and she vanished. All while everyone stared at the spot. Christa just paused.

She really just killed the boss and left…

* * *

All throughout the Fallen Tower, mercenaries were saved by a brown haired warrior; some cursed her existence over kill stealing, some thanked her profoundly, and a select few saw her as the angel of the tower.

And from it a rumor was eventually born as everyone shared their incredibly similar stories.

Amber, the subject of the rumor, and currently on the 102nd floor, laughed as she stared at the level up notifications.

[You have reached level 212. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 215. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She had gotten 4 levels from murdering bosses all around the tower using the baton, it was great. And she got to save people as well. What more could she ask for? Sure, it didn’t push her limits, but at the same time, it made her feel near omnipotent. It was great, even if she knew she couldn’t do this forever. After all, if people got used to being saved, then they would stop trying⁠— at least that’s what she thought.

So, now it was time to move on and continue with her descent, but first she opened her notebook to see if there were any updates, and to her surprise there were.

“Amber, I have a theory; I think time is warped beyond the 100th floor. Make a mark every time you think an hour has passed. And I’ll tell you how much time has passed up here, that way we can figure out the ratio of displacement.”

Amber blinked. “Oh huh…”

She didn’t expect that, but she decided to do as Frei indicated. Then, after writing down when she started counting, she headed to the next floor, all while starting to feel even more excited.

If time is warped, then doesn’t that mean I can thoroughly push myself without a care in the world?

She grinned as she stepped onto the teleporter to the 103rd floor. In the end, there was only one way to find out.

With a pulse of green, she was teleported.

[Floor 103.]

Amber found herself standing in the middle of a colosseum, except there were no spectators. At her feet, there was a stone plate.

“Firepower and consistency required.”

That was all it said.

She blinked as she saw a goblin-like monster rise from the stands, with a bow and arrow in hand. It shot a deadly bolt of stone that Amber barely dodged.

The ground behind her exploded.

“I don’t need firepower for this though?”

She teleported to the goblin and the monster’s eyes went wide with surprise. Just like before, she could feel a faint bit of Essence from it.

[Lesser Rulobin. Lvl. 220]

Amber grinned as she gripped her sword and slashed. But she found herself slashing empty air as she stood in the center of the arena once more.

“What⁠—”

An arrow pierced through her chest, as she gasped from surprise.

“No way, right?”

Amber tried to kill the monster the same way again, only to be teleported back to the center of the arena. That’s when she realized that by firepower it meant ranged firepower. But she didn’t feel discouraged by it, instead she grinned as she made a bow out of curses.

It was the perfect environment to train her Accursed Creation skill, and polish her curse creation abilities.

* * *

During the days she was in the colosseum Amber found out a shocking reality. An entire day equaled six hours in the real world. At least roughly. That meant that a week in the real world was close to a month here. It also meant that she had only spent about a week on the 102nd floor and not multiple like she imagined.

But the realization motivated to train even harder while on the 103rd floor as she began to blast every monster that appeared with laser like precision and more importantly⁠— power. As the days passed, she got even better. Until the two-week mark.

Amber unleashed an arrow that hit the monster in the distance and a rippling explosion went off. One that almost rivaled Primordial Blazing Bolt in power.

[Accursed Creation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 3 to 4th Rank level 4.]

…

[Accursed Creation has leveled up from 4th Rank level 9 to 4th Rank level 10.]

Every increment in power seemed to come with the skill leveling up, but also it came with her understanding of curses deepening.

Amber could feel it, she was close.

She stared at the regenerating part of the colosseum and grinned.

Just one more day.

* * *

Amber aimed the arrow as she took a deep breath, well over half of her mana going into it.

This is it.

She breathed, and focused.

This is what I wanted.

Amber looked on as dozens of goblins fired arrows at her, and she unleashed the fiery bolt from her hands.

It streaked and, it hit⁠— consuming half of the colosseum as debris and dust exploded in all directions, and along with it, two notifications came.

[New General Skill! You have created Cursed Blazing Bolt ⁠— level 1.

Thanks to your fixation you have replicated a Primordial Skill! You can now consume your own mana to create a bolt of cursed energy, its strength scales linearly to the mana consumed.]

There it is…

Amber felt relieved, and then there was the other notification that made her feel even happier.

[⁠Accursed Creation has reached 5th Rank — level 1. 

You’ve grown at utilizing curses in your day to day. And now your mastery over curses has reached a new peak, allowing you to project them to the outside world, giving them solid shapes. Now, these are incredibly durable and last for a long time. 

You may use Primordial Power to ignore the cooldown of this skill once, this includes the ranks of the skill. You may use Primordial Power or Mana thereafter to trigger the skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— Curses can now be more tightly packed in the same area, by about 1.5 times. 

3rd Rank ⁠— For the first hour, the curses within the construct will replenish themselves automatically. 

4th Rank ⁠— Constructs can be detonated, unleashing all their stored curses at once] 

5th Rank ⁠— Once a day you can make a construct permanent. 

She grinned, and it was because of what the 5th Rank represented. 

“Now, I’ll be able to place runes on my bones.” 

She couldn’t use ink, and carving her bones wouldn’t work. However, making the runes out of a solid material such as curses, would. And now, she was finally able to make them permanent. 

She made a rune on her hand, it was the precision rune, a line that started thick but slowly thinned out. 

“This is going to be fun.” 

She squashed it on her hand. The schematics still had a lot of revisions left, plus she had to test some things, but her insane plan was looking more and more like reality by the second. 

Amber looked towards the collapsing colosseum, the floor had been cleared, and with it some of her skills had leveled up. 

[Accursed Battery has leveled up from 5th Rank level 2 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Accursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 3.]

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 5.]

And she had also leveled up twice from blasting the monsters over and over again.

[You have reached level 216. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

[You have reached level 217. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

“I’m getting quite close to my next Core Skill,” she commented.

Amber was quite excited about that. Well, if she was honest, she was excited for a lot of things. For instance, the floors that awaited her.

She chuckled and pressed on, moving to the teleporter room.

Amber grinned.

Soon, she would grow stronger.

Soon, she would deal with the Demon of Genesis.

And soon, she would get her Class Advancement.

A moment later, she was teleported to the next floor.

[Floor 104.]

* * *

Days passed as Amber continued to go through the floors and level up her skills. And by the time she finished the 105th floor, almost all of her skills had leveled up once.

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Accursed Creation has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

[Inexorable Momentum has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Inexorable Body has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 4.]

…

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 2 to 3rd Rank level 3.]

…

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

Sure, they had literally only moved a single level, but for good reason. Because she had focused on getting her last two remaining 4th Rank skills to 5th Rank, and the effects were nothing short of amazing.

She grinned looking at the new notifications she had just gotten.

[Accursed Reignition has reached 5th 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.

You may use Primordial Power to ignore the cooldown of this skill once, this includes the ranks of the skill. You may use Primordial Power or Mana thereafter to trigger the skill.

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.

5th Rank ⁠— Reignited Curses now linger two times longer on the target.]

With the 5th Rank, the timer on her ability to enhance her strength doubled. Then there was Accursed Strength, the skill that allowed her to do that, and the skill had reached 5th Rank.

[Accursed Strength has reached 5th Rank ⁠— level 1.

You’ve grown adept at using your curses, at consuming them and even grown somewhat used at having them be extinguished and out of your grasp. Now your curses affect your strength, starting at 50% bonus and scaling up or weakening depending on your status to them.

You may use Primordial Power to ignore the cooldown of this skill once, this includes the ranks of the skill. You may use Primordial Power or Mana thereafter to trigger the skill.

2nd Rank ⁠— You’ve gained an instinctual gauge to what your current strength bonus is.              

3rd Rank ⁠— Once every six hours, you can flare extinguished curses, causing them to come back with four times the intensity.

4th Rank ⁠— Once a week this skill can enter overdrive doubling the base effect of the skill.

5th Rank ⁠— Once a month this skill can enter a frenzy and suppress the skills of opponents that are of the same category and are one rank below.]

It was a curbstomp skill rank.

And it was something that greatly excited her, because it meant that she was starting to reach the same heights as the healer of the Saints of Truth. It felt as if she had just opened a new door.

[You have reached level 218. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 220. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Now, she was even closer to her level 225 Core Skill.

Amber felt great as she stepped onto the teleporter. Then with a flash of green light, she found herself on the next floor.

[Floor 106.]

Along with it, an unexpected notification came. But it was one that greatly excited her, and one that she instantly accepted.

[For your extraordinary performance, the Shattered Tower grants you the opportunity to take an item from the first floor of its treasury.

Would you like to go to the treasury now?]

“Fuck, yes.”

And her surroundings changed.


Chapter 46.

Amber wasn’t entirely sure what to expect, but what she saw blew her away. There were no sprawling towers of gold, no piles of priceless treasures bunched up together. Instead, all there was before her was a bare white hallway. It had a warm and dim light coming from the edges on the ceiling to barely illuminate it.

It felt alien; something that didn’t belong on Vir. It reminded her of modern designs back on Earth more than anything. Smooth surfaces with two gaps that were perpendicular to one another in the ceiling that leaked light in an aesthetically pleasing manner. Then, there was the end of the hallway in the distance which seemed to lead to a hall that shared the same design.

[Welcome to the 1st out of 3 levels in the treasury…]

That was what the notification said. Amber stared before beginning to walk down the only path she could take. It was unlike anything she had expected, and unlike anything she had experienced, even back on Earth, but she also found herself looking forward to it.

And this is just the first floor. While she most definitely wouldn’t be able to explore the next two floors, it was still an incredibly exciting prospect. After all, if there are any divine artifacts, they ought to be here.

Amber grinned and soon she walked out into the hallway. Where five pedestals awaited her, one of which was empty. Lying before her there was another stone plate.

“Only champions may access the first floor.

Only heroes may access the second floor.

Only legends may access the third floor.”

Except, there was another carving, a very rough one that Amber couldn’t understand. It seemed crudely made, and it was in response to the plate. She looked at it for a few moments; someone had left it there a very long time ago.

Finally, she raised her head and looked at the items on the pedestals. One was a black knife that had a purple sheen to it. The second was a golden bracelet. The third item was a vial with some murky purple liquid. And the last pedestal held a small red bead. While it reminded her of the Demonic Mana Stone, it was only in color, its material looked completely different. It almost looked like plastic.

[You may take one item from this room. Beware, your choice shall be laid bare before the eyes of judgment. Only heroes may access the second floor of the Shattered Tower’s treasury.]

Amber frowned at that. How will it even be judged if the Primordial Spirit is sealed? Her confusion didn’t last long, however, because she knew that the tower meant what it said.

“Let’s see then.”

She walked forward to the nearest pedestal, which was the fifth one and the one that contained the small red bead. She used Appraisal on it.

[??? ⁠— Refinement Pill ⁠— ???

This is a medicine from a higher realm. It shall cleanse your core and allow you to reach new heights with it. It will fundamentally change the way your core works.]

“Certainly not what I expected,” Amber said with a small frown.

Her core had already changed in a way she didn’t understand, and taking some weird refinement pill now was definitely not a good idea. It almost felt like the equivalent of taking something that gave stomach aches for the sake of cleansing.

That said, she was sure that this pill was incredibly powerful.

No quality grade and no enchantment grade. She observed. And it's from a higher realm too…

The fact that it was even there greatly excited her, but she had a feeling that the pill was useless to her. After all, she was a Fledgling Primordial Human now. And with it a lot of changes had come, and the ones she had yet to explore were all related to her core.

I think… Amber stared at the pill. It would probably do the same thing that my core already went through.

That was her theory anyway.

Finally, she turned to the third pedestal, which contained the vial with the purple liquid. It was the closest pedestal from where she stood.

Amber approached it and after staring at the liquid with glitter in it for a bit, she finally used Appraisal.

[??? ⁠— Curse of Disintegration ⁠— ???

This is a curse from a higher realm in liquid form. It shall disintegrate anything it comes into contact with. This curse surpasses a Cursebearer’s innate Supernatural Nullification.]

“Oh.”

To say she was interested was an understatement. After all, from its description, it could melt her hand right off. Meaning its strength was beyond anything she could imagine…

But if I learn to use it then…

Needless to say, it would be nothing short of extraordinary. A curse that could be used against anything? That was a dream come true. After all, if it bypassed Supernatural Nullification, then doesn’t that mean that it would be unaffected by whatever the Saints of Truth would try to do against it?

Amber grinned, she wanted it. She also felt excited as she looked towards the bracelet and the dagger. With this curse, it was practically a confirmation.

All of the items here are from Ill’hine.

Or another higher realm at least. But Amber was quite certain they were from Ill’hine specifically. After all, it was the only higher realm she was aware of. And most likely the only one. Needless to say her excitement was over the roof.

She turned back to the curse.

“I’ll be back.”

With that, she went after the second pedestal, the one that held the golden bracelet. It had carvings of stars and planets engraved all over it, it was by all accounts beautiful jewelry, and it was also coursing with power.

Exciting.

But in spite of the presence it exuded, she didn’t know how this bracelet or the dagger could be better than the curse; for her anyway. However, going in expecting something worse was an insult to all of these items, and so, she decided to expect nothing but excellence.

And as she used Appraisal, she got what she expected.

Excellence.

[??? ⁠— Bracelet of Twilight ⁠— ???

This is an artifact from a higher realm. This bracelet is made out of precious materials that cannot be found in Vir. And it is given to those that have risen to become true warriors. This bracelet bears the following enhancements.

Dawn: While under the embrace of the sun, the Bracelet of Twilight will make your body 20% more durable for as long as the bracelet is supplied with Primordial Energy.

Dusk: While under the embrace of night, the Bracelet of Twilight will empower your abilities with a flat 20% increase in power for as long as the bracelet is supplied with Primordial Energy.

Ability: Dusk to Dawn: While under the embrace of night you can shatter this bracelet to resurrect from the dead.

Ability: Dawn to Dusk: While under the embrace of the sun you can shatter this bracelet to resurrect someone else from the dead.]

“Holy fuck…”

The Bracelet of Twilight was strong. While the improvements it offered by wearing it were good for a piece of jewelry, the shocking thing to her was its two abilities. One of them allowed her to resurrect herself, and the other allowed her to resurrect someone else.

The only drawback is that they were locked behind the time of the day. But even then…

Passing on this almost feels stupid.

She loved the idea of the Curse of Disintegration, but at the same time this item felt like it was a one of a kind in Vir⁠— and even if it wasn’t, one thing was for certain.

“If I pick it, I won’t regret it.”

It definitely was the “safe” option, which Amber saw as the lame one for the large majority of the time. But after what she had experienced with the Archmage, she now truly valued the ability of the bracelet.

Still…

She looked at the Curse of Disintegration. It was also something she couldn’t find in this world, and something that was most likely going to bring her to new heights of power and understanding of curses.

Amber gulped.

How can I even choose?

Then there was the black dagger, which she decided to approach after some indecision. She stared at the black dagger and its purple sheen, and then, she used Appraisal, bracing herself to be awed.

[??? ⁠— Dagger of Light ⁠— ???

This artifact has been forged by ??? the Primordial Spirit using the rarest materials to be found on Vir. This dagger bears the enhancements of:

Ability: Blood Binding Contract: Give the Dagger of Light your blood in order to be bound to it, making you its owner and preventing anyone else from wielding it for as long as you live.

Ability: First March: Blink: Teleport to the Dagger of Light or teleport the Dagger of Light to you with a one kilometer limit. This ability has a five second cooldown.

Ability: Second March: Movement: When chaining two attacks, make the second one instantaneous. This ability has a ten second cooldown.

Ability: Third March: Breath: For as long as you’re holding your breath, the Dagger of Light will double your dexterity.

Ability: Fourth March: Throw: When throwing the Dagger of Light you will always have perfect throws with no deviation from where you intend to aim.

Ability: Fifth March: Focus: When wielding the Dagger of Light you gain superhuman focus.

Ability: Final March: Light Speed: Once a month gain a 1000% increase in dexterity and ignore the cooldown of all the other abilities that the Dagger of Light possesses.]

“Huuuh?!”

If this item was here, what the fuck had been on the fourth pedestal that had been taken? The Dagger of Light’s effects were completely disgusting. And it wasn’t even an item from another world, but from Vir.

“It’s tempting, even if it would essentially turn me into an assassin.” She had already gotten to experience being a mage, and she didn’t miss it. In fact, it resolved her even more to focus on acting like a berserker, but even then. “Ugh…”

Amber groaned from frustration.

“Why are all the items so good?”

Undoubtedly, the Dagger of Light was the best one by far, it would probably make any fight where the enemy couldn’t instantly kill her trivial. And a 1000% increase in dexterity would make her a speed demon. Not only that, but the item got stronger the stronger she was, simply because its effects hinged on the user’s base stats.

It was almost as if she had no choice but to pick it.

Amber frowned as she turned to the fourth pedestal. “Was the item there that good? There is no way, right?”

So far it almost seemed that they went from worst to best, and while maybe that wasn’t intentional, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was missing something. After all, why even give her a choice when one option was so overwhelmingly better than the rest?

Well then again, her special advancement hadn’t granted her any options.

She placed a hand on her chin as she stared between all of the items, before finally her eyes landed on the Dagger of Light.

“I don’t even have an option…”

She wanted to consider the Bracelet of Twilight or the Curse of Disintegration in a bottle, but she felt that if she took them she would regret it deeply. Not because they were bad or not worthwhile, but because the Dagger of Light was that good.

And the thing with it was that it wasn’t even an item that fit her. While it was an item she wanted solely because it was a divine artifact; a kind of item that she was hoping to get her hands on during this run, it still felt…

Too easy.

It had been too easy to acquire it.

Amber then remembered what the tower had informed her when she came into this room.

Beware, your choice shall be laid bare before the eyes of judgment. Only heroes may access the second floor of the Shattered Tower’s treasury…

It had told her that for a reason.

“Would a hero take the strongest item, though? Maybe if they absolutely need it, and if they have no choice, but…” Amber closed her eyes, remembering what a hero was in her mind. She remembered childhood stories, news articles, and other things. “A hero is someone that sacrifices themselves for the sake of others…”

She spoke after thinking.

“Though it’s stupid to just forego the dagger because it’s not what a hero would choose,” Amber muttered. It was a huge logic leap to do that.

“Still, my choice shall be judged…”

That was a fact.

If she chose the indisputable strongest item, and the item that didn’t even fit her ⁠— if she was judging herself ⁠— she’d think it was pretty damn superficial.

Finally, Amber turned to the rest of the items, now actually considering it. The only things that interested her were the Bracelet of Dusk and the Curse of Disintegration. As for the dagger…

She shook her head.

“I’ll come back for it later, and even if I can’t get it, doesn’t that mean the second floor of the treasury has even better items?”

One thing was for certain: after thinking about it, the dagger was a trap.

The bracelet was enticing, but there was something that Amber felt she needed; and it was something she had been chasing after for all this time.

Amber reached for the vial.

“I want my curses to be just as useful as Essence…” she said as she grabbed the Curse of Disintegration.

A notification came when it entered her grasp.

[Judgment has been made. You may now leave the treasury.]

Along with it, a teleportation circle with green energy appeared in the center of the room. Amber blinked, and then turned as she heard a weird crack and she saw the Dagger of Light shatter and crumble into dust.

“It was a bait.” Amber smirked as she turned back to the circle, shaking her head. “It really was just too good to be true.”

Finally, her eyes turned to the fourth pedestal.

“And looks like the person that came before me also realized this.”

Well, that was assuming the tower hadn’t changed since then. She had no way of knowing. Amber looked down at the vial with the swirling and glittering dark purple liquid,  before finally looking at the teleportation circle again.

“I can’t just go without testing things out a bit, can I?”

So Amber lingered in the treasury, not even entertaining the idea of trying to take the bracelet even though it was sitting there. The first thing she did was try to have Cursewelder absorb the curse within the vial, but it straight up refused.

[ This curse is unable to be absorbed. ]

Amber paused. “That’s a new one.”

In all honesty, she preferred not having it only available through Cursewelder, but the fact that it was unable to absorb it just went to show how strange the Curse of Disintegration truly was. She took a second to breathe before she sat cross-legged, it was in the stupid lotus position that Essence required; it was the most comfortable way of sitting now, for whatever reason.

Then, she turned to the liquid and grabbed the black cork atop of the bottle and pulled it out with utmost care, careful to not spill any of the contents. As soon as she did, Amber felt nervous⁠— not from any emotional or rational reaction, but because of an instinctual reaction.

“No wonder Cursewelder refused to absorb it,” she said as she raised her finger. “It really is as dangerous as expected. The question is, how dangerous is it?”

Following her words, she dipped her finger into the vial and it⁠— melted. She squeaked, almost spilling the contents of the vial as she lost her finger in a second, taking her hand out in an instant.

Amber watched as her finger failed to regenerate for a couple of seconds before she finally got it back. And through her teary eyes, she couldn’t help but smile.

“I couldn’t even get a feel for the curse.”

The fact that Cursewelder couldn’t absorb it was interesting enough on its own, but now there was the fact that she hadn’t been able to sense it. It was actually ridiculous. But it only served as motivation to her; if she learned how to use it, she could quite literally melt her enemies apart.

Amber furrowed her brows. “Though I have a feeling that if it affects me too, it’ll probably be messy.”

Still, that was all the more reason to learn it.

So, for the next few days Amber remained in the treasury, repeatedly dipping her finger into the deadly liquid that could melt through almost anything that it got spilled on.

All in the name of growing stronger and also polishing her use of curses.

* * *

And a week in, something happened.

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

As a Cursebearer this skill should be impossible to obtain for you, but through nothing short of a miracle you have acquired it. Now you are even more resilient to curses. Wait, do you even need this skill given you’re immune to the Supernatural?]

She learned Curse Resistance.

Amber stared at the skill, and finally at the vial, having an immediate realization.

“If I level it up enough, I’ll be able to resist the curse…” And with it, I’ll learn it.

She grinned as she got up, sealing the vial. She had spent more than enough time in the armory, and while she would’ve loved to continue sitting there, multitasking was objectively better. After all, there were other skills to be leveled, and levels to be gained.

With her level 225 Core Skill being so close by, Amber knew that it was something she needed to actively chase after. Along with leveling her skills, learning to use the Curse of Disintegration as well as finishing the schematics for the runes in her body.

All of these possibilities are so damn exciting.

Amber stowed the Curse of Disintegration into her ring and turned to the portal with a satisfied smile.

“It’s time to resume pushing my limits in other areas.”

She stepped into the portal and returned to the 106th floor.

She was here to get considerably stronger, and that was what she was going to do. 


Chapter 47.

Amber made her way through the 106th floor, which only had a single opponent. A golem of stone, one that was  level 210, and yet…

Amber punched the golem with all her strength, one that carried the power of Accursed Reignition behind it and yet⁠— all it did was make a small crack as she was slammed by her own strength into the back wall.

She groaned, feeling her bones crack as she dislodged herself from the wall, looking back at the slowly turning golem.

[Fledgling Avatar of the Earth. Lvl. 210]

Calling it strong was an overstatement, the Avatar of Earth’s speed and strength were abysmal. Its durability and defensive stats, however, were next level. And every single thing she did to it was reflected back to her, which was insane since she had chopped her body in half with her opening attack with Cursewelder.

Amber chuckled as her bones snapped back into place. “If it were any other person, I’d certainly be horrified, but…” She cracked her neck. “This is quite exciting, I get to see how durable I am after all.”

She stretched as the lumbering golem of stone slowly made its way in her direction, it was laughably slow; about as slow as a turtle in her opinion. But Amber didn’t mock the monster, because it was going to serve as her limit-testing buddy.

She took a deep breath and activated the 4th Rank of Accursed Strength, doubling the curse bonus she had from it. Then she activated Accursed Reignition again with Essence, and used the 4th Rank again with Essence⁠—

In an instant, all her bonuses reached what was arguably the peak of strength that she could reach. Then she dipped her finger into the Curse of Destruction only for it to still be melted right off.

Well it was worth trying, she thought before turning to the golem. Now the question is: do I test things that are only achievable in situations like this one? Amber wondered before breaking out into a grin.

“Why not.”

She pointed a finger at the golem as she used Accursed Battery twice in a row, having it deflected all into herself, then she used Abyssal Blast on her own body and reached a new height of power that she never thought possible.

“Let’s see…”

Amber rushed to the golem, appearing before it in a blink before she punched⁠— a loud bang exploded across the room as her arm disintegrated, and along with it a piece of the golem was blown off.

She hit the wall with incredible pain as she looked up at the trembling golem.

“Interesting,” she chuckled.

That was just the first of many things she wanted to try; after all. How many of her own attacks could she take?

She used the accumulated rage from Accursed Rage Synergy to enhance the strength of her attack, and then she jumped into the fray again.

* * *

Amber spent over a day beating at the golem, testing many different attacks to see how they affected her. One thing was quite obvious; and it was something that had been obvious to her for quite some time now.

She was way more susceptible to cutting attacks than she was to blunt attacks.

Amber sighed as the golem collapsed before her.

“Somehow, I’m disappointed.”

In the end, she actually ran no risk of killing herself from having her most powerful attacks deflected back to her. Not even Primordial Blazing Bolt or Storm of Destruction had the chance of killing her.

Sure, it hurt a lot. But she would survive them. And that… that was disappointing, she just felt weak.

“And my core doesn’t seem to be leveling either.”

She stared at her insides that were brimming with Essence, and couldn’t help but feel confused. She felt more than ready to have a level up, but it didn’t seem to crack, no matter what she did. It was odd.

“Oh well.”

At the moment, she didn’t really care for leveling her core after all, but she was quite certain that it would come soon. For now, she was leveling her skills.

For instance, she had leveled up Accursed Reignition and Accursed Strength from 5th Rank level 1 to level 3. Quick Dash was now 5th Rank level 6. Her two Inexorable enhancement skills went up by 2 levels. Accursed Creation only leveled up once, landing on 5th Rank level 3, and the same fate was shared by Inexorable Manipulation, landing at 5th Rank level 7.

Though Accursed Rage Synergy had leveled up twice at least. And that wasn’t all, Crimson Fervor, Crimson Fuel, Crimson Destruction, Crimson Break, Blood Catalyst and Demonic Frenzy⁠— all of those Legacy Branch skills had leveled up twice.

And her core three resistances ⁠— magical, physical and elemental ⁠— all went up by two levels as well.

The screen itself informing her all of that was… long.

[Accursed Reignition has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 3.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 6.]

[Accursed Creation has leveled up from 5th Rank level 2 to 5th Rank level 3.]

[Inexorable Momentum has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 6.]

[Inexorable Body has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 6.]

[Accursed Strength has leveled up from 5th rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 3.]

[Accursed Recovery has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Accursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 6.]

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 5th Rank level 6 to 5th Rank level 7.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 3 to 3rd Rank level 5.]

[Crimson Destruction has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 6 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 6 to 2nd Rank level 8.]

[Blood Catalyst has leveled up from level 5 to 7.]

[Demonic Frenzy has leveled up from level 5 to 7.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 5 to 5th Rank level 7.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 5 to 5th Rank level 7.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 5 to 5th Rank level 7.]

“Well, at least one thing is for certain,” Amber said, dismissing the screen before smiling. “I’m getting the most out of this tower.”

She took out the vial with the Curse of Disintegration and resumed dipping her finger in it, all while she made her way to the 107th floor.

She didn’t really understand when the next opportunity to go to the treasury would arrive, but one thing was quite certain in her thoughts.

I have to keep growing stronger.

* * *

The 107th floor was a trap floor, one that Amber used to the fullest to submerge her finger in deadly liquid. There were a few close calls that had her nearly spill it on herself, which would’ve been quite deadly. But the gains were fruitful.

Amber chuckled as she stood in the middle of an empty room, according to the map she was still ways away from the ending of the 107th floor and yet something great had already happened.

She stared at the notification before her.

[Curse Resistance has reached 2nd Rank ⁠— level 1.

2nd Rank ⁠—  You’re twice as resistant to curses. ]

It was 2nd Rank now, and it had taken only half a day.

Amber looked up towards the entrance of the next chamber, all while she dipped different fingers into the swirling purple liquid that was the Curse of Disintegration, even now she still couldn’t sense how the curse actually worked; so she couldn’t replicate it.

But so long as she kept on submerging her finger into it, that would change. And quite fast, in fact.

* * *

Twenty four hours later, she got another notification, one that greatly excited her.

[Cursed Resistance has reached 3rd Rank ⁠— level 1.

…

3rd Rank ⁠— You grow sturdier to curses the longer you are in battle.]

It seemed to her that Curse Resistance followed the same trend as the other resistances; where they all shared the same rank effect. Honestly that was great in her opinion, because it meant that with the 4th Rank of it⁠— where attacks grow weaker the more damage they’ve done⁠— would most likely be the answer to her issue.

That wasn’t all, she also got a level on another skill of hers.

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 5th Rank level 7 to 5th Rank level 8.]

That was exciting in its own regard too.

After all, it might be my first skill to reach 6th Rank.

The thing with trap floors is that they still took her multiple days to clear, right now by her best estimates she was midway through, and well⁠— there was a lot of pain and close calls, but Amber was sure it was worth it.

Well, it was all worth it. All the floors after the 100th floor had been quite fun and quite challenging in all their own ways. Seriously, beating a golem for more than a day straight was a challenge in its own way.

Now she had half of a trap floor to go through.

Amber walked into the next chamber as she uncorked the Curse of Disintegration and dipped her hand into it. Leaving her finger submerged as she flinched from the pain, and then the room started shaking.

She blinked and some of the liquid curse spilled onto her foot and melted right through it, and into the floor as well. She hurriedly unsummoned the liquid as the entire room began to shake uncontrollably, as if a high magnitude earthquake was passing through.

“That’s a first.”

She had spilled some of the liquid, the very fucking valuable liquid. But before Amber could wonder what the stupid trap that had caused it was supposed to be, the walls of the chamber blew open as a gigantic Essence using worm tried to eat her.

Amber teleported out of the way as it carved through the wall and she couldn’t help but get excited.

[Fledgling Budding Devourer. Lvl. ???]

“Oh, a fight!”

Amber unsheathed her sword and pounced on the monster, burrowing into its body as toxin began to consume her skin. She continued to stab it as she chuckled.

“So I get Toxin Resistance level ups too?”

Amber increased her strength as she tore through the insides of the gigantic worm, more motivated than ever because this thing was sure to actually give her some level ups, unlike the previous rooms. She definitely wanted to get her level 225 Core Skill; she had been waiting for it so damn long after all.

She tore through its body, enhancing Cursewelder’s sharpness with Silver Flame Edge, and she heard the glorious squeals of the monsters as Essence flared in her surroundings. Though she didn’t care much for it as she used Accursed Battery ⁠— or Cursed Battery ⁠— and blew the insides of the monster as a loud cry echoed.

Amber kept on tearing through it, it was an easy target given its toxin wasn’t strong enough to actually kill her.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 2 to 5th Rank level 3.]

She grinned as she activated the 2nd Rank of Accursed Recovery, all while the grime of the monster covered her and corroded her flesh. Unfortunately, for the Fledgling Budding Devourer it had chosen the wrong target.

Amber stabbed and ripped its insides apart as she heard rumbles from the monster thrashing from the outside, but she paid it no mind as she focused on damaging it. Before she had an idea⁠—

I can go even further.

She made an arrow out of curses and one of Essence on her hand and began to inject mana and her Essence into both, preparing a grand explosion that was sure to kill the monster at once. She smiled as Demonic Frenzy made her even more excite, but she paused feeling danger⁠—

She sidestepped as a sharp blur passed next to her, and she went flying out of the bisected worm. Amber rolled once and landed on her feet, she was in some other chamber, and arrows fired at her that she barely dodged. However, her gaze remained looking towards the holes where the worm had been.

With a rumble, its two halves came for her⁠— one was its maw and the other was its tail. Amber blinked as she blocked and was slapped by a flurry of attacks, the monster’s speed had increased, and⁠—

She moved to the side as a sharp rock cut through her hair. Then, her legs were caught by chains of rock, she attempted to teleport out of the way only for it to fail. That was when her left hand was bitten off. Amber thought its Essence was rock-related, but as the wind pressure started to crush her, she realized it wasn’t that simple.

“There are no easy fights here, huh?”

She dodged again only to be struck anyway, it was as if reality was being distorted to make the attacks happen. This continued and she quickly became a bloody mess. Cursewelder was sent flying across the room, losing her a lot of perks in her combat ability.

Amber blocked with her arms as she was launched into a different chamber. As she landed she decided that this fight wasn’t going to go anywhere unless she tried something new.

She cursed. “It’s a waste, but fuck it.”

Amber summoned the vial containing the of Curse of Disintegration as the monster came for her, and with a quick swipe she splashed a few droplets into the monster and it⁠ screeched like never before. It began to thrash as it lost control of its Essence.

Then she teleported out of the way as she grabbed onto Cursewelder and injected her Essence and mana into it, using Droz’gad’s Resource Drinker ability, and enhancing both of the arrows she was producing.

It took her less than two seconds before she raised a bow made out of purple fire and pointed it at the monster, two arrows nocked. As the monster recovered, she teleported right into its rows of sharp teeth and fired.

Primordial Blazing Bolt and⁠— Cursed Blazing Bolt.

Both arrows hit as two rippling explosions of fire rocked through the room, blood and flesh streaking across her vision as the notification came.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Budding Devourer. Lvl. 283].]

For defeating an enemy 60 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have reached level 221. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

[You have reached level 222. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

“Only two levels.” Amber clicked her tongue.

She was hoping for at least three, considering she used a few drops of her precious liquid curse. And that’s what it was, precious. All she had was the small vial; that had been her entire reward. A small vial that contained about half a mouthful of liquid.

She had already used a third of it. The constant dipping consumed it slightly, and there was also the small spill and the splash she had done earlier. Truly a regrettable action, even though she had wanted to try the effects of it on a monster, it still hadn’t been worth it.

She shook her head as she pulled out the map she had gotten back in Froststone, it somehow knew every floor she found herself on; so she used it to reorient herself and set off once more.

Then there was the fact that core greedily absorbed the Essence in the air and felt even fuller than before and it still wouldn’t level up. At this point, Amber concluded that it had changed, and she had a feeling that it was for the better.

As for how long she had to wait till it’s level up? Well, she wasn’t sure, but it excited her.

* * *

Two days later she finished the 107th floor, and had some things to show for it.

[Sharp Instincts has leveled up from 5th Rank level 8 to 5th Rank level 9.]

Sharp Instincts was ever so slightly closer to Rank 6, and that wasn’t all. Curse Resistance had also ranked up to 4th Rank.

[Curse Resistance has reached 4th Rank — level 1.

4th Rank ⁠— Curses from the same source grow weaker the more they damage you.]

As Amber kept her finger dipped into the vial, she couldn’t help but frown. It was melting at the same rate, and yet now the vial was about halfway empty. That was how much she had used it.

Needless to say she was frustrated.

She shook her head and pulled out her notebook before heading to the next floor. At least, the first draft of all her bodily runes was almost complete, and once it was done it would undergo some revisions before she would finally put them to use. But one step at a time, for now she had to focus on penning the masterpiece that would be engraved on her body.

Well, the one that Frei will thoroughly revise, she added in her mind.

At first, she had been skeptical of the elf. But after having her around for so long, Amber actually appreciated the woman deeply.

When I’m done with the Demon of Genesis I’ll do my damn best to help her.

She smiled, and immersed herself in writing once more.

* * *

Amber went past the 108th floor, which was a strange thing, it had been a test of speed and every time she failed to sprint past the opposing figure she would get punished— aka spikes piercing the entirety of her body.

She could attempt it any time she felt like it, but even then it still took her until Accursed Strength’s week long cooldown was done. That was when she finally reached the end of the floor before an enemy that she actually couldn’t kill.

It was… such a weird experience. One that actually got her a few skill level ups from the random attempts and occurrences.

For starters, all her resistances including Toxin Resistance, but excluding Curse Resistance, had leveled up once.

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 7 to 5th Rank level 8.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 7 to 5th Rank level 8.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 7 to 5th Rank level 8.]

Other than that, Accursed Reignition, Quick Dash, both Inexorable enhancement skills, and some Legacy Branch skills had leveled up once. The branch skills that leveled were enhancement ones, such as Crimson Fervor, Fuel, Break and Demonic Frenzy. Aside from that Accursed Strength had leveled up twice which was exciting.

[Accursed Reignition has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 4.]

[Quick Dash has leveled up from 5th Rank level 6 to 5th Rank level 7.]

[Inexorable Momentum has leveled up from 5th Rank level 6 to 5th Rank level 7.]

[Inexorable Body has leveled up from 5th Rank level 6 to 5th Rank level 7.]

[Accursed Strength has leveled up from 5th rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 5.]

[Crimson Fervor has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 5 to 3rd Rank level 6.]

[Crimson Break has leveled up from 2nd Rank level 8 to 2nd Rank level 9.]

[Demonic Frenzy has leveled up from level 7 to 8.]

Amber felt glad that all her skills were progressing and she also hadn’t wasted her downtime on the 108th floor, continuing to train her Curse Resistance.

This time she got it to 5th Rank.

[Curse Resistance has reached 5th — level 1.

5th Rank ⁠— Curses are weaker against you. ]

And yet, her finger kept on resisting absolutely nothing. As soon as it came into contact with the liquid it was gone…

Amber stared at the vial that had a quarter of the liquid left.

At this rate, she wouldn’t hit 6th Rank with Curse Resistance; she didn’t even care about the fact that it would be her first 6th Rank skill, the issue was that 5th Rank wasn’t strong enough. And that meant that all her efforts would go to waste.

She bit her lip. When she first had the realization, she cursed and got angry, but now it just frustrated her. Something had to be done, but she wasn’t sure what to do.

Nothing she had tried to make more of it, or sense it in some other way had really worked. So what was she supposed to do?

Amber sighed and shook her head before continuing into the teleporter for the 109th floor. She had already revised the notebook and made thorough contributions to it, so now it was time to at least level her skills.

* * *

A day passed and Amber kicked the wall in frustration.

A loud bang echoed as it cracked before it healed. The 109th floor was a fucking puzzle room. No skills to level, no enemies to challenge her. Nothing.

And to top it all off she still had absolutely no idea on what to do with the vial. She grabbed it and slammed it onto the ground, dust exploding outwards.

“Fuck.”

She stomped on it; it was nigh unbreakable due to the fact that it contained some otherworldly curse, so she used it to take out her frustration. Sure, some people would’ve called her childish, but she had her reasons.

She had been slaving inside this tower for well over a month, and she had been dipping her finger in acid for weeks. It was the reward she had chosen over the fucking bracelet that would have acted as a lifeline, and yet it was going to go to waste?

Sure, part of it was her fault for being too weak to use it, but she also rationalized that the tower had offered it to her because it judged her to be good enough to do so. But that wasn’t the case, or it didn’t seem like it at all.

A loud sigh left her as she hit the ground, the puzzles on this floor were absolutely insane. Some of them actually required calculus; and she barely remembered all of that after two years of beating monsters to death. Her past in finance was long gone.

“My god…” Amber groaned.

The fact that she was on a floor that greatly frustrated her and offered her no ways to get stronger; a floor that by all measures felt like a waste of time, greatly added to all her frustration.

She picked up the vial and stared at it, then swirled it around, before finally lying down on the floor to actually think.

Resistances, and levels in general seem to go up the more struggle that was involved. Amber extended her hand into the air. By all measures, it can be considered a law of the world…

With Curse Resistance I haven’t done much struggling aside from constantly losing my finger; which is painful but also… She furrowed her brows. Objectively speaking it’s not a lot of struggle.

Amber stared at the ceiling as her thoughts bounced around.

The only reason it has leveled up so much is because the Curse of Disintegration is so strong to begin with. Nothing I tested it on could actually contain it aside from its vial.

She had tried to put a drop on Droz’gad and to her surprise it actually melted a part of the mostly unbreakable sword. That was how powerful it was. A sigh left her thinking about her now slightly damaged demonic sword, getting it repaired was probably going to be a pain.

So, the real question is, how can I struggle with the Curse of Disintegration…?

Amber finally rationalized an answer, and found herself stumped. But this time, she didn’t let herself be distracted by her feelings, and instead actually thought. At first, nothing really came to mind; dipping other body parts wouldn’t make a difference, nor pouring it on her arm.

But then an intrusive thought came, one that gave her pause⁠.

What if I drink it?

It was completely insane and yet… it could most certainly have a chance to kill her. That was by definition a true struggle. At the same time, it was a god awful idea. One that…

Might be my only answer…

Amber cursed under her breath again as she deliberated between drinking what was essentially magical battery acid, or not. And finally, she decided to sleep on it.

* * *

“Fuck, I’ll definitely regret this.”

Amber gulped and without hesitation she chugged the contents of the vial; the entirety of the Curse of Disintegration. Immediately she felt excruciating pain as it melted though her insides. She choked on the liquid as she dropped to the ground. Some drops of liquid melted right through her jaw, most made it down her throat as burning pain filled her and melted through her body.

Soon enough it reached her stomach as she thrashed on the ground, suppressing her screams of pain. It hurt more than anything she had experienced before, and all she could do in response was use the 2nd Rank of Accursed Recovery, doing her best at sensing the curse.

[Curse Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 1 to 5th Rank level 2.]

…

[Curse Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 4.]

Her Curse Resistance just kept on leveling as she thrashed on the ground. It was definitely one of the most rash ideas she had executed.

[Curse Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 5.]

But as Curse Resistance reached level 5, she actually managed to sense the curse for once. The curse began to not completely melt through her body and remained within her system, causing the little that remained to give her even more pain.

[Curse Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 5 to 5th Rank level 6.]

Hours of agony passed as Amber got used to the pain, and eventually, Curse Resistance reached level 10.

[Curse Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 9 to 5th Rank level 10.]

Amber was slowly getting a better understanding of the curse.

* * *

Eventually, the skill reached 6th Rank as Amber puked and the last few drops of the Curse of Disintegration along with it. All while she laid on the floor surrounded by blood.

[Curse Resistance has reached 6th Rank — level 1.

6th Rank ⁠— Curses can be foreseen.]

The 6th was kind of useless at the moment and for the time being, but it didn’t matter because…

Amber grinned as she weakly pressed her finger against the floor, and a moment later the floor along with her finger began to disintegrate.

It still melted whatever body part it was coming into contact with, but now she could create the Curse of Disintegration even if it was dangerous to use.

Amber weakly laughed. “I actually did it…”

The laugh trailed off, and Amber… passed out from exhaustion.


Chapter 48.

Amber awoke in a dizzy state. She couldn’t even remember what had happened; all she knew was that she felt bad. Sickly. Which was weird considering she had not felt like that for years now, but it was undoubtedly the feeling of being ill, exhausted, drained, and weak.

What happened…?

She groaned as she saw multiple holes in the ground, they were incredibly small. It was as if someone had spilled droplets of acid all over. Though as she shuffled, she saw a much bigger hole in front of her. That was when she remembered vomiting. Amber blinked as she picked herself up, she still felt like shit but she remembered everything.

She used the 2nd Rank of Recovery of Curses, immediately improving her condition as she took a breath.

I learned the Curse of Disintegration and then fainted… Amber raised her finger as she slowly walked towards a wall. Forcing her mana and also Essence, she began to melt it, though her finger suffered the same fate. She couldn’t help but furrow her brow.

“It’s quite hard to use all things considered…” Amber raised Cursewelder over her shoulder. “Let’s see…”

She channeled the Curse of Disintegration ⁠into it. The mana and Essence consumption of the curse was no joke, Amber guessed that she could only use it for about a minute before she ran out of both resources. And there was something else…

“It’s melting…” Amber looked at Cursewelder, which was falling apart where the blade met the hilt, and her hand administering the curse was also struggling to keep a grip on the handle. “I have to keep repairing it so it just doesn’t fall out of my hand…”

There was definitely a huge learning curve to it; knowing how much of the curse to output, managing her melting sword, dealing with her melting hand, keeping an eye on the resource consumption⁠— it certainly was dozens of times more difficult than managing her other curses, which came instinctively to her.

Amber shook her head and turned to the door. She raised Cursewelder which was constantly melting and regenerating and swung with all the strength she could muster. The sword struck the door, and for a second nothing happened before it started to melt.

It was closer to a corrosive rather than an instant effect, but it was enough for her. Amber grinned and pulled back before slamming her sword into the door again, forcing a hole right through it. Even though the puzzle rooms had the ability to regenerate, the holes that were torn with the Curse of Disintegration took time to heal. Or some ⁠— that received much greater exposure ⁠to the curse — wouldn’t at all.

Amber continued on tearing through the door as she began to pant. Once she was done, she stumbled into the other room and nearly collapsed to the ground. Her mana and Essence were low, and she also just felt exhausted. It seemed that using the Curse of Disintegration greatly drained her stamina.

“This sucks…” Amber murmured as she moved to the middle of the room and sat down.

The Curse of Disintegration was extremely strong, but it wasn’t as easy to use as she had expected.

She shook her head. I definitely can’t spam it in battle. It consumed way too much mana, stamina and Essence. But none of that matters, at the end of the day, it’s my trump card. Amber smiled to herself as she rested.

For now, her only goal was getting the hang of using the Curse of Disintegration.

Amber pulled out her notebook while waiting for her mana and Essence to come back. Thankfully, she could multitask if the downtime was little.

* * *

Amber finished the puzzle room in a couple of hours, and by the end, a lot had changed.

For starters, one of her skills had leveled. A lot.

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 5th Rank level 7 to 5th Rank level 8.]

…

[Inexorable Manipulation has leveled up from 5th Rank level 9 to 5th Rank level 10.]

She was quite sure it would soon hit 6th Rank. Turns out micromanaging the Curse of Disintegration was quite taxing on her manipulation skill, which was great. There was also another change.

[Curse Resistance has leveled up from 6th Rank level 1 to 6th Rank level 2.]

[Curse Resistance has leveled up from 6th Rank level 2 to 6th Rank level 3.]

Using Curse of Disintegration also increased her resistance, and at first she brushed it off, because well⁠— her flesh still melted all the same. But after the second level up she noticed a difference; her level of exhaustion went down slightly. So it seemed that another negative of the Curse of Disintegration was wearing down the user; which thankfully would affect her less and less as she leveled the skill.

But Amber didn’t stop much to rest at the end of the 109th floor, instead she made her way to meet the 110th floor boss. After all, not only was she quite used to the Curse of Disintegration by now, but there was also something else that pushed her forward.

Her level 225 Core Skill.

Considering she was already at level 222, there were only 3 levels remaining.

Amber grinned as the teleporter went off with a burst of green light.

[Floor 110.]

It was time for a damn boss fight.

Amber prepared herself as she appeared on the floor, but she quickly paused. There was no boss, nothing of the sort, instead she blinked as she saw a bed, a warm meal and a fireplace. At her feet laid a plate that said something that made her quite upset.

“Rest is essential.”

“I don’t care for damn rest,” Amber frowned.

She approached the exit door to the room but found it locked, and when she tried to burn it with the Curse of Disintegration she was teleported back to standing in front of the plaque. This time, with a counter in her vision.

[You may leave in: 11 hours and 59 minutes…]

She groaned at that and took in the room properly, the first thing she noticed was a bookshelf. It had a few weathered books and was mostly empty, but it still caught her attention. After all, it was a bookshelf inside a Primordial Spirit tower.

Now slightly less annoyed, Amber approached the bookshelf and grabbed a book, it had no cover but when she opened it and read the title, she found herself a lot more interested.

The history of the Shattered Tower.

She grabbed a different one.

The rules of the Shattered Tower.

And another.

The ruler of the Shattered Tower.

Amber blinked. “Interesting.”

She grabbed all five of the books and brought them over to the table with the ready meal. It was a steak with an accompanying salad. Which Amber dismissed as nothing more than a distraction, but when she ate it, her tune completely changed.

“It’s really good…” she muttered, looking at the juicy steak. “It melts in my mouth somehow…”

Amber then looked over at the books.

“I guess a little rest to learn things about the tower doesn’t sound that bad…” she finally acquiesced.

So Amber simply enjoyed her meal as she began to read the contents of the books. Some of which were more interesting than others.

* * *

The book about the rules of the tower was overly religious, so much to the point that she found it hard to believe it was even talking about the same place she was in. The book about the Primordial Spirit was a lot more interesting, it mainly talked about their likes and dislikes and their attitude, the things that she could gather made her confused.

Amber already had some suspicions and doubts about the imprisoned Primordial Spirit; about whether they were actually evil. Remmel’s information said they were twisted, and Sid’fril had collaborated with another primordial to seal this spirit, and yet…

The tower was anything but twisted, so far she had yet to see something that screamed evil to her. Maybe it was a personality flaw but she had to see something to actually believe it, and so far there was no concrete proof of that.

And the book she had just read, described them as nothing but kind.

So the real question was.

What happened?

Unfortunately, there was no answer to that.

Amber moved onto reading the book about history, which bored her to hell. The other one was about culture and traditions which also bored her a lot. And by the time she got to the last book, there were only about two hours remaining; mainly because she had taken her time to comb through the contents of each of the tomes.

Finally, she reached the smallest and shortest book; the one named “About the Shattered Tower.”

Amber didn’t expect anything from it, but soon her opinion changed. Because it was handwritten.

“The tower will offer items that it deems necessary to those above floor 100, from what I gathered the less items one receives the greater the chance there is to enter the treasure room. That said, it seems that the tower can also offer items on its own…”

She was captivated as she began to read through it. Amber didn’t know if it had been left behind by the person who took the item on the fourth pedestal or if it was older than that, but she didn’t care.

All she did was focus on the information.

“In rare occurrences the tower will offer opportunities to the climber, from dangerous ones, evacuation or skipping floors. This is normal even below the 100th floor. These opportunities can be greatly beneficial depending on what one wants to achieve, so it’s important to consider them carefully. It’s also possible to…”

Amber continued on reading through the entirety of the book as it talked about the actual mechanisms of the tower; from floor patterns to what to expect. While most of the information wasn’t particularly useful, there was one that stuck out to her more than any of them.

“The treasury, anyone can get to the first two floors. To be a champion means nothing more than to thrive in the floors above 100. To be a hero means to overcome a great challenge. But to be a legend… For that you have to be at least a step into godhood which I have not. And well, maybe I’m writing this in hopes of helping you, the person reading this; though the likelihood of it being read is extraordinarily small… But assuming you’re a step into godhood, then the next step is relatively simple, your core must ascend to the 1st Realm of Stars, that is all.”

That was all. There was no more information about this first realm, but Amber found herself re-reading the paragraph over and over again, not only had the writer finally acknowledged his reasoning for writing and finally detached from the journal but they had also mentioned something she had never heard of before.

The 1st Realm of Stars… Amber frowned. Never heard of that before.

She took out Asil’s journal, where he mentioned his experience with Essence and cores, but it didn’t say anything about it. However, she was quite certain that this 1st realm thing was most definitely related to what was happening with her core and its refusal to level up.

“So if I want to see the deepest floor of the armory, I’ll have to figure this out, huh…”

Technically speaking, it only added more things to her plate, but at the same time it greatly excited her. Because things were really not as simple as they seemed.

So for the second floor I’ll have to overcome a great challenge, huh?

Amber nodded to herself and finished reading the book, which had nothing more of interest, aside from a signature.

Arden L.

Amber was almost hoping it was from Ishtar; given everything seemed related to him, but it wasn’t the case. However, it still gave her a new name to think about.

Arden L, huh? I wonder if he’s still alive? It was clear to her that the man was well-versed with Essence, and given the writing was in Virian, aka the standard modern language. Perhaps it wasn’t that outdated.

“Wait, will Ishtar’s journals be in some ancient cryptic language…?” She frowned. “Hopefully not.”

Amber stowed the book in her storage ring and spent the rest of her time thinking about what to do from now. Mainly about how to access the second floor and third floor, as well as thinking about how to put to use the knowledge she had gotten.

It didn’t take her long before she made a decision, closing her eyes.

Right now, my main focus is getting my Core Skill and getting access to the second floor of the treasury. After that, it’s learning what happened to my core and advancing it to the 1st Realm of Stars in order to access the third floor of the treasury…

And then…

She opened her eyes.

I’ll get my level 250 Class Advancement.

Amber smiled as the timer in her vision reached zero and the door’s lock clicked open. Using the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash she appeared in front of the door and opened it, seeing the all too familiar teleporter room.

She had learned a lot of useful information from Arden, one of which was a small change between floors below 100 and floors above 100.

Boss fights are every 10 floors, and since the 101st floor had a boss that means that the next boss is on the 111th floor.

Amber stepped onto the platform.

“Meaning, I’ll finally get the boss fight I was looking for.”

She grinned and Amber was teleported into a fiery room. Blistering heat assailed every inch of her body, causing third degree burns that her healing constantly repelled. There was also the lava that was all over the room, which caused her to curse as her feet were constantly melted.

There was no solid ground, just a shallow pool of lava, one that was constantly burning at her ankles. It wasn’t even a challenge; it was just painful and annoying, but the fact that the room alone was this dangerous made her look forward to the boss. The book had confirmed something for her.

All of the monsters above floor 100 are from Ill’hine. She tried to take out the book once more only to find it missing from her storage. So the tower would consider me taking it as stealing, huh?

She shook her head. She had thoroughly memorized its contents, and right now, that didn’t matter, because she had a monster to kill and a Core Skill to get.

Amber grinned as she felt a low rumbling below the floor. She prepared herself as she raised Cursewelder; then from below the magma, the monster erupted.

It was a gigantic drake creature with pulsating red lines.

[???. Lvl. ???]

1⁠00 levels above me.

Amber couldn’t help but grin, it felt powerful. With it, she was sure that she would get her core advancement⁠. The drake locked eyes with her, its golden sclera shone before it roared.

All of the lava in the room flowed towards her, pounced on her as if it was pressurized water, and Amber used the 3rd Rank of Quick Dash in response. She dodged and appeared behind the fiery wingless dragon as her sword’s edge became wrapped in silver flames, then using all of her body enhancements at her disposal she swung.

The monster whipped its tail and Amber’s sword dug halfway through it, before she was launched into the lava with a loud bang. She picked herself up as the drake let out a ferocious roar; one that created two clones of itself of lava that immediately pounced on her.

Amber grinned. It had a lot more variety than a lot of the monsters she had gone against in a while. Perhaps it was silly of her not to try her hardest from the get go, but it was good to get a baseline when she didn’t feel she was instantly in danger.

Now that she had it, she knew what to do.

Amber teleported as far as she could from the drake and then took a deep breath.

“I don’t know if to feel happy or sad that I still don’t particularly enjoy doing this,” Amber said as she raised her sword into the air, and then⁠— she stabbed it right into her abdomen. Her blood spilled, boiling on contact with the lava.

Then she took it out and did it again and again, thanks to her insane agility, the process happened multiple times per second and the boss monster simply⁠— watched. Amber couldn’t tell if it was surprised or confused, but she welcomed it as she kept on stacking Demonic Frenzy and growing stronger, and with it her emotions became increasingly unstable.

A small laugh left her. “It really is like a drug, god; glad I have self-control.”

Finally, she was done as she felt a similar feeling to pushing her limits, then she dashed and appeared next to the monster slashing with the sharpness enhancement. It parried with its tail but this time she cleaved right through it.

The drake screeched and Amber laughed as she stepped forward and slashed again but in response it headbutted her, its speed increasing tenfold in an instant. Her sword collided with its hard cranium and Amber had her entire arm broken and was launched into the back wall.

She coughed up blood. “I guess it’s not 100 levels above me for no reason.”

Still, Amber picked herself up as she saw the monster breathe colorful fire at her. She dodged out of the way and slashed at its leg which it barely dodged. Amber felt more focused than before as she teleported to slash the creature’s neck, but it tilted and she sliced into its clavicle.

Its clavicle was shattered and it screeched. Amber’s eyes widened as she got blasted by fiery scales.

“Fuck.”

She hit the wall in a bloodied mess, then before she could react the monster tackled her into the wall, breaking every bone in her body. It then bit her and threw her across the room, breaking into another chamber as she landed, rolling. Groaning, she was forced to use the 2nd Rank of Accursed Recovery.

Amber got back on her feet, her body cracking as she took a look back at the monster that was rushing towards her, its burst of speed gone.

Right now, she wanted to see how far she could go without using any trump cards more than anything. After all, burning one week cooldowns if they were not needed was generally a bad idea. As for the Curse of Disintegration⁠; she had to be considerate when using it. And right now wasn’t the time.

The drake roared as its body lit up in flames followed by a light emanating from its skin.

“It’s entering a frenzy,” Amber frowned as she unsummoned Cursewelder and gripped the air. “I know that using fire against fire isn’t the best idea generally, but I have a plan…”

More than anything, Amber wanted to make a chance to use the Curse of Disintegration properly on the monster. For that she needed a true opening.

Energy began to swirl around her hand as a purple and a blue arrow were made. The monster kept on glowing brighter as the danger around the room increased, but Amber didn’t pay that any mind as she finished making her two arrows.

Then she nocked them on a bow of purple fire as the monster roared.

All of the lava in the room exploded towards her in sharp and dangerous blades, and Amber shot⁠— Primordial Blazing Bolt and Cursed Blazing Bolt⁠— her body was slashed apart by the lava as she almost lost some limbs and the arrows hit.

A loud explosion engulfed the room as Amber heard a pained screech, but it wasn’t enough. She didn’t like using this item at all, but she needed to at least for this.

Amber took out Arkara’s Staff as she channeled her Essence into it, its green gem shining. And then, she swung it.

“Storm of Destruction.”

She drained a quarter of her Essence in an instant and the room became consumed by a deadly storm of thunder. One that was targeting the fiery drake she had been fighting, and Amber rushed forward amidst the storm. 

It was now or never.

Amber took out Cursewelder and pounced upon the monster only for it to nearly headbutt her. She barely dodged as the bloody monster let out a roar, and its body became covered in flames. At the same time, she landed and stabbed her sword into its neck.

Her flesh began to melt as Amber used a curse, focusing her mana and Essence.

Curse of Disintegration.

At first the monster let out an angry roar, but soon it began to wail as its neck began to fall apart. Amber dug deeper as it writhed and clawed at her. Amber found herself clinging to its neck as it desperately tried to get her off, but she held on.

Blood Catalyst allowed her to constantly sustain the curse on the monster with its own blood.

She was hit against the wall, bathed in lava, and she even had most of her bones exposed at one point including her skull, but all she did was heal as she frowned. Exhaustion was quickly taking over her body as she used Cursed Reignition and refreshed its cooldown via Essence before using it again.

She was invigorated and Amber stabbed deeper into its neck, blood spraying all over from the Curse of Hemorrhage granted by Demonic Frenzy. The Curse of Disintegration began to corrode through the drake’s hard bone as it screeched.

Amber was slammed and perforated and grunted in pain, but soon the vertebrae of the monster melted and it fell to the floor. Amber grinned as she pushed herself even more.

Before finally, it died.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Kin of the First Flame. Lvl. 325].]

For defeating an enemy 100 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

Amber lost her grip, hitting the hot lava in a panting mess as it slowly began to drain into the ground. She had no strength left, no mana left, no Essence left, but she had done it.

[You have reached level 223. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 230. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

She had hit level 225.

“Fucking finally.”

After so long she had finally gotten her Core Skill, and as Amber looked at the notification, she couldn’t help but shake from excitement.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 225 as a Fledgling Primordial Human you have learned…]


Chapter 49.

The new Core Skill was nothing short of amazing, and it awed Amber. It was well worth the 25 level wait.

[New Core Skill! For reaching level 225 as a Fledgling Primordial Human you have learned Primordial Exertion.

You’ve ascended past the limits of humanity and have become something beyond a simple human. Having attained a constitution that inherently carries Primordial Power you can now endure greater hardships and exert more of your strength. Now you can push your body even further by exerting it beyond its purpose. Once a day draw all of the strength of your body either in a single burst or for a period of time. The amount of exertion your body can undergo within 24 hours is dependent on you.

Estimated attribute increase: 1% to 10000%+

The cooldown of this skill cannot be reset with Primordial Power.]

It was yet another body enhancement skill, except it would allow her to throw a single punch that was over a hundred times her base strength. It would also just allow her to increase her power in a way that best suited her. Sure, maybe if some people learned that she was now getting a core skill every 25 levels and all she got was just another body enhancement skill they’d be quite disappointed. But Amber felt differently about it, after all unlike Accursed Strength’s frenzy mode it didn’t have a very long cooldown. Sure one day seemed like a lot, but given it would allow her to end her enemy no matter what, Amber didn’t see an issue.

While she didn’t know how strong her attack would actually be in comparison to her other strong attacks. She still felt glad to have yet another finisher alternative in her arsenal, and this time it was one that went with what she liked.

It wasn’t shooting a stupid arrow, or doing a stupid lightning storm and playing mage ⁠— well, she liked the arrow ⁠— nor was it doing anything else that wasn’t what she liked. It was purely a hand to hand combat skill, and that made her feel like she was on cloud nine. Especially because she didn’t feel bound to save it to end fights or anything.

Amber grinned. “I couldn’t have asked for something better.”

A skill about exertion; it was a skill that would allow her to push her limits to the fullest, and she couldn’t have asked for more.

The real question was.

“How much can I actually exert my body?” She thought before grinning. “Well, guess I’ll find out very soon.”

Amber turned to the end of the room, where the teleporter to the next floor laid. She knew that with her new Core Skill things would be simpler, so what was already going to be boring and repetitive was going to be even more so. Which meant there was no way for her to access the second floor of the armory any time soon.

After all, to be a hero means to overcome a great challenge.

There is also the fact that I have to figure out things in regards to the 1st Realm of Stars, and I have a feeling that it is related to pushing my limits.

That was why she thought it was now a good time to use the information she had learned from Arden.

“In rare occurrences, the tower will offer opportunities to the climber,” Amber murmured as she remembered the text. “However, it’s also possible to make a request to the Shattered Tower, even if it will not necessarily be heard…”

She took a deep breath as she resolved herself.

“I have a request, Shattered Tower. I yearn for a true challenge, will you give me that?”

Her voice rang in the empty room, and then there was silence. To some extent, Amber felt nervous and doubtful about whether the tower would listen to her. But she convinced herself that she was unique, that she was more than deserving to be heard, and yet there was no reply even after a minute.

Just as she was beginning to lose hope, a notification came.

[For your extraordinary performance, the Shattered Tower hears your request and makes the necessary adjustments. You have entered Challenge Mode, where only those who are worthy of the Shattered Tower triumph. And for those that aren’t, only death awaits.]

Seeing those words, Amber couldn’t help but grin as she heard cracking and the sounds of stone moving throughout her surroundings. The notebook left by Arden didn’t mention anything about Challenge Mode, but that made her even more excited. After all, Amber had a feeling that what she had experienced so far in the tower was not going to be the norm anymore.

That everything will change.

She chuckled as she headed to the teleporter only to blink as she realized there was a barrier blocking her from entering it. One that immediately gave her a notification.

[You may continue to the next floor in 10 hours and 32 minutes…]

However, instead of frustrating her it made her excited. Because that meant that whatever awaited her was going to be good.

So Amber used the baton and went back to the 110th floor to rest. The first thing she did was take out her notebook and review what Frei was doing, only to find herself completely and utterly confused. It wasn’t that she was inept with magic so much as Frei just being too good. Though she supposed that was an Archmage.

She took a couple of hours but eventually made sense of things and made her own small additions. While it wasn’t as fast as she would’ve liked ⁠— mainly because of time dilation ⁠— the schematics were slowly but surely reaching completion. While Amber considered just etching the drafts onto her body, the last thing she wanted was to be in extreme pain only for there to be issues.

After all, if the runes interfere with one another, I’ll end up weaker instead of stronger…

Amber sighed as she put the book down, and finally she decided to nap. While she wanted to test her skill as soon as possible, she decided she wanted to find a worthy opponent first. That was why, with herculean effort, she managed to take a nap.

However, contrary to her expectations, as she fell asleep, she found herself before her core, staring at it in her dream. It was something that had never happened before.

Her core had cracks all over. It looked like a shining blue beach ball, except it was made out of rock and was constantly on fire. While Amber wanted to feel anxious about her core being that cracked, she didn’t. In fact, she felt like it was a good thing. Perhaps it was due to her dreamy and hazy mind, but nothing felt out of the ordinary to her.

If I touch it, something will happen… she thought.

She extended her hand and touched its surface, breaking it. First was the membrane which fell apart like an eggshell and left a white inner core behind. Then without touching it, that one shattered too and gave way to what was the ignited nucleus, which was now a simple blue flame.

The sight, for some odd reason, made her feel happy and fulfilled. She felt like her nucleus was calling to her.

Amber felt confused, but still reached for the flame, and when she did it engulfed her. Her entire body went up in flames, and while at first she expected pain all she felt was power. Power over her Essence, it became second nature, and also comfort. She looked down at her flaming hand, and couldn’t help but blink.

What is this⁠—

She awoke in a cold sweat.

Amber jolted up with a hand on her chest, she peered into her own core and saw the same thing as in her dream.

“It was a vision… a hint…” Amber hesitated before saying what she had in mind, “to reach the next advancement of my core…”

It was a clue to reaching the First Realm of Stars. She didn’t know what to make of it. Of course, she tried to move her Essence around and shatter the walls of her core manually, she also tried touching it in her mind’s eye, but it didn’t achieve anything either. So, it was a clue, just perhaps not the most obvious one.

Her brows furrowed as she pondered over what she had seen, she was well aware that she had to push her core for it to evolve or whatever it was doing at this point. But she remained lost. Amber decided to review the notebook left behind by Arden but it didn’t provide any insight, same went for Asil’s notebook.

So that just left her with exploring it on her own. From what she knew, this first realm was the first step on a new ladder of power. And it was absolutely necessary for her to go through it if she wanted to reach godhood, but at the same time she had a feeling that it was similar to a Class Advancement. It represented a new stage for her core, something completely new that she wasn’t aware of.

The question was, what exactly did it represent? It was something she wanted to know, but she didn’t have an answer to it yet.

Amber shook her head and decided that for now she wouldn’t think too hard about it. After all, there was something she wanted to do first.

She got out of bed and headed to the teleporter to the 112th floor which was open. She couldn’t help but grin.

It’s time to test my new Core Skill.

With that, she stepped into the teleporter.

* * *

The Juvenile Stone Basilisk.

A grand and magnificent beast. A juvenile offspring of an apex predator heralding from the depths of the stone mountains in Ill’hine, and just like its primogenitors it was destined for greatness. In this new world, it was certain to be a ruler. Even in its weakened and suppressed state the Juvenile Stone Basilisk understood that it was meant for greatness.

Standing at the highest percentiles of strength in the world, there were few beings that could defy it, and that was while it had yet to reach its true potential. It feared nothing and bowed to no one, for there was no being that could truly defy its petrifying gaze. No being that could truly threaten its scaled body. With scales that could resist the harshest weather, that could resist the rain of stars themselves, there was nothing that it had to fear.

The Juvenile Stone Basilisk overlooked its domain, the green land which it ruled. One of greenery and plants, one where there were no challengers; one that it had claimed from other beings matching its strength. Centuries had passed since anyone had dared to invade its domain.

It feared nothing and bowed to nothing, for nothing could overthrow it, nothing could challenge it, nor anything dared to⁠—

“Oh! You feel so strong⁠— wait, why is your level so low?”

The Juvenile Stone Basilisk turned and saw a two-legged creature that dared to invade its territory, just like the one from centuries ago. He hissed as it glared at the creature. Its petrifying gaze turned the creature’s limbs into stone as it began to freeze up. It was unworthy of its presence.

So weak. Pathetic.

The Juvenile Stone Basilisk looked down at its new invader with disdain as it kept on marching forward, the stone on its limbs cracking and tearing their body apart. But it was futile, in the end, nothing could defy it. Nothing.

“Well, whatever⁠— time to test this.”

It raised its fist and the Juvenile Stone Basilisk froze. Fear like never before assaulted it as its eyes went wide, and the human walked forward with its fist raised; the stone all over its body shattering. The Juvenile Stone Basilisk felt indignation, before feeling rage. Nothing should have been able to bring its primal fears forward, it must’ve been some sort of trick.

This human dared to deceive it? It was going to crush it!

The Juvenile Stone Basilisk burned his Essence and its strength tripled. It burst forward. As it reached the human it whipped its tail to kill her at once. It was a ruler. A natural born apex predator. Nothing could defy it⁠—

The human punched and the Juvenile Stone Basilisk exploded from the inside.

Its flesh left its orifices as its insides burst, its scales cracked and it hit the far wall with a loud explosion, upturning the trees and plants inside its land from the force. A second later it fell to the ground.

Dead.

* * *

[You have defeated a [Juvenile Stone Basilisk. Lvl. 233].]

Amber whistled as she leaned against a tree, exhausted and drenched in sweat.

“That was something.”

Using Primordial Exertion felt like nothing she had felt before. One moment she felt all powerful and the other she almost collapsed to the ground from exhaustion. Her entire body ached in severe pain as well, but at the same time her hands were trembling with excitement.

The Juvenile Stone Basilisk was strong, seriously. She was quite certain it could kill the drake she had fought not too long ago, at least that’s how it felt to her senses. Though its level certainly didn’t match its strength.

Well not like mine does either. Amber suppressed a chuckle as she struggled to stay standing. Then she let out a breath of happiness. Primordial Exertion is… amazing.

Technically speaking, she could do another punch like that; if she wanted to die anyways. She had used every single cell in her body, she had channeled everything she could into the skill, and the result was nothing short of amazing. Amber chuckled as she stared at the Essence coming from the corpse.

She was refraining from taking it for now, because she needed her full focus for that. Right now, she was too busy admiring her new skill. Which was, well, amazing.

Amber rested for a few minutes while daydreaming about the best ways to use her skill; given her body made her acutely aware of how much exertion it was undergoing. Unfortunately, this exertion, while not supernatural, wasn’t a normal amount of wear. It was closer to taking every single ounce of strength from her body which left her temporarily exhausted.

She moved from the tree with a small smile and reached for the Essence emanating from the fallen basilisk’s corpse. Then she looked into her body as she began to absorb the Essence, and one thing that she noted is how her core greedily absorbed it without change, and yet the process made her frown.

That makes no sense.

She urged the foreign Essence that was being absorbed and moved it, more specifically urged it to break the cracks of her core ⁠— or the cracks of the membrane rather. To her surprise, it did⁠— it slightly chipped them further as her core finished taking the Essence in. Amber felt warmth, warmth that she hadn’t felt before.

Then she noticed the blue light leaking from the spots that broke apart, and she couldn’t help but smile.

So my weird cryptic dream was right… It was definitely a revelation, and she was thankful for it. So now I just have to keep killing stuff until I can peel it all away, right?

Unfortunately, her own Essence did absolutely nothing to those cracks but doing it with the Essence of her enemies was effective.

“This is getting interesting.”

She was well aware that peeling away the membrane was the mere first step in this whole ordeal, but even then, it excited her greatly. The idea of getting yet another power boost ⁠— even if it came from Essence ⁠— made her extremely happy.

Maybe I’ll be able to teleport with it eventually.

She was looking forward to exploring that once she was done with getting her Core Advancement. Though she supposed the proper terminology for it was probably completely different.

“Still… this is great…”

Amber turned to the teleporter to the next floor and went over with a skip to her step. She didn’t care to wait for Primordial Exertion to be back up, mainly because in a real life scenario she couldn’t just afford to wait a day between battles.

Amber entered the teleporter and green light enveloped her. And then, she was teleported.

[Floor 113.]

She cracked her knuckles as she looked ahead and saw a pit of black fire with monsters swirling in it, it certainly looked interesting. On the floor, she saw a stone with an engraving on it.

“Endurance and pain tolerance go hand in hand.”

“Without them there is no world in which one can survive.”

She blinked at that. “Pain tolerance training, huh? Not something I expected, but…” Her expression turned serious. “Something I certainly welcome with my upcoming plans.”

So with a smile, Amber stepped onto the fire.

This tower was meant to be a challenge, so it was natural that she would try her hardest to push herself while being in it.

And for the next few days, that’s exactly what she did.

* * *

Not a lot of her skills leveled. In fact, from her class, only reignition, creation, recovery and rage leveled. With Accursed Recovery leveling up three times, and the rest twice. The same could be said about her Legacy Branch, where Crimson Fuel and Demonic Frenzy were the only skills to level, which they did twice; and as for General Skills? Only her basic resistances leveled, also twice and allowing them to reach level 10.

[Accursed Reignition has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 6.]

[Accursed Creation has leveled up from 5th Rank level 3 to 5th Rank level 5.]

[Accursed Recovery has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 7.]

[Accursed Rage Synergy has leveled up from 5th Rank level 6 to 5th Rank level 8.]

[Crimson Fuel has leveled up from 3rd Rank level 6 to 3rd Rank level 8.]

[Demonic Frenzy has leveled up from level 8 to 10.]

[Elemental Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 8 to 5th Rank level 10.]

[Physical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 8 to 5th Rank level 10.]

[Magical Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 8 to 5th Rank level 10.]

Instead of being disappointed, Amber was happy, because nothing remained of her core. Or almost nothing, just a few white flakes here and there. She really did her best, killing everything she could find all the way to the 116th floor; which was her current location.

Now, all that was left was to peel the little that remained and see what happened.

Fortunately, she had just the opportunity to do so.

She grinned, looking at the growling boss monster that was bloodied and angry, yet it refused to go near her. That was because she didn’t hold back, even though she was also bathed in blood, she knew the battle was over. Because she purposefully hadn’t used a skill all this time.

Primordial Exertion.

Perhaps it was because she wanted to savor the moment or something, but either way, it was time to end it now. She looked at the boss monster. A white gorilla with the head of a lion. It met her gaze, and immediately became angry and rushed towards her. In response Amber grinned.

She raised her fist and pushed her entire being into her skill, as the monster reached her and she slashed.

Cursewelder hit the monster square in the chest and slashed it in half, blood and entrails went flying in all directions and the floor was cleaved open.

Amber grinned.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling King of the Snow. Lvl. 240].]

For defeating an enemy 10 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

It wasn’t particularly high level; none of the monsters were after Challenge Mode started, even if their power was high. They did seem to slowly be getting higher level. But that didn’t matter, not right now. Because right now, her focus wasn’t on getting levels, but rather her core.

Amber smiled as she began to absorb the Essence and peel away the rest of her core. Only a few flakes of the membrane remained, and when she did, it exploded up in flames and she felt her attributes increase.

With it, a vision began playing in her mind, accompanied with words.

Your membrane has been broken, starting the first step towards Realm Ascension.


Chapter 50.

Amber found herself floating in a sea of stars, and then she blinked as a Primordial Spirit appeared before her. One whom she could recognize anywhere, because it was Ax’thra. Yet, she had a feeling that he wasn’t actually there.

“Welcome Amber, to the vision I implanted within you,” he said smiling. “If you’re watching this, it is because my gut instinct was right, that you truly were extraordinary; and if you aren’t, well you’re dead.”

Amber wanted to feel annoyed at his comment but instead just smiled and nodded. In fact, it made her emotional; the truth was that she missed Ax’thra, she missed his presence and having him around; his teasing, quips, and even their banter.

“But well, I’m saying all of this in hopes you will succeed.” He waved dismissively. “You may or may not be aware of what this vision is about, but I’ll say it just in case. This is to explain the 1st Realm of Stars to you, the first of many realms, and a crucial step that your core must undergo.”

Ax’thra smiled as he leaned back, sitting on the stars.

“First things first, congratulations; truth be told, your presence has made me very happy over these past few weeks. Hopefully, I’m still around even now.”

“You aren’t, but that’s okay,” Amber answered.

“Given you have access to this vision, I can only assume you’re level 350 or 400? After all, becoming a Primordial Human is no easy feat.”

“Uh I’m more like 230…” Amber said, confused.

Though I guess nobody expected me to get to this point this early, huh? she pondered. Otherwise Val or Sid would’ve told me about this. As for Asil? It was clear he didn’t know about any of this.

“Well, whatever it is, just know that I’m impressed.” Ax’thra smiled. “Now, I’ll proceed to explain things about the 1st Realm of Stars, also known as the First Tier. And I’ll do it in a way that is hopefully familiar to you.”

He flicked his finger and visions of a core started playing.

“The 1st Realm of Stars, the First Tier, it’s the first of the ten stages of ascension; the last one being godhood.”

As he finished that, the core broke and showed the bodies of ten people instead. Each with varying amounts of brightness.

“Each stage can be subdivided into three categories that can be advanced to. The first category is the early stage, the second category is the middle stage and the third category is known as the peak stage. But we won’t talk about that for now, this is only one of two visions I prepared after all.”

She paused as the vision abruptly ended and saw Ax’thra wagging his finger as he continued talking.

“Because this vision is to explain something much more important; reaching the First Tier itself or 1st Realm of Stars. As I’ve told you, it represents a stage of ascension, each being better than the last. This is the start of your journey, and I'd say will be just as impactful as one of your Class Advancements. So listen carefully.”

Amber nodded at Ax’thra as the visions began once more, this time she saw two men fighting. Both were muscular but one was a high elf and the other was… a dwarf. Both were ripped and punching each other with great strength as Amber stared.

“The difference between an awakened core; such as yours. And an average core is that the awakened core has tiers of ascension. And each tier will grant the user more, even if an average core can match the awakened one, the awakened one will always have an edge because of one simple thing...”

The two men punched, and soon both flared their Essence. Amber recognized the innate glow produced by God’s Physique which both men were using, but the dwarf suddenly pulled back as only one of his arms began to shine and he punched⁠— a loud bang went off and the elf hit a mountain, breaking it apart.

“Essence control and output,” Ax’thra finished. “Unlike normal cores, which will be strained by something as simple as this, awakened ones will not. For such strain will just affect your body instead.”

Amber blinked as she saw the dwarf collapse, and breathe roughly, black lines appearing all over his body.

“Because awakened cores become one with you instead of a separate entity. That’s why to reach the First Realm of Stars you must first, shatter your membrane, then destroy your inner core, and finally take in your ignited nucleus and make it one with you.”

The vision ended as Ax’thra took a step towards her, gripping his fist. “The first step requires foreign Essence, the second step requires foreign Essence and you following what your own Essence is about; only then will your nucleus be stripped away. And the last step…”

He took a deep breath and looked towards the sky.

“It requires something rather simple, for you to understand what your powers should be in the 1st Realm of Stars and reach for them. Only then will your nucleus fuse with you.”

Ax’thra then met her gaze, now with more seriousness than ever before.

“If you do not understand, if you do not know what you seek, what the purer form of your Essence is; then your core will never fully awaken.”

Amber paused and Ax’thra chuckled to himself.

“Though maybe that won’t be an issue and I’ll just tell you what it is if you beg hard enough,” he said. “Good luck until you decide to come crawling to me for help.”

With that, the vision ended as Amber closed her eyes, finding herself standing in the middle of the room. The membrane had been stripped away from her core completely, so she had already succeeded in that step, what was left was shattering her inner core to give way to the nucleus. The way to do that was to use the foreign Essence to attack it, and pushing her own limits to actually break through it.

But yet, even though she understood all that, the fact that Ax’thra had taken his time to leave this vision for her made her feel touched, and also a bit sad. Because, well, he wasn’t around and she wouldn’t be seeing him for a few years, unfortunately.

She shook her head before chuckling. “Well, a few years is nothing in the face of eternity.”

Her lifespan was probably in the thousands now, so waiting a few years to see the friend that got her started in this world wasn’t the worst. After all, Ax’thra had gone above and beyond for her, so her appreciation couldn’t be understated. She was thankful for him, and his help, extremely so.

Amber smiled to herself. “All the more motivation to go to Ill’hine I guess.” She tilted her head. “Though the First Tier out of ten… interesting…”

She felt more motivated than ever to focus on her core, and thanks to Ax’thra, she knew exactly what to do.

So Amber, without sleeping or resting, continued her descent.

* * *

The next floor was an icy hell with beings of ice. Ones that she killed all over the floor even though it was meant to train her resistances mainly.

[Floor 117.]

[You have defeated a [Newling Ice Serpentera. Lvl. 180].]

[You have defeated a [Newling Ice Crab. Lvl. 187].]

…

She saw change to her core, but it wasn’t enough. Amber pushed forward, landing on a floor of pure darkness with beings that could only be killed with her Essence, but she figured out how to kill them with her mana as well.

[Floor 118.]

[You have defeated a [Newling Boreal Spectre. Lvl. 202].]

[You have defeated a [Newling Shadow Reptil. Lvl. 199].]

[You have defeated a [Newling Darkness Erfera. Lvl. 220.]

…

Regardless of the floor Amber continued on climbing, on exerting herself, and on becoming better. But more importantly, she focused on her core and making it better. She focused on tearing down the walls of her inner-core, chipping away at them with every single kill.

[You have defeated a [Newling Earthen Eater. Lvl. 210].]

…

[Floor 119.]

[You have defeated a [Newling Kin of the First Flame. Lvl. 199].]

…

[Floor 120.]

…

Regardless of how tired each floor made her, or how hurt she felt, she continued. Whether it was fighting a sea of monsters. Enduring immeasurable pain, or even having to hide from an unkillable being. She did it all, all with the goal to become stronger. That’s why Amber exerted herself as much as she could, going as far as to force herself to fight after using her Primordial Exertion skill.

She pushed her limits to the fullest; to change her core and to grow stronger. Even against the boss of a floor it was no different.

Amber rolled away as the giant stone golem stomped the spot where she had just been. Her body hurt all over and ached from forcing herself too much, and yet she still pushed. She slashed at the golem’s limb and chipped it. In response, it fired a rock at her, penetrating through her stomach and causing her to collapse on one leg.

Then, as the golem raised its two massive arms to crush her, she placed a hand against her chest.

“Reignition and exertion.”

The golem swung down and Amber used Cursewelder in response, breaking through its arms and she threw up a mouthful of blood. Then she stumbled forward and used Quick Step, appearing behind the golem as she pushed her body even more. Drawing more of its strength as she cried.

“Just die!”

Amber swung as she tore through the golem’s back, rocks exploding as the monster let out a screech of pain. But it wasn’t dead, not yet. She dodged its earth magic, and targeted one of its already battered legs with her next swing, smashing through it with her increased strength. Then, raising her flaming purple fist, she hit⁠—

An explosion of cursed fire hit the beast and caused it to topple. It fell to the ground with a loud rumble as a notification came, and Amber supported herself with her sword. She had long gone above what her body tolerated from Primordial Exertion, but even then she kept using it.

Perhaps it was paying off.

Amber saw the walls of her core flake away, and she was well over halfway through which made her happy. Her progress wasn’t as fast as she would’ve liked, but at the same time it made sense. Because even if she constantly risked her life, this was still a great step in her progression of power.

It’s the first step out of ten to become a god after all.

Amber closed her eyes as the notification of the kill came.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Primordial Elemental of Earth. Lvl. 245].]

For defeating an enemy 10 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[You have reached level 231. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

Leveling up was slow, but she didn’t mind it. At this point Amber was completely convinced that the experience she required for a level up was considerably higher than the average person’s. But that didn’t matter, not for what she was doing.

Soon, I’ll be done⁠—

An unexpected notification came.

[The Shattered Tower is impressed by your performance in Challenge Mode. Perhaps you deserve to be crowned as a hero? Only time will tell on whether a true opportunity to prove yourself will be given or not. However one thing is certain no matter how many millennia pass in this world.

Heroes will rise to the challenge.]

Amber blinked before smiling. “An opportunity to prove myself? I’ll look forward to that.”

After all, one of her goals was going to the second floor of the treasury, and for that she needed to overcome a great challenge. Just like what she needed to shatter the walls of her core.

Still, it seemed that her grind so far had only impressed the tower, so if she wanted to access the treasury then she had to keep going.

The difficulty spike between the first and second floor was real, but at the same time she supposed it made sense. After all, she was quite sure that the difficulty depended on the individual’s strength and how much they were pushing themselves. And it seemed that Amber wasn’t quite there yet.

She chuckled as she started to walk forward, her body feeling heavy as she approached the entrance to the next floor.

“Let’s get going then?”

Amber smiled and stepped into the portal.

[Floor 122.]

* * *

Amber didn’t know much about the Primordial Spirit of the tower, but she thought about him every now and then. It was only natural. Arden didn’t say much about them other than the fact that meeting them was near impossible. Yet, Amber was curious, how couldn’t she be? It was a Primordial Spirit that had been sealed away by one of her friends, Sid’fril.

So what did he do?

What happened?

More importantly.

Why?

There were so many questions Amber had as she continued on descending the tower. Of course, that wasn’t all. She also observed each of the floors she passed.

[Floor 123.]

From a floor that was akin to an ancient temple with carvings reminiscent of the ones in Ax’thra’s tower.

[Floor 124.]

To a floor that was closer to a small town, with monuments and buildings. One that was full of monsters.

[Floor 125.]

The more Amber observed the more she noticed something. A common theme that seemed to keep on popping up. At first she dismissed it, not thinking much of it in spite of seeing it on multiple floors, but now she couldn’t ignore it any longer. Because even the books she found on the next floor depicted the same thing.

A monster with multiple heads, one that was said to be a calamity and was constantly depicted as the end of the world. Part reptile, part dragon, with breaths of different elements, and it was named the end of it all. Its might rivaled the monsters of the sky of Ill’hine, those that fought in a realm of their own. Those that were just under the gods.

Beings with no set Essence, beings that were said to be blessed by the stars themselves to destroy the gods, whether it be the Primordial Spirits, the Demon Gods, or others. They were twisted monsters that emerged from the deaths of gods themselves. Born from their regret and hatred for the world of the living.

These creatures were destroyers of stars. They were apex predators, with few beings that could rival their might. They were the dragons of Ill’hine.

Hydras.

Amber let out a breath as she closed the book that depicted their powers and atrocities. These monsters could use any kind of Essence, no matter what it was. Unlike her, they didn’t need to push their limits to achieve it. No, it was because they had multiple cores in their bodies, and so their Essence reserves were unmatched.

A hydra that has reached its true potential can rival even weaker gods…

Such information was hard to believe, but given everything she read about them it made sense to her. They were beings that did not follow the laws of the world after all.

Amber chuckled. “Having dozens of cores? Now that sounds interesting…”

She looked back at the dead boss of the 126th floor and at the burning town. Just like floor 124, it was similar, except her fight had destroyed the entirety of the town. But that didn’t matter too much, what mattered was that her core was getting closer to the next step. Her inner walls were almost gone.

All that remained were a few chunks of her core here and there; oddly enough, she couldn’t see her nucleus, only a blue shining wall surrounding it. But she knew what it was, or what it represented.

It was the last wall before getting to the last step. The last hurdle, and she was getting close to it. She was getting close to the 1st Realm of Stars. To the First Tier of Ascension.

Now more motivated than ever, Amber continued on climbing the tower.

* * *

Over the following week, Amber saw more depictions of the hydras, and saw depictions of the Primordial Spirit. She also progressed her skills as well as on the schematics of her bone carving endeavors. Naturally, she also progressed her core to the cusp, where only the blue barrier encasing the nucleus remained.

By the end of it, she reached the 131st floor. Where a battle that lasted over a day occurred against its boss.

Amber screamed as she punched right into the hulking monster. A massive spider with a dozen legs, and blew a hole through it. Then, she collapsed as its acid showered her, melting through her flesh. She panted, as her body refused to listen to move or listen to her commands.

She was tired. Exhausted.

She hadn’t taken a single break so far, not for weeks; and while normally that wasn’t an issue, with her new skill it was different. With her new skill, she suffered from true exhaustion; from tiredness.

Amber didn’t remember the last time she had felt like this, she couldn’t remember it. Maybe only before she acquired Recovery of Curses had she felt this tired. But this was on another level, because now she couldn’t even force herself to stay conscious.

And in the end…

Amber peered within her, looking at her core with her mind’s eye. There was a large crack on the blue barrier.

It wasn’t enough.

She hadn’t been able to shatter it.

A sigh left Amber, and shortly after, she fainted.

[You have defeated a [Fledgling Starweaving Ardrid. Lvl. 250].]

For defeating an enemy 15 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

[Toxin Resistance has leveled up from 5th Rank level 4 to 5th Rank level 5.]

…

[You have reached level 232. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

* * *

Amber awoke to a notification. One she didn’t expect.

[Toxin Resistance has reached 6th 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.

5th Rank ⁠— Toxins can now be sensed from a distance.

6th Rank ⁠— Contact with powerful toxins builds immunity to them, once immunity is achieved your body remembers it for a week.]

“Wait what…”

Amber paused as she noticed the melted hole on the ground and the green liquid all over her body, and she couldn’t help but do a double-take as she realized what happened.

I actually fainted in a puddle of acid… The result of it was her Toxin Resistance leveling up five times and reaching 6th Rank. Ridiculous.

Oddly enough she no longer felt tired, in fact, she felt great. She was completely recovered and back in peak condition. Which could only mean one thing; she had been unconscious for at the very minimum a day.

Amber stood up and climbed out of the pit that she was in. As she prepared to go to the next floor an unexpected notification came. One that made her grin with excitement as she read it.

[The Shattered Tower has prepared a true challenge to acknowledge you as a hero.

The difficulty of the next ten floors will be merged into one single fight, one that will decide your fate.

Will you rise from champion to hero, or will you run and be forgotten?]

Was it even a question?

She laughed. “Of course I’ll rise to the challenge.”

Not only was this going to get her to the second floor of the treasury, but this would also help her with her ascension.

With a flash of green light, Amber was teleported into a dark room, one that was lit by a fire pit that was before her. Beyond that, there was a pair of double doors. They seemed to have a carving or something, but it had long been worn away, rendering it impossible to decipher.

Yet, Amber couldn’t help but gulp as she sensed a presence beyond the double doors; a powerful one that gave her pause.

A single fight that will decide my fate…

She took a breath as she sensed the creature’s power. She had faced a lot of bosses throughout the Shattered Tower, but nothing quite compared to this one. But it only went to show how serious the situation was.

However, even though Amber felt nervous, she still approached the double doors and swung them open. Right now, she had one goal and one goal only.

Ascend.

Amber entered the dark room and the doors behind her snapped shut. Fire pits lit the wide hall just like before. Amber was engulfed by bloodlust as the power of the monster she was sensing easily doubled.

And she froze. She froze as she saw the monster that was the size of a town square be lit up by the fire pits.

[Newling Primordial Hydra. Lvl. ???.]

Because it was a hydra.


Chapter 51.

There is just no way…

Amber couldn’t believe her eyes. It was a hydra; the same mythical creature that she kept seeing all throughout the tower. Even though the one before her was essentially a baby, its power was something that made her shake in her spot. All of her senses, every single fiber of her being was telling her one thing.

Run.

It felt just like when she met Ax’thra for the first time, a sense of overwhelming dread; of despair. While Amber wanted to convince herself this was supposed to be a challenge that could be surpassed, she wasn’t so sure. Heroes, after all, always achieved the impossible. Meaning this was ⁠— on paper ⁠— impossible. While she had done things considered impossible in the past, this time it was different; because for the first time in her life she felt thoroughly inadequate.

Amber instinctively reached for the teleportation rod that the tower had granted her. But as soon as she did, a notification came.

[All means to exit this floor have been disabled.]

That was all it said, but it was enough for her to gulp as she saw the hydra raising its myriad of heads into the air; numerous elements accumulating within its various maws. A sight that made her pale, because she knew⁠— she understood, that deep down, her power didn’t compare to what this thing could unleash casually.

Upon the hydra’s body Amber saw numerous sparkles, like the glittering of jewels; glints of eclectic colors that shimmered inside the dimly lit room, and then the hydra breathed.

Amber teleported. She teleported to the ceiling, digging Cursewelder into it to hang on, and the flooring of the room ⁠— exploded. It burst into a myriad of stars as every element imaginable consumed the floor, melting it away and it turned into a vast glimmering nebulae.

Just… Amber swallowed as the hydra turned towards her. How am I supposed to defeat this thing? No, forget defeating it⁠— surviving was enough of a problem already. The more she thought about it, the more she felt a sense of impending doom. Perhaps it was the surreality of the situation, perhaps it was just how she had built up the monster in her mind, but she felt herself shutting down.

For the briefest moment she felt helpless. But then, she paused. Because, suddenly, her situation didn’t make sense to her.

Helpless? Me? It was such a ridiculous concept. How?

The hydra breathed in her direction and she teleported to a wall of the room, the ceiling was turned into nothingness. The ground looked like a vast galaxy, and the top of the room looked like the sparkling veil of night.

When I feel helpless, does that mean I should roll over and die? Amber frowned. If I meet a Primordial Spirit that wants to kill me like Sid did, will I react the same way? Be scared?

She gritted her teeth, quickly reaching a conclusion.

Of course, I fucking will; being scared is a natural response to overwhelming power, but⁠…

Amber stared at the hydra, feeling boiling anger for her previous emotions.

“Like hell will I roll over and die for anything that’s not a god⁠— Primordial Exertion.” Her muscles tensed and she raised her sword. “Accursed Strength and Accursed Reignition.”

Her body reached the peak, and with Essence, she refreshed the cooldowns on her skills and used them again. Accursed Strength immediately doubled its output, Accursed Reignition multiplied her strength multiple times, and Primordial Exertion brought all of it out as she jumped.

The wall exploded and like a bullet she hit the hydra, tackling it with a loud explosion. Its pained roar reverberated throughout the room.

Amber didn’t care now. She didn’t care about the fact that this monster made her feel fear like never before; she didn’t care how it made her feel like prey to be hunted; she didn’t care about how much weaker she was; all she cared about was one thing and one thing only.

Pride. Her damn pride wouldn’t allow this unfolding situation to continue any longer. So what if the damn hydra was that much stronger? Was she supposed to just give up and die? Of course not!

Amber screamed, tearing into the hydra’s acidic flesh as her own muscles melted from the blood of the mythical monster. But she didn’t care, even if this was her only chance to kill it she was going to damn use it.

She grunted as the hydra thrashed and she tore into its insides, delving into its massive body. Even though the melting power of its blood increased, it did nothing to stop her. Then, the hydra shone. The numerous cores within its body lit up; and through her hazy vision Amber saw them as a sea of stars before they⁠— blasted.

She was ejected out of the hydra’s body and crashed into a wall, breaking through it. Blasting through an innumerable amount of stone, cracking her bones.

Amber landed in an unknown chamber in a tumble, and she coughed up a mouthful of blood.

“I guess it’s not going to be that simple, huh?” She smiled. “That’s fine.”

Needless to say she did have a plan in mind. One that was a bit simplistic but one that she was aware would possibly work. That was to push her limits. Now, this on paper sounded stupid, but by doing it she was basically guaranteed to advance her core and eventually ascend it to the 1st Realm of Stars.

By doing so, she was guaranteed to kill the hydra. Perhaps she was being overly confident, but the reason was simple; she had to do it. There was no alternative for killing this mythical being, no 6th Rank skill that would save her; no Essence skill that she had been practicing, nothing.

No, all she had was her resolve to push her limits and to triumph no matter what. Or at least, she had to try until she died, which wasn’t happening any time soon⁠. For that, she needed to be hyperaware, and more importantly, realize that at best right now she was evenly matched with the hydra.

Amber frowned. It was too quiet, almost too quiet.

However, it all changed when a black aura surrounded her followed by danger; she tried to teleport out of the way but nothing happened and she cursed.

“Shit⁠—”

The hydra teleported on top of her and slammed. Amber was unable to move as its whole body weight slammed down on her, breaking her neck, her spine, her ribs⁠— which punctured her heart and then the floor below her shattered.

She was sent into a dark room, which wasn’t a huge deal, not when her attributes were so inflated due to her active skills. The problem was the hydra and it’s myriad of cores because⁠—

Amber groaned as her regeneration was forcefully stopped, one of the many cores of the hydra shone upon her with a red light. She had healed enough to stand up, but not enough to do anything else. That was when she realized her mistake.

I was too passive by waiting for the hydra to come to me.

“Ugh—”

She barely teleported away with Quick Dash and a rain of ice spears missed her. She stumbled as some barely closed wounds reopened. Amber yelped in pain and urged her Essence, using God’s Physique to forcefully go past whatever suppression the hydra was using, and heal her, but even then it was slow.

It was hard to believe that a single mistake had landed her in this state, but it had happened, and now she was in the same situation that she started in, fearing for her life.

She cursed as skeletal hands rose to grab her, bone claws slashed and she barely dodged them as the hydra aimed well over six maws at her and breathed.

The breaths combined mid air and Amber gulped from what she was feeling.

If that thing hits me I’ll most definitely die.

Amber teleported out of the way and the attack hit⁠— the shockwave slammed her through dozens of walls and her organs splattered across various rooms. All while she nearly fainted from the pain she was feeling.

She landed like a ragdoll and broke into a coughing fit.

Just… what am I doing? She tightened her hands into fists.

She had been too passive after getting blasted away, maybe it was because of a sudden burst of confidence, or because she was thinking, or whatever. But it didn’t matter. This was a fight for her life, and yet she hadn’t given her all right there. She wasn’t even using all of the tools at her disposal either.

Sure, deep down, she was still fearful; hell, she had even relived that fear earlier, but that didn’t matter.

Amber got up, forcing herself as she exerted her Essence, her body began to shine with a blue hue as her wounds slowly closed. The 2nd Rank of Accursed Recovery also did its best in its suppressed state, and she didn’t stop there as she extended her hand into the air and produced Arkara’s staff.

“I have to get my head out of my ass, and try my best.” She grunted as the staff became covered in purple flames. “Otherwise I’ll fucking die.”

Amber pulled back as a bow-string and two arrows formed, one with a vibrant blue hue and a different one with a ghastly purple flame. Both were arrows filled to the brim with energy, one that carried Essence and the other mana, and Amber teleported out of the way preemptively.

The hydra appeared over the spot where she had just been, and Amber grunted, firing the arrows.

Primordial Blazing Bolt and Cursed Blazing Bolt⁠—

The two projectiles impacted the hydra before it could reach her, and unleashed a rippling and hellish explosion that destroyed the entire chamber they were in. Perhaps it was the increase in her attributes, perhaps it was her newfound resolve, but Amber didn’t care.

Her inner core slightly cracked, but she needed more.

Amber burst forward towards the hydra, now wielding Cursewelder as she slashed forward, cleaving into one of the heads of the reeling hydra. But it didn’t go all the way through and she spat⁠—

“Fulminating Slash⁠—Wind Cleave!”

The head snapped and the other heads took damage from the following blue explosion as the flames proliferated all over the hydra. Some of its cores were beginning to shine to deal with whatever was happening, but Amber knew better than to just let that happen now.

So she jumped again and dug her sword deep into the hydra and she whispered a skill she had been using for years now.

“Battery.”

The base of the necks of the hydra exploded⁠— burst and the monster cried out with a cacophony of screeches. Its numerous cores flickering and flashing in disarray as Amber triumphantly smirked before making her next move. Right now, she had one goal and one goal only; doing as much damage in the limited time she had.

Amber whispered, “Abyssal Blast.”

A purple explosion engulfed the hydra and it let out an ear-piercing screech, Amber seized her opportunity to kill this monster this time. While she was tired and still injured, it didn’t matter. Instead, she used Primordial Exertion as her body threatened to fall apart; and with it, her core cracked further.

Right now, she almost felt like she had unlimited Essence. While that was most certainly not the case, Amber still decided to capitalize on it.

She reached into her storage ring and replaced her sword for the staff that she had started to dislike ⁠— Arkara’s Staff. It felt like a crutch, and maybe that’s what it had been in the past, but right now it was just a tool for her to push her limits with. She channeled her Essence into it as she stepped back from the hydra who thrashed in pain and anger.

Amber didn’t know if this was going to be enough, but that didn’t matter to her, all that mattered to her right now was pushing her limits. All that mattered was being more. And for that, she has to do her damn best, she had to push herself until she had no life left⁠— she had to push every single ounce of strength out of her being.

And for that I have to try harder⁠—

Amber grunted as she felt a sharp pain coming from within her, the green gem of the staff shone a bright ominous green; one that was pale and reaching towards white. Amber knew she was in the right direction towards fully cracking her inner core.

But even then I still need more⁠—

Storm of Destruction!

Amber screamed as the whole room was lit in a blue light, a thunderous boom blew through her eardrums, rupturing them in an instant as blood splattered. The room was torn apart as white streaks destroyed everything they hit, focusing on the hydra. Its large and lumbering body was ravaged and torn by the lightning, taking the brunt of the attack.

The bolts crashed and tore apart its flesh, some were deflected into the walls, and others stunned it, causing it to thrash and screech. The lightning was strong, and Amber didn’t stop there as she pushed her own blood, her own mana into Essence once more as she raised Arkara’s Staff into the air.

She had no fancy tricks, no new attack to show off, all there was were her curses and expertise.

A black arrow was formed floating in the air, she almost threw up just casting it. Black veins appeared all over her body and she started to bleed. But Amber continued on, gritting her teeth, as the black arrow was made and then she launched it.

Arrow of Disintegration⁠—

It flew like a black streak, and hit its target unceremoniously. There was a small explosion and a screech of pain like never before resounded⁠— the chamber that was falling apart shook, and Amber knew, she understood that this was her moment.

She stowed Arkara’s Staff, and took a step forward, almost stumbling as she felt like death. Matter of fact was, she was still injured from the previous scuffle, she had just exhausted all of her Essence, she had pushed her core and hurt it. The Curse of Disintegration had just ravaged through her body, and to top it all off, her body was still tired from using Primordial Exertion.

But that didn’t matter, because Amber knew she was close.

She peered into her core, where she saw a ball of blue light that had spider web like cracks all over its surface.

So close…

Amber gritted her teeth and pushed forward, jumping onto the struggling hydra as she stabbed her hands into its flesh. First she burned⁠— consuming its lifeblood to restore herself, though that had no visible effect. Then she took a deep breath, the next step was even more simple.

“Now comes… disintegration.”

She pushed her body to generate the curse at the tips of her fingers and the hydra screeched in pain. She didn’t know the weak spot of the lumbering monster, perhaps it didn’t have one, but little by little she was going to whittle it down. She just had to push.

Amber held onto the struggling hydra for her dear life as she drained herself of mana and Essence at a rapid pace, she didn’t know why but converting her mana to Essence was easier than ever before. Her regeneration was better than before, and she used it to her advantage as Amber forced herself to gather her Essence and mana.

Condense the curse just like before… She grunted, tearing up from the pain from the Curse of Disintegration ravaging her body. And then…

The black arrow finished forming within the hydra’s body.

“Unleash it.”

The arrow exploded between her hands, melting them away and blowing a hole into the hydra. The monster’s cores flickered, unable to do anything, and her own core⁠— the white surface covering her nucleus, cracked.

Just a bit more⁠—

“Enough!”

The hydra roared and with a burst of energy, Amber was blasted away, breaking through rock walls as her insides fell apart. She landed like a sack, almost fainting as she felt the wall covering her core shake, God’s Physique did its best to keep her alive.

It was then when, like dry kindling, her entire body ignited with warmth, and the walls surrounding her core⁠— shattered.

In an instant, she was overflowing with Essence. But as she rose from her spot she couldn’t help but pause as the hydra’s voice reverberated all around.

“You insect, disgusting vile being, you are nothing but fuel for my growth!”

The walls inside the chamber burst, they collapsed with a flash of white light as Amber felt danger like never before. She made a bow with three arrows this time, Essence was much easier to use now, and yet she wasn’t smiling because something was coming. She didn’t even have time to take in the changes that had occurred to her Essence, because right now, all that mattered was one thing and one thing only.

Surviving.

Amber prepared herself and the hydra teleported not too far away from her and roared, shining in a red light. And she fired the arrows towards the monster.

Primordial Blazing Bolt, Cursed Blazing Bolt, Disintegration Arrow⁠—

All three deadly bolts zipped forward with more strength than ever before. The hydra cocked back with all of its heads, and screeched, a blast of red light engulfing everything.

“I’m done entertaining you! So accept your fate, and die!”

The arrows were snuffed out of the air⁠—vanished, the Essences throughout the room extinguished. And Amber, collapsed to the ground as she lost control over her Essence. The hydra turned to her with its many heads as she paled.

“Now, perish.”

And it breathed.


Chapter 52.

The hydra breathed.

Amber was on the ground panting, and she looked up, seeing the incoming starry breath. Her core was akin to a small flame, like one coming from a small matchstick. Almost non-existent and threatening to be snuffed out at any moment. The once mighty blue fire now looked like it was dying, and she couldn’t understand why.

Her Essence was being forcefully suppressed in the face of overwhelming power, and she didn’t know what to do. This wasn’t one of those moments where she could just willpower her way through. Not to say she wasn’t trying, she couldn’t die here after all. But no matter what she did, she could barely keep herself from falling completely to the ground.

Amber was kneeling when she saw the breath of the hydra approaching, and she couldn’t help but grit her teeth. She didn’t understand why this being could suddenly suppress her Essence, she didn’t understand why she couldn’t even use any more System skills, but that didn’t matter.

Instead, she looked for a way out and⁠— Accursed Strength ended.

She collapsed on the ground as all her strength left her, and as she looked up she saw the breath before her and she cursed.

“Fuck.”

She didn’t want to die like this, she truly didn’t want to. If she survived she was going to make sure the hydra paid the price. So, Amber closed her eyes and braced herself.

But the pain she expected never came.

Amber blinked and saw a golden light covering her. Then she saw the pendant around her neck shining with that same color. It was the pendant Asil had given her, and that wasn’t everything it was doing.

It had also reignited her core, and Amber felt herself regain the control she had lost over her Essence. And with it, the cooldowns to her skills had reset.

[You have received a greater blessing: all ailments have been removed.]

It was a simple notification, but one that was self-explanatory. The necklace that Asil had given her carried the blessing of a Primordial Spirit, one that had been given to Asil yet had ultimately ended up in her hands. Of course, Amber was well aware that the spirit responsible for the blessing wasn’t any of her friends; it wasn’t Val’leri, or Ax’thra, and definitely not Sid’fril. So whoever was responsible for it had her utmost gratitude.

“It’s not over yet…” Amber took a deep breath as she stood up amidst the breath of stars.

While she would have loved to have survived this with her own strength, this time she just wasn’t strong enough. It just went to show how much farther she had to go. But that didn’t matter right now, all that mattered right now was that she was alive.

Amber took a moment to gather herself as the aura surrounding her started to flicker. It wasn’t going to last much longer, but it had already done enough, it had already saved her life. Now, all she had to do was win this fight.

She took a deep breath and placed her hand softly on her chest, and then used Accursed Reignition. Shocking herself with curses and more strength, but that wasn’t all⁠— Amber grunted in pain as a hole opened in her chest.

This time she had used the Curse of Disintegration on herself, granting herself even more strength.

“Again.”

She reset the cooldown on the skill and re-used it, making her cough up blood, immediately increasing her strength. Her body tried to mend the self-inflicted injury but it was slow. However, that didn’t matter.

Amber stabbed herself with Cursewelder as her spilled blood melted into the surrounding starry breath, and with it, she felt a feeling of exhilaration. She did it three more times and the aura surrounding her became faint and then she flared God’s Physique to the fullest. With her core being gone and now being a single blue flame, it reached new heights. Of course, she reached for it to take it in and become more, but it wasn’t responding yet. It wouldn’t respond for some time.

She had yet to fully understand what her powers should be ⁠— as Ax’thra had said ⁠— but that soon would come, for she had an idea already. However, right now, there was one thing she was certain of.

Her Essence was free.

While she wanted to be a warrior, one that fought in the frontlines, she was more importantly Amber⁠— and she liked pushing her limits more than anything else.

So she used her last self-enhancement skill, deciding to forget about any reservations she had.

“Accursed Strength.”

She immediately burned its week-long cooldown twice.

All that mattered right now was winning.

The barrier shattered and Amber jumped up towards the hydra who sneered with at least half of its heads.

“It’s futile.”

Amber, of course, ignored it and simply raised her fist as the hydra whipped its massive tail towards her at lightning speeds. She grinned and unleashed all of her skills.

“Exertion.”

She punched⁠ the tail.

She sent the hydra away and its tail went flying, splattering the ground with blood as she grinned. For a moment she felt like fainting, but her nucleus ⁠— the flame within her ⁠— stirred as she regained all her energy.

My Essence is free, Amber thought. And maybe just maybe, I can do more.

The hydra screeched in anger.

“Useless!”

It turned and many of its cores shone, its injury healed and it landed with a spin, locking its dozens of eyes onto her. It was a gaze filled with hatred, but Amber raised her hand into the air.

Right now, there was no way for her to match the hydra’s strength, even with all of this it was barely enough. All she had going for her was that she was immune to the hydra’s oppressive control over Essence, but Amber tried not to pay it any mind. Instead, she focused on one of its many cores and stared.

Cores weren’t physical manifestations, they weren’t things you could physically touch. But if she could somehow cripple the hydra, if she could interfere with it in some way…

The battle was as good as over.

Unfortunately, all she could manage with her meager understanding was…

She gripped and a myriad of cuts exploded on the hydra, consuming what would’ve normally been all of her Essence reserves and some more. Blood splattered into the cosmic sea of stars that surrounded them as the hydra grunted.

Amber felt that this power was what she wanted, the ability to interfere with the hydra’s Essence in some form. While she was still unsure about the specifics, she knew that this was what she needed for her ascension.

She just had to figure it out. Somehow.

“You…”

Her core was shining brighter now, and its overflowing Essence almost felt limitless. Though she didn’t know if she was taking the right path. It almost felt wrong.

“Enough!”

A loud roar echoed and all of its maws shone in a bright white light. Amber tensed, feeling danger. Then her eyes went wide as the hydra breathed in all directions, firing white lasers of death that were reminiscent of the Abyssal Briroar’s attack. But it wasn’t just one laser, but dozens of them that left trails of explosions.

She found herself running for her life and was blasted from room to room from the shockwaves. The area itself wasn’t spared, as the ceiling fell everywhere, as some parts of the ground caved in and everything turned into a white canvas.

* * *

Frei blinked, startled awake by a small rumble, one that was growing louder by the second. Soon other people inside the camp began to notice it as she heard mutters outside of the tent she shared with Aveline.

“Just what is going on.”

“An earthquake?”

“Ridiculous, quakes don’t happen ‘round here, must be demons.”

Frei went out and looked around, and it wasn’t long before her eyes fixated on the Fallen Tower, it was shaking. It was very subtle but it was happening, many others hadn’t noticed it, but soon some picked up on her gaze and also looked.

“Just what is⁠— what?”

Her eyes went wide as the rumbling got louder and the tower began to sink. Everyone paused, and a loud bang echoed across the area as a loud explosion from underground resounded for everyone to hear. The tower shook before it dropped a few meters into the earth.

As the ravaging phenomenon continued to echo underground, Frei couldn’t help but stare, uncomprehending of what she was seeing. And many other people gasped.

“Someone please tell me I’m dreaming…”

“Stars, this can’t be happening!”

“By the gods, it’s sinking…”

Finally, she said out loud what she was thinking.

“What the fuck…”

* * *

Amber ran as her bones were constantly broken and reformed, at this point she didn’t even know what was happening. All she focused on was evading the danger and finding the safest spot. Everything else was a white mess, and yet from within it, she could see the shining cores of the hydra.

She knew where it was, far away but it was there, unmoving and laying waste to the land, and this was an opportunity for her. An opportunity for her to stop the attack and maybe even hurt the hydra in a meaningful way. Of course, she still didn’t understand how to hurt its cores. Or interfere with its Essence in some form. However, Amber was sure that once she understood it, she would be able to undergo ascension.

It’s just a matter of time, Amber thought.

But even now, she could still do one thing. Inflict severe pain upon the hydra. She reached into the air, summoning Arkara’s Staff and creating a bow of blue flames, and she made three black arrows. This time it was almost instant and her fingers threatened to melt right off. Her Essence output immediately went as high as it could go, and she fired off the black arrows as they turned into an Essence skill.

Primordial Bolt of Disintegration⁠—

They broke through the vast white canvas, hungrily absorbing all the light. They hit the hydra and a loud screech echoed. Numerous explosions resounded as the monster stumbled and the white slightly faded, which was when Amber took her opportunity to rush forwards.

She used two teleports of Quick Dash before resetting the skill and doing it again. In less than a second she was before the hydra, already stabbing her massive sword into its chest as she screamed.

“Battery!”

She blew a hole through the hydra’s chest and it reeled back in pain.

“You⁠—”

Abyssal Blast.

The hydra exploded.

Organs and blood went flying and Amber saw the floating light of one of its cores. Her brain compelled her to reach for it, for it would help her greatly. So she did, she reached for it with her covered Essence hand, and she felt something. Something that made her eyes go wide.

This is⁠—

“⁠—wench!”

With a blast of energy she went flying away as she lost track of her surroundings before a sharp pain and the feeling of all her bones cracking brought her back to reality. She fell onto an unharmed and new floor, and as she looked ahead, all she saw was ruination. There were smoking white flames, and the impossibly large space where they were fighting. The hydra was nothing but a small speck in the distance.

The scale of this battle was truly ridiculous, but Amber felt different because her gut feeling had been right. She had gotten so-ever-closer to what she needed to ascend. Touching the hydra’s core had helped her get a feel for what she wanted to learn, even if it was abstract for now. However, she was sure that if she kept doing it, it would just be a matter of time before she attained her Ascension.

Once that happened, the battle would be as good as over.

Her whole body was throbbing in pain, but she felt more motivated than ever. Now, the question was, would feeling her own core allow her to enlighten herself?

Amber reached into her chest and⁠— dug through her flesh, feeling the spot where her core would be, but she felt nothing even with her Essence. Well, aside from a supernatural warmth that she was quite certain wouldn’t help her. At that she frowned and then she saw the hydra regenerating in the distance.

So I guess I’ll have to figure it out by injuring the hydra over and over again. There was no other alternative available.

It was… difficult. But at the same time, it didn’t seem impossible. Amber took a deep breath and spoke to herself.

“Let’s do it again then.”

In an instant, she reached the hydra using the same technique as before, using Quick Dash consecutively, and she was met with an angry shout.

“Agh—”

But this time Amber didn’t do anything fancy, she simply raised her fist and pushed Primordial Exertion to the limit and punched the hydra’s chest. She blew a hole through it with an explosion of blood, the fire within her rocked as she reached to touch one of the cores of the hydra, and even if briefly, she felt it as a physical thing. She also felt the Essence surrounding it and even affected it, even if only slightly. All while she took that knowledge and absorbed it.

“Ugh, just die!”

The hydra screeched and regenerated, trying to push her away yet again, but Amber dodged with another use of Quick Dash and punched again. Once more using Exertion to the limit, this time she almost collapsed right then and there. But just like before, her Essence flared and stabilized her enough for her to get a sense of the hydra’s core.

This time it felt different.

I’m getting closer…

She was beginning to get an idea of how to interfere with the hydra’s Essence, just a few more times and Amber was sure that she would succeed. That was enough for her to go all out.

Amber found herself punching and dodging the hydra’s strikes, landing devastating injuries even as she progressively felt worse and worse physically. All because she exerted herself beyond any limits she had. Not even her core was saving her, but she was also extremely close to figuring it out, the secret to her Ascension. At this point she felt herself actually interacting with the cores of the hydra slightly which seemed to make it angrier and angrier.

As Amber slid back from the angry hydra, she knew that she was close.

Just one more time.

She dodged, she was now a panting mess as she raised her trembling fist. Her eyes were bleeding, her ears, her nose, her mouth. She was suffering from internal hemorrhaging as her body went past whatever primordial human limits it had. But she knew she had to do it. At this point even the flame within her was flickering irregularly, as if it was being constantly disturbed, as if it was threatening to give out at any second, but even then Amber pushed herself.

Primordial Exertion⁠— and she punched.

She blew another hole through the hydra, making the monster screech. She reached for its core and as she felt it her eyes narrowed.

This is it⁠—

Then, she was blasted by the hydra and her consciousness faded.

It happened instantly. Then, Amber awoke with a jolt of pain as she screamed. The hydra was tearing into her sides with one of its mouths. Then, it breathed a stream of poisonous acid onto her as it kept on holding her.

Amber struggled, but with a flick of her hand and using all of the Essence at her disposal, she decapitated the head holding her with Wind Cleave and Fulminating Slash. Amber went flying and barely got out of the way as the hydra tried to shoot other kinds of projectiles at her. While she kept dodging, she was stumbling from her injuries.

I barely got to feel it, she inwardly grimaced. But, I got it…

Now, all she had to do was think. She had to process her discovery, and once she did, everything would change.

“Fuck.”

Amber cursed and the hydra teleported next to her and it breathed white flames upon her. She found herself screaming. It hurt. She kept trying to dodge the hydra, but this time it felt relentless, it was as if it had realized this was its opportunity. That she couldn’t keep this up anymore, but Amber didn’t want to admit that.

It’s not giving me a chance to rest… At this point, all she needed was a breather, but it didn’t seem possible.

She screamed, raising Arkara’s Staff and slamming it down. Lightning blasted the hydra, in an attempt to get it away from her.

Storm of Destruction.

“Extinguish⁠.”

With a blast of red, the lightning was gone and the hydra impaled her with a hail of ice spears. Amber grunted as she destroyed the spears with the Curse of Disintegration, getting rid of them as the hydra made another attack with acid, making her curse.

Amber ran away and the hydra⁠— it stopped chasing. She found herself panting as the hydra raised its many maws in the air. Its cores shining like precious glittering jewels as a multicolored light began to emanate from within the heads. All she felt was danger, one that made her pale.

This was it. This attack was going to end her, and everything in her surroundings. She had to think. Now.

“You don’t understand it do you?” It asked. “The difference in strata, between you and me. You merely have a primitive understanding of Essence, meanwhile I was born in it; molded by it.”

One of the hydra heads smirked.

“You never stood a chance.”

Amber ignored all of that and instead looked within herself one last time, at the flaming nucleus within her, at the almost dead fire now. What was once a large blaze was now the size of an ember.

She remembered the feeling of touching the hydra’s cores so many times. How it felt trying to disrupt its Essence and interact with it. How she tried to extinguish it numerous times, except⁠— that was impossible. She was now painfully aware of that. In order to extinguish Essence like that, the difference between the cores must be several advancements.

Considering she was several advancements below the hydra in that regard, it was an impossibility. Yet she didn’t give up, even with the impending doom, even with the fact that she was about to die. Because there was still something that she could do.

One last thing. Amber breathed.

“No last words?” the hydra asked as the room began to turn white.

Perhaps I can’t extinguish its Essence, but I can still disrupt it.

Amber reached for her core.

“Farewell, insect.”

The hydra lowered its maws, breathing upon her as the flame within her adhered to her very being. Wisping wildly as it regained its previous vigor, turning into a fiery blaze. Something within her changed. Her understanding of Essence changed, and along with it her being also began to change.

The world surrounding her turned into a multi-colored hell and Amber grinned.

This is it⁠—

She slashed, sending a wave of Essence and the attack fell apart. All of the sparkling colors exploded, disappearing into the air as if they were nothing but fireworks.

In the end, the power I wanted was a lot more straightforward than I ever imagined. Amber cackled before she threw up a mouthful of blood, all while her opponent reeled in shock.

“What did you do?!”

At last, she had done it.

She had finally started the process that was her ascension.


Chapter 53.

This insect.

This thing…

This HUMAN…

The hydra screeched in anger. It was utterly ridiculous, this situation was ridiculous. The human had an inexhaustible well of Essence, and for an incredibly infuriating reason. It was burning its lifespan. All while undergoing some sort of change that the hydra did not completely understand. It had seen it before, its ancestors had seen it before, but even then it never understood it.

So few beings would undergo that, so few chosen ones would have the chance to ascend and yet this human before it was one of them? One of those people who would go on to change the world? A candidate to be a god? A weak and pitiful being in a lesser world no less?

It just didn’t understand, it couldn’t understand. It was a human. A lesser thing. A being heralding from Vir where it currently was. Such a being should stand no chance against it even in spite of its weakened form, and yet here she was. This human was…

“You will regret this!” the hydra bellowed as it went flying into a different room.

… pushing it back.

It might have been merely a newling, but armed with the knowledge of its ancestors it was wise beyond its time. To the hydra, nothing that was happening made sense. The human knowing Essence was strange, but not unheard of. The human being a candidate to be a god was also not unheard of, a human burning their own lifespan for Essence was not unheard of. But all of it happening on Vir? From a human that was by no means strong enough to be in Ill’hine?

It was impossible.

For starters, the human didn’t even seem aware of what it was doing, and that fact alone angered it. It angered the hydra to no extent. It was a ruler, it was a being meant to destroy and take down the gods. Yet it was struggling against a mere human who didn’t understand its actions? It was unbelievable.

Not only that but it was actually beginning to get tired; it had used so much of its Essence already only to fail time and time again to kill this insect. It was totally and completely unacceptable.

“Enough!”

With a blast of its Essence everything within range was evaporated and the human was launched back, breaking through numerous walls. It was a hard thing to kill, and while it had made the mistake of missing its opportunity to kill it once, it wouldn’t do it again. Never again. It was going to squash this thing at once.

The hydra teleported on top of the human and opened its numerous maws. While the human had been able to interfere with its Essence there was no way it could do it repeatedly, and that was the hydra’s advantage. One it planned on exploiting.

The hydra breathed and the human slashed, cutting the Essence in the air and eliminating the breath. At the same time the human coughed up a mouthful of blood and chuckled. For a moment, the hydra was stunned before the human teleported atop of it and raised a flaming multi-colored sword, one that was filled to the brim with Essence.

“Two can play that game!”

Along with its voice the hydra erased the Essence in the air. The human struck and its sword did barely anything as the hydra whipped, striking the human away with its tail. The hit shattered every bone in the human’s body and it was sent flying, ripping through the environment. Then, the hydra teleported with a burst of Essence and immediately flared its many cores.

It was going to end this thing that dared stand up to it.

The hydra appeared, its maws ripping with light as it fired, it fired according to its senses, straight at the human. It was going to end everything here and now. It wasn’t taking any chances⁠—

The attack disappeared.

The human threw up a mouthful of blood and the hydra exploded with boiling anger.

“You insect!” it bellowed, stomping down on the human. “You are merely delaying the inevitable!”

The human in response merely grunted, and with incredible strength it held on, causing the hydra to feel even more frustrated. It didn’t understand why it tried to fight back despite its inevitable demise. Why it clung so desperately to its life when it was a doomed fight to begin with. It was just causing it to waste its precious Essence, it was nothing short of an insult.

“Heathen!” the hydra screamed and used its newly returned Essence to enhance its physical strength, stomping down on the human to kill it for good.

In an instant, the human broke through the floor and a pained yelp echoed. Ascension may have allowed her to grow stronger in a short period of time. Maybe she would have continued to grow stronger if the hydra allowed this to continue, but it was done with this.

The hydra gathered its Essence, perhaps the human could have shut it down, but it didn’t matter because it was prepared. It breathed, and like clockwork the human erased it. It was as expected, something that made the hydra feel nothing but glee, because it was over.

Its tail struck forward as it shifted into a sharp needle, it pierced into the human causing the human to scream as the hydra laughed. Its cackle echoed as it tossed the human into the air, launching it up high as it opened its maws wide. It was over.

It saw the way the human’s expression went wide, how its beady eyes dilated. Registering that the battle was over, and the hydra laughed.

Goodbye⁠—

The human punched with its right hand and the hydra screeched from primal pain. It was the damn Curse of Disintegration it used, but it didn’t matter. The hydra recovered almost instantly and it turned only to see the human in front of one of its heads, smiling. It wore a ring with the twin moons of Vir shining brightly.

“Open wide.”

She punched, exploding numerous heads in an instant and sending the hydra reeling back in pain. The impact was strong, stronger than anything the human had thrown at it so far. It didn’t make sense, hadn’t the human just been injured? Hadn’t the human been tired? Wasn’t it about to die?

The hydra shook its head, and recovered itself. None of that mattered, none of those doubts mattered, the human would soon meet its end. It let out an ear-piercing roar to push back the insect, but all that happened instead was its roar⁠— disappeared. It was erased by the human due to its Essence contents, and before it could react, the human punched the hydra.

Its eyes widened. A hole was blown through its chest and it was launched back and into the air, flying several meters.

What? What just happened?

Its mind reeled, uncomprehending of the situation. Before it could react, it happened again, almost causing it to topple right then and there as its blood was shed. It didn’t make sense. The human shouldn’t have had the ability to do this. Not anymore.

The hydra tried to stand but it was quickly batted straight into the ground by a powerful kick.

Once more, it didn’t understand what was happening. As it kept being pummeled into the ground the more confused it grew. None of the knowledge it could glean from its ancestors helped it, nothing did, and this confusion only grew as it tried to think of an explanation. It needed something to figure out what was happening; to think of a way to counteract it, but nothing came up.

Unless? There was something. The process of ascension. But shouldn’t it be slower than this? If the human’s strength just kept on growing because of its incessant Essence consumption then that meant that it would soon be overwhelmed. It couldn’t let that happen no matter what.

So that meant that it had to go above and beyond for this. Even if it hurt its own cores it was something that had to be done. After all, as a mighty being itself, it couldn’t allow the human to put an end to its life. No matter what.

“Humannn!”

The hydra unleashed an ear-piercing and Essence-filled bellow that destroyed its surroundings, launching the human far back. Regardless of price, this was its battle to win, even the memories of its ancestors agreed with that. So the hydra bounded after the tiny insect that dared try to overshadow its greatness.

It teleported on top of its enemy and raised its maws as the Essence within its being was roused. It blasted an iridescent light from its numerous maws, and as expected the human erased it. The attack vanished into thin air and all the hydra did in response was exert itself.

Another of its cores forcefully engaged and its body was filled with strength. It whipped its tail towards the human, but in response the insect lifted its arm and whispered⁠—

“Battery.”

The hydra’s tail was blown apart and the monster screeched. It hurt. But at the same time, this was an opportunity. The hydra moved its Essence, forcing it again. The human had just done its party trick, and now it had used an important ability. Now, it was time to destroy it.

Numerous cores of the hydra shone as they entered overdrive and lightly damaged themselves, its whole body was wrapped in iridescent light that was soon to explode. The light in a split second reached its apex and all the human could do was lift its arm and⁠— it flicked.

What?

The Essence was erased and the human nearly collapsed from whatever recoil it suffered. But even then, this time the hydra was stunned. Time and time again this thing kept on doing the impossible, time and time again it showed capabilities that it shouldn’t possess. Time and time again it won out in the exchanges it had with the hydra. Just how? Why? The hydra couldn’t understand it, but this time instead of feeling anger, it felt something else for the first time in its life.

An unsettling feeling.

It didn’t know what it was, but now it felt that its victory was no longer assured. Now, it felt a deep need to squash this human. Not out of pride, but because it couldn’t understand it. Every fiber of its being was telling it that if it didn’t kill it, it would regret it.

“You!”

Essence exploded into the surroundings and the human was blasted back. The insect’s regeneration seemed limitless, but it didn’t matter. The hydra had to kill this thing no matter what.

It opened its many maws to fire upon it, to blast it into the afterlife. But in response the human pulled out a flaming bow and fired three black bolts at it, causing it to screech and lose control for a moment. But it didn’t last long as it moved its Essence to put an end to this.

It had to put an end to the human.

All of its cores shone in a bright light, and the human in response erased its Essence. The hydra staggered, before shouting as it forcefully brought it all back.

It prepared an attack to end it all.

It didn’t know why it felt this way. Why all of the sudden its primal directive had become to annihilate the cockroach that had challenged it, but the idea of letting it live wasn’t a good one. This human had potential, more potential than any other human in the memories of its ancestors, enough potential to eventually fight its kin at full strength.

That possibility, letting that happen, made the hydra shudder.

It made it feel…

Fear.

The hydra lifted its maws, and to its surprise the human didn’t erase its Essence, meaning the attack was going to be fired.

Finally. The hydra felt relief. Finally this human is going to die⁠—

And the human teleported before it and punched. It was stronger than ever before, sending the hydra flying and crashing through numerous walls as it lost control of its Essence. Its mind reeled, uncomprehending of the human’s strength. It briefly lost consciousness, but when its many eyes opened and saw its blood pooling it understood what had been happening.

The human wasn’t growing exponentially stronger in a way that the hydra couldn’t stop. In fact, the human was actually weaker than when the battle had started even with its ascension aiding it. The reason the hydra was being pushed back was because it was… exhausted. The heads it had lost had yet to regenerate, its Essence was at an all time low, and it was at the gates of death.

But it didn’t want to die.

It couldn’t die.

It had a great future ahead, and yet this human was about to kill it. This amazingly talented human. Even if the hydra now admitted the difference between the two, it still wanted to live. Just like the human that so desperately clung to its life, it too wanted to live.

It had so much to live for. So many lives to take and it had yet to experience what its ancestors had experienced.

It had to live.

“AAAAAGH!”

An ear piercing screech echoed as it unleashed all of its Essence, the human was pushed away from dealing the finishing blow as the hydra regenerated. Then it turned only to see the panting human staring at it defiantly, having no intention to erase its Essence, perhaps it couldn’t anymore, the hydra didn’t know, nor did it care.

Only one thing mattered right now, and that was killing this human so it could live. The hydra no longer feared the human, or what it was, or its lack of understanding, because its fear for death was many times greater.

“You won’t kill me,” it panted, looking at the human that never spoke directly to it. “I won’t let you kill me.”

It frowned. “I share the same sentiment.”

Its voice was barely a whisper in the large cave, but that was enough for the hydra to understand.

Only one of the two could walk out of here alive. Even if they allied, this prison where they were wouldn’t allow it. Perhaps it was something that both of them were acutely aware of, or perhaps it was something only it understood, but it didn’t matter. Nothing of the sort mattered. Instead the hydra enhanced its physical abilities. Unfortunately catching the human with projectiles was difficult so all it could really do was pin it and bludgeon it to death.

Its eyes narrowed at the human, who also shared the same feeling.

I’m not going to die here.

Now, with all of its remaining Essence, the hydra pushed forward, arriving before the human as it whipped its tail. The human responded in kind, slashing back as both of them entered a deadlock, but unlike the human it had an edge. It understood Essence better than the human could ever understand it.

It flared its Essence once more, straining its innards further, but in exchange, it gained even more strength.

The human was whipped and sent flying away. Then the hydra chased and once more tried to stomp it, but the human deftly dodged.

This body… Its body was just way too damn big to have the dexterity to deal with the human.

With a primal roar, it increased its speed as it began to fight the human on even ground, its claws grew in size as it began to push the human back. Soon the human began to incur injuries, and even though the human was losing it didn’t run. The hydra could see it in the human’s gaze. In her gaze.

The resolve to carry this out till the end. It was truly admirable.

The hydra respected her, it respected the human now, which is why it gave it its all and spared no effort in making sure it was the winner. It was a battle that it would pass down as one of its memories to future hydras, but for now it had to win it. Because even now, victory was⁠—

One of its legs went flying, cut away by her sword.

⁠— uncertain.

So the hydra pushed itself further as its body began to break apart, the human didn’t seem to be doing any better. Hundreds of blows were exchanged, the hydra received hundreds of cuts and the human dozens of broken bones. But both regenerated themselves as the dance of death continued. Perhaps due to its large size it should have been at a disadvantage, but thanks to Essence it could increase its speed to be faster than the human.

Except it would run out of Essence soon. Unfortunately, only those undergoing ascension could sacrifice their lifespan for Essence.

It had to end this now.

The hydra stomped on the ground, breaking through it and sending the human into the air. Then it gathered its remaining Essence into all of its cores and its body began to shine once more. This time, the human’s expression truly shifted into horror and she lifted a red sword.

“Goodbye brave warrior.”

“Shit⁠—”

The hydra unleashed its attack and a rippling explosion engulfed the surroundings.

* * *

The god of the tower was angry.

Or so that’s what every mercenary present said as the ground kept on rumbling. In fact, they were praying for forgiveness all around her. Frei didn’t understand it, unlike most people she could actually sense something. Something deep within the earth, and this something truly terrified her.

But this being seemed to have been locked in battle with something. Frei had no idea of what was happening, after all there was zero chance that Amber was responsible for this.

But even then, she refused to run, because Amber was still down there. So instead, Frei waited patiently. She waited as the battle continued on, as the energies shifted, and even as the shaking grew worse, but eventually something caused her to want to run. A sense of impending doom from an attack that was about to occur, and she wasn’t the only one to sense it.

“We’ve angered the primordial!”

“Please forgive us!”

“Run!”

But by that point, it was too late to run.

At that moment, beams of light erupted in all directions from the soil, destroying the surroundings. Frei was forced to dodge, barely saving her life. Then the light vanished as soon as it came.

Just like that, the battle between monsters had ended, and Frei couldn’t help but swallow. Because regardless of which being won, the survivor was truly a terrifying thing.

Yet, she still prayed for Amber’s survival, and for her to not encounter this beast.

That was the only thing she could do.

* * *

It was over.

The hydra wanted to laugh, but instead it simply lay there at the gates of death. Because it had lost.

It stared ahead as it saw the bloodied human walk forward, holding two swords that were about to fall apart. Perhaps its attack had been way too weak, it hadn’t been able to use much Essence after all. Or maybe it just wasn’t concentrated enough so it didn’t hit the human hard enough. But regardless of the reason for its defeat, it had lost, and now it was going to die.

It stared at the approaching human and couldn’t help but chuckle with its single remaining head.

“Human⁠— No, mighty warrior,” it spoke. “What is your name?”

The human stood before it, lifting her broken sword as she answered with a hardened expression.

“Amber.”

The hydra closed its eyes.

“I see, I shall remember your glorious name. Congratulations on finishing your ascension. But there is one thing I must tell you…”

Then, taking a final breath it began to speak.

“Amber, your lifespan is…”

“I don’t have much left, right?” she said. “I know, only I just now realized it.”

“Indeed, you traded it all for Essence, so use my levels to save yourself.”

Following its words, the broken sword went through its head, marking the end of its life and its body began to decay. Slowly but surely its body began to shrivel as the last of its Essence was drained. But just before it lost consciousness, it mustered a final whisper for the human to hear.

“Amber, it was an honor to die at your hands. Your strength befits a crown.”

And with those last words, the hydra died.

* * *

[You have defeated a [Newling Primordial Hydra. Lvl. 338].]

For defeating an enemy 100 levels above your own, you have received bonus experience!

…

[You have reached level 233. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

…

[You have reached level 240. 15 stat points awarded.]

+5 Vitality +5 Strength +5 Dexterity.]

It was over.

Amber collapsed panting before the gigantic monster. She was on the verge of passing out, and yet she couldn’t help but think back on the final words of the hydra, they were… nice. Not only that, but the hydra had been aware of the fact that her Ascension had finished. But it had also known about the thing she only realized at the end of the fight.

The fact that she had burned through her life for Essence. All for the sake of winning that fight.

A sigh left her, before she closed her eyes. “Though ten years is more than enough for me to get my next advancement.”

In the end, she wasn’t worried about that; not unless she was thrown into another situation where she needed to forcefully draw Essence out of her being. Which was unlikely to happen before her next Class Advancement. But even then, she was tired; and for good reason, she had done the impossible.

“And I got great rewards,” she whispered with a smile.

Do you wish to complete your Ascension now?

A voice echoed in her mind; it was akin to an advancement, which hopefully would help her in the whole life expectancy department, but now wasn’t the time to check it out. Because there was something else, something that appealed to her more at this very moment. After all, it was what she had been chasing after.

She had become a hero.

[The Shattered Tower acknowledges you as a hero, granting you the opportunity to take an item from the second floor of its treasury.

Would you like to go to the treasury now?]

This was what she had wanted all along, and soon she would go to the third floor after this, she was sure of it.

Amber smiled.

“Yes.”


Chapter 54. Book 3 Epilogue

Amber opened her eyes to see the same familiar white hallway, one that was dimly lit by diffused warm light coming from slits running perpendicular to one another in the ceiling. It had the same appearance as the 1st floor of the treasury, and she didn’t know why but this place made her feel… calm.

That said, even while feeling calm she still felt like death. Her head was pounding and even though she had recovered from her injuries she still felt incredibly off. Perhaps it was due to the amount of Essence she had expended. She did after all burn through so much of her life that it wasn’t even funny.

And the conversion fucking sucks too. Amber shook her head before looking at her shaking hand.

She took in how her skin looked pale and more than anything, it had cracks all over. She wasn’t dying. She knew herself all too well to know she wasn’t just going to drop dead; however, this must have been the exertion of the being that Ax’thra had told her about.

Unlike normal cores which will be strained by something as simple as this, awakened ones will not. For such strain will just affect your body instead.

It must have been that. Meaning she would eventually recover from it given how Ax’thra had explained it. Thankfully she had gotten everything she wanted. She just knew it already. That lifted her spirits as she smiled, walking down the hallway as a familiar notification finally appeared.

[Welcome to the 2nd out of 3 levels in the treasury…]

Soon she walked out of the hallway only to see yet another familiar hall, one with pedestals, but this time there was something she had expected before. Gold. Mountains of gold and priceless jewels filled the room. From what she could tell, she was free to grab whatever amount of them, which she helped herself to.

After all, Demonic Sword Droz’gad had almost completely evaporated when it protected her from the hydra’s blast, otherwise she would’ve died. She needed to get it repaired, and this money was going to go to that.

She took quite a lot of gold, a couple thousand coins and it didn’t even make a dent in comparison to the size of the room. Then, Amber turned and saw a plate of stone at her feet with writing, something that wasn’t a surprise.

“Being a hero is merely the first step to being a legend.”

Amber didn’t really care about what it said. She ignored it entirely and instead turned to the pedestals, which actually had a mist covering each of the items. There were four pedestals in total, something that greatly excited her.

Is it to build up anticipation? Amber wondered. It kind of worked, since her interest was definitely piqued. A moment later, a notification came.

[In order to reveal the item you must touch the mist. You may take only one item from this room. Beware, your choice shall be laid bare before the eyes of judgment. Only legends may access the third floor of the Shattered Tower’s treasury.]

“Pretty straightforward.”

Amber nodded and headed for the nearest pedestal, and maybe it was because of the adrenaline that was still coursing through her body, but she felt excited to reveal the item. After all, it was going to be the payoff to her efforts. Each and every item here had to be extraordinary.

“Let’s see then.”

Amber smiled and touched the mist, only to reveal a familiar item. It was a black dagger that shined with a purple color under the light.

It was none other than an item that made her freak out in the past.

The Dagger of Light.

[??? ⁠— Dagger of Light ⁠— ???

This artifact has been forged by ??? the Primordial Spirit using the rarest materials to be found in Vir. This dagger bears the enhancements of:

Ability: Blood Binding Contract: Give the Dagger of Light your blood in order to be bound to it, making you its owner and preventing anyone else from wielding it for as long as you live.

Ability: First March: Blink: Teleport to the Dagger of Light or teleport the Dagger of Light to you with a one kilometer limit. This ability has a five second cooldown.

Ability: Second March: Movement: When chaining two attacks make the second one instantaneous. This ability has a ten second cooldown.

Ability: Third March: Breath: For as long as you’re holding your breath, the Dagger of Light will double your dexterity.

Ability: Fourth March: Throw: When throwing the Dagger of Light you will always have perfect throws with no deviation from where you intend to aim.

Ability: Fifth March: Focus: When wielding the Dagger of Light you gain superhuman focus.

Ability: Final March: Light Speed: Once a month gain a 1000% increase in dexterity and erase the cooldown of all the other abilities that the Dagger of Light possesses.]

“Its abilities are just as insane as I remember,” Amber whispered, looking at it made her happy.

Especially because now after her deadly battle she had an extreme appreciation for the weapons she wielded, so adding it to her arsenal wasn’t a bad idea at all. This was just the first item out of the four that were present before her. And considering how insanely good it was, that only meant that this was the baseline.

It certainly couldn’t get much worse than this, and in fact she had a feeling that it could only get better.

Though picking the dagger just to absorb it felt tempting, surely there was a way to modify it into a sword for Cursewelder to absorb. However, she had to hold off on that, because there were still three more pedestals to check.

Amber took a deep breath and headed to the next closest one⁠. The mist surrounding the item looked the same as the previous one, so she didn’t know what to expect. But nevertheless, she touched it and dispersed it.

What greeted her was something she didn’t expect, it was a golden pendant. One that was nothing short of extraordinary.

[??? ⁠— All-powerful Pendant of Arkara ⁠— ???

This pendant was created by ??? the Primordial Spirit using the rarest materials to be found on Vir to repay a favor to ??? the Primordial Spirit for ?????? This necklace bears the enhancements of:

Ability: Blood Binding Contract: Give the Pendant of Arkara your blood in order to be bound to it, making you its owner and preventing anyone else from wielding it for as long as you live.

Ability: Arkara’s Power Contract: Sacrifice a year of your lifespan for a boost of 300% in all your attributes.

Ability: Arkara’s Life Contract: Sacrifice a level to gain one year of lifespan.

Ability: Arkara’s Talent: You may use any skill that you know of, whether it be magical or physical for an appropriate cost of Primordial Energy. It can be a skill you do not possess, however the skill must not exceed your level.

Ability: Arkara’s Embrace: While supplying a small amount of Primordial Energy to this pendant your attributes will increase by 20%.

Ability: Arkara’s Blessing: At the cost of a great amount of Primordial Energy you may receive a Greater Blessing that will cure all ailments.

Ability: Arkara’s Might: At the cost of a great amount of Primordial Energy you may multiply your stats by 1000% for a day. Once the day passes your stats will be halved for a week.]

Amber blinked. “Damn.”

Needless to say, it was good. And it solved her lifespan problem in a weird way; and even granted her immortality in a way. The ability; Arkara’s Talent was probably the strongest out of all of them. With it, so long as she did her research, she could become borderline untouchable. Of course, there was a big limitation tied to it; so she couldn’t just copy Frei’s shadow magic, but still.

It was strong, and it was also tempting.

And there are still two more… Amber turned, eyeing the remaining pedestals. I wonder what they are?

With that in mind, Amber headed to the third pedestal and touched the mist. She couldn’t help but pause as she saw a thick leather bound book. One that had an incredibly simple description.

[Relic Grade ⁠— Ishtar’s Journal ⁠— Ancient Quality.

This is a journal that uses high quality materials that have withstood the sands of time. Its owner placed great care in it. This journal bears the following enhancements.

Simplified knowledge: This journal is easier to read.

Ability: Fixed teleport: This journal can teleport anyone in contact with it to a fixed location by supplying it with mana.]

That was all.

That was the entire description.

Yet Amber’s heart was beating fast. This was one of the fabled journals left behind by Ishtar the Exiled Emperor of Arkase. It was said that each of his journals were the equivalent of a Class Advancement for whoever found them. Considering how damn hard it was for her to get this opportunity, Amber was inclined to believe that.

Choosing just got a lot harder. Amber breathed before turning to the last pedestal.

She wasn’t going to even start thinking about things, what if the last item was even better? So instead, she moved to dispel the doubts she had in her mind.

Taking a deep breath, she touched the mist and couldn’t help but sigh. It was a vial, one that greatly appealed to her.

[??? ⁠— Curse of ⁠Ashes — ???

This is a curse from a higher realm in liquid form. It shall burn anything it comes into contact with until it becomes ash. The flames shall gain strength the longer they are resisted. This curse surpasses a Cursebearer’s innate Supernatural Nullification.]

At least I’ve seen all four items.

Amber shook her head and looked towards the dagger; it was a possible upgrade for Cursewelder but it was undoubtedly the item she wanted the least. Then, she looked towards the All-powerful Pendant of Arkara, it was probably related to Arkara’s Staff in some way. So perhaps there was some kind of synergy between the items.

It also helped her with her lifespan problem, and it was undoubtedly a great item. An item she would find a lot of use for and one that would most definitely save her from exerting herself in future fights.

It was great.

After it was Ishtar’s Journal, it was undoubtedly the riskiest item to take, but it also had a chance of giving her incredibly important information or even very useful loot. It was basically a gamble, but it was almost guaranteed she would find something from it.

Finally, there was the Curse of Ashes, at first glance it seemed kind of lame, but Amber could tell it was strong. Now, there was the problem of learning to use it, because it would just kill her if she took too long. But it was a risk she was willing to take.

Needless to say, three out of the four items greatly appealed to her, and it was a hard decision to make. But in all honesty, the pendant was replaceable, or not necessary to her so she could ignore it.

However, between the Curse of Ashes and the journal…

Amber sighed, and moved.

“In the end, I can ask Sid or Val for a similar item or even the same thing, but this is not something I can get elsewhere without tremendous effort.”

Amber grabbed Ishtar’s Journal, making her choice, and along with it a green teleportation circle appeared, accompanied by a notification. It happened in an instant.

[As a champion you became a hero, and as a hero you became a legend. As a legend the Shattered Tower grants you access to the third floor of its treasury that is beyond the portal. A great reward awaits you.]

Amber took a deep breath staring at the notification, it really was as she thought, but…

Then, she turned to the teleportation circle.

This I didn’t expect.

Amber could feel the energy swirling from it. Whether it was because she had a new sixth sense due to all the changes she had undergone, or whether it was from experience, but she could feel that this portal was special. In the first place, it was the portal to the third floor of the treasury, and it was the reward she was sure she was bound to get.

But it was also different from the previous portal she experienced, vastly different. Maybe it was because she had pondered about it in her free time, or maybe it was just because she had changed, but she knew that this floor was different. She knew it was bound to change her life and the reason was simple⁠—

She stepped into the circle and her surroundings shifted into a dark room. Amber found herself before a green source of light, one that was chained and one that was smiling at her. It was a Primordial Spirit.

⁠—it was bound to change her life because it was the greatest reward of the Shattered Tower, only one legends could experience.

Meeting a god.

Meeting the owner of the tower they had labored so hard to climb.

It was something she vaguely expected; however, what the spirit said next made Amber pause.

“I’ve been waiting for you, Amber. Friend of the Primordial of Spirits of Life and Lightning, and friend of the Primordial Spirit that imprisoned me.”

Because he knew exactly who she was.

“There is a lot I want to talk to you about.”

And he was grinning right at her.

* * *

The Servant of Chaos looked at the rising sun, it was the early morning, and as he looked into the distance, he couldn’t help but frown. Because his target, the person he wished to kill, had changed yet again.

“So, not only have you learned Essence, but you’ve also ascended.”

That was something that caused him great displeasure, but even then he knew that his victory was assured. After all, this time he was here with his real body, he was here to put an end to the girl and reclaim what he had lost. Even if she ascended, it was going to take a lot more than that for her to defeat him. That he knew.

“Just you wait, Amber…” he growled, looking at the horizon. “Soon, you will face your judgment.”

He wasn’t there just yet, but soon he would be, and when that happened, everything would change. He was going to kill her, no matter the price he paid. Even his long lifespan wasn’t out of the question.

After all, he too had ascended a long time ago.

* * *

Remmel Wolfe drank his life away at a bar, it was a backwater bar with a lot of conflicts. In fact, just today alone he had to kill someone just so the patrons would stop bothering him. But the alcohol, or the people he killed didn’t help quell his anger.

He slammed his cup on the bar and a loud bang echoed, yet he went mostly ignored as he grumbled.

“Fucking bitch took everything from me.” He clenched his fist. “I will make you pay.”

He was seething, he had been seething. He knew he couldn’t touch her just yet, but soon. Soon he would have his revenge for what she had done. Not only had she disrespected him, she had also abused his kindness, she had taken his pet, Aveline. She was meant to become a key asset for him, and now it was less and less likely to happen.

The amount of hatred he felt had only grown in the past couple of days, and soon it was going to spill over. She was in the way of his goals. He wanted to lead the Obsidian Rose one day, not be a puppy for some bitch.

Remmel’s grip shattered the cup and the rest of his drink splashed on the table.

“Just you damn wait…”

Finally, he stood up and threw some gold coins to cover his tab, which caused people to gape at him. However, Remmel didn’t even register it, for his mind was racing, it was now planning revenge.

And it was only a matter of time before it came to fruition.

* * *

Velda Starkell stood before a large tower. It was the tower of the Primordial Spirit near the capital. She was finally ready to challenge it, and even though it had taken much arguing, Liz, her sister, had relinquished, allowing her to do it. While she wasn’t as high level as she would’ve liked, she had decided that she wanted to get her Class Advancement inside of the tower, and she was close.

She was currently level 93, and she wasn’t alone. She had Deer by her side, who was also of a similar level.

In the end, she had decided to take Amber’s advice, to go into the tower before her Class Advancement, all so she could get a Legacy Branch at the same time. That said, she was slightly doubtful whether she could get one. Based on what she researched, it seemed extremely hard.

Still, she wouldn’t give up even if it took her till level 150. Because even now, even after witnessing how ridiculously extraordinary Amber was, Velda still wanted to surpass her. And she had thoroughly prepared for this.

Velda took a breath along with Deer, and the two of them ventured into one of the tower entrances and it closed behind them.

For a moment, there was only darkness as Velda frowned.

I researched this… even the first fight will be incredibly difficult.

Then the light came back and Velda raised her staff as Deer went on guard, but instead they both froze.

“Well, aren’t you two cute?”

Because before them was a figure glowing in a red light, one whose figure was white like snow. Velda had seen them in books before; it was a Primordial Spirit.

It was the Primordial Spirit of this tower, and she was frowning.

“Amber never told me she had friends as adorable as you.”

Hearing that, Velda and Deer couldn’t help but freeze.

* * *

Oracle, also known as Elcaro, was happy. For their plan was finally coming to fruition.

“Finally.”

A chilly voice echoed as a dead body dropped to the ground. the voice belonged to the Demon of Genesis. It stood tall with its lanky and pale body, and Oracle himself couldn’t help but feel glee as he agreed.

“Indeed, now that you’ve reached level 400 we can move our plans forward,” he said, beaming.

They had finally killed the pesky Saints of Truth that were in the way, and now that the sun was rising, it almost felt like a sign of the new era that was about to come. It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that this was one of the happiest moments in his long life. After all, his goals, his aspirations, his dreams were finally going to be realized. It was only a matter of time.

Oracle smiled as he turned, but he heard the demon’s chilly voice in reply as his eyes widened.

“Yes, except your services are no longer needed to summon my God.”

Before he could react, the Demon of Genesis pierced him through the chest with its massive hand. It happened in an instant. Oracle blinked, his body being consumed by curses, and he groaned in pain, emotional pain.

“How?”

Oracle was shocked. The Demon of Genesis should’ve been subservient to him, it shouldn’t have been able to kill him, let alone harm him. There was also another factor, one he couldn’t understand.

“How will you do the summoning ritual without me?!” he shouted.

In response, Oracle saw the demon grin at him.

“Goodbye human, you were useful.”

With those words, he was thrown into the ground as he bled out, his life escaping from him and he gritted his teeth, having a realization.

He had merely been a pawn to bring the Demon Gods to Vir.

They had never intended to follow his vision.

Oracle gritted his teeth. “You will regret this…”

In response, the Demon of Genesis simply laughed, looming over him, his foot raised.

“A mere human cannot understand our grand plan, so relax and pass away, knowing you’ve just brought ruination to the entirety of Vir.”

The demon stomped, ending Oracle’s life.

* * *

Soon things were bound to change, for better or for worse.

“So, shall we get started?” The Primordial Spirit asked.

And for Amber, it all began with a conversation with the god she had just met.

End of Book 3 

Amber Status: 

[Name: Amber | Level: 240 | Title: Abyssal Lord

Class: Accursed Primordial Human (Cursed Berserker) | Unspent Stat Points: 0

Race: Fledgling Primordial Human (Unranked)

Legacy Branch: Primordial Demonic Blood

Stats:

Vitality: 2156

Strength: 1889

Dexterity: 1887

Endurance: 925

Intelligence: 923

Wisdom: 1095

Free Core Skill Slots: 0 | Core Skills:

[Accursed Reignition - 5th Rank Lvl. 4], [Quick Dash - 5th Rank Lvl. 7], [Accursed Creation - 5th Rank Lvl. 5], [Inexorable Momentum - 5th Rank Lvl. 7], [Inexorable Body - 5th Rank Lvl. 7], [Accursed Strength - 5th Rank Lvl. 5], [Accursed Recovery - 5th Rank Lvl. 7], [Accursed Battery - 5th Rank Lvl. 3], [Accursed Rage Synergy - 5th Rank Lvl. 8], [Inexorable Manipulation - 5th Rank Lvl. 10], [Primordial Exertion].

Legacy Branch Skills:

[Crimson Fervor - 3rd Rank Lvl. 6], [Crimson Fuel - 3rd Rank Lvl. 8], [Crimson Venom. Lvl. 10], [Crimson Sense - 2nd Rank Lvl. 9], [Crimson Destruction. - 2nd Rank Lvl. 8], [Crimson Break. - 2nd Rank Lvl. 9], [Crimson Cry. Lvl. 1], [Blood Catalyst. Lvl. 7], [Demonic Frenzy. Lvl. 10]

General Skills:

[Supernatural Nullification], [Abyssal Channel], [Appraisal. Lvl. 4], [Toxin Resistance ⁠- 6th Rank Lvl. 1], [Curse Resistance - 6th Rank Lvl 3.], [Elemental Resistance - 5th Rank Lvl. 10], [Physical Resistance - Lvl. 5th Rank Lvl. 10], [Magical Resistance - 5th Rank Lvl. 10], [Sharp Instincts - 5th Rank Lvl. 9], [Quick Recovery - 2nd Rank Lvl. 10], [Mana Sense Acceleration. Lvl. 5], [Cursed Blazing Bolt. Lvl 3].] 

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.

God’s Dynamo ⁠— Create Essence from mana.

Advanced Blue Fire Creation ⁠— A skill to create powerful blue flames.

Primordial Blazing Bolt ⁠— A concentrated arrow of blue fire that is extremely destructive.

Primordial Disintegration Bolt ⁠— A concentrated arrow of the Curse of Disintegration.

Storm of Destruction ⁠— Summon a storm of lightning to kill people.

Inexorable Will ⁠— Cursed Inexorable Berserker’s class skill, allows 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 that I can’t think of.

Essence Pact⁠ ⁠— Allows to bind parties to certain conditions.

Demonic Blood Contract ⁠— Make contract with demons with blood, but more usefully can change the terms of contracts with demons.

Accursed Knowledge ⁠— Allows curses to be made out of Essence, links all main class skills to Essence.
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